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FOREWORD
W ZARDS | N FOLK- LORE

ENCHANTMENTS, W zards, Wtches, Magic Spells, N xy Queens,
G ants, Fairy Wite Reindeer, and glittering Treasures flourish in
these tales fromthe Baltic Lands--Lapland (both Finnish and
Scandi navi an), Finland, Estonia, Latvia, and Lithuania.

And their setting is the Long Wnter Night with its brilliant
play of Northern Lights over the snow covered tundra; or the brief
Arctic summer--its sun burning night and day--with its birds,
fl owers, insect-clouds, singing waters, and al nost tropic heat; or
t he gol den sunshine of the southern anber coast.

But it is the Northern Lights thenselves, flashing and flam ng
t hrough the dark heavens, that cast their nystic weirdness over nany
of these tales nolded by the peculiar imagination of the Asiatic and
Eur opean East Baltic folKks.

The farther our stories draw south from Lapland, the | ower sink
the Northern Lights, and the less their influence on folk-tales,
till at last they nerge with the warner lights of Lithuania the
anber-1land. Wzards and w zardry abound in Lappish, Finnish, and
Estonian tales, Wtches appear nore often in Latvian and Lithuani an
ones. And in all these countries except Lapland, many European fol k-
tale themes, which we know in the Ginm collection, are found in new
forns.

The Latvians and Lithuanians are Aryan peoples. The Lapps cane
from Asia, and the Finns and Estonians are descendants of the Finno-
Ugric tribes emgrating from Asia to the Baltic shores. The Lapps
and Finns are fanous for their Wzards and w zardry. Even today sone
Lapps use magi ¢ incantations which are peculiar adm xtures of
anci ent heat hen superstitions and Christian ideas. The nodern Lapp
who is only half taught in the Gospel of Christ the Lord, which
frees from superstition, is a strange conmpound of heathen survivals
accentuated by the hard conditions of |life within the Arctic Crcle.

And bound by chai ns of superstition, the Lapp shows little
progress. He is gradually being absorbed by neighboring races. It is
far different with the Finns. Naturally nore progressive, in co-
operation with their conpatriots, the Swedi sh-Finlanders, they have
produced a nodern Republic which in progress and culture is
conparable to any European state. United with Finland is a |arge
part of Lapland. Estonia, too, is a progressive nodern Republic, as
are Latvia and Lithuania.
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But to return to Wzards in folk-lore. It is surprising that
such an entertaining type of wonder tale as "Aladdin and the
Wonder ful Lanp,"” which delights our children's fancy, should have
its roots in one of the nost repellent of soul-slaveries--Shamani sm

The shanman, w zard, w tch-doctor, heathen priest, nedicine man--
by what ever nane he be called--was and still is anbng sonme heat hen
tribes a force controlling with iron grip tribal life, both of
chiefs and people. By of his art, the shaman, usually a professional
trickster, works on the fear, credulity, and natural religious
instinct of his ignorant dupes.

By how i ngs and whistlings, hideous maskings, capers and
| eapi ngs, beating of gongs and druns, incantations to bad or good
spirits, and by hocus-pocus healing and sone real curative
know edge, the shaman nanages to keep the helpless folk in trenbling
terror of his power over their lives. He is an eneny to progress and
civilization.

Shamanismin some formis prevalent in all parts of the world,
anong Asiatics, European Arctic peoples, Africans, Anerican |ndians
i ncl udi ng Eskinos, al so Afro-Anericans, and the savage isl anders of
the seas. It is not possible in this short Foreword, to discuss
Shamanismin all its phases, with its hol dover in mediaeval and
nodern witchcraft revivals.

But, just as nmany delightful poetic fairy tales have had their
begi nnings in pagan nyths, so from professional w zardry have
descended a variety and host of fascinating tales which, under the
magi ¢ brush of a light and playful fancy, have taken on the colors
of wonder to delight nodern children

The selections in this book come from German and Engli sh
sources. There is a mass of East Baltic folk-lore and folk-tales in
t hese | anguages, from which to choose. In the |anguages of Finland
and Estonia alone, may be found nore than 33,000 native folk-
nmel odi es, 55,000 folk tales, 125,000 riddles, 135,000 superstitions,
215, 000 proverbs, 200,000 folk songs. This gives but a feeble idea
of the extent of Baltic fol k-Ilore.

The racial groupings of tales here, are interesting to conpare--
primtive Lapp |egends; richly poetic creations of the Finns and
their kindred, the Estonians; European types of wonder story,
product of the Aryan Letts and Lithuanians. Each group holds its
distinctive place in the history of peoples.

And what a variety of selections is here!--prose epitonmes of the
nmusi cal hero tales, and inmaginati ve wonder stories of Finland and
Estonia; weird Lapp ideas; romantic | egends and wonder tales from
Latvia and Lithuania, all so delightful to children. Repulsive tales
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have been omtted. The wonder tales, with few exceptions, are
literally translated. Several ranbling ones are shortened. The
article, "What Happened to Sone Lapp Children,"” is conposed of bits
of assenbled fol klore. The half-title original verses are in

Kal eval a netre, while the little connecting stories, also original,
foll ow t he changi ng seasons of Lapland, and are woven from bits of
f ol k-wi sdom and cust om

Al'l these colorful tales, together with The Tiny History of the
Baltic Sea, and The Tiny Dictionary of Strange East Baltic Things
will, we hope, charmthe children and help them to understand and
like the countries and peoples of our East Baltic neighbors.

M. Victor G Candell, our American artist, was born in Hungary
and has travelled in the East Baltic. For these pictures he has nade
a special study of the art notif of these |ands, and has rendered
themwith a wealth of detail. He is an associate of M. WIlly
Pogany.

And this book is dedicated to ny friend, Al bert von Julin, an
iron-master and patriot of Finland, who during the revolution after
the late War, was killed, because of his ardent patriotic
principles. It was he who first interested ne in Finland and the
Baltic. So may this book pay honor to his nenory.

FRANCES JENKI NS OLCOTT
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THE MAG C DRUM CALLS YOU
BOOM BOOM BOOM BEAT! BEAT! BEAT!

In Lapl and when the Arctic Storm Wnd roars down fromthe
nount ai ns and bl ows through the valleys and over the tundra, cones
the call of the Magic Drum

Do you hear it on the wind? Do you hear its beat! beat! beat!
and the grinding of the Wzard's teeth as he beats! beats! beats!

Long, long ago, with chanting and magi c and drum beating cane
the Geat Wzard Ni schergurje down fromthe nountains. Tree-tall,
tree-straight was he, clad in the softest skins of the white
reindeer. He was girded with the Wzard Belt of Mght, and on his
feet were soft-soled shoes. From his right wist hung his gold drum
hanmer, and his left hand held the Magic Drum Beat! Beat! Beat!

Down from the everlasting snow peaks he cane to visit the Lapp
peopl e. He saw snoke curling up fromtheir tents in the valley,
where reindeer were digging noss out of the snow, with their hoofs.

And the Lapp people--little children, nmen, and wonen--ran and
t hronged about himin wel cone. The finest reindeer-skins they spread
for his seat in front of their tents, and the choicest reindeer
fl esh they dipped fromtheir cooking pots to feast the G eat Wzard.

And he sang to the people his Magic Wrds of the days when
stones were gold and silver, and he sang:

"I have |earned the secret of the foxes. | have the strength of
Honey- Paw t he bear, of Thick-Pelt-d d-Man-of-the-Forest. Fleeter am I
than the snarling wolf. | know the place of hidden treasures. | know

the secret of the Forest.

"Now will 1 send forth nmy Magic Call to sunmon ny Conrades, the
Four Ancient Wzards of the South Baltic Lands!"

And see! As the great Wzard N schergurgje beat! beat! beat! on
his Magic Drum and tapped! tapped! tapped! on his Magic Drum the
Storm Wnd blew fiercer. On its flapping wings cane riding the Four
Anci ent W zar ds!

Kauko, Red-Haired Wzard of Finland of the Thousand Lakes and
Thousand | sl es:

Sarvik with woolly white hair, back like an oak and lolling red
tongue--from Estonia's rocky coast:
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Kur bads giant-strong, with yell ow eyeballs and green hair from
Latvia of the crystal streans:

Jakamas with bushy gol den head, pointed eyes, and apple-red
cheeks--from Lithuania of the fragrant anber.

And each carried his own Magic Drum Beat! Beat! Beat!
And the Four Ancient Wzards, grinding their teeth, whistling,

and how ing, seated thenselves on the snow before the Chief Wzard
of themall, the great N schergurgje.

And he, the tree-tall, tree-straight one, struck his Drumwth a
rolling and a roaring, and bade the Four Ancient Wzards be still,
so that the Lapp people mght listen to his Tales of Wnder.

And the Four Ancient Wzards were still, and the people waited.
Listen to Ni schergurgje!

BEAT! BEAT! BEAT! BOOM BOOM BOOM
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FROM

LAPLAND

OF

AURCRA CCOLORS
VH TE SI LENCE
MOSSY TUNDRAS
AND HI LLS VWHERE
REI NDEER

FEED

Lapl and' s Children, they are singing,
Chant the Children of the Northl and!
While the winter nights grow | onger
And the days have no returnings;

And the Long Nights shimrer whitely
Oer the icy wastes and tundras;
Where the Rei ndeer nibbl e npsses,
Silver lichens 'neath the snowfall.

Lapland's Children still are singing,
Chant the Children of the Northland!
"See! across the sky are sweeping

Anber lights that shift and flutter,
Rosy arc and violet flashings,

Fl ames that dart and veils that trenble,
O er the sky they nove and glimer!"

Lapland's Children still are singing,
Chant the Children of the Northl and!
"See! O see! The Merry Dancers,
Towards the zenith stream ng, |eaping!
In the heart of the Aurora,

Dance the Merry Baltic W zards,
From t he Lands of Baltic Wnders,
From the Lands of Baltic Mugic!"

THE BATTLE OF THE W ZARDS

BOOM BOOM BOOM BEAT! BEAT! BEAT! Listen to N schergurgje

Far, far away in Lapland of the Many W zards, beyond the Arctic
Crcle, in md-winter, it is one Long N ght. But what a night!

There is silence. The stars sparkle in the vast, dark sky. A
soft white shimer glows over the fields of ice and snow coveri ng
tundra, valley, and hill. Deep ice binds the |akes and streans.

Then see! Upward across the sky sweep wondrous |ights. Anber-
colored veils shinmer to and fro, rosy draperies, garlands, and
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streaners red, orange, yellow, green, blue, and violet, dart, dance,
sway, shift, wave, and |eap across the sky; flare up and die down,
then spring up again woven all of rainbow col ors.

And the little, dark children of Lapland of the many Wzards and
much Magic, are filled with nystery. They listen for the Call of the
Magic Drum and they watch the Aurora Lights, and say:

"See! the warriors are fighting!"

In the long, long ago, the W=zard N schergurgje, chanting Magic
Spells with whistlings and drum beati ngs, came wandering over the
frozen marshes. Under a crooked pine tree he sat down to rest, and
to boil his dinner of reindeer flesh.

And while he was waiting for the cooking pot to simer, he heard
sonet hi ng creak--crack--creak above his head. He | ooked up. Through
t he crooked boughs, an evil face grinned at him It was Schlipnme's--
the Wcked Wzard of the Wcked Mon Daughter.

Then Ni schergurgje quickly muttered a Spell, and the W cked
W zard tunbled to the ground.

"Wcked Schlipme,"” said the G eat Wzard, "Servant of the W cked
Moon Daughter, of the caved-in forehead, crooked nouth, and pal e,
cruel lips that splutter curses! See! My Spell has taken from you
all your power."

“Ni schergurgje,” snarled the Wcked Wzard, "my Magic is still
strong. | can call on the Mon Spirits to destroy you."

"Your Black Art does not frighten ne,"” answered Ni schergurgje.

Then the Wcked Schlipme stood up, and by his Black Art grew and
grew, taller and taller, to great stature. In his hand he swng a
terrible club made of a spruce tree.

“I will grind you to powder as fine as the snow on the
hillside," he roared. "Trenble before ne!"

"See what nmy Good Magic will do!" said Nischergurgje.

And he nmuttered a Spell, and he, too, grew and grew, taller and
taller and yet taller. Geater he was than the Wcked Wzard. The
tallest pines in the forest scarce reached his knees. The highest
peaks of the nountains scarce touched his waist. H's chest and
shoul ders were hid anmong the clouds. Hi s chin pushed the noon. Hs
eyes glared into the sun.
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"You have taken ny strength fromne!" cried Schlipne in fear.

Then they changed thenselves into dreadful Storm O ouds. They
rushed upon each other. They closed in fierce conbat. A mghty
roari ng was heard. The sky was bl ack

Ni schergurgje uttered a terrible Spell, and Schlipne fell in a
heap to earth.

"Again you have taken ny strength fromnme!" cried the Wcked
W zar d.

Once nore the two Wzards changed their fornms. They becanme two
great, horned reindeer. They battled over the frozen snow of the
hillside. The whole forest echoed with the |oud clashing of their
antlers. The tranpling of their hoofs shook the earth.

Then the Wcked Wzard was too weak to fight nore. He changed
hinself into a great snake withing on the ground. N scher gurgje,
t oo, becane a snake. They twi ned and tw sted. Their angry hissing
could be heard afar off. Their dripping fangs were dreadful to see.

Then suddenly the Wcked Wzard stretched hinmself upon the
ground as if dead. In the twinkling of an eye he becane a mghty
bird. He soared in wide circles about the Geat Wzard, who was
still a snake.

But Ni schergurgje took the formof an eagle. He rose swiftly in
the air. He overtook the Wcked Schlipme, and sank his claws into
hi s back. He brought him down to earth.

Then W cked Schlipme, bleeding and torn, how ed:

“Now you have taken all nmy strength!”

And he sank down, down, into the dark Under Earth Land.

Ni schergurgje went back to beat his Magic Drum and to cook his
supper of reindeer flesh.

Wil e over his head, across the deep dark sky, flashed and
shi nmered the many colored Northern Lights red, orange, yellow,
green, blue, and violet. And the little brown Children of Lapland
cried out:

"See! The warriors are fighting!"
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KARI WOODENCOAT
BOOM BOOM BOOM BEAT! BEAT! BEAT! Listen to N schergurgje

A King had a son, and he had a kitchen girl. Her coat was nade
of three wooden boards.

One Sunday cane, and Kari Wodencoat carried the washwater in to
the King's Son. As she was shutting the door, the King's Son threw
sone drops of water at her.

When everyone was ready to go to Church, Kari Wodencoat sai d:

“"May | go to Church?"

"NO Stay in the kitchen and mnd the dinner.™

The Cook was afraid that Kari Wodencoat m ght start for Church
so she enptied a cask of grain on the ground. Kari Wodencoat nust

pi ck up every kernel!

She called the little birds to help, and they picked up the
grain.

Then she dressed, and went to Church. She had a horse with a
copper rein. Just when the Pastor said Anen, she went out, the
King's Son after her. He asked her where she canme from

"From Washbasin Land!"

Sunday canme again. Then Kari Wodencoat took the hand-towel in
to the King's Son. She was closing the door, the King's Son threw

t he hand-towel at her.

The King's Son again went to Church. Kari Wodencoat asked
whet her she m ght go to Church

“NO Stay in the kitchen and cook the dinner.”

The Cook enptied a cask of grain on the ground. Kari Wodencoat
must pick up every bit of grain fromthe cask

She called the little birds to help, and they picked up the
grain.

Then she dressed herself for Church. Her horse had a sil ver
rein, and her dress was clasped with silver clasps.
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When she cane to the Church, the King's Son had no tinme to
listen to the Pastor's sernon. He |ooked at the girl. Just as the
Pastor said Amen, Kari Wodencoat went out, the King's Son after
her. He could not stop her. She clinbed into the carriage and
whi pped up the horse.

Then the King's Son call ed:

"Where do you cone fron®"

"From Hand-towel Land!"

When t he people got back from Church, there was Kari Wodencoat
clattering around the kitchen in her wooden boards.

The third Sunday cane. Kari Wodencoat took the conb in to the
King's Son. Just as she closed the door, the King's Son opened the
door and threw the conb at her

It was again Church time. Al were starting for Church, even the
Cook. Then Kari Wodencoat sai d:

"May | go, too?"
"NO." She nmust stay in the kitchen and m nd the dinner

The Cook enptied a cask of grain. Kari Wodencoat nust pick up
t he grain.

Then she called her little birds to help, and went to dress
hersel f. Her horse had a golden rein. And she herself had gol den
cl ot hes, and gol den shoes on her feet.

When she went into the Church, the Church lighted up. There she
was dressed all in gold!

The Pastor said Anen, and the golden girl went out, the King's
Son after her.

He reached for her feet before she could clinb into the
carriage. A golden shoe was drawn off her foot.

The King's Son asked her from where she cane.
"From Conb Land!"
When t he people got home, there was Kari Wodencoat in the

kitchen, dressed in her three wooden boards.
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Then the King's Son nade his father wite to all kingdons, to
ask if Washbasin Land was anywhere.

NO

Then he wote to ask if Hand-towel Land as anywhere.
NO

Then he wote to see if Conb Land was anywhere.

It was not to be found.

Then he got together all the wonmen to try on the gol den shoe.
But it fitted none of them So snmall a foot the golden shoe fitted!

The Cook chopped off her toes and her heel, and tried on the
gol den shoe.

Then the little birds flew by, and call ed:

The toes chopped of f!

The heel sliced off!

And the gol den shoe full of bl ood!

Then the Cook cried out:

“If I had those birds here, | would chop them™

After that Kari Wodencoat had to try on the gol den shoe.

It fitted Kari Wodencoat!

THE G ANT VWHO DI D NOT LI KE BONES
BOOM BOOM BOOM BEAT! BEAT! BEAT! Listen to the Magic Drum

Once upon a tine, sone Lapp children, without their parents
knowing it, clinmbed into a boat and rowed out on a | ake.

Now near this lake, in a great nountain cave, a Gant had his
dwel ling. He was not an ordinary G ant, but a Man-Eating Stallo. The
children knew nothing of this. But the G ant |earned sonehow t hat
the children were rowing on the |ake, so he hurried to the shore and
hid behind a big stone.
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He began to call the children. They had never heard of him so
they thought it was their parents calling. They rowed hard to the
shore. In a twinkling, just as the boat touched the |and, up popped
the Gant, lifted the boat to his shoul der, and hurried honeward.
Al'l this happened before the children could even think of running
way.

The G ant was so tall that his shoul der brushed the highest
branches of the trees. And the children, one after the other, caught
hol d of the branches and pulled thenselves into the trees. Now the
danger of their being eaten was over!

When the G ant reached his cave, he called out to his wfe:

"Here! Choose two of these fat children, and prepare ne a
delicious feast."

"But you have brought only two," said the G antess.
"Are you crazy?" cried the Gant, runbling with anger

But when he | ooked into the boat, he found only a little boy and
atiny girl, brother and sister. And they were so thin! Just skin
and bones! Before they could be eaten, they had to be fattened.

Now the two little ones were put into a wooden pen. The G antess
brought them the nost delicious food, roasted and baked, on gold and
silver dishes, and ordered themto eat. But the boy understood what
that neant. He told his sister not to touch the best-|ooking food,
and to eat only enough to keep alive.

After a time, a guest cane to see the Gant. The G ant w shed,
as is natural, to treat his guest to a tid-bit, so he went down to
the pen where the children were. But when he found them scrawny and
bony he was filled with rage.

"This boy here is as thin as a crow, and the girl is worse!" he
excl ai ned.

Then he slung both children on his back, and carried themto
their parents' hut. He threw them inside, roaring out:

"Here! Take your m serable young ones! Such bony skel etons, |
will not have!"

And back he ran to his dwelling, so that the earth shook under
his feet.
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NAUGHTY, NAUGHTY SPI DER
BUZZ! Buzz! Buzz! Listen to the swarm ng gnats!

I n Lapl and when the summer sun burns hot, day and night, the
Lapp children have much pain. This is all because of the spider!

In old days there were no nosquitoes in Lapland. But in the
pl easant country to the south, the nosquitoes l|lived, and buzzed, and
sucked their suppers.

One day all the nobsquitoes began to talk of seeing Lapland, for
they had heard so nuch about it. A spider, that had run about
Lapl and, had told them of its wonders. How the cuckoos sang sweetly,
the berries ripened, and the flowers bl ooned! Yes indeed! And the
rei ndeer had such juicy skins, and there were dogs and goats and
little animals with no places to hide in; and Lapp children sl eeping
outside without covers. And there were nice wet bogs waiting for the
nosqui t oes' eggs. And the sun shone night and day, so that the
nosqui t oes could always find food.

But that spider did not tell them of the long, freezing night,
when the sun never shone for weeks! Nor did the spider say:

"Such fine nets as | spin anong the | oose stones, where
nosqui t oes do not see thenm™

Oh yes! Those southern nosquitoes longed to be in Lapland. But
the Mdther of the Msquitoes said:

"First let us send sone scouts there, to find what the land is
i ke."

Six went. A reindeer whisked one of them off his tail and
crushed it. Another fell into a mlking pail and was drowned. The
third was snothered by tent-snoke. A fourth was killed by an old
Lapp woman. Only two got safely back to the pleasant southern | and.

These two said that Lapland was good in spots.

The Mother of the Msquitoes then said:

"Let the gnats go to Lapland. W will stay here.”

But the two scout nosquitoes said, that everything would be well

if all the nosquitoes together, at once, would fly north. So all the
nosquitoes in a great swarm flew north to Lapl and.

Page 15



Oh yes! There they are today, when the sunmer sun burns hot--
swarnms and swarns of them 1ike dark clouds. They buzz and bite.

Oh yes! And the spider spins and spins and spins fine nets anong
the | oose stones, where the npbsquitoes cannot see them The
nosquitoes fly into the nets, and the spider runs along the threads
and eats them

VWHAT HAPPENED TO SOVE LAPP CHI LDREN
BOOM BOOM BOOM BEAT! BEAT! BEAT! Listen to N schergurgje
THE BOYS WHO DI D NOT GET A MAQ C COW

ONCE on a tine in Lapland of the Northern Lights, where the rich
Lapp Kings own great herds of reindeer--pack reindeer, nother
reindeer, and pretty little fawns--once on a tinme on a sunmer’s day
when the sun was shining hot, a Lapp King with his whol e conpany of
Lapps drove a reindeer herd into a green valley to graze.

The men unharnessed the pack reindeer, took off their burdens,
and set up tents close to a rock. The wonen hung cooki ng pots over
the fire, and began to boil reindeer neat.

None of these Lapps knew that their canp was pitched near the
pl ace of sacrifice to a Seite. This Seite was a huge ugly stone, of
strange and fearful shape.

The Seite belonged to a Lapland Wzard. \Wenever he wanted to
get magi c power and have w cked spirits help himto put evil on
sonmeone, he chose a fine white reindeer-buck out of his herd, and
decorated it. Every part he decorated--antlers, head, |egs, back--
with yellow, blue, green, red-brown, white, and black silk.

When the buck was ready it knew just where to go. It led the
way to the Seite, and the Wzard followed. There the Wzard killed
the buck, ate its flesh, and cast its bones and horns on a huge pile
of reindeer bones and antlers near the Seite. In this way he got al
the magi ¢ power he wanted, to bring revenge on his enem es.

So near this spot the Lapp conpany canped with their reindeer
herd. Now in the Lapp King's tent were two Lapp boys. Ni ght canme on
t hough the sun still shone, for it never set night or day at that
time of the year. The two Lapp boys, for sone strange cause, could
not sleep. By and by they heard Voices in the rocks. They knew then,
that those rocks were the hone of sonme U da Fairy Fol k.

The boys peeped out of the tent. They saw a whole herd of Ul da
magi ¢ rei ndeer cows grazing. They were white and had no horns.
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The boys knew that if they threw a piece of steel over the herd,
they could keep a cow for thensel ves. That would bring good |uck and
riches! But before they could throw it, the reindeer vani shed.

THE ULDAS' OLD MOTHER

Now this is what happened once, in Lapland of the Northern
Li ght s!

The Lapps know that Uda Fairy Folk carry off children, so Lapp
fathers and nothers give their children anulets of silver, brass, or
copper, to frighten away the U das.

There was once a Lapp Mther, who did not give her baby an
anul et. One day she saw that her child was |ooking funny, and acting
funnily.

She knew then that the U das had carried off her own child, and
had | eft a changeling.

An old Lapp woman told her:

"You nust whip that changeling hard. You must put it in a room by
itself"--for the Lapp Mother lived in a house--"and you nust set a
small plate of porridge on the table, with nany spoons. Then see
what you shall see!

The Lapp Mdther did this. She shut the child in a roomwth a
tiny dish of porridge and nany spoons. Then she heard the child say:

|"ve lived as long as the dwarf birches,
Lived as long as nountain birches,

Never have | seen such doi ngs!

Many spoons and little porridge

Then the Lapp Mother knew for sure, that the child was a
changel i ng. She rushed in and whi pped it hard--whi pped, and whi pped,
and whi pped--beat, and beat, and beat! Then she | ocked the
changeling in by itself, but first she set sone burning lights in
t he room

By and by she heard Voices. The U das were speaki ng.

“They have been beating our A d Mther," said the Voices. "W
cannot stand that!"
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And when the Lapp Mt her opened the door and peeped in, there
was her own child safe and sound. The U das had carried off their

a d Mot her!

You may be sure that the Lapp Mdther, as quick as she coul d,
gave her child a silver amulet. She put a knife in its cradle, and
fastened silver buttons and other anulets to the three-stringed band
that hung fromthe top of the cradle to its foot.

That frightened away the Ul das.

THE MOON DAUGHTER S MAG C

BOOM BOOM BOOM BEAT! BEAT! BEAT! Listen to N schergurgje's
Magi ¢ Drum

Far back in the ages when the woodcock was white and the
bl ackbird was gray, and before there were any nosquitoes and gnats,
in Lapland lived two mghty Wzards. One was naned Torajas and the
ot her KarKki as.

Each had his own hunting ground, and his own place to graze his
rei ndeer herd. A wide |lake |ay between the dwellings of the two.

They were great Wzards, these two, for Tonto the Spirit of the
Magi ¢ Drum had given them sonme of his power. He had taught them nmany
Spells, and how to say them backward to undo the Spells. The two
could race invisible like the Storm Wnd through the skN. They could
fly like dipping, soaring eagles. They could becone serpents. And in
the forns of fleet reindeer with broad antlers, they could skim over
the snow slopes. Al they had to do, was to beat their Mgic Druns,
chant their Spells, and becone what they wll ed.

Kar ki as had only good signs painted on the drumhead of his
Magi ¢ Drum He never used his skill to harm any human bei ng.

But Torajas had on his drum not only the good signs G eat
Ni schergurgje had taught the Lapland Wzards, but also the evil
signs of Black Magic |learned from Schlipne, Wcked Wzard of the
W cked Moon Daughter.

Things were going well with the little brown nmen of Lapl and.
Their fat herds of tame reindeer were increasing. Their hunting and
fishing were good. They often went to Karkias to ask his aid. They
were very rich and happy.
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Now down in the dark, dank Underworld, sat the hideous W cked
Moon Daughter. Her hair, coarse and stringy, fell over her caved-in-
forehead. Her long yellow teeth gleamed in her crooked nouth. She
ghashed her teeth with rage, because the little brown nen were

happy.

Qui ckly she changed herself into a Blackbird, and flew to the
tent of Torajas. She perched on a pine tree near his door, and sang:

Lapl and's Wzards, they are m ghty!

Two are famed for skill and Magic.

Torajas beats his Dram wi th cunni ng.
Marked with Black Art's signs, his Drumis
Karkias is wise and powerful,

Filled he is with age-old Magic,

Geat his Spells and his enchant nents.
VWhich is greater, which nore powerful
Kar ki as, or strong Toraj as?

So the Lapl and peopl e wonder!

Thus sang the Wcked Mon Daughter in the shape of a bird. The
proud Torajas heard her, and began to wonder in his heart whether
Kar ki as knew nore Spells than he did, or had as many signs painted
on his Drum as he, Torajas, had on his.

Looking into Torajas' heart, the Wcked Mon Daughter saw that
her song had noved himto envy. She flapped her black bat-1ike
wi ngs, and flew down and sat by his door, and sang:

Let the Lapland people find out
Which of you is greater W zard.
Let a trial be between you,

Let the wi nner be Chief Wzard!

At this Torajas' heart was noved with badness. And the huge
Bl ackbird, flapping her wings, flew croaking back to her dark hone
in the Under Earth Land.

Her song still rang in Torajas' ears. Hateful thoughts drove al
joy fromhim The darkness of the Underworld began to spread in his
heart. Envy and bitterness agai nst the good Wzard Karkias were
rooted in his m nd.

Through | ong days, did hatred grow stronger in his heart.

One norning he stood by the |ake and saw the good Wzard row ng
a raft on the water. Torajas nuttered a Spell, and strai ghtway the
storm spirits came rushing over the | ake lashing the billows sky
hi gh.
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Bef ore Karkias could speak a single Magic Wrd, the wind lifted
the frail raft, and tossed it into the air. Karkias fell to the
bottom of the | ake.

He changed hinself into a small, swift fish, and began to swim
towards |and. But Torajas mnmuttered another Spell and sent a huge
pike that lived in the |ake, to devour Karkias. The pike swall owed
hi m down whol e.

Then all the Lapland people nm ssed Karkias, and said:

"Surely he was the great N schergurgje hinmself, and has
vani shed. Karkias is the greatest of all Wzards!"

Twel ve nonths went by. Oten around the tent of the bad W zard,
Torajas, flew the huge Bl ackbird, singing:

Which is greater here in Lapland,
Kar ki as the vani shed W zard,
O the fearless one, Torajas?

Then Torajas' heart becane all evil. Chanting songs of Bl ack
Magic, he went to set his net in the |ake. The next day, when he
drew the net, it was full of little fishes. The next day he set the
net across the whole | ake. When he drew it in the norning, it was
full of larger fishes.

Then he called on the Wcked Mon Daughter for help and sank his
net. And see! The next norning when he pulled it, the huge pike was
in the mddle of it.

Torajas took up the pike, and carried it to the Lapland fol k.
St andi ng anong them he plunged his knife into the pike. O course
he thought to kill it. See! Qut stept Karkias well and whol e.

"Evil Torajas!" he cried. "You did wong to use Black Magic
agai nst ne."

When the Lapl and people heard this, they exclained:

"Torajas is a bad Wzard. W will have nothing to do with him
Karkias is the greatest Wzard in Lapland."”

Ragi ng and fum ng, Torajas went back to his side of the |ake.
And after that no one ever asked him for help.

But the Wcked Mon Daughter stayed about his tent. And every

time she flapped her black w ngs, stinging nosquitoes and buzzi ng
biting gnats filled the air.
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THE RED- HAl RED W ZARD

BOOM BOOM BOOM BEAT! BEAT! BEAT!--BOOM BOOM BOOM through
the long Arctic N ght and across the white snow pl ai ns!

So ended the Great N schergurgje his stories.

And the Four Ancient Wzards of the South Baltic Lands, ground
their teeth, whistled, howed, and were still.

And as Ni schergurgi e beat! beat! beat! on is Magic Drum and
t apped! tapped! tapped! on his Magic Drum all Lapland was silent.
The stars shone big in the dark winter sky. Fromthe edge of the
world sprang up the Northern Lights like a tent of colored flanes--
red, orange, yellow, green, blue, and violet. The colored flanes
darted here, darted there, shifted, wavered, and spread to and fro
over the sky.

And the Lapp children slid about swiftly on their skis and
shout ed nocki ngly:

"Northern Lights, flicker! Flicker! Flicker!"

Then the children, scared and trenbling, ran into the tents to
hi de, crying out:

"Northern Lights, do not take our eyes!”

And a great silence fell upon the Four Ancient Wzards, and upon
the Lapp tents. The dwarf birches, in their veils of filigree
crystals, sparkled |ike rainbows. Threads of hoar frost and
glittering ice lay on the eyebrows and hair of the Four Ancient
W zards, as they sat on the snow in front of the G eat
Ni scher gurgj e.

Ch, very, very cold it was! The snoke, from the snoke-hol es of
the Lapp tents, curled straight up through the biting air. A flock
of little birds, like snow|akes, settled down on dwarf birch and
aspen.

"Great Conrades!" cried N schergurgje. "See! The little snow
bunti ngs cone flocking down fromthe nountains; it bodes a storm of
snow. See! The Northern Lights flash quickly; it bodes a fierce,
hi gh wind. See! Northern Lights spread widely; it bodes a deep
deep, heaping snow. See! The Northern Lights are many; it bodes a
freezing, howing wind fromthe Pol e.

“Your boots are stuffed with warm sweet hay, and your robes are
wr apped cl osely around you, yet not all your Magic will keep you
warm Cone then, let us sit around yonder Lapp fire."
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So into the biggest Lapp tent went Nischergurgje and the Four
Anci ent Wzards and sat them down on the birch boughs spread on the
floor. And in the narrow space around the blazing snoking fire, they
sat between Lapp children, Lapp nen, and the little dogs.

And the Lapp wonen brought a feast--tasty norsels of reindeer
flesh, hot from the cooking pot over the fire, reindeer marrow
bones, reindeer cheese in wooden saucers, reindeer mlk mxed with
dried berries, fragrant coffee with lunps of sugar and frozen
reindeer mlk, drinks of nmelted snow water, and tiny rye cakes baked
before the fire.

Booml Booml Boom The feast was over.

And the Great N schergurgje struck his Drumwith his gol den
hamrer, and cried out:

"Kauko, Red-Haired Wzard of Finland, tell us Wnder Tales from
your Thousand Lakes and Thousand Isles."

And the Four Ancient Wzards whistled, ground their teeth,
how ed, and were still.

And all the Lapp people were still.
Kauko the Red-Haired Wzard laid aside his own Drum

He took up his living speaking Kantele, and drew his hand across
its strings. WIld and weird was his mnusic.

Then Kauko the Red-Haired Wzard began his stories.

CLING CLING CLING CLANG CLING
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FROM

FI NLAND

OF

THE THOUSAND LAKES
LOST DAUGHTER OF THE

BALTI C SEA
Where the lovely lilies trenble,
Golden lilies on the waters;

Where the fir tree points its candl es,
Points its slender spire towards Heaven;
And the streans make m ghty nusic,

From the rocks in cascades foam ng--
There dwells Finland's Baltic W zard,
There he makes his Tales of Wonder.

Wl ds them on his Forge of Magic,

Beats them with his Mgic Hamer.

They are w ought from Songs of Magic,
Songs of ancient Vai nanpi nen,

Finl and' s vani shed sweet-tongued W zard,
W ought from Runes of Vai nanoi nen;

Till they live and | eap and qui ver,
Till they shout with songs and | aughter,
Till they weep with tears of woman

Till they stir the heart with pity.
So makes Finland's Baltic Wzard
Al'l his Tales of Mgic Wnder;
Beats them on his Forge of Magic,
Beats them with his Mgic Hamer.

MAG C SI NG NG

CLING CLING CLING CLANG CLING Listen to the Red-Haired
W zard from the Land of a Thousand Lakes!

In the days of CGolden Wnders, when the world was made from an
egg--the earth fromits |lower half, the sky fromits upper part, the
noonshine fromits white, and the sunshine fromits yellow-the
great, ancient Wzard Vai nanbi nen canme to the Land of Heroes.

Qut of the rolling, tossing billows, out of the white-weathed
waves, out of the crested seafoam crept that wonderful enchanter.
He stood up on a wide and desolate isle. Then he called a Magic
Yout h and bade him sow seed of many kinds. The Magic Youth sowed
seed on swanp and | ow and, on nmountain and hill. Fir trees sprang up
on the nmountains, pine trees on the hills, slender birches in the
swanps, and lindens in the valleys. And junipers grew up, all hung
with clustering berries.
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Not only on that isle, but in the Land of Heroes spread w de,
wi de forests and neadows. Merry thrushes sang anong the forest
trees, and velvet-throated cuckoos trilled in the silver birches.
Lusci ous strawberries and cl oudberries nestled anong their own
| eaves. Golden flowers grew on the neads. Lovely was the Land of
Her oes!

Then the ancient, w se Vainanoinen, with his Belt full of Wnder
Tal es, passed his days happily in the Land of Heroes. Far, far away
sounded his voice. Al the people in the South Lands heard his Magic
Songs and Tal es, and even the folk of far Lapland |istened in wonder
to them

Now in far dismal Lapland dwelt a young Wzard, Youkahai nen by
nane. He heard the Lapland fol k say:

“The sweet Singer of the Land of Heroes, is better skilled in
Tal es and Magic than is our Youkahai nen."

At that mnute, black envy entered Youkahai nen’s heart.

“I will go to the Land of Heroes!" exclained he. "I wll
challenge this ridiculous Wzard to a contest. | will sing himny
ol dest Tal es and chant ny powerful Magic Words. | will put himto

shane, and transform himinto sone nean thing. He shall sing the
wor st of songs."

Then Youkahai nen rushed to his stable and | ed out his horse.
Flames darted fromits nostrils. Sparks flew from under its hoofs.
Youkahai nen hitched his horse to a golden sl edge, and, |eaping on
the sl edge, took his dog beside him He struck the horse with his
pear| decorated birch-whip. Away they sped with thunderous clatter.
Al'l that day the horse gall oped southward, all the next day, onward
and onward. On the third day, Youkahai nen reached the heath-covered
meadow in the Land of Heroes, where Vai nanoi nen dwelt.

Now it happened that the ancient Vainanoinen hinself, driving
his own gol den sl edge, came racing along the roadway. Youkahai nen
saw him com ng, and did not turn out. Fiercely he urged on his
foam ng horse, and dashed upon Vai nanoi nen. The two sl edges struck.
Their shafts were driven together. The reins and traces were
tangl ed. The two horses stood still, snoking and fiery.

"Who are you, and whence conme you?" cried the ancient

Vai nanoi nen. "You drive like a silly boy. You have broken ny sl edge
and ruined ny reins and traces."
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"I am the young and wi se Lapland Wzard,” sneered Youkahai nen.
"What |l ow fellow are you, and where do you conme fronf? Is it possible
that you are the fambus Wzard and Singer, Vainanoinen? If so, |et
us sing together. Let us chant our Magic Songs. He who is the
sweet est Singer shall keep the roadway. The other shall take the
roadsi de. "

"I accept your challenge,” said the ancient Vainanoi nen. "But
first tell nme, golden youngster, sone of the w sest things you
know. ”

“Ony wisdomis great indeed! | know many wi se things," answered
Youkahai nen. “Listen!"

Every roof nust have a chi mey,

Every fireplace a hearthstone.

Lives of seals are free and nerry.

Sal non eat the perch and whiting.

Lapps still plow the land with reindeer
In your land they plow wi th horses.
This is some of ny great w sdom

"Such foolish stuff,” said the ancient Vainanoi nen, "may suit
wonen and babes, but not bearded heroes. Tell ne, now, what happened
when the world began?”

"Owell, | know much wi sdom about that too!" boasted
Youkahai nen. "Listen!"

Boiling water is malicious.

Fire is very full of danger.

Magic is the child of seafoam

Wat ers gush from every nountain.

Fir trees were the first of houses;
Hol | ow stones, the first of kettles.

"Foolish words!" cried Vainanmoinen. “ls that all the nonsense
you can tal k?"

"O1l can tell you what really happened in those gol den first
days," said Youkahai nen. "Listen!"

For 'twas | who plowed the ocean
Hol | owed out the depths of ocean;
When | dug the sal non grottoes,
Wien | all the |akes created,
When | heaped the nountains round them
When | piled the rocks around them
| was present as a hero,
When, the heavens were created,
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When the sky was crystal-pillared,

Wien was arched the beaut eous rai nbow,
When the silver sun was planted,

And with stars the heavens were sprinkl ed.

"You are a shaneless liar!" cried Vai nanoi nen. "The Prince of
all liars!"

"Cone, you old Wzard!" shouted Youkahai nen, tossing back his
black hair. "Let us fight with knives! If you are afraid to fight,
why then I will sing you into a wild boar of the forest, wth
swi ni sh snout and sw nish heart!"

At that Vai nanoi nen waxed fierce with rage. He frowned terribly.
Then he began his Magic Singing, began his Magic |Incantations.
Grandly sang the w se Vai nanoi nen, sang till the nountains shook
with fear and the flinty rocks and | edges heard his Magi ¢ Tones and
crunbl ed, and the billows heaved and thundered on the shore.

And the boastful Youkahainen stood still in terror. Vainanoinen
sang and sang, and he changed Youkahai nen's sl edge-runners into
saplings; sang his reins into alders; sang the gol den sledge to
fl oat upon a | ake; changed the birch-whip, pearl-ornanented, into a
reed, and the horse into a white stone by the water.

And the grand ol d Vai nanbi nen sang and sang; sang Youkahai nen's
gol d- handl ed dagger into a gleam of lightning in the sky above him
his painted crossbow into a rainbow, his feathered arrows into hawks
soaring around his head; his dog into a block of stone; sang his cap
off his forehead, sang it into weaths of white vapor; sang his
gloves into waterlilies, and his belt set with jewels into a
tw nkling band of stars around him

And as Vai nanoi nen sang and sang, Youkahai nen began to sink into
a swanp of mud and water; he sank and sank to his waist. He could
not lift his feet, and great pains shot through him

"O wi se Vainanoinen!" he cried in terror. "O you greatest of al
W zards! Speak your Magi c Wrds backwards, repeat your Magic
I ncant ati on backwards, and free me fromthis place of horror. | wll
pay you a rich ransom”

"What ransomwi |l you give ne," asked Vainanoinen, "if | wll
cease ny Enchantnents, if | will turn away ny Magic?"
"Free me fromthis tornent,” cried Youkahainen, "and I wll give

you nmy two Magi c Crossbows that hang in ny Lapland house.”

"I do not wish your Magic Crossbows. | have bows banging on
every nail and rafter.™
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Then Vai nanoi nen sang agai n, and poor Youkahai nen sank deeper
and deeper in the nud and water.

“Ch, | will give you ny Magic Boats, swift, beautiful, and
wonder ful "

"I do not want your Magic Boats. My bays are full of W nder
Boats. "

Then Vai nanoi nen sang poor Youkahai nen deeper, deeper, and yet
deeper into the nud and water, till he cried in anguish

"I will give you nmy Magic Horses!"

"I do not want your Magi c Horses. Magic Horses crowd ny
stables."

Deeper, deeper, down, down, down, sank poor Youkahainen to his
shoul ders, and he offered gold that glitters in the sunshine and
silver that gleans in the noonshine, and all his cornfields and his
corn. But sorrow | aden and enchanted, he sank to his chin in the nud
and water. Seaweed filled his nostrils and grass tangled in his
t eet h.

“Q, you ancient Vai nanoi nen!" prayed and beseeched poor
Youkahai nen. "Wsest of all w sdomsingers! Stop your Magic
I ncantations. Turn away your Magic Spells. Save nme fromthis
snothering torment. Free ny eyes from sand and torture. | wll give
you ny Sister Aino. Fairest of all Lapland s daughters! She shall be
your bride, sweep your roons and keep your house. She shall rinse
your golden platters, and weave gol den covers for your bed. She
shal | bake your honey-biscuit."”

"That is the ransom | w sh!" exclainmed the ancient Vai nanoi nen.
"Lapl and's young and fairest daughter to be ny lovely bride forever,
and the pride of the Land of Heroes!"

Then joyfully Vai nanpbi nen sat down upon a rock, and sang a
little, then sang again, then sang a third tine. Backwards he weaved
his Magi ¢ Incantations and backwards sang his Mgi ¢ Songs. The charm
was broken!

Youkahai nen dragged his feet fromthe nud, lifted his chin from
out of the mud, and stood up. He led his horse away from the water,
drew his golden sledge to |and, picked up his pearl ornamented
birch-whip, hitched his horse to his sledge, threw hinself on the
sl edge, and snapped his whip. Heavy-hearted and sorrowful he sped
away to Lapl and.
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Ni ght and day the horse galloped, and on the third day
Youkahai nen reached his honme. He drove reckl essly against the house-
wal |, broke his shafts, and smashed his gol den sl edge.

H s Mther, gray and aged, cane running out to nmeet him

"Why do you break your snow sl edge, son?" cried his Father. "Wy
do you conme hone in this wild way?"

Then poor Youkahai nen wept, broken-hearted.

"Tell me, First-born, why do you weep?” asked his Mother.

"CGol den Mother, ever faithful!" cried Youkahai nen. "Surely |
have cause to weep. | have prom sed ny dearest Sister, your bel oved

Aino, to the ancient Wzard Vai nanmoi nen, to be his bride."

Then his Mther clapped her hands with joy. But the fair and
darling Maiden, the beautiful Ano, fell to bitter weeping.

"Now listen all ye Lapp People,"” cried the Red-Haired Wzard of
the Land of a Thousand Lakes.

Soon |I'Il tell you nore of Aino,

And of Vai nanoi nen's wooi ng;

And nore of Lapland' s Rai nbow Mi den
And the Wondrous Magi ¢ Sanpo.

THE LI VI NG KANTELE

RING RING SING SING Listen to Kauko the Red-Haired Wzard
as he plays on his living Kantele!

A wi dow had a son, who lived with his Mther. One day he said
to her:

“I will go out into the world to earn noney."

But the Mther said, "Wy would you go away? Buy yourself a gun
and dog, and hunt in the wood."

So he bought hinmself a gun and dog and went into the wood. He
wander ed about the whol e day, wandered about the wood, and found
not hi ng. Vexed, he returned hone, and said to his Mother:

"You wanted nme to buy a gun and a dog, and | have got nothing
by it."

H s Mdther said, "You nust learn to hunt for many days."
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The next day he went out again into the wood, but shot nothing.

He did not wish to go to the wood any nore, but his Mther made
himgo. On the third day, the dog barked at a squirrel in a tree. He
was just going to shoot it, when the squirrel spoke.

"Do not shoot ne," it said. "I will come down."

So he did not shoot it, and the squirrel crept down the pine
tree, down, down, then |leaped to the ground in front of the | ad.

It turned into a Muiden, such a beautiful Miden that the | ad
could not keep his eyes off her.

The Mai den said, "Because you have not shot nme, | wll be your
bride."

"You are beautiful and please ne," said he, "but | do not dare
to do it. Wat would nmy Mther say?"

"Just take nme to your Mdther," said she, “and if she lets you,
why marry nme. |If she does not, I will go back to the wood."

So he took her hone, and the Maiden stayed out in the courtyard
while the lad went in and said to his Mther:

"There is such a lovely and good Maiden, that | want for ny
bride, if you will say yes."

So his Mdther gave her perm ssion, and he took the Maiden for
his bride. She was nost beautiful, and they |ived happily together.

Now t he Enperor's Son had been searching three whole years for a
bride, but could not find one that pleased him Wen he saw the
lad’s bride he wanted very much to have her for his own.

Then he thought, "Well, | cannot take her froma living
husband! " Then he went to the lad's house, and said, "To-night, you
must build nme over yonder rapids, a golden bridge with silver
railings.”

The | ad was troubled and went to his w fe. She asked:

"Why are you so sad?"

"To-night | must build for the Enperor's Son a gol den bridge

with silver railings."
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"Lie down and go to sleep,” said his wife. “W will think it
over to-night."

After she had thought about it, she gave her beloved a silken
handker chi ef , sayi ng:

"Go now, strike the water of the rapids with this cloth. Say at
the sanme tine, To-night a golden bridge with silver railings shal
stand here."

Then he struck the water with the handkerchief, and said this.
He went to sleep and slept the night through. And in the norning the
bri dge was fi ni shed.

The Enperor's Son came and st ar ed.

"Owell, it is much nicer than we hoped!”

Then he set the |ad another task. He said to him

"In the garden here, are buried three golden piglets. They nust
be found to-night. If you do not find them | wll cut off your
head. ”

Again the lad went with a troubled mnd to his wife, and she
asked:

"Why are you so sad?"

"To-night | must produce three golden piglets that are buried in
t he garden.™

"Lie down and go to sleep. We will think it over to-night, how
to get them"

They slept the whole night through. The next norning said she:
"Go to the Enperor's Son. Take with you to the garden the
Hi ghest General and a spade. In the mdst of the garden, stands an
oak. Under it dig a pit three fathons deep. In it you will find the

three piglets close to each other.”

That he did, and found the three piglets close to each other. He
lifted them out.

"There they are!"”

After that he went back to his house and his wfe.
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The Enperor's Son, however, was very nuch provoked, and he set
hi m anot her task.

"Now you shall procure for me a Living Kantele, that plays by
itself. If you do not get just such a living Kantele, then I wll
cut off your head."

Again the lad went troubled to his wife, and she asked:
"Why are you so sad?"

"I must procure a Kantele, a Living Kantele, that plays by
itself."

Then answered his w fe:

"Go to the Enperor, and demand of himthree of the H ghest
Generals. Then cone back to nme, that | may send you where you wl|
procure the Living Kantele," said his wfe.

Soon he cane back to his wife with the Generals, and she gave
her bel oved another Silken Handkerchief and a Blue Ball of thread.
Then she charged himto denmand of the Enperor three nonths and a day
in which to fetch the Kantele. And the Enperor gave himthis
respite

Just as they were starting on their way, his wife said to him

"I'n whatever direction | throw this Ball, follow it. Then you
shall find the self-playing Kantele. After you |eave here, show this
Handkerchief at two places. But do not show it a third time, til
you are in the nost dreadful of difficulties."”

They started out. The Blue Ball rolled and rolled before him
and the three Generals and the Son of the Wdow followed it.

They travelled on, and cane to a little hut that was covered
with earth, like a charcoal burner's hut.

They went inside, and there was an Od Wnan sitting in a
rocki ng-chair. She said:

"Cho! For thirty years | have not snelled a human bei ng. Now
here comes a roast for ny supper!”

But the lad said, "Wat? You are ny Aunt, and would you eat us
for supper?"

Then he fetched his Sil ken Handkerchi ef out of his pocket, and
wi ped his face with it. At that nuttered she:
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“Ah! That is my son-in-law, the husband of ny daughter!™

Then he must have sonething to eat and drink, and she did not
know how to treat him well enough

That night they stayed there, and the next norning they started
out. The Ball ran before them al ong the hi ghway.

Again they cane to a hut that |ooked |ike a charcoal burner's
hut. The Blue Ball ran into the hut. There sat an Od Wrnman in a
rocking-chair, just like the first, only ol der.

“Cho!" said she. "For sixty years | have not snelled a human
bei ng. Now here cones a roast for ny supper!™

“What? WIIl you eat ne, a traveller, you who are ny Aunt?"
He again took out the Handkerchief and wi ped his face.
"Aha!" said she. "That is ny nephew, the husband of ny niece!"

He was entertained, and stayed the night there. They all got
fine food and dri nk.

When norni ng dawned, the Blue Ball rolled again before them
al ong the hi ghway.

It ran and it ran, and then it cane to a third hut, like the
others. They went in, and there sat a yet older Ad Wnan in a
rocki ng-chair. She spoke:

"Cho! For ninety years | have snelled no hunman beings. Now | am
getting sonething for supper!”

The lad said, "Wiay would you eat us, who are travellers? The
flesh of a traveller is like gristle, and the soup of himtastes
i ke washwater."

Then they ate and drank out of their own knapsack, and the Son
of the Wdow spoke:

"We are searching for a Living Kantele. Who can make us one?"
The A d Wnan answer ed:

"H! ny Boys can meke it, but they are in the forest. They wll
not cone home till twlight."

"Owell! If they are comng, why we will wait for them"™
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They waited the whole evening till it was dark. Then three
wol ves sprang into the hut, |eaped over the rafters, and junped from
the dresser, and turned thenselves into three handsonme young nen.

They began to make the Living Kantele, and they told one of the
Generals to hold the pine-board.

"If you fall asleep,” said they, "it will not go well with you!"

Then they worked on the Kantele. The General held the board,
fell asleep, and snored. As he slept, they turned thenselves into
wol ves, gobbled himup for their supper, and ran out into the
forest.

The A d Wman said, "They will not come home again til
eveni ng. "
The lad waited till evening. As it was growi ng dark, again the

three wolves sprang into the hut, |eaped fromthe dresser, and
becane nen

Again they began to work on the Kantele, and told the second
General to hold the board.

"If you sleep, sonmething will happen, as you saw by the other
one!"

The CGeneral held the pine-board, fell asleep, and snored.

The young nen turned thensel ves again into wolves, gobbled him
for their supper, and ran howing into the forest.

"They will not come hone before evening,” said the Ad Wnan
agai n.

"All right! Wien they cone, the Kantele nust be finished."

They all spent the day walking in the forest, and evening camne
again. Once nore the three wolves sprang into the hut, |eaped from
the dresser, and turned thenselves into nmen. Now nust the | ast
General hold the board! And they said to him

"Do not you dare to sleep! If you sleep, nothing good wll
happen! "

He held the board, held it and was a little bit sleepy. He tried
hard not to fall asleep, but soon he was snoring. |Immediately the
young nen turned thenselves into wolves, and gobbled up the | ast
Gener al .
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The lad was alone with the Ad Wnan!

“They will not conme back again before evening.”

"All right! Wien they cone, the Kantele nust be finished."

Twilight fell. Came the wolves, |eaped fromthe dresser, and
changed into nen. They began to work on the Living Kantele, and it

was the Son of the Wdow, who nust hold the board this tinel!

He held it, and held it, becane tired, and the young nen poked
himin the side.

"What ? Are you asl eep?”

"NO | am not asleep. | am wondering whether there is nore dry
than fresh wood in the forest?"

Then they changed thensel ves into wol ves.

"Wait! We will count, and see whether there is nore dry or nore
fresh wood in the forest?”

There they counted the whole day through till evening, then back
they cane. Again sprang the three wolves over the rafters, down from
the dresser, and becane nmen. They worked at the Kantele, and the |ad
hel d the board.

He held it, and held it, and grew sl eepy. Then he took out the
Si | ken Handkerchief and wi ped his eyes. The O d Wman saw it.

"Ah!" said she. "That is the husband of my niece! Way did you
not tell me before? The Kantel e woul d have been finished |ong ago.”

Then she entertained him Wile she was preparing the food, the
young nen finished the Kantele.

When the Kantele was all ready, their Mther said to the young
"Turn yourselves into wolves. Take him on your backs, and carry
hi m hone as quickly as you can, before the Enperor's Son steals his

bride."

Then they took himon their backs, and he rode with the nost
terrible sw ftness.
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Already the Enperor's Son had carried off the bride to his
house, and was going to hold the wedding. The lad threw the Living
Kant el e down before him

“Here is the Kantele. Wiy did you take ny bride away before ny
prom sed tinme was up?”

And he rescued his bride fromthe Enperor’s Son, and brought her
to his Mother. And they are living there to this very day.

THE H DDEN MAI DEN
RING RING RING RING Listen to the Living Speaking Kantel e

In the land where the sea shines white in the twlight of
m dni ght, where the Kantele sighs and breathes the sweetest nusic,
there stands an ancient Castle. Its frowning massive walls rise from
an island. Around the walls flows a strong current of water, so deep
that it | ooks inky black. Icy cold is the water and sw ft of
current. There never was a swi nmer who could swimthrough that
current guarding the Castle.

Fiercely frowns the Castle, for it knows many a terrible secret.
Its thick walls are silent, and they are blind for they have no
out si de wi ndows.

Once, long ago, the brave Finns held the Castle against the
attacki ng Russian foe. They were defending a |ovely Swedish Mii den
fromthe eneny who wished to seize her. At last, just as the
Russians were taking the Castle, the girl's brave defenders hid her
away in a secret place. Wth great difficulty the Russians scal ed
the walls. One by one, they killed the Finns. At last there was no
one left to tell where the M den was.

The Russian soldiers entered the great hall, grand and gl oony,
where the flare of torches fell upon the arnmor. But no Miiden was
there. They rushed up the stairway, they searched the round tower,
they clinmbed deep down into the hollow vaults, but the M den was
not there. In vain they searched in every corner, room and dungeon,
the | ovely Swedi sh Mai den was never found.

Time went by, high up on the wall an ash-tree, delicate and
graceful, grew up out of the stones. Then nmen knew where the Maiden
was. Her defenders, rather than let her fall into the hands of the
foe, had sealed her close in the wall, where her shrieks and noans
could not betray her. Then all had died defending her, and no one
was left to tell where she was hidden
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And there the ash-tree hangs to-day. So rings and sings the
sweet sad nusic of the Kantele!

THE RAI NBOW NMAI DEN

CLING CLING CLING CLANG CLING Listen to the Red-Haired
W zard from Suom the beautiful of the thousand | akes and thousand
i sl es!

Listen to his tale of Vainanoi nen, Ancient Wzard:

It was in those first Golden Wonder Days that the rash boastful
Youkahai nen prom sed his |ovely, young sister Aino to be the bride
of the Ancient Vai nanoi nen.

But Aino, weeping bitter tears, clad herself in the finest of
bl ue robes, adorned her head with gold and silver, girded herself
with a golden girdle, and tied bands of blue and scarl ey about her
f or ehead.

Then she wandered hither and yon; for three days she wandered,
singing sadly, singing nmadly, till on the third day she reached the
purpl e border of a blue |ake. There she hung her silken robes on an
al der, and her scarlet and blue ribbands on an aspen. Down she sat
on a large, many-colored rock in the water, and wailed and | anented.

Then suddenly the rock sank to the bottom of the |ake, and the
| ovely Maiden Aino be cane a Water-Maiden in the grottoes of the
Lake King. Sometinmes in the formof a water-salnon she swamto and
fro in the waves.

Now it happened that Vai nanoi nen heard of the wonder-sal non, and
set out to catch it. Day after day, in his copper boat, he glided
over the waves, but he fished in vain with his copper rod and gol den
I ine. Though he caught the sal non once, it slipped through his
fingers into the water.

Then Aino in her fish-shape raised her head above the waves, and
cried nockingly:

"O Vai nanoi nen, pitiful old thing! You have not the wit to hold
me! | amthe darling of the Water King, the youngest Daughter of the
Surge!™

Then turning away, she dived deep, deep into the |ake, and was
never seen again.

The anci ent Vai nanoi nen, with bowed head and sorrowful sighs,
gui ded his copper boat to | and.
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The days passed, and he was lonely and grief-stricken. Then
t hought he:

“I will go to dismal, distant Lapland, and there seek the
Rai nbow Mai den for my bride. She, the nost beautiful of all Maidens,
dwel I s upon a Magi ¢ Rai nbow. "

So to the land of cruel winter, the land of little sunshine,
Vai nanoi nen, nmounted on his Magi c Dappl ed Steed, plunged onward,
onward towards the cold Northern land. Still onward the Mgic
Dappl ed Steed galloped, till it reached the blue sea water. Then
over the water it sped.

Now it happened that the boastful Youkahai nen, Lapland' s nost
wi cked W zard, saw Vai nanoi nen skinm ng over the blue waves. He
rai sed his Magic Crossbow, drew its cruel bowstring, and |oosed a
feathered arrow. Fast sped the arrow, stuck the Magic Dappl ed Steed,
and passed through Vai nanoi nen's shoul der. Headl ong into the sea,
pl unged Vai nanoi nen.

Then the boastful evil Youkahai nen thought that Vai nanbi nen was
dead, so he hurried hone boasting nore |oudly.

But the rolling billows upheld the ancient Wzard. He swam
through the deep sea, and floated on the tide |like a branch of
aspen. He swam six days in sunmer, and six nights in golden
noonlight. Then there rose a mghty Wnd Storm and an eagle cane
soaring around his head. On its back, the eagle carried himto the
coast of dismal Lapland, set him down, and flew away.

Then Vai nanoi nen, old and | onely, sat down beside the border of
the blue sea, and fell to bitter weeping. Three |ong days he wept
and | anent ed.

Now it chanced that the Rai nbow Mai den, rosy and beautiful, went
out early one norning to gather six white fleeces fromsix gentle
| anbki ns, to nake her a robe of the softest rainent. She heard a
wailing fromthe water, a weeping fromthe seashore, a hero’ s voice
| amenting. Straight she ran to her nother, old Louhi the Lapland
Wt ch.

A d Louhi, toothless creature, hurried down to the water-side.
There she found Vai nanbi nen weeping in a grove of alders and
shivering aspens. His |locks were flowing wildly and his |ips were
trembling. She led himto her dwelling, fed him let himwarm
hinself at her fire, and then said:
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“Weep no nore, O Vai nanoinen, Wzard Geat of the Land of
Heroes! Grieve no nore, friend of the waters! Live here with us, and
be al ways wel come. You shall eat salnmon fromour platters, feed on
t he sweetest of bacon and the nost delicate of small fish."

But Vai nanoi nen answered shaking his head strangely:

“O Lapland Wtch, | am grateful! Though toothsome and delicate
is your food, yet food in my own hone is nore to ne. It is better to
dwell in nmy own beloved hone in the Land of Heroes, there to drink

cool, clear water in birchen cups, than in strange |ands to quaff
the richest liquor from golden bow s."

“What will you give ne, O ancient Vainanpoinen," said the Wtch,
"if | carry you back to your own fireside in the Land of Heroes?"

“I'f you will take ne back to hear once nore the silver-voiced
cuckoos call, I will give you a helnet full of gold, or fill your

cups with sparkling silver."

"Surely you are a wise and true Wzard, O Vainanoi nen!" answered
the old Wtch craftily. "But | do not want your gold or silver. Can
you forge for me the Sanpo, with its many colored lid and its many
many pictures, make it fromthe tips of the white swan's w ng-
plunes, fromthe magic mlk of virtue, froma single grain of
barl ey, fromthe finest wool of |anbkins? If you can, | wll give
you ny |ovely daughter, the Rai nbow Maiden, to go with you to the
Land of Heroes, to hear the silver-voiced cuckoos sing."

"I cannot forge the Sanpo with its |lid of many colors,"” answered

Vai nanoi nen. "But if you will take me back to nmy own hone, | wll
send you the Wzard Blacksmth, Ilmarinen. He is a nman of mghty
nmuscl e. None but he can wield the Heavy Hanmer. He will forge the

Sanpo and beat its |id of many colors. He alone can win the |ovely
Rai nbow Mai den!"

"I will give ny darling daughter to him who can forge the
Sanpo,"” said the old Wtch. “CGo, send Il marinen here."

Then she harnessed a Magic Horse to her snow white sl edge of
bi rch-wood, placed the ancient Vainanoi nen on the sledge, and sent
hi m honmeward to the Land of Heroes.

And as he raced onward, onward, onward, rushing along the
roadway, he heard the whizzing of a | oom and the nocking of a voice.
Lifting his eyes he saw a rainbow. On it was seated the Rai nbow
Mai den, lovelier than a dream and dressed in a gold and silver air-
gowmn. Merrily flew a golden shuttle to and fro in the Miden's
hands. She was weaving a web of finest, richest texture, with a
weavi ng conb of silver. And she nocked the Great Wzard, as she
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rustled the silver webs of wondrous beauty, nocked him as he rode
al ong, nocked himw th many words of song and | aughter.

“LI STEN now, O ye Lapp People!" cried the Red-Haired Wzard of
Finland finishing this story. "Later | shall tell you another tale:

Tell you all of Il marinen,

M ghty Blacksmth, mghty forger,
Who could wield the Magi c Hammer,
Wl d the wondrous Magi ¢ Sanpo,
Wo the nocki ng Rai nbow Mai den

Il mari nen, strongest W zard!

FORA NG OF THE MAG C SAMPO

CLING CLING CLING CLANG CLING Listen to the Red-Haired
W zard of the Land of a Thousand Lakes!

In those first Gol den Days, Vai nanpoinen, thinking bitterly on
t he Rai nbow Mai den and her nocking, snapped his whip adorned with
jewels, urged on his racing steed so that the snow sl edge creaked
and rattled, and sped like lightning through fens and forests, over
hills, through valleys, over marshes and nountains, over plains and
nmeads, till at last he cane to the Land of Heroes.

Then the Great Wzard began his Magic Incantations. He sang till
a giant Fir Tree wondrous tall, grew up and pierced the clouds with
its golden branches. Its shining |linbs spread far and wi de.

Then Vai nanoi nen sang again; sang the noon into the tree-top,
sang the G eat Bear's Stars entangled in its branches. Then he urged
on his steed and hastened hone to the heather-clad neadow in the
Land of Heroes. He raced his steed up to Ilmarinen's smthy, and
halted his sledge. He heard the breaking of coal, the roar of the
bell ows, and the blows of the Heavy Magic Hammer. The Geat Wzard
entered, and found Il marinen beating with his copper hamer on his
forge.

"Wl come, Brother Wzard!" said Il marinen. "Wy have you been
gone so | ong? Were have you been hiding?"

"Many dreary days have | been wandering," answered Vai nanoi nen,
"floating on the opal sea, and weeping in fens and woodl ands. | have
been visiting the Lapland folk, who are full of Magic. There | saw a
| ovel y Maiden, who has refused the hand of nany Heroes. Al Lapl and
sings her praises. From her tenples streanms the noonlight, from her
breast the sunshine, from her forehead shines a rainbow. On her neck
sparkles a circlet of stars. Ilmarinen, go and see her! See her
robes of silver and gold! See her seated on a bright rai nbow and
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wal ki ng on purple clouds! If you will forge the Sanpo for her, wth
its Ilid of many colors, you can win her and bring hone a bride to
your smthy."

"I know you, cunning, crafty Vainanoi nen!" shouted || marinen
"You have already promsed nme to the Lapland Wtch to get yourself
out of trouble! I will not go to see the Maiden. | will never go to
dreary Lapland, where they eat one another."”

"O | can tell you of even a greater wonder!" said the crafty
Vai nanoi nen. "I have seen a |lofty wondrous Fir Tree with gol den
summit piercing the clouds. The nobon and the Great Bear's stars are
entangled in its branches.”

"I won't believe your story,"” cried Ilmarinen, "unless | see the
tree!”

"Cone with me, and I will show it to you,” said Vai nanoi nen

Quickly they went to view the tree. Il marinen strode on before.
He spied the glittering stars and gl eami ng noonlight entangled in
its branches.

"Clinb the tree, O llmarinen!" called Vai namoi nen. “Bring down
t he gol den noonshine and the Bear!”

And |l marinen straightway clinbed and clinbed and clinbed the
golden Fir Tree to the clouds.

Then quickly the G eat Wzard began his Magic Incantations, sang
a Magi c Song of power, and sunmoned the Storm Wnd to his help. He
sang the Storm Wnd blowi ng fiercely through the sky, sang:

Take, O Storm Wnd, [l marinen

In thy boat, O Wnd, convey him
In thy skiff, O Wnd, renpve him
Quickly carry hence the Wzard,
To the very dreary Lapl and,

To the gl oony Land of Wtches.

And the Storm Wnd darkened and nade a boat of its clouds. It
enfolded Il marinen, and sailed with himthrough the air to Lapl and.
Fast and furious travelled Ilmarinen in his cloud-boat, sweeping
onward ever northward, till he alighted near the house of Louhi, the
ad Wtch.

Overjoyed she canme out to neet him She led himinside, and

seated himat a well-filled table, that groaned with good things to
eat. After she had fed him she said:
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"O Wzard Blacksmth, Ilmarinen, naster of all forges and
smthies! Can you forge the Magic Sanpo with its |id of many colors
and its nmany many pictures, fromthe tips of the white swan's w ng-
plunes, fromthe magic mlk of virtue, froma single grain of
barl ey, fromthe finest wool of lanbkins? If so, | will give you ny
| ovel y daughter the Rai nbow Mi den."

"Yes!" replied Ilmarinen. "I will forge the Magic Sanpo with its
lid of many colors and its many nmany pictures.”

Then Il marinen, the mghty smth, hastened to set up his smthy
on a large, colored rock. He built a fire and nade a chimey. He
laid his bellows and built a furnace.

Into the furnace he put the tips of a white swan’s w ng-pl unes,
the magic mlk of virtue, a single grain of barley, and the finest
wool of |anbkins. Many wondrous fornms, from day to day, these took
within the furnace-- first a golden crossbow with the brightness of
noonbeans, then a purple skiff with copper oars, then a heifer with
gol den horns, then a beautiful plow, with handles of nolten silver.
But each was evil and did great mischief, till Il marinen broke them
up and cast them back into the fire.

Then on the third day, |l marinen bending |ow, |ooked into the
glowi ng furnace and saw the Magic Sanpo rising with its lid of many
colors. Qickly with tongs he drew it fromthe fire, and beat and
forged it on his anvil, beat it with his Magic Hamrer.

So was forged the wondrous Magic Sanpo. And it began to grind
out treasures, wealth for the old Wtch Louhi. From one side, it
ground out fine flour; fromits other side, flowed salt; fromits
third side, gushed glittering noney.

Joyfully the old Wtch grasped the Magi ¢ Sanpo, and watched it
grind and grind and grind. She took it far away and hid it in a
copper - bearing nmountain, and laid nine |ocks upon it.

Then Il marinen claimed his bride, the |ovely Rai nbow Mi den,
sayi ng:

"I have forged the Sanpo. WII you cone with ne, ny dear one?"

But she nocked himw th songs and | augh ter, till he stood wth
bowed head, dejected, full of shame. And then the crafty old Wtch,
her Mdther, put himin a copper boat. She sang the North Wnd to her
hel p. The North Wnd cane roaring furiously, and blew the copper
boat to the Land of Heroes, to the smthy on the heather-clad
meadow.
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LI STEN to the Red-Haired Wzard of the Land of a Thousand Lakes!
"Hear, O you Lapland peopl e:

If you' d know how Il marinen

Gai ned the Rai nbow Mai den scor nf ul
Set her on his Sledge of Mgic,
Bore her off unto his smthy--
Read and sing the Kal eval a;

Hero song of Finland' s W zards,
Magi ¢ Song from Land of Heroes!

If you' d know about the Sanpo

Magi ¢ Sanpo, grinding ever,

Ginding treasures, grinding riches;
Know about the mighty battles,

Her oes' battles for the Sanpo--
Read and sing the Kal eval a,

Hero Song of Finland' s W zards,
Magi ¢ Song of Land of Heroes!

THE WZARD WTH THE LOLLI NG RED TONGUE
BOOM BOOM BOOM BEAT! BEAT! BEAT! BOOM BOOM BOOM

So finished Kauko the Red-Haired Wzard of Finland, his Wnder
Stori es.

And the Four Ancient Wzards of the South Baltic Lands, ground
their teeth, whistled, howed, and were still.

And while the Great Ni schergurgje beat! beat! beat! on his Magic
Drum and tapped! tapped! tapped! on his Magic Drum the icy North
W nd rushed against the tent and blew the door-flap in. The Lapp
folk gathered closer around the fire. The flames flared up, and
t hrough the snoke the people's faces showed strange and weird and
their dark eyes gl owed.

Weeks had passed, while the Magic Stories were being told, and
the Lapp people did not know it!

Then Ni schergurgje beat again with his gol den drum hanmer, and
sang:

“l hear the rushing of the Storm Wngs! Qutside this tent, white
Wnter reigns through the Long Dark Arctic N ght. Deep snow |lies on
mountain, vale, and marsh-land. Ice closes all streanms. The Nail of
the North shines steadily over-head.
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“Over the frozen, snowy deserts, the Lapp guides his raido of
pack reindeer--See! the string of reindeer, one deer behind the
ot her, one deer tied to the other. Across the hills and through the
val | eys, the |aughing Lapp children on their skis, skim fast over
the snow till the snowlunps fly. The Lapp boys are hunting foxes.
The hungry wol ves snarl and chase the Lapp sl edges. Boat-shaped, the
sl edges rock and sway as the swift reindeer gallop and their drivers
snap the reins, while the Northern Lights flicker faintly and the
full noon glides silently through the night sky. Always it is night,
ni ght, night!

“The Arctic cold strengthens. G oom ness descends upon us. CQur
hearts sink with heaviness. Couds nmass in the sky, and hide the
stars and the flickering Lights. And while we wait for the gol den
sun to conme back to us and lift our gloom let us feast and tel
tales.”

And the feast was served again.

Then Nischergurgje, the tree-tall, tree-straight one, struck his
gol den hanmer on his Drum and cried out:

"Do you, Sarvik with back |like an oak, woolly white hair, and
lolling, red tongue, tell us Wnder Tales from your wonder |and, the
cliff-bound Estonia."

And the Four Ancient Wzards whistled, howl ed, ground their
teeth, and were still.

And all the Lapp people were still and |istened.

Sarvi k hunched his back |ike an oak, wagled his woolly white
head, and lolled his red tongue out.

Then he began.

VEI RD! WEI RD!I' VEI RD!'  EVER WEI RD!
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FROM

ESTONI A

THE W SE AND THE FREE
LAND OF ENCHANTMENT
AND COF

VWONDER LEGENDS

Where the nystic cliffs are rising,
Wiere the bill ows beat and cl amer,
Where they |eap, and boil, and bubbl e,
In a Cavern, Crystal-Lighted,

Sings Estonia's Happy W zard--

Sings a song of weird enchantnents,
Sings of gnones and magi ¢ serpents,
Sings of treasure and of nermaids,
Sings of fairies and of wtches,

Si ngs of nobons, and suns, and starlets,
Sings the m ghty deeds of wonder

W ought by strong and handsonme Heroes,
In Estonia, Land of Magic,

In Estonia, Land of W zards.

THE SI NG NG SWORD

VEEI RD! VEI RD!' VWEI RD!' EVER WEIRD! Listen to Sarvik of the woolly
white hair, and lolling red tongue!

In the ancient days of Wzards and Wtches there lived, in
Estonia, a giant Hero nanmed Kal evide. Hi s back was |ike an oak, his
shoul ders were gnarled and knotted, his arns like thick trees, his
fingers spreading |like branches, and his fingernails as tough as
boxwood.

As for his huge Sword, he could whirl it around like a fiery
wheel . It whistled through the air |like a tenpest. Wen he struck
downward its keen edge was as lightning. A splendid sword worthy of
the great Hero! It was wought with the aid of powerful charns and
tenpered in seven different waters.

And for the Sword, he had paid a hero’'s price, four pairs of
good pack horses, twenty mlch kine, ten pairs of yoke oxen, and
wheat, barley, rye, bracelets, gold coins, silver brooches, the
third of a kingdom and the dowies of three Midens.

Now it once chanced that Kalevide with a |oad of heavy planks on
his back, was travelling over the |land. He reached the margi n of
Lake Peipis. Wthout waiting for a boat, he plunged into the water
to his mddle, and strode across to the other shore.
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On the other shore an evil Wzard was hiding in the bushes. He
saw the G ant Kal evide draw ng nearer, |ooking huger and huger at
each stride. The Wzard swelled his bristly body--bristly as a wild
boar--stretched his wide nmouth, and blinked his small upturned eyes,
and nuttered a Spell.

Instantly a Storm Wnd swept over Lake Peipis. But Kalevide
| aughed a | oud laugh at the wind, and said to the |ake:

“You mserable little puddle, you are wetting belt!"

Then he stepped on land, and laid down his burden of planks, and
trimmed off their edges with his Sword. After which he stretched
hi nsel f out to rest.

The evil Wzard saw the gl eam of the sharp Sword, and determ ned
to steal it. So he slunk deeper into the forest to wait.

Kal evide refreshed hinself with bread and mlk from his wallet,
| oosened his belt, laid his Sword by his side, and soon fell asleep.
Presently the ground shook with his snoring, the billows of the |ake
arose, and the forest echoed his snores.

Then the Wzard stole softly fromthe forest, and |like a cat
crept up to the sleeping Gant. He began to nutter Mgic Spells and
call the Sword to leave its master's side. But it would not nove.
Then he uttered stronger and stronger Spells. He scattered rowan-
| eaves, thyne, fern, and other Magic Herbs over the Sword. At | ast
it noved and turned itself toward the Wzard. He grasped it in his
arns.

But its great weight alnbst bore himto the ground. He struggl ed
pai nfully along, step by step, dragging the Sword. By and by he
reached a stream and junped over it. Splash! The Sword slipped from
his arns and sank into the streamin its deepest place.

Then the Wzard began his Magic Spells again, and sang and
muttered, and sang again. But the Sword would not return. Day
dawned, and the Wzard fled into the forest.

When Kal evi de awoke, he rubbed the sleep out of his eyes with
his huge fists. He felt for his Sword. It was not there! He saw the
mar ks where the Wzard had dragged the Sword al ong, so Kal evide rose
up and followed them And as he went along he called on his Sword to
come back to its brother; he begged it to return, but there was no
answer. Then he sang Magic Spells, but there was no reply. Wen he
reached the stream he saw the Sword gleam ng at the bottom of the
wat er .
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Then Kal evide cried out to the Sword. asking who had stolen it
and sunk it in the stream And the Sword sang in reply that the
W zard had taken it, and that it had slipped fromhis grasp and
fallen into the water,

“And now," sang the Sword, "I lie in the arns of the nost
beautiful of all Water Nynphs!™

“And does ny Sword," sang Kal evide, “prefer the arns of a
beautiful Water Nynph to the grasp of a Hero in battle?"

But the Sword refused to return, and Kal evi de began his
I ncantations. He sang and sang, and he laid it on the Sword, that if
any Heroes cane to the stream it nust answer them and if a singer
came, it nmust sing; and if a Gant Hero canme as great as Kal evide,
it must rise up and be his Sword; but if the evil Wzard cane, it
must cut off both his I|egs.

Then Kal evide took up his |oad of planks, and went on his way.
And where a waterfall came foam ng over high rocks, the Three Sons
of the Wzard net him Two of them carried long whips with a big
m |l stone fastened to each lash. There in deadly conbat Kal evide
overcanme the Three Sons of the Wzard. Then he passed on.

Coming to a swanp, he felt tired, laid down his planks, and
stretched hinmself out to sleep. And while he slept the evil Wzard
crept to his side, and with Spells and Incantations threw himinto a
magi ¢ sl unber.

And Kal evide dreaned of a better Sword than the first one, a
Sword forged in the work shop of Il marinen, Finland's Wzard, forged
in that wondrous workshop in the interior of a great nmountain at the
m ddl e point of the earth. Seven strong smiths wought it with seven
copper hanmers, and Il marinen, Finland's Wzard, watched every
stroke of every hammer.

And so Kal evi de dreaned on before he set out on other and
great er advent ures.

Many were his strange adventures;
Many Wtches he outw tted;

Many W zards fought and conquered;
Kal evide fair Estland s Hero!

THE MAI DEN OF THE M LKY WAY

THE stars shine down! The Northern Lights flash over the sky,
and the MIky Way glows white! Listen to the song of the Wzard of
the Crystal -Lighted Cavern!
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Ah! Beautiful was Linda the |ovely daughter of Uko. She showed
all the skypaths to the little birds, when they canme fl ocking hone
in the springtime or flew away in autum. She cared as gently and
tenderly for the little birds, as a nother cares for her children.
And just as a flower bespangled with a thousand drops of dew shines
and smles in the norning sunshine, so Linda shone while caring for
her little w nged ones.

Thus it was no wonder that all the world |oved Linda. Every
youth wi shed her for his bride, and crowds of suitors came to woo
her .

In a handsone coach with six brown horses, the Pole Star drove
up, and brought ten gifts. But Linda sent himaway, with hurried
wor ds:

"You always have to stay in the same place. You cannot nove
about," said she.

Then cane the Moon in a silver coach drawn by ten brown horses.
He brought her twenty gifts. But Linda refused the Mon, saying:

"You change your |ooks too often. You run in your same old way.
You do not suit ne.

Hardly had the Moon driven sorrowfully off, before the Sun drove
up. In a golden coach with twenty red-gold horses, he rattled up to
the door. He brought thirty presents with him But all his ponp,
shining splendor, and fine gifts did not help him Linda said:

"I do not want you. You are like the Mon. Day after day you
run in the same street."”

So the Sun went away sorrowf ul

Then at mdnight, in a dianond coach drawn by a thousand white
horses, cane the Northern Lights. H's comng was so nagnificent,
that Linda ran to the door to neet him A whole coach-load of gold,
silver, pearls and jewell ed ornanments, the servants of the Northern
Lights carried into the house and his gifts pleased her, and she |et
hi m woo her.

“You do not always travel in the sane course,” said Linda. “You
flash where you will, and stop when you please. Each tine you appear
robed in new beauty and richness, and wear each tine a different
garnent. And each time you ride about in a new coach with new
horses. You are the true bridegroom”
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Then they celebrated their betrothal. But the Sun, ©Mon, and
Pol e Star | ooked sadly on. They envied the Northern Lights his
happi ness.

The Northern Lights could not stay long in the bride s house,
for he had to hurry back to the sky. When he said farewell, he
prom sed to return soon for the wedding, and to drive Linda back
with himto his home in the North. Meanwhile, they were to prepare
Linda’ s bridal garnents.

Li nda nade her bridal robes, and waited and waited. One day
foll owed the other, but the bridegroomdid not come to hold the
j oyous wedding with his beloved. The wi nter passed, and the |ovely
spring adorned the earth with fresh beauty, while Linda waited in
vain for her bridegroom Nothing was seen of him

Then she began to grieve bitterly and | anent, and to sorrow day
and night. She put on her bridal robes and white veil, and set the
wreath on her head, and sat down in a meadow by a river. From her
thousand tears little brooks ran into the valleys. In her deep
heart-felt sorrow she thought only of her bridegroom

The little birds flew tenderly about her head, brushing her with
their soft wings, to confort her. But she did not see them nor did
she take care of themany nore. So the little birds wandered about,
flying here, flying there, for they did not know what to do or where
to go.

Uko, Linda's father, heard of her sorrow and how the little
birds were untended. He ordered his Wnds to fetch his daughter to
him to rescue her from such deep grief. And while Linda was sitting
al one in the meadow weeping and | anenting, the Wnds sank softly
down beside her, and gently lifting her, bore her up and away. They
laid her down in the blue sky.

And there is Linda now, dwelling in a sky-tent. Her white bridal
veil spreads round her. And if you look up at the MIky Way, you
will see Linda in her bridal robes. There she is, showing the way to
little birds who wander.

Linda is happy! In winter she gazes towards the North. She waves
her hand at the Northern Lights flashing nearer and nearer, then he
again asks her to be his bride.

But though he flashes very close to Linda, heart to heart, he

cannot carry her off. She nust stay forever in the sky, robed in
white, and nust spread out her veil to make the M I ky Way.
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THE LUCK EGG

THE | eaves of the Mystic Linden sigh! Light glows fromthe Mgic
Stone! Listen to the Wzard of the Crystal-Lighted Cavern!

Once on a tine, in a great wood lived a poor man with his wi fe.
God had given them eight children, and when a ninth was born, they
were not overjoyed. But God had sent the child, so they had to
receive himand give him Christian baptism But there was no one
willing to stand as godfather to such a poor child.

"I will take himto the Church anyway,” thought the Father. "The
Pastor may do as he chooses, christen himor not.”

As he was starting out with the child, he nmet a beggar sitting
by the way, who asked an alns of him

"I have nothing to give you, little Brother,” answered the poor
man. "But if you will do nme the favor of becoming ny child's
godf at her, afterward we will go home and make nerry with whatever ny

wi fe has provided for the christening feast."

The Beggar, who had never been asked before to be a godfather,
was filled with joy, and went with himto the Church. Just as they
reached it, what should drive up but a magnificent coach with four
horses. Qut of it stepped a young and nobl e Lady.

The man thought to hinmself, "Here, for the last tinme, | wll try
ny luck!"™ Then he said to her hunbly, "Noble Lady, will you take the
troubl e of standing godnother to ny chil d?"

The Lady said, "Yes."

When the child was brought forward for baptism every one was
surprised to see a poor Beggar and a proud, noble Lady stand
together as the child' s godparents. The child received the nane of
Paertel. The rich Lady gave the child a christening gift of three
gol d pi eces.

The Beggar went home with the poor man to enjoy the feast. And
before he left that evening, he took from his pocket a little box
wrapped in a rag. He gave the box to the child s Mther, saying:

"This is nmy christening gift. It is nothing much, but do not
despise it, for it may bring your child great luck. A very w se Aunt
of mne, who understood all kinds of Magic, gave ne before her death
the little egg in this box, saying:
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"' When sonet hi ng unexpected happens, which you have never
dreanmed of, give this egg away. Wien it falls into the hands of him
for whomit is meant, it will bring himgreat Good Luck. CGuard the
egg like the apple of your eye, and see that it does not break for
its shell is tender.’

"Though | am nigh sixty years old," continued the Beggar, “never
has anyt hi ng unexpected happened to ne till today, when | was asked
to be godfather. My first thought was to give this egg to your
child, as a christening gift.”

The little Paertel throve, and grew up to be the joy of his
parents. Wen he was ten years old, he was sent to a rich farner to
be herdboy. Hi s Mther, when she was saying farewell, stuck the
godfather's gift in his pocket, and bade himcare for it like the
apple of his eye. And Paertel did.

On the nmeadow where he grazed his herd, stood an ancient Linden
Tree, and under this lay a great flint-stone. This spot, Paertel
i ked very nmuch. The bread which he brought wi th him each norning,
he ate on the stone, and he quenched his thirst at a little spring
nearby. Wth the other herdboys, who were always up to m schief,
Paertel had nothing to do. And it was wonderful that nowhere grew
such beautiful grass as between the stone and the spring. Although
his herd grazed there each day, on the next norning the grass had
sprung up again green and fresh.

Now and then, when Paertel, on a hot day, napped a little,
sitting on the stone, he was overjoyed by the nost wonderful dreans.
And when he woke, in his ears was the sound of nusic and singing, so
t hat when he opened his eyes he seenmed to dream on. The stone, too,
seened to himlike a dear friend, which he said good-bye to each
night with a heavy heart.

Paertel grew to be a fine lad, too old to be herdsboy any
| onger. The farmer took himas a farmhand. On Sundays and sunmer
eveni ngs when the other lads were joking with their sweethearts,
Paertel did not join them but hurried off to his grazing neadow, to
hi s bel oved Linden Tree, under which he often spent half the night.

One Sunday evening as he sat on the stone playing upon his
jew s-barp, a MIk Wite Snake crept from under the stone, raised
its head as if listening, and gazed on Paertel with its clear eyes
that glowed like fiery sparks.

Evening after evening, Paertel, as soon as he had free tine,
hurried to his stone, in order to see the beautiful Wite Snake. She
becane so used to him that she would often wi nd herself about his
| eq.
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By day he thought of the White Snake, and by night he dreamed of
her. For this reason that winter seenmed very long, while the deep
snow lay on the frozen earth. As soon as the spring sunshine nelted
the snow and the ground thawed, Paertel hurried to the stone under
the Linden Tree, although its |eaves were not yet to be seen.

O joy! As soon as he breathed his longing through the harp the
White Snake crept out from under the stone, and played about his
feet. But it seenmed to Paertel as if today the Snake shed tears, so
his heart was sad.

After that he let no evening pass w thout going to the stone.
The Snake grew so tame, that she let him stroke her. But when he
tried to hold her, she slipped through his fingers and crept back
under the stone.

On M dsummer Eve, all the village folk, old and young, went
together to light the St. John's Fire. Paertel did not dare to
remai n behi nd, though his heart pulled him another way. But in the
m dst of the fun, while the others were singing, dancing, and having
a jolly time, he slipped away to the Linden Tree, for that was the
only spot where his heart found rest.

As he drew near it, he saw a clear bright fire gleam ng fromthe
stone. \Wen he cane closer, he saw the fire die down. It |eft
nei t her ashes nor sparks. He sat down on the stone and began as
usual to play on his harp. Instantly the fire blazed up again--it
was but a burning fromthe eyes of the Wite Snake!

There the Snake was! She played his around his feet, and | ooked
at him so beseechingly that she seenmed to want to speak

M dni ght was near, when the Snake slipped under the stone and
did not conme back while Paertel played. Then he took his harp from
his nouth, placed it in his pocket, and started to go hone. Just
then the | eaves of the Linden Tree sighed so wonderfully in a puff
of wind, that they sounded |like a human voice. Paertel thought he
heard them say over and over again:

Tender shell surrounds the Luck Egg.
Tough the heart of ancient trouble.
Take your Luck, while you nay have it!

Then he felt such a painful longing that his heart seemed about
to break. Yet he knew not what he longed for. Bitter tears ran down
hi s cheeks, and he | anented:

“How can Luck help me, the Unlucky, for whomthere is no Luck in
this world?"
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Then suddenly everything around himwas as brilliant as if the
Li nden and the stone were the shining sun. For a mnute his eyes
were dazzl ed, then he saw standing near him on the stone, an
exqui site mai den-shape in snowwhite robes. From her nouth sounded a
voi ce sweeter than the nightingale s. The voice said:

“Dear Lad! Do not fear, but listen to the prayer of an unhappy

Mai den. Poor me! | live in a mserable prison. If you do not save
me, | have no hope of escape. O dear Lad! Have pity on nme, and do
not refuse mnmy request! | amthe Daughter of a Mghty King of the

East, who is imeasurably rich with gold and treasures. But those
cannot help me, for I am bewitched in the shape of a Snake, and
forced to live here under this stone. Here have | lived for many a
hundred years, w thout grow ng ol d.

"Though | have never hurt a human being, every one who sees ne
flees fromne. You are the only living nortal who has not fled. Yes!
| have even dared to play about your feet, and your hand has stroked
nme! So there has arisen in ny heart, the hope that you are to be ny
rescuer. Your heart is as pure as a child's, and in it is neither
deceit nor fal sehood. And the Luck Egg was your christening gift.

"Only once in twenty-five years,"” continued the sweet voice, "on
the Night of St. John, am | permtted to assune nmy human shape, and
to wander for one hour on earth. And should the lad with your gift
come, and listen to ny prayer, so mght | be loosed frommy prison
Save ne! O save ne!”

So speaki ng the nmaiden-shape fell at Paertel’s feet, enbraced
his knees, and wept bitterly. Paertel's heart nelted at the sight.
He begged her to arise and tell him how he nmight rescue her

“I would go through fire and water,” cried he, "if that m ght
save you! Had | ten lives to lose, | would give themall!"

The mai den- shape answered, "Cone here tonmorrow night at sundown.
And when | creep toward you in the form of a Snake, and w nd nyself
like a girdle around your body and kiss you three tines, you nust
not be afraid nor shrink back. If you do, | shall again sigh under
the curse of Enchantnment for many a hundred years."

Wth these words, the nmiden-shape vanished fromthe lad' s eyes,
and again the |eaves of the Linden seemed to sigh and sigh:

Tender shell surrounds the Luck Egg.

Tough the heart of ancient trouble.
Take your Luck, while you nay have it!
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Paertel went honme and lay down to sleep before dawn. But
wonder ful varied dreans, partly happy and partly horrible, chased
sleep fromhis bed. He sprang up in terror when one dream showed him
the white Snake winding its coils around his breast and snothering
hi m

However, he did not think nore about this terrible thing, for he
was firmy resolved to rescue the King's Daughter from the bonds of
her Enchantnment. Neverthel ess, his heart grew heavier and heavier,
the nearer the sun drew to the horizon

At the set time he stood by the stone under the Linden Tree, and
| ooki ng up toward Heaven, sighed and inplored that he m ght not
shi ver or weaken when the Snake should wind herself around his body
and kiss him Then suddenly he thought of the Luck Egg. He drew the
little box from his pocket, opened it, and took between his fingers
the egg which was not |arger than a sparrow s egg.

At that nmonment the Snow Wiite Snake crept forth from under the
stone, glided up and wound herself around his body. She raised her
head to kiss him-when!--the |ad hinself did not know how it
happened--he thrust the Luck Egg into her nouth.

He stood firmbut with freezing heart, till the Snake had ki ssed
himthree tines. Crash! Flash! Lightning seened to strike the stone.
Heavy thunder nade the earth trenble. Paertel fell as if dead to the
ground. He knew not hing of what happened around him

But at this dreadful nonent, the bond of Enchantnment snapped,
and the King's Daughter was freed from her prison.

When Paertel woke from his heavy swoon, he found hinself |vying
on cushions of white silk in a magnificent glass room of a heavenly
bl ue color. The beautiful King' s Daughter was kneeling beside him
and stroking his cheeks. As he opened his eyes, she cried out:

"Thanks! A thousand thanks, faithful lad, who freed ne from ny
Enchant nent! Take ny whol e Kingdom take this Royal Palace and all
its treasures! And take ne, if you will for your bride! You shal
live here happily, as is due the Lord of the Luck Egg.”

Paertel's luck and joy had no end. The longings of his heart
were stilled. Far fromthe world he dwelt with his dear bride in the
Pal ace of Luck.

As for the people of his village, great was their astoni shnent
when they went to search for him and found neither Paertel, nor the
Li nden Tree, nor the stone. Even the little spring was gone. Al had
vani shed away!
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WOOD OF TONTLA

VEEI RD!I' WEI RD!I' WEI RD!' EVER WEI RD! Listen now to the Wzard with
the lolling red tongue!

VEEI RD THI NGS

In ancient days there was a beautiful wood called the Wod of
Tontla. No one dared venture into it. The bol dest nmen, who chanced
to be near it, told how under the thick trees strange, hunman-shaped
creatures swarnmed like ants in an ant hill.

It happened one night that a peasant going home from a feast,
wandered into the forest. He saw strange things! Around a bright
fire countless swarns of children and old wonmen were gathered. Sone
sat on the ground, others danced on the green sward. One old woman
had a broad shovel in her hand, with which fromtine to tinme she
scattered the glowi ng ashes over the grass. Then the children with a
shout would mount into air and like night-ows flap about in the
rising snoke. Then they would cone back to earth again. O her
strange sights he saw, but because the peasant's head was sw nm ng,
the village folk did not quite believe his tale.

Now not far from the Wod of Tontla, once lived a w dower who
had married a brawing, quarrelling woman. The seven-year-old little
girl left by the first wife, was a bright, sweet creature. The
wi cked woman used to cuff and beat her fromnorning till night and
give her worse food than she fed the dogs. As for the Father, he was
too afraid of the wicked woman to help his child.

For two years Elsa stood this terrible life, and shed nmany
tears.

It chanced one Sunday that she went with other village children
to pick strawberries. Lagging along as children do, they reached the
edge of the Wod of Tontla without knowing it. There grew nmany
strawberries. The whole grass was quite red with them The children
ate the sweet berries, and filled their baskets with as many as they
coul d. Then suddenly one of the boys recognized the dreadful place,
and cried out:

“Run! Run! We are in the Tontla Wod!"

Those words were nore terrible than thunder and |ightning! Al
the children ran as though the Tontla nonsters were at their heels.

El sa, who had gone on a bit farther than the others, heard the
cry of the boy, but she did not stop picking berries.
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“The Tontla creatures,” thought she, "cannot be worse than that
hat ef ul woman at hone. "

Just then a tiny black dog, with a silver bell hanging fromhis
neck, cane running up and barked at her.

At his barking a tiny Maiden in beautiful silken garnents,
sprang from anong the trees, and told the dog to be quiet.

"How nice," said she to Elsa, "that you did not run away wth
the other children. Stay with me and be ny playmate. W will play
such pretty games, and go berry-picking every day. Mdther will not
refuse me this, when | ask her. Conme, let us go to her now”

Then the pretty child seized Elsa by the hand, and |ed her
deeper and deeper into the wood. The tiny black dog barked for joy,
and junping on Elsa |icked her hands.

O wonder of wonders! What marvels and magnificence nmet Elsa's
eyes! She thought that she was in Heaven. A splendid Garden filled
with fruit trees and berry bushes lay before her. On the boughs of
the trees sat birds brighter than the nost brilliant butterflies,
many of them adorned with gold and silver. And the birds were quite
tame, letting the children hold themin their hands.

In the mdst of the Garden stood a Mansion built of rock crystal
and precious stones, so that its walls and roof shone Iike the sun.
A Lady in nagnificent garnents sat on a bench before the door.

"Whom do you bring as a guest?" she asked the little girl.

The little daughter answered, "I found her in the wood, and
brought her here to be ny playmate. WII| you permt her to remain?”

The Lady smled but said never a word. She examined Elsa with a
sharp ook fromtop to toe. Then she called El sa nearer, and stroked
her cheeks, and asked her kindly who she was, and if her parents
were living, and whether she would |ike to stay.

El sa kissed the Lady's hand and fell down beore her, enbraced
her knees, and replied through her tears:

"My Mother has been resting for a long tine beneath the grass.

Mot her was carried away,
And all |ove went with her!

"My Father cannot help nme, and the w cked woman at hone beats ne
wi t hout nercy every day. So pray, golden Lady, let me stay here! Let
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me tend your flocks, or do any other work. I wll do anything, and
obey you. But do not send nme hone, or the wi cked woman will beat ne
half to death, because | did not go back with the village children.”

The Lady smiled and said, "I will think about it."

Then she arose and went into the house. The little girl said to
El sa:

“"Mother is friendly. | saw by her |ooks that she will grant ny
request. Wait hear a mnute."

And the little girl followed the Lady, then soon cane back with
a toy box in her hand.

"Have you ever been rowing on a sea?" she asked El sa.

“Rowi ng on the sea! Wat is that?" said Elsa. "I have never
heard of such a thing.”

“O you'll soon know" said the little girl, and she took the
cover off the box.

Inside lay a | eaf of |adysnock, a nussel-shell, and two
fi shbones. On the |l eaf hung a few drops of water. The little girl
spilled the drops on the grass. Imediately the Garden, the grass,
and everything that stood there vanished. So far as the eye could
reach, was only water, that stretched till it seenmed to strike the
horizon. Only under the children's feet was a tiny dry spot.

Now the little girl set the nussel-shell on the water, and took
the fishbones in her hand. The nussel -shell swelled and changed into
a pretty boat, big enough for a dozen children. The two children
stepped into the boat. Elsa sat down timdly, but the little girl
| aughed, and the bones she held in her hand becane oars. The waves
rocked the children, like a cradle, and one by one little skiffs
canme sailing up. In each sat beings who sang and were joyful. Elsa
coul d not understand what they said, but they kept repeating one
word Kiisiki. Elsa asked what it neant and the little girl said:

"That is nmy nane."

How | ong they rowed about | do not know, then they heard:

"Children, cone hone! It is nearly evening!”

Kiisiki took the little box from her pocket, in which the |eaf
lay. She dipped the leaf in the water till a few drops hung on it.
| medi ately they found thensel ves near the nagnificent Mansion in

the Garden. The water was gone, and all was firm and dry. The
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nmussel -shell and the fishbones were back in box.

The children went into the Mnsi on.

THE MAG C MAI DEN

IN a huge chanber sat four-and-twenty Ladi es around a banquet
table, all in splendid robes as though for a wedding. At the head of
the table sat the Lady, Kiisiki's Mdther, on a golden chair.

El sa did not know what to | ook at first, everything around her
was so nmagnificent and glittering. Upon the table stood thirteen
di shes on gold and silver salvers. One dish al one remained
unt ouched, and was carried away without its cover being lifted. Elsa
ate all kinds of costly foods, which tasted better than sweet cakes.
The four-and-twenty Ladies talked in |ow tones, and El sa could not
under stand what they said.

Then the Lady, Kiisiki's Mther, spoke a few words to the maid
who stood behind her chair. The maid hurried out and returned with a
Little A d Man whose beard was |onger than hinmself. He nmade a bow,
and stood by the door. The Lady pointed a finger at Elsa, saying:

“Look carefully at this peasant child. | am going to adopt her
Make me an i mage of her, which tonorrow nay be sent instead of her
to her village."

The A d Man | ooked sharply at Elsa. Then he bowed and |eft the
room

After dinner, the kindly Lady said to Elsa, “Kiisiki has begged
nme to let her have you for a playmate. Is it really true that you
wi sh to stay?”

Elsa fell on her knees, and kissed the Lady's feet and hands.
But the Lady |ifted her up, stroked her head and tear-stained
cheeks, and said:

“I'f you will remain a good and diligent child, | shall care for
you till you grow up. No m sfortune shall touch you, and you shal
learn with Kiisiki the finest handwork and other things.”

Just then the Little O d Man canme back carrying a trough of clay
on his shoulder, and a little covered basket in his left hand. He
set the clay and the basket on the floor, took a bit of the clay and
shaped it into a doll. The Lady exam ned the doll on all sides, then
sai d:

“"Now we need one drop of the Miiden s own blood."
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El sa, when she heard these words, turned pale from fright. She
was sure that she was about to sell her soul to the Evil One. But
the Lady conforted her by saying:

"Fear nothing! W do not want your drop of blood for anything
bad, only for your own future happiness."”

Then she took a gold needle, stuck it into Elsa's arm and gave
it to the Little Ad Man. He thrust the needle into the doll"'s
heart. After that he laid the doll in the little basket to grow, and
prom sed to show it to the Lady the next day.

Then they all went to rest. Elsa found herself on a soft bed in
a sl eepi ng- chanber.

The next norning, when she woke in the silk-covered bed with
soft pillows, she opened her eyes and saw rich clothes lying on a
chair nearby. At the sanme nonent a nmid stepped into the room and
bade her bathe herself and conb her hair. Then the nmaid clad her in
the beautiful clothes. Her peasant clothes had been taken away
during the night. What for? Now you shall hear!

Her own cl othes had been put on the clay doll, which was to be
sent to the village in her stead. During the night, the doll had
grown bigger and bigger, till it was the very image of Elsa. It ran

about like a human being. Elsa was frightened when she saw the dol
so like herself, but the Lady noticing her terror, said:

"Fear nothing! This clay doll cannot hurt you. W are going to
send it to your parents. The wi cked woman may beat it all she
wi shes, for the clay doll can feel no pain.”

So the clay inmage was sent to her parents.

GOLDEN WONDERS

Fromthis day on Elsa lived as happily as the richest human
child, that has been rocked in a golden cradle. She had neither
sorrow nor care. Her former hard life seemed a dream

But an unknown Magi c Power appeared to govern the |ife around
her. A huge granite stone stood near the Mansion. At every neal -
time, the Little Ad Man with a beard |onger than hinmself, went up
to the stone, drew a silver wand from his bosom and struck the
stone three times, so that it rang clearly. Then a great gol den Cock
sprang out and perched on the stone. Every tine the Cock clapped his
wi ngs and crowed, sonething cane out of the stone.
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First a long table cane all set with as many plates as there
were people to eat. The table went of itself into the house, as if
on the wings of the wind. Wien the Cock crowed a second tine, chairs
followed the table. After that platters of food follow ng one
anot her, all sprang out of the stone and flew Ilike the wind to the
table. Likew se flagons and apples and berries. Everything seened
alive, so that no one had to fetch or carry.

When all had eaten, the Little O d Man struck the stone again
with his silver wand, and as the golden Cock crew, flagons, plates,
platters, chairs, and table all returned and entered the stone, al
except the thirteenth platter which had not been touched. A great
black cat ran after that. The thirteenth platter and the cat sat
down on the stone beside the Cock, till the Od Man took the platter
in one hand, the cat under his arm and the Cock on his shoul der
Then he vani shed under the stone.

El sa asked Kiisiki what all this neant, but Kiisiki said she did
not know. It was a nystery.

The years flew by like swift arrows for Elsa in her happiness.
She grew to be a bloom ng young girl. But Kiisiki stayed the sane
little child that she was when she found Elsa in the Tontla Wod.

One day the Lady sent for Elsa to her sleeping-chanber. Elsa
marvelled at this, for she had never been sent for before. Her heart
beat fast enough to burst. As she stepped over the threshold, she
saw that the Lady's cheeks were flushed and tears stood in her eyes.

"Dear adopted Child!" said she. "The tinme has cone for us to
part."

"Part!" cried Elsa, throwing herself at the Lady's feet. "No!
Bel oved Lady, that can never be till death parts us. Wiy do you
drive nme away?"

"Child," said the Lady, "it is for your good. You are now grown
up. You are a human being and can stay here no |onger. You nust go
out anong ot her human beings. You will find a bel oved husband and
live happily till the end of your days. W have human fornms but we

are not human beings."

Then the Lady conmbed Elsa's hair with a golden conb, and hung
around her neck a small gold | ocket on a silken string, and she
pl aced a seal ring on her finger. Then she called the Little Ad
Man, and pointed her finger at Elsa. She took |eave of Elsa with
SOrr ow.
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Before Elsa could speak, the Little O d Man gently tapped her
head three times with his silver wand. She felt herself changing
into a bird. Qut of her arnms grew wi ngs; her |egs becane eagle's
legs with claws; her nose becane a beak. Feathers clad her whol e
body. She rose suddenly in the air, soaring up towards the clouds
i ke an eaglet just hatched from the egg.

So she flew southward for many days. She would have |iked to
rest when her wings grew tired. She felt no hunger. One day she was
hovering over a |ow wood where hunting dogs were bell ow ng, when
suddenly she felt an arrow pierce her feathers. She fell to earth
She fainted fromterror.

When El sa woke from her swoon and opened her eyes, she found
herself in her own human form again, |ying anong bushes. How she
came there seenmed a dream Then a handsone King's Son came riding
up, and offered El sa his hand, saying:

"It was a happy hour this nmorning when | started forth! Every

night, | have dreaned of you, beautiful Maiden, for half a year
dreanmed that | should find you here in this wood. Today | shot a
great eagle which seened to fall on this very spot. | hurried to get

ny booty, and found instead of the eagle--you!"

Then he placed Elsa on his horse, and rode with her to the city,
where the old King welconmed her. A few days later the marriage was
cel ebrated nagnificently. On the wedding norning arrived fifty cart-
| oads of costly treasures, sent to Elsa by her adopted Mother.

After the old King's death, Elsa was Queen. But the Wod of
Tontl a was never seen nor heard of again.

VEI RD! VEEI RD!' VWEI RD! EVER WEIRD! sang the Wzard of the Crystal-
Li ghted Cavern
THE W ZARD W TH YELLOW EYEBALLS AND GREEN HAI R

BOOM BOOM BOOM BEAT! BEAT! BEAT! BOOM BOOM BOOM

So finished Sarvik with back Iike an oak, and lolling red
tongue, his Wonder Stori es.

And the Four Ancient Wzards of the South Baltic Lands, ground
their teeth, whistled, howed, and were still.
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Beat! Beat! Beat! And as the G eat Ni schergurgje struck his Drum
with his golden drumhamer, a gray light fell through the snoke-
hole in the top of the tent. The fire died down and its gray, gray
snoke curled upward, out of the snoke hole, and m xed with the gray
light.

And the Lapp people | ooked up, and cried:
"Ah-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a!”

And their faces | ooked gray and weird in the strange |ight, and
their eyes | ooked queer and gray through the snoke.

Weeks had passed while the Magic Stories were being told, and
the Lapp people did not know it!

"Lo! the gray dawn cones!" shouted N schergurgje as he struck
his Magic Drum "The Sun is not dead! He has turned his course. He
is comng back. The Long Night, so sad and gl oony, will soon be
ended. See! The pack reindeer are butting their horns into the birch
thickets and the willow bushes; it bodes the com ng of spring. See!
The young fawns are lying on their sides, their legs as straight as
arrows; it bodes the coming of flowers.

“Now, let the feast be served and tales told, while we wait for
the golden sun to show his face above the rimof the world."

And the feast was served again.

Then Nischergurgje, the tree-tall, tree-straight one, called
out :

"Kur bads, giant-strong, with yellow eyeballs and green hair,
tell us Wonder Stories from your wonder |and, Latvia of the crystal
streans.”

And the Four Ancient Wzards how ed, whistled, ground their
teeth, and were still.

And all the Lapp people said, "Ah-a-a-a-a-a!" and were still,
and |i stened.

Kur bads, giant-strong, rolled his yellow eyeballs round and
round, while each one of his green hairs stood on end and wi ggl ed
i ke a snake.

And he began:

GLEAM AND GLI TTER! GLEAM AND GLI TTER! GLI TTER GLEAM
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Kur bads, nerry Lettland' s Wzard,

Wth his Magic Incantations,

Calls the gold and silver to him

Calls the jewels and the anber;

Calls the casks all filled with riches;
And they lie in heaps before him

There they shine and gleam and glitter.

Then he summons all his Wtches,

A d and wrinkl ed, toothless, grinning,
Bi ds them bi de away the Treasures

In the ruins of the castles,
Underneat h the anci ent stone-heaps,

In the deep and di smal caverns.

Then he throws a Spell upon them

Bi nds the Treasures with his Mgic,
That no nortal eye may spy them

And no nortal Song unl oose them

Thus he hoards his glitteri ng wonders,
Wth his Magic Incantations,

Kur bads, nerry Lettland' s Wzard!

THE GOLD AXE

GLI TTER' SHI NE! SHINE! GITTER' Listen to the Wzard with yell ow
eyebal |l s and green hair!

Once on a tine, in a farmhouse, a young M den sat spinning by
the light of a burning pine-splinter. The farmer's wife and her
daughter--the farmer had been dead for three years--were asleep
al ready, for they were very lazy and liked to play the grand | ady.

They always put off all the household tasks on the Miiden, who
from sun-up to mdnight had to keep her hands busy, w thout ever
satisfying those who provided her with bread. If she did anything
wel |l and carefully, it was always, "Wiat of it? Bestir yourself and
finish the rest.” And at the very least fault, it was scol di ngs and
bl ows.
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What was there to do? Ilsa, for that was the Miiden' s nane, had
no parents and was poor. So she had to endure both the bad and the
good. And there was a special reason why this was hard--the
nei ghbor's son, a brave, handsone |ad, would have her for his wife
if his parents were not against it. It was not fitting, they
t hought, that the heir to a farm should woo a poor girl. He should
bring home a farner's daughter. And she was al ready chosen--no other
than the daughter of the Maiden's Mstress. The wedding was to take
pl ace at Easter.

Ilsa | oved the good Hans with all her heart, but she had to shut
away her feelings in her breast, fromthe eyes and ears of the
wor |l d. She was, yes! a poor orphan. Wo cared to ask after her weal
or woe? So |lsa sat brooding at the spinning-wheel, while the icy
North Wnd how ed and raged around the house, and whirled the flocks
of snowfl akes against its walls.

Many bitter tears fell on the flax, nmany heavy sighs ascended to
the | ow snoke-bl ackened rafters. Till fromthe sighs and tears there
was formed a sad conplaining little song:

See! The sun is hurrying on.
Let ne to the shadows fl ee!
Little Mdther can no nore

In the sunshine | ead poor ne.

Wait! O wait, thou hurrying sun
To ny words, O listen! hear!
Take a thousand greetings sweet,
To ny little Mther dear.

Low sets the sun--so very | ow
Little Mdther's far away.

| cannot overtake the sun,

Nor words to little Mother say!

The hoarse voice of the Mstress growed from her room "To the
Evil One with your sing-song!”

The daughter then began to scold, “If you will conplain, go
outside and howl with the North Wnd."

Ilsa was silent and tried to spin on, but eyes and hands refused
their service. Tired, she | eaned her blond gol den head agai nst the
hard wall, and closed her eyes. The pine-splinter had burned down
and gone out, and it was dark in the room OQutside the North Wnd
how ed and raged.
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It was about six o'clock in the norning when the Miiden was
startled out of her sleep, by a knocking on the little w ndow. She
st epped outside, but in the darkness of the winter norning could see
no one. A trenbling voice like an old beggar's fell on her ear:

"Pity me, dear Maiden, a lost, hungry, nigh-frozen, old man!"
Il sa thought for a nmonent. She knew well that her M stress never

gave anything to a beggar, but chased any beggar from the house wth
insults and jeering. But she and her daughter were sl eeping now, and

woul d certainly not get up till seven o'clock
"Come with me to the cow stable, dd Man,” |lsa said
conpassionately. "There you may warm yourself, and | will give you

sone bread and mlk."

She | et the benunbed old nan into the stable, let himsit down
on an overturned bucket, and mlked sone mlk into a bowl. Then she
fetched fromthe house a bit of bread, which the night before, in
her great sorrow, she had not been able to choke down.

The beggar refreshed hinself, and warned hinself as best he was
able. Then he said to Ilsa, but not in a trenbling voice, no! but
wi th nusical accents:

"Receive ny thanks for your pity and your charity. | am not he
for whom you take ne. Who | am however, it is not necessary for you
to learn. But this | may say, | know you and all that your heart
thinks and feels. | w sh your happiness. Listen, now, to ny words!

Have you never heard of Lauskis and his Gold Axe?"
Il sa said, "No."

"Lauskis is a Spirit of the Cold, who, when the frost is strong,
goes about cracking the earth with his Gold Axe. If a young and
i nnocent Maiden at mdnight, just between the first and twelfth
stroke of the hour, runs three times around the house, it cones
about that Lauskis the Frost Spirit loses his Axe. This Axe is
fashi oned out of rich heavy gold, and whoever finds it will receive
for it many thousands of gold pieces. Only innocence, courage, and
swiftness can win it."

So spoke the old nan.

Il sa gazed on himin wondernment. But where was he? The bucket on
whi ch he had been sitting was enpty! And the dull light of dawn
showed no trace of him The young girl involuntarily said a short
prayer, and went back thoughtfully to the house. There was the
m stress already up, and the every-day misery began again. So the
W nter passed away.
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The storny January was followed by a bitter cold February. At
night the earth cracked and the ice burst on the pond. One day the
M stress and her daughter went to the city to buy a few trinkets for
t he wedding. They were not to return till the next afternoon. Ilsa
was left all alone in the house.

That evening while she was spinning, the half-forgotten tale of
the strange old man cane back to her, and the |onger she thought of
his words, the greater grew in her an irresistible desire to run a
race with the Lauskis.

The hours till mdnight went by |ike a dream Just as the old
wall -clock in the Mstress' room struck, the Mui den rushed out and
hurried like the wind three tinmes around the house.

There canme such a fearful crash! House, stable, and corncrib
trenbl ed and began to rock to and fro. Ilsa could scarcely keep
hersel f upright by holding on to the doorposts.

But soon this was all over. The npbon shone out sharp and clear,
as it does only in the Northland winter, and it shone on a
magni ficent Gold Axe lying directly at Ilsa' s feet.

At Easter-tine the neighbors cel ebrated the weddi ng of Hans, not
to the daughter of the farner's wife, but to the |ong despised
Mai den, the poor orphan, now the richest girl in the nei ghborhood.

As the years passed the pair lived happily and contented; and if
they are not dead they are living today.

CASTLE- TREASURE

GLEAM Gl TTERN GLEAM GLITTER GLEAM Listen to the Treasure-
W zar d:

It happened once on a tine, that while a Lady was visiting |ate,
her Coachrman stretched hinmself out in the coach and went to sleep
Near m dnight a voice waked him saying:

"Get up! Come with nme to Kokenhusen. | will give you noney."

The Coachman sat up and saw that a Horseman had stopped his
horse near the coach

"Who knows, " thought he, "what kind of a man this is, or what

kind of noney he offers nme!™ So he answered, "No, it is night tine.
| do not drive about with strange people at night."
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The Horsenman rode away.

The next night, at the sanme tine, the Horseman woke the Coachnan
agai n.

"Get up! Conme with me to the church yard. Money is there!”

“Well," thought the Coachman, "the churchyard is not far away.
One can go there and back in half an hour."

“Good!" he said to the Horseman, "I wll go.”
He mounted his horse, and they both rode away.

Hardly were they out of town, before the strange Horsenman gave
his horse the rein, so that the sparks flew The Coachman coul d
hardly keep up with him So they raced on and on, till they canme to
the churchyard. Suddenly a bright light |ike day streamed around
them A whole host of people were com ng towards them crowd after
crowd.

The Coachman was ashaned, for were not he and the Horseman
riding fast |ike rogues?

"Let the cuckoo take the noney!" he said to hinself, and,
turning his horse, galloped back as fast as he coul d.

Just as he reached the stable, the brightness and all the people
di sappeared, and it was dark night again.

But the Horseman would not |et the Coachman rest. On the third
ni ght he appeared again, and waked him

"Get up!"™ And as the Coachman opened his eyes, he added, " Good!
Twi ce you have di sobeyed ne. Now listen to nmy counsel. \Wen you cone
to Kokenhusen, go into the Castle at mdnight. You will find cellar
stairs. Descend. There you will see an iron door, on which hangs a
bunch of keys. Open the door and go into the cellar. There you wl|
find many cornbins full of gold and silver noney. To be sure a G eat
Bl ack Hound watches it. But do not be afraid, just step up and take
all the noney you wish." So spoke the Horsenman, and vani shed.

The Coachman thought, "That is a wonderful matter! Sonetine |
shall surely go into that Castle!"”

It happened in a few days that the Lady went to Kokenhusen, and
t he Coachman drove her. About mdnight, he went to the Castle. As he
wal ked along the walls, he turned into the very cellar stairs. He
descended. Yes! There was the iron door and the very bunch of keys!
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He opened the door and stepped in. O wonders! O marvels! Wat
treasure was heaped up there!

On one side of the cellar stood a cornbin full of noney--full of
gold and silver noney that had been poured in like grain! But on the
heap of noney, lay a G eat Black Hound watching. The Coachnan drew
nearer, but imediately the Hound raised his head and showed his
t eet h.

The Coachman stood thinking and thinking. How willing he would
have been to take sonme of that noney! But he was afraid to wal k up
to the cornbin and dip his hands into the heap of noney.

So he turned round, left the cellar w thout taking anything with
him and went hone.

The next day he visited the Castle again, and searched for the
cellar. But he searched in vain. Al he found was one old coin in a
far corner of the Castle. The strange Horseman had left it there as
a token!

VWHAT W TCHES TELL

CLACK! CLACK! CLACK! CHATTER CLACK! Listen to the Lettl and
W t ches!

In the Land where on Mdsummer Night, the St. John's Fires blaze
up, and the girls dance at the Flower Feast, adorned w th garlands
of wheat-ears and blue cornflowers, in that Land, | say, Wtches fly
about at the m dni ght hour.

There were once two brothers, who wished to go out into the
world to try their luck. They thrust the blades of their knives into
the trunk of a mghty fir tree, and made this conpact: Wi chever one
of them should return first, he was to | ook at the blade of the
other’s knife. If bright, then his brother was alive.

They separated, and each went his own way.

The younger |ad wandered through many strange | ands, wi thout
gai ning anything, and returned sadly to his hone. \Wen he reached
the fir tree, he saw that the knife-blade of his brother was bright,
so his brother was alive. Because darkness was drawi ng near, the |ad
decided to pass the night under the fir.
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It was St. John's Night. After he had slept a few hours, about
m dnight, a rustling and a chattering woke him He |ooked up and saw
a flock of Magpies noisily settling on top of the fir. For a while
he listened to their chatter, till it seened to himthat he could
gradual | y understand what they said.

“Do you know any news, Sister?" said the first Magpie. "Not far
from here, towards the west, stands a great and beautiful city. It
has an abundance of everything. It lacks only water. This |ack can
easily be supplied. Upon the plain near the city, stands a huge
Linden. If any one digs at its foot, a whole stream of water wll
gush up."

"Yes--yes--but have you heard ny news?" said the second Magpie.
"Not far fromthat city, to the east, is a high nountain, in which
are treasures of all kinds. No one knows how to win his way into the
nountain. And yet it is so easy! One needs only on the norning of
St. George's Day, to plow three furrows round the nmountain, and it
will open. Then its treasures will belong to the plowran.”

And so on, till each Magpie told her news! Then the birds grew
restless, flapped their wings, and flew away. The |ad under the tree
perceived that they were no ordinary Magpies, but Wtches who on St.
John's Night fly about and tell each other the news.

Day began to dawn, and the lad was up and away to find the city
described by the Wtch. It was not |ong before he found hinself in
its beautiful streets. He stepped into a house and asked for a drink
of water.

"You are certainly a stranger,” was the answer given him "if
you do not know our need. W have an abundance of everything, only
water is lacking. So we suffer a burning thirst!"

The lad then betook hinself to the marketplace, and asked the
peopl e:

"What will you give ne, if | produce water for you?"

The councilmen offered hima great reward, followed the lad to
t he huge Linden outside the city. At its foot, he had a deep pit
dug. Instantly a powerful jet of water shot upward, and began to
roar loudly. Then a stream of fresh clear water gushed toward the
city and into it, destroying walls and houses.

Wor kmen soon checked the fury of the released water, and nade a

channel for it. The greatest joy reigned anong the people, and the
| ad was gi ven honors and noney.
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The lad remained for sonme tine in the city, enjoying hinself.
But he still thought about what the second Wtch had said. Taking a
horse and plow, he set out to seek the nountain.

Soon he reached it, and on the nmorning of St. George's Day, he
pl owed three furrows round it. Inmediately the nountain opened, and
di spl ayed a countless rich treasure--silver, gold, precious stones,
in heaps and piles. Now was the poor |ad becone richer than the
richest man on earth, and could lead a real, carefree life.

One day, when he was driving for pleasure along the highway in
his magni ficent coach drawn by six spans of horses, he nmet a poor
wanderer |leading along a colt. This wanderer was the el der brother,
who had gained nothing in foreign parts except this colt. The rich
one, when he recogni zed his brother, had the coach stopped, and
asked:

"How do you cone here? Wat has happened to you? What have you
gai ned?”

The poor man | ooked sorrowfully at the colt, and said:
"This is all that | have gained in foreign parts.”

Then the rich one related to him that after he hinself had
wandered about for nearly a year as poor as a nouse, the Wtched in
the fir-top had told each other news. Things had gone well with him
since then!

The el der brother listened carefully, and thought to hinself,
"If this one, who is younger and stupider than I, can win such Luck
why cannot |, who am wi ser and older, win rmuch nore? | shal
certainly get much nore treasure than he did."

Then in shane and rage he slew the colt. After that he set out
on his way. On St. John’s Night, he canme to the sane fir tree, and
lay own under it as if to sleep

About m dnight, as before, the flock of Magpies cane flying up
chattering anf flapping their w ngs, and settled in the treetop.
Then the birds began to talk.

“Do you know, Sister," said one, “what ny news is this year?
What we told a year ago about the water-poor city and the treasure-
rich nmountain, sone one nust have listened to. For a lad has given
water to the city, and has taken its treasure fromthe nountain. W
must be nore careful. After this we nust | ook under the trees.
Perhaps there is a |istener here now"
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And with frightful chattering, the whole flock of Magpies flew
down to earth. There they found the el der brother.

That was the end of hin

LI TTLE VWH TE DOG

CH VE! CH ME! CHI ME! Listen to the Wzard of the Mgic
| ncant at i ons!

Once on a tine there was a girl who lived with a bad-tenpered
wonman. The wonman treated her neanly. The girl tried to do everything
she was told to do, but could never satisfy the wonan.

One day she had to go to the well to fetch water w thout wetting
t he bucket. The poor girl shed hot tears. Just then a Little Wite
Dog, as if called by magic, came running up out of the ground.

“If you will take nme for your bridegroom”, said he, "I wll
provi de water in your dry bucket.”

The girl prom sed.
Then the Little Dog did as he prom sed, and vani shed.

Some time after this, another bridegroom asked for the hand of
the girl. She did not want him but the w cked wonman made her take
him There was nothing else to do!

The evening before the wedding, the bridegroom arrived. All
hastened out to nmeet him The Little Wiite Dog appeared before the
house. Every one went inside, but the Little Wiite Dog was | eft
wi t hout .

By and by the Little Dog began to sing:

Let ne in, you pretty Miden,

Me, your manni kin so wee!

Don't you know what at the foantain,
You so truly prom sed ne?

Everybody | aughed at the pertness of the Little Dog, and for a
joke let himin. The Little Dog ran into the room and saw the
bri degroom sitting by the bride, and sang agai n:

Darling Maiden, seat nme by you,
Me, your manni kin so wee!
Don't you know what at the foaritain,
You so truly prom sed ne?
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The bridegroom said, "That's a funny little dog! He may sit near
us because he begs so prettily."

The Little Dog laid hinself down at the feet of the bride, and
kept nouse-still.

The next norning the betrothal took place. Then the little dog
sang agai n:

Mai den, take me for your bridegroom
Me, your manni kin so wee!
Don't you know what at the fountain,
You so truly prom sed ne?

The bridegroom | ooked surprised at this, but said nothing. After
the betrothal was over, the breakfast was served and the Little Dog
sang once nore:

Seat nme at your table, Miden,

Me, your manni kin so wee!

Don't you know what at the fountain,
You so truly prom sed ne?

The bride seated himat the table, and there was quiet. After
breakfast they all, every one, got into the carriage to drive to the
Church for the wedding. Then the Little Dog began to sing:

Mai den, take me in the carriage,

Me, your manni kin so wee!

Don't you know what at the fountain,
You so truly prom sed ne?

The bridegroomlet the girl take the Little Dog into the
carriage, and they all drove off. \Wen they reached the Church the
pri est began the service. Then the Little Dog sang in a |oud | oud
Voi ce:

Mai den, you with ne nmust marry,

Me, your manni kin so wee!

Don't you know what at the fountain,
You so truly prom sed ne?

The priest asked the bride, "What is it you have prom sed? Tel
me everything before | can marry you."

Then the girl confessed everything fromA to Z The w cked wonan
stanped the ground in rage. But there was nothing to do! The priest
would not marry the girl, nor could the wi cked woman beat her. In
anger and spite the wonman ran fromthe Church, and the Little Dog
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ran after her. She would have seized him but at that very mnute
there drove up a superb coach drawn by ei ght horses.

A footman descended from the box, and begged the Little Dog to
step into the coach. The Little Dog got in, and changed into a
magni fi cent Prince. The girl was married to him and he took her
with himto his Golden Castle.

The Prince raised the first bridegroomto be Lord High
Counsel or, because he had been so kind to the Little Wiite Dog, had
fed him let himlie at the feet of the bride, and had taken him up
into the carriage.

THE DUCKLI NG W TH GOLDEN FEATHERS

GLEAM GOLD! G.I TTER GOLD! GLEAM Listen to the Wzard of the
gl eam ng cavern

Once on a tine two King’s children, a brother and a sister
lived with a hateful woman. She ill-treated the two children, though
she | oved her own daughter who was both dirty and ugly.

One day the two children said to each other, “Let us go away.”

So they went and went, till they reached a crossroad, and there
they parted with nmany tears. The brother took with hima portrait of
his sister to renmenber her by, and started on his way.

The girl went and went and came to a great Castle, the w ndows
of which were as dull as rusty iron. She entered the Castle; there
was not a single soul in it! She carried water in and washed the
wi ndows, and cl eaned the roons for they also were quite bl ack.

She had scrubbed el even roonms, and was about to scrub the
twelfth but its door was fastened with a piece of |inden-bark. She
| oosed the fastening and opened the door. And when she opened it,
she saw three Black Wnen sitting on chairs, and three black torches
burni ng before them

The first Woman said, "Miden, your Good Fate has |ed you
hi t her."

The Second said, "You are indeed beautiful, but you will be nore
beautiful . "

The Third said, "You have beautiful hair, but in future you wll
have gol den hair."
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And, when the girl stept back again into the eleventh room she
saw in the mrror that she had grown nore beautiful and that she had
gol den hair.

After which she left the Castle and returned honme. \Wen she
reached the house, the hateful woman was standing at the door. She
saw how beautiful the girl had beconme, so she received her kindly,
and sent her own daughter to try her fortune.

That one went and went and canme to the very same Castle with the
di m wi ndows. She did not wash the wi ndows at all, instead she
sauntered through the roons | ooking at everything. At |ast she found
the twelfth door fastened with a piece of l|inden-bark, went in, and
saw the three Bl ack Wnen, before each of whom burned a torch

The First said, "Miden, your Bad Fate has led you hither."

The Second said, "You are certainly hideous, but you will be
nor e hi deous. "

The Third said, "You have ugly, short hair, but in future pig's
bristles will grow all over our head."

And so it was! Wien she looked in the mrror in the other room
she saw that her head was like a pig's head. And when she reached
hone, her nother did not want to |let such a disgusting creature in.
When at last she did Ilet her in, she put her in a room under the
floor, so that no one m ght see her. She gave her things to eat
secretly. But the beautiful girl henceforth she treated kindly.

Meanwhi |l e the brother had voyaged over the sea and reached a
Castle. There he had taken service with a King. The King held himin
hi gh honor.

Now the brother was caring so carefully for his sister's
portrait, that he had it on a table always before his eyes. \Wenever
he had free tine, he sat before it. This the other servants noticed,
and carried the news to the King. Then the King bade the servants
get hold of the portrait secretly, and bring it to him But the
young servant always kept his room | ocked.

Then one evening, the King had himcalled quickly, and the
brother in his haste forgot to |lock his room The other servants had
been waiting for that. They took the portrait and gave it to the
King. Then he had the young servant called again, and asked him
whose picture it was, whether it was that of his bride.

The young servant answered, "No! It is the picture of ny
sister.”
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Then the King commanded himto take a ship and fetch his sister,
as he wished to marry her.

Good! The brother sailed away, took his sister sone gol den
clothes, and told her that she nust sail back with him for she was
to becone a Queen. The sister prepared for the journey, but just as
she was goi ng aboard, the hateful wonan pushed her own daughter on
t he ship, saying:

"What do | want you for? Cross the sea with these, so that |
may never, during life, see you again!”

So they set sail. But when the ship was in mdocean, the ugly
daughter of the hateful wonman pushed the King's bride overboard into
the water, and put on the golden clothes. But the real bride was not
drowned. She was changed into a Gol den Duckling, and swam al ong
behi nd the ship.

The King cane down to the shore to receive his bride. But when
he saw the girl with the pig's head, in his rage he cast the brother
into prison. In three days, the head of the traitor nust be cut off!

Now in the King's Castle was a kitchen-girl called Anna
Panni nja, but everybody called her Antscha. On the first evening
came a Golden Duckling flying into the kitchen, and said:

"Ant scha Panninja, how fares it with nmy brother, the young
servant ?"

Ant scha answered, "He sits in the prison, and in three days his
head will be cut off.

When the Duckling heard that, she flew away sorrowf ul

On the next night, the kitchen-girl was all alone in the
kitchen. Then the Duckling came flying in, and asked again:

"Ant scha Panninja, how fares it with nmy brother, the young
servant ?"

Ant scha answered as before, "He sits in the prison, and in three
days his head will be cut off."

Then said the Duckling, "Soneone could save him if |I mght be a
human being! In this you nust help. Tonmorrow evening | will cone
just once nore. Then take a distaff and break it in twd. Throw the
pi eces over your shoul der, catch nme, and | shall win a human form"

On the third evening canme the Duckling flying into the Kkitchen,
and asked agai n:
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"Ant scha Panninia, how fares it with nmy brother, the young
servant ?"

Then the kitchen-girl broke the distaff in two, and threw the
pi eces over her shoul der, then caught the Gol den Duckling. It
changed at once into a beautiful Maiden with golden hair, who begged
the kitchen-girl to go to the King, and get the key of the prison,
so that she m ght visit her dear brother.

The kitchen-girl related everything to the King, and he hurried
down to see the beautiful Miden. As soon as he cast eyes on her, he
recogni zed her by the portrait, and knew she was the right bride,
only much nore beautiful than her portrait.

Then the King went with her to the prison, and with tears begged
the young servant to forgive him In the future he would hold him as
a brother, and he would hand over to him half the Kingdonl The
brot her forgave him of course, but said he had a Kingdom of his
own, for his father had just died.

After that the King married his beautiful bride, and |ived
happily. But the ugly daughter he ordered torn to pieces by horses.

THE W ZARD W TH BUSHY GOLDEN HEAD AND APPLE- RED CHEEKS
BOOM BOOM BOOM BEAT! BEAT! BEAT! Boonml Booni Boom

So ended Kurbads giant-strong, from Latvia of the crystal
streans, his Wonder Stories.

The Four Ancient Wzards of the South Baltic Lands, ground their
teeth, whistled, how ed, and were still.

And the Great N schergurgje struck his Magic Drumwith his
gol den drum hamrer - - Boom Boom Boom --Booml Booml Booni

Then a gol den gl ow shone through the snoke-hole in the top of
the tent. A ray of sunshine |like a golden spear glided downward and
lighted the faces of the Lapp children. And the Lapp nmen and Lapp
wonen screanmed and cried with joy. The Lapp children shouted, and
hel d out their brown hands to play with the sun's bright ray and to
warm them And the little dogs barked, and all the Lapp folk
screaned and shouted agai n.

Weeks had passed while the Magic Stories were being told, and
the Lapp people did not know it!
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And the Great N schergurgje swayed to and fro with joy, and
struck his Drum and sang and sang:

"How beautiful is Lapland, silvery silent Lapland! The Long
Ni ght is departing! A rosy glow bathes the snow fields. See! The
sun's golden face smles over the peaks of the nountains! See! The
rich bright colors shinmer over the snowy plains! The nmountain
sl opes glow purple, the high tops of the nountains are gilded, the
| oner ones are veiled violet mst. On every birch and aspen hang
crystals of ice that glow |i ke sparkling colored jewels.

"The sun, the sun has cone! Each day he will linger |onger, til
he stays day and night. Beautiful, beautiful is Lapland, silent,
silvery Lapland, when the sun shows his gol den face over the rim of
t he worl d!

"Cone now, while we wait for the Long Summer Day, |et the feast
be served and tales be told.”

And the feast was served again.

And the Four Ancient Wzards whistled, howl ed, ground their
teeth, and were still.

And the Lapp people | aughed and shook with joy, and were still,
and |istened.

Then Ni schergurgje struck his Magic Drum and called out:
“Jakanas with the bushy gol den head, pointed eyes, and apple-red
cheeks, tell us Wnder Tales from your wonder |and, Lithuania of the

fragrant anber.”

Jakamas bowed his bushy gol den head, w nked and | aughed with his
poi nted eyes, and swelled out his apple-red cheeks, and began.
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FROM

LI THUANI A
OF THE
FRAGRANT
AMBER COAST

THE AMBER W ZARD

See! O see! the Anber W zard,

Li t huani a's Anber W zard,

How he shakes his head all gol den
Puffs his cheeks as red as appl es,
Steps into the foam ng wavel ets,
Dives into the Baltic bill ows;
Downwar d, downward to the forests,
Ancient pine trees 'neath the waters,
Pi ne trees sheddi ng bal sam anber,
Fragrant anber, |ight as feathers!

And the Amber Wzard | oosens
Lunps of anber, beads of anber,

Casts them upwards through the waters,
Casts them on the sandy seashore;

For the little ones to gather,

As they run beside the wavel ets.

Then they rub the bal sam anber

Yel | ow amber, nut-brown anber,

Anber |ike the drops of honey,

Crying, "See it glow with shining!"
Crying, "Feel it tingle gently!"
Crying, "Smell it, weird and spicy!"
And the Amber W zard watches,

Shakes his head all bright and gol den,
Puffs his checks as red as appl es,
Sm | es, and tosses high the anber!

LUCK, LUCK IN THE RED COAT!

CHEEP! CHEEP! CHEEP! under the doorsill! Listen to the Wzard
with red, red cheeks!

There was once a man who had two sons. He led a lovely orderly
life. He brought up his sons well, and gave them good teaching. At
| ast he died. After his death, his children took over the property.
They |ived together, and never quarrelled.

So they lived on for sone time. Then the elder wi shed to narry.

He took a poor wife, but she pleased him Not long after this, the
younger married. He took a rich wife. She brought as her dowy three
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hundred cattle and many other things. Now that the two brothers were
married, each received his portion of the property. Then they
separated and each lived by hinself.

Everything went well with the younger. He becane richer and
richer. But with the elder, things went downhill. At |ast he was a
very poor man indeed. He had no nore bread. His rickety hut was
al nrost tunbl ed down, and his farm he had to | ease. There was |eft
him but a small garden, and he had nothing to plow it wth.

Wth his brother, things were going better and better. H's grain
throve, his nmeadows grew green and his cattle increased. Ten yokes
of oxen plowed his field.

Then thought the elder to hinself, "I will go to ny brother. Ten
yokes of oxen are plowing his field. Perhaps he will lend nme one ox,
with which I may plow ny garden. He is such a good man, and has
given nme bread nore than once, and has helped nme in ny need!"

He went therefore to him and said:

"Listen, dear Brother! My last miserable nag is no nore, and I
have nothing with which tp plow nmy garden. Ten yokes of oxen are
pl owi ng your field. Wn't you lend ne just one?"

"Well, why shouldn't |I? Go to the field and take what you want."

The el der went there and net a servant.

"Stop!" said he to him "Your master has given ne those oxen to
pl ow ny garden."

"I will not let you have them"”

"Why not? Who are you, that you dare to di sobey your master?"

"I am your brother's Luck."

"And where is ny Luck?" asked he.

"Ch! He lies over yonder by the bushes, and has on a red coat."

"Just you wait!" thought the elder brother to hinself. "That
Luck of nmy brother's plows his fields for him while you | oaf round,

and are bringing nme to ruin!"

Then he cut hinself a good al der stick, went over to his Luck,
and struck the red coat again and agai n--whack! whack! whack!

"Ch-0-0-0-0!" said the Luck. “Wat do you want of nme?"
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"Why don't you help ne, Monster?"

"If you want nme to help you, sell your farm and becone a
mer chant . "

Very good!

The man went hone and i medi ately sold his garden. Then he
bought a horse and wagon, set his wife and children in the wagon,
took a leather bag and put in it all sorts of things--needles and
little bark-shoes. Then he closed his hut, and started off. But he
had gone only a little way, when he heard sonething cheeping,
chirping inside his hut.

He thought to hinmself, "I certainly left nothing behind. Wat
can be cheeping? I'lIl go back and see.”

He went, | ooked about, and could see nothing.
Then he spoke up, "Who is cheeping here?”

"It is we, your Need and Msery," answered sonething from a
cor ner.

"Aha! Way do you cheep?" he gave back

"W want to go with you, and you have shut us up in the hut and
left us behind."

"Crawm into my bag!" said the man
Then Need and M sery slipped quick! slick! into the bag.

"Just you wait!" thought the man to hinmself. "You have tornented
me till this day. Now I will repay you."

He dug a hol e under the doorsill, and threw into it Need and
M sery, bag and all, and filled up the hole.

Then he went back to his wagon, clinbed in, and drove on. He
drove and drove. By evening he reached a city. He put up for the
night in a wetched hut by the roadside. Then he went into the city
and bought bread. In the market he saw fish, and bought a huge,
beautiful pike. He carried it hone to his wife for her to dress and
cook.
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As she was cutting it up, she found in its stomach a di anond of
i ndescri babl e magni ficence. It sparkled even in the dark. She could
not look at it enough, and set it in the window Then they all sat
down to eat their supper

Just then a nobl eman cane driving past with six horses. He saw
sonmething shining in the window of the hut. It was not fire or a
candle. He ordered the driver to stop, stepped down from the coach,
and entered the hut. He talked for a few mnutes then asked:

"What kind of a thing is that, lighting the window so brightly?"

"Gracious Sir, that is a costly thing, but I do not know its
val ue. "

"WIIl you sell it?"

"Well! Whay not? | am a very poor man

"Good! I will give you a farmw th eight farmhands. Do you agree
to that?"

"Thanks, gracious Sir, | do."

Then the nobl eman bade him his wife, and children take their
seats in the coach, and he drove themto the farm he had prom sed.

There the man lived for a few years, as he was contented to do,
and things went quite well with him But he began to think that he
nmust be a merchant. He sold the farm drove to the city, opened a
shop, and started to trade. He had such wonderful Luck that
everyt hing he bought for one ruble, he sold for two; and what he
bought for twenty, he sold for forty.

So he lived on for sone time, and becane the very richest
merchant in the city. The other merchants could do nothing wthout
him so they nade him Chief of the Merchants.

About this tine, the youngest brother came to the city with
thirty | oads of flax. The nerhants were going to buy the flax, when
they found nuch bad stuff mxed with it, and threw the poor man into
prison. After three days they led him before the Chief of the
Merchants, to pronounce judgnent on him The Chief recognized his
own brother and thought of the good he had done. So he set himfree,
bought all his flax, and paid him well.

Then he took him home, entertained him and gave him presents
besi des. When t he younger brother was about to | eave, he asked his
el der brot her:
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"How have you cone by such riches?"

The elder told himall that had happened.

When t he younger brother reached hone, he said to his wife:

"Listen! W live finely, but we cannot conmpare with my brother
in anything. He deals in thousands. He is Chief of all the
merchants. Besides he is a good man. God give him health! He freed
me fromny msfortune, entertained nme richly, and bestowed presents
on ne."

"How coul d he becone rich so quickly?” asked his wfe.

"It came about in this way, he answered. "He has buried all his
Need and M sery under the doorsill of his hut, and that has brought
hi m Good Luck in everything."

This displeased his wife. Envy took hold of her.

"So-0! The brother had buried his Need and M sery had he? Wl !
She would let them out so they mght go back to him She hurried to
the hut, dug, opened the bag, and said:

"Now Need and M sery, go back to the brother of ny husband!"”

"We cannot find himagain," replied Need and Msery. "W would
rather stay with you!"

And there they stayed! They drove the younger brother to
poverty.

But the elder brother lived on with Good Luck, and was a
merchant, and is one today.
POOR MAN AND NEVER- ENOUGH

SPLASH, SPLASH SPLISH, SPLASH' SPLISH, SPLASH, SPLISH Listen
to the Wzard with the apple-red cheeks!

Once on a tine, a poor nman went into the woods to the riverbank
He chopped down a tree, chop! chop! As he chopped, crick! crack! the
axehead fell fromits handle, splash! into the deep water of the
river.

The poor man cried out, "Ch-o0-0-0-0! My axe! A-a-a-a-a-a-a! Wo
will fish it out for me? My poor little axe!"
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Just then, linpity, linpity! linp! a very very old nan cane
i mpi ng up, and asked:

"Why do you yell so |loud? What has happened to you?"

"Ch-0-0-0-0! My axehead is gone. It has fallen into the water
and | have nothing to buy another with. I am so poor! How can | chop
down trees now, and earn bread for ny children?"

"Be quiet! Stop yelling! I will fish it out for you."

And then--rip! rip! rip! the old man tore off his coat, and
sprang, splish, splash! into the water. After a while, hippity, hop
he stood up in the water, and held Qut a gol den axehead.

"There! Take it! Isn't that your axe?"

"Ono! Ono! It isn't mne,” answered the poor man

Agai n, splish, splash! the old man dived under the water. After
a while, hippity, hop! he stood up with an axehead of silver.

"It isn't mne!" cried the poor man hardly |looking at it at all

The third time, splish, splash! into the water, and the old man
brought up the iron axehead.

"That is nmy little axe! That is my little axe!"™ shrieked the
poor man full of joy. "Thanks be to you, that | have it again!"

He grasped the axe, snitch, snatch! fromthe old man's hand.
Then right about face! Forward march! He started for his home. But:-

"Hi, there!" cried the old man after him "Because you are such
an honest, contented man, here, 1'lIl give you these golden and
silver axeheads."

When t he poor man reached home, chit! chat! chit! how he
chattered about it all! And a neighbor heard him a greedy man, a
Never - Enough.

The Never-Enough thought a bit, ran! rin! ran into the woods,
and Aha! chopped a tree, chip! chop! in the same place. H s axehead,
whi ch he had | oosened, fell splash! into the water.

Then he began to yell, "OCh-o0-0-0-0-0-0-0!"

Linpity, linmpity! linp! the old man stood there.

"What has happened to you?"
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"My own |little axehead, splash! has fallen into the water and
sunk. Who will find it for ne?"

"I will!" cried the old man, and sprang splish, splash! into the
wat er .

After a while, hippity, hop! there he was again in the water,
with the iron axehead.

"Here is your axe."
"That isn't mne! That isn't mne! answered the Never-Enough.

Agai n, splish, splash! the old man in the water, and hippity,
hop! after a while back again with the silver axehead!

"I's that yours?"

“It's not mne! Mne was different."

The third tinme, splish, splash, splish! the old nan in the
wat er, and hippity, hop! out of the water again with the gol den
axehead!

"That is mne!" cried the greey Never-Enough, full of joy.

And because he lied so shanelessly, hi there! the old man dived
into the water, and did not conme back

As for the golden axehead, zip! it passed close to the nose of
t he Never-Enough. He kept on waiting, waiting, for sone one to bring
hi m a di anond axehead!

And rmaybe he is waiting there still!

LI TTLE VWH TE HORSE

GALLOP- A- TROT! GALLOP- A-TROT! Listen to the merry, nerry Wzard
with the pointed eyes!

There was once a man who had three sons, two were clever, but
t he youngest was sinple. The Father bought each of them two horses.

One day they heard that sonetliing was eating up their barley.

The first night, the Father sent the eldest son to the field to
watch the barley. But he fell asleep and saw not hi ng
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And the next day, when he cane home and his Father asked, "Now
what have you seen?” he said, "Nothing.”

The second night, it was the second son who nmust watch, and he
al so saw not hi ng.

Now cane the turn of the Sinpleton. The Sinpleton took a halter
went to the barley field, and sat down on a stone. There he sat til
m dni ght. Just at mdnight a White Horse cane flying, and he was so
white that the whole earth glowed with brightness. The Sinpleton
caught the Wiite Horse.

Then the Wiite Horse spoke:

"Set ne free, and whenever you are in need I will help you. You
have only to call, '"Little Wite Horse!"and at once | will be wth
youl ”

Then the Sinpleton |let the White Horse run away. And when, the
next norning his Father asked him "How now, Stupid, have you caught
anyt hi ng?" he answer ed:

"Yes, | have caught a White Horse. But he begged nme so hard to
let himgo, that | set him]loose."

One day the news canme that the King would give his daughter in
marriage to any |lad who on horseback could leap fromthe castle
courtyard to the third story. The Father let his two el der sons
start out, Sinpleton nust stay at hone. But he begged so hard that
he m ght go along, that at last his Father consented.

After they started, Sinpleton went off by hinself, and call ed:
"Little Wiite Horse!™"

The Little Wiite Horse cane running. Sinpleton crept into one of
his ears and out at the other. And there he was, a handsone stalely
yout h!

Then he rode to the King. Once in the courtyard, he gave the
Little White Horse the spur in the flank, and sprang with himinto
the air, and leaped up to the third story to the King s Daughter.
The King's Daughter gave him her ring, and he rode away hone.

When he was not far fromthe house he left his horse. The | ad
now | ooked just as he always did.
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Then he went into the kitchen and sat down by the stove where it
was nice and warm and started to examine the ring. He had w apped
up his finger on which was the ring, and now, when he unw apped it,
a bright light filled the whole kitchen. He covered the finger
again, but his two brothers called out:

"Si npl eton, what are you doing? You will certainly set the house
on firel™

One day after that, the King sent an invitation to a feast. The
Father let his sons go, Sinpleton too, and went along hinself. Every
one sat down to the table, except Sinpleton who seated-hinself by
t he stove.

Then the King's Daughter passed the cups to the guests, and when
she came to Sinpleton, she said to him

"Why is your finger bound up?"

She unbound his finger, and there streamed forth a bright |ight
over all those sitting in the room Wen the King' s Daughter saw
that, she took Sinpleton by the hand and |ed himto her Father,
sayi ng:

"This is nmy bridegroom"”
After that she led himout of the room washed him put on him
the nost beautiful clothes, led himback into the room and made him

sit down at the table beside her.

And the Sinpleton and the King's Daughter were marri ed.

ONE HUNDRED HARES

HAl HAI HA! HA! HA! HA! Listen to the laughing Wzard with the
poi nted eyes!

In old tines there lived a King. He had only one daughter. He
woul d not give her in nmarriage except to the man who coul d perform
three great tasks even if he were nost m serable of beggars. Many
tried, but none succeeded.

Now not far away dwelt a poor nman who had three sons. The el dest
and wi sest said:

"I am going to win the Princess."”
On the way thither he met an old Beggar, and he never even said

good norning to him
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The Beggar said, "Wither do you speed, ny Son?"
"What business is that of yours?" he grow ed in passing.
The ol d one answered, "Your going will be in vain."

And so it was. The el dest and wi sest returned hone w t hout
havi ng acconpl i shed anyt hi ng.

The second and wi se son, now said he was going, and surely he
would win the Princess. But it happened to him as it had happened
to the first.

Then the third and stupid son spoke:

"Since the two el der have been, | am going. Perhaps | shal
succeed. "

"What can you do, when the wi sest could not succeed?”

But he did not ask for anything, and set out for the King. He
nmet the old Beggar, bowed to him took off his cap, and wi shed him a
good norni ng.

The old man thanked him and asked where he was going. The |ad
showed him his whole heart, he hid nothing. The Beggar then gave him
a whistle, and said:

"Today you will have to tend a hundred hares. Just whistle to
them and they will obey you."

It happened as he said.
When the lad cane to the King, the lad's first word was:

"Where is your daughter? | want to see her, whether she pleases

When he had | ooked at her he said, "She pleases nme. For her sake
| will performthe three tasks."

The King set himthe task for that day, of tending a hundred
hares. When they carried themto the field and turned them | oose,
the hares ran away in every direction.

At first the stupid son |let them do as they w shed; but when
they were all out of sight, he wanted to see if they would obey him
He blew on his whistle, and the hares were there like lightning. He
counted them and m ssed none.
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"Good! Run away again and feed. Wien | need you, | wll
whistle,"” said he to the hundred.

| do not know who saw all this and reported it to the King. But
he was in a great rage. He sent his wife to the lad that she night
ask and beg for a hare. She dressed herself like an old wonman, cane
slyly to the lad, and asked if he would give her just one hare, she
needed it so rmnuch!

He answered, "I can neither sell it nor give it. The hares are
not m ne."

She kept on beggi ng and begging, “You could easily give nme just
one. "

He marked who she was, and finally said he would give her a
hare, if she would give hima hearty kiss. She said no! and no! but
when she saw it was the only way out she gave him a ki ss.

She stuffed the hare into a covered basket, and went away happy,
t hi nki ng she had deceived the stupid lad. He waited till she was
near home, drew out his whistle, and whistled hard. Bang! the hare
sprang agai nst the cover and, heigh ho! |eaped back to his nmaster.
The Queen stood still with her nouth open. The hare was gone!

That evening the stupid | ad chased his hundred hares hone, and
handed them over to the King.

The next norning the old Beggar cane again. He gave the lad a
horn to call together horses. That day the King set himthe task of
herdi ng a hundred horses, and of driving themall hone at evening.

When they let the horses loose in the field, they ran away in
every direction. But in a little while the |ad sounded his horn, and
they all cane galloping up and stood around him

Then the King told his wife to go and beg for a horse. But she
woul d not go. She said she was afraid of horses, that he should go.
The King disguised hinself so that no one should know him and rode
to the field where the lad was, and asked himif he had a horse to
sel | .

"l have none, for sale," said he.

Well, could it be borrowed?
No i ndeed!
Vell, could it be given away?
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"Oif need be, | could give one, but only if you will kiss your
donkey. "

The King twisted his mouth this way and that. But it was of no
use! He had to kiss the donkey, or he would get no horse.

When he had done this, he placed hinself joyfully on the horse,
rode honme, and shut the aninmal in the stable, thinking:

"I have certainly deceived that |ad! There will be one of his
horses m ssing tonight!"

The youngest son, not knowi ng that the King had al ready reached
home, sounded his horn soon after the horse was in the stable. Wen
the horse heard the horn, he sprang agai nst the door. The door
opened crick, crack! and the King hearing the noise ran to the
wi ndow. Al he could see was the whisk of a tail

In the evening the |lad chased the horses home, and drove them
together into the stable.

On the third day, the King ordered himto tell lies into an
enpty sack till he, the king, called out:
"Bind it!"

The |l ad stuck his nouth into the sack, lied and fibbed as hard
as he could, but the sack stayed enpty. Then it came into his head
to fill the sack with truth!

He began to relate how he had tended hares, and how the Queen
had cone to buy, but that he had given her nothing till she kissed
hi m

Ha! ha! ha! The King roared with |laughter, and enjoyed the shane
of his wife.

Now the |lad began to tell further, that while he was herding the
horses the King hinmself had conme to get a horse, but that he, the
| ad, had given himnothing till he--the donkey--

"Bind the sack, quick!" cried out the King before the lad could
finish., "It is full!"

And so the lad won the Princess, as easily as rolling off a |og.
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MANNI KI N LONG BEARD

CRACK, BANG SLAM BANG BANG CRACK! Listen to the |aughing
W zard agai n!

In a certain village there was once a Land owner who had a wi fe.
Though nmarried |ong years, they had no child. Both of them grieved
very nuch over this.

At last, however, the wife had a little son, whom she naned
Martin. The nother |oved the child very much. He grew up to be so
strong that no one could overcome him Wen he was twenty years ol d,
he felt a great longing to journey through the world, and begged his
Father to have a smith make hima strong iron staff. Except for
that, he did not want anything.

Then the father drove to town, bought sone iron bars and gave
themto the smth to make a staff. Wen it was ready, the strongest
man could scarcely lift it. Martin, however, grasped the staff and
swng it like a feather to and fro; then, to try it, threwit into
the air. As it fell down he caught it, and broke it in two.

Now the Father nust go to town to buy iron again and have it
forged into a staff. This tinme it was just such a staff as Martin
want ed. \Wen it was ready, Martin, to test its strenoth, threw it
into the air. Falling down, it struck so deep into the earth, that
it was a day's work to dig it out.

Then Martin took | eave of everybody, and set out on his travels.

After he had been on the road many days, he net a Smth who
carried a huge hamrer, and said that he was very strong. Then Martin
proposed that they should travel along together. The Smith agreed to
the proposal. As they went on together, Martin asked the Smth, how
strong he really was.

The Smith said, "When with this hanmer | give just three strokes
to the biggest tree, that tree has got to fall!"

Martin said, "Wen you have chopped it, I'Il stop it from
falling with ny great staff.”

So it was in truth! Wien they cane to a very great and thick
tree, the Smith chopped it with three strokes, but Martin, as it
fell propped it with his staff, so that it could not touch the
ground. By this, both knew that both were strong.

As they wandered on farther together, they nmet a Tailor, who
said that he was not very strong, but he could sew so swiftly that
in one day he was able to dress a man from head to foot. That
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pl eased Martin and the Smth, and they said:

"Cone with us! W are both strong enough, and will let no
m sfortune harm you.”

Then he went with them and the three wandered far and w de.
After a long tine, they found in a wood a very neat little house.
Its owners were dead. There was food aplenty on hand. They agreed to
stay there as long as it pleased them After they had been there a
few days, it cane into their heads to go hunting, to shoot ganme. One
of them of course, nust stay at hone and | ook after the food. They
agreed that the one who knew t he nbst about cooking should stay at
home. The Tail or said:

"I understand that matter best, | amused to being in the
kitchen with the housew ves, and know well how to handl e pots and
pans.”

"Good!" said the others. “Here you stay then, and boil and bake
so that things will be tasty.

The next day, after breakfast, the Smth and Martin each took a
gun and went to hunt in the wood. But the Tailor, at home, set about
preparing the mdday nmeal, and ran around with his apron tied in
front just |like a cook. He peeped into every corner, till he had
brought together what he neededd for the noon neal. He wi shed to
take great pains and to cook everything tasty, so that the others
shoul d praise him

When the pot stood over the fire and began to bubble, tap! tap!
tap! sone one knocked on the house door. But the Tailor could not
| eave the pot to see who it was, and thought:

“If it is a man, he can walk in for the door is open.”

But as the knocking kept on, tap! tap! tap! after a while he
stepped out. And see! Qutside, before the doorsill, stood a foot-
high Mannikin with a fathom|ong beard. The Mnni kin began to beg
the Tailor to let himin the kitchen--he was so tired, so cold that
he was perishing! And he seenmed so m serable and weak, that he could
not step over the doorsill. The Tailor had to carry himin.

Once in the kitchen, he npaned again sadly, and begged the
Tailor to lift himon to the little bench, so that he m ght warm
hinself at the fire. The Tailor thought him such a poor, m serable
thing that he lifted himvery carefully on to the bench. Wen the
Manni kin had warned hinself a little, he began to wail again--O he
was hungry!--and beg for a little bit of meat--then he would be all
wel | agai n!
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The Tailor took a piece that was a |little done out of the pot,
and gave him sonme of it with the words:

"There take that little bit. Wien the nmeat is done, you shal
have all you want."

But Manni kin Long Beard trenbled so, that the bit of neat fell
out of his hand onto the floor. Then he begged the Tailor to pick
t he piece up.

The Tailor did so, but just as he bent over to pick up the
neat - - spang! --the Manni kin junped fromthe bench onto the back of
hi s neck, then began--ha! hal--to pound him and pummel himwth his
fists. The Tailor screeched and scol ded, but it was of no use.

The Manni kin struck and tornmented him till he fell to the floor
hal f dead. And after Mannikin Long Beard had thus tortured and
pl agued his benefactor, he went away. No one knew where he went, or
from whence he cane!

When the Tailor had recovered a little, he crept on all fours to
bed, and was si ck.

Sonetinme after mdday, the others cane back from the hunt, and
found their conmrade very sick and whinpering. The fire on the hearth
was out, the neat half cooked, and the soup good for nothing. Then
both the hunters had a very poor mdday neal, and they could not
have eaten it at all, if they had not been so hungry. The Tail or,
however, sai d not hing.

The next day, it was the Smth who had to stay at hone and
cook, while Martin and the Tailor went to hunt.

While the Smith was cooking, tap! tap! tap! sone one knocked
again on the housedoor. The Smith had no tine to see who it was. But
as the knocking kept up, he went out to find who was there. And see!
The Manni kin was there again. But the Smth did not know anything
about him

Manni ki n Long Beard pretended again, as he had done the day
before, and the Smth was as full of pity for himas the Tailor had
been. The Smith lifted himon to the bench, gave hima little piece
of meat. And when the Mannikin let it fall on purpose, as though he
could not hold it in his trenbling hand, the Smth bent down to pick
it up--and then!
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Spang! - - Manni kin Long Beard | eaped on the back of his neck. The
Smith tried in every way to tear himoff his back, but it was of no
use! Manni kin Long Beard struck, squeezed, pinched, and tortured
him till all strength left the Smith and he tunbled down nearly
dead. Manni kin Long Beard stopped.

The Smith was so badly hurt, that for a long tine he lay on the
floor. Then he cane to hinmself enough to crawl on all fours to bed.

When the two others canme honme, they found himlying in bed, and
not hing ready. For right in the mddle of the cooking had the
m sfortune befallen the Smith. But though the Smth said iiothin,
the Tailor knew right well what had happened. And to the Smith, it
was clear why the Tailor had been sick the day before.

When Martin found the Smth in such a bad state, he cared for
him and by evening he was nmuch better.

On the third day, it was Martin who had to stay at home and do
t he cooking. And just when the food was set over the fire and had
begun to cook, came Manni kin Long Beard to the house and knocked- -
tap! tap! tap!

Martin, however, took his tine, and let him knock a very |ong
while. Then when Martin was tired of hearing the knock! knock!
knock! he went out to see who was there. And he was not surprised to
find Manni kin Long Beard before the doorsill. He spoke roughly to
hi m

"What kind of a thing are you? Were do you cone fron? Now I

see well, who hurt my conrades yesterday and the day before.”

When Manni kin Long Beard heard that, he began to trenble all
over his body, so that his very |long beard waggl ed. He how ed and
noaned so a stone would have had pity, saying:

"I know not hing about it! | am forsaken of all the world,
despi sed and | aughed at. | don't dare to show nyself anong peopl e.
have come here quite by chance, and have lost ny way. Ch, pity ne!
Let ne in the kitchen so | can warm nyself a bit! Yes! | am so col d-

so very cold!"

When Martin saw himtrenbling, and howing, and heard his bitter
pl eadi ng, he thought:

"The creature is really mserable!™ So full of pity he said to
him "There! there! come into the kitchen."

But Manni kin Long Beard said, "Oh! | amtired, and so weak, that
| cannot step over the doorsill! Be good enough to carry ne in.”
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"That is it, is it, you howing creature? Conme in if you want
to; and if you don't, why, stay where you are!”

As Martin said that, he went into the kitchen, poked the fire
under the pot, the fire had nearly gone out, and began to skimthe
scum of f the soup. Then Manni kin Long Beard, standing before the
house, began to wail sadly, and to howl, and to plead that Martin
would lift himup on the bench by the chinmey, so that he m ght warm
hi nsel f by the fire.

Martin seized himby the beard, and lifted himonto the bench.
Then he warned hinself by the fire, and began to flatter Martin, to
speak friendly to him and kiss his hands. But Martin was suspi ci ous
of all this. And when Manni kin Long Beard tal ked too nuch and crept
into the chimmey, he seized himby the beard, |ifted himin the air,
and set him down down hard on the bench, saying:

"If you crawl into the chimey again, | will fling you like dirt
out of the w ndow "

For a little while there was peace. Then Manni kin Long Beard
began to beg Martin for just one little bite of neat--if he did not
have it, then he should die of hunger! Martin threatened himwth
the skinmrer in his hand, and said:

"Do you see this ladle? Wait till the nmeat is done, then you
shal | have some."

But Manni kin Long Beard kept on whinpering--indeed Martin m ght
give himjust a bite of bread, he was so faint! Mrtin took,
meanwhil e, a piece of nmeat fromthe pot, tried it to see if it was
tender, cut off a bit and put it in the Mannikin's hand.

Then the Manni kin, on purpose, let the neat fall out of his hand
to the floor, making his hands trenble as if still benunbed by the
col d.

Martin was very angry and said, “Cone now, you good-for-nothing!
Am | your servant?"

He stanped with his boot on the floor hard enough al nbst to
overthrow the stove, grasped the Manni kin's beard, and shook him

Then Martin stooped to pick up the piece of nmeat fromthe fl oor,
but without taking his eye off Mannikin Long Beard. Spang!--The
Manni ki n woul d have | eaped on his neck, but before he could | and on
his back, Mrtin caught him by the beard.
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Then there was the biggest tussle you ever saw Twi st! Turn
Westle! Martin had to use his great strength to reach for his
staff. Then--whack! crack! bang!--he gave the Manni kin the worst
drubbing! He beat himtill at last the Mannikin had to beg Martin to
st op.

Martin took up an axe in his right hand, held Manni kin Long
Beard in the left, carried him out, and--whack! bang! whack!--he
chopped a cleft in a big tree-stunp. In the cleft, he squeezed
Manni ki n Long Beard's beard, and left himthere hanging to the

st unp.

After this work, Martin prepared the mdday neal, then sat down
to rest, for the struggle with Mannikin Long Beard had tired him
Yet he rejoiced that he had overcone him and that now he would be
able to show the little nonster to the others.

Meanwhile the Smith and the Tailor had told each other about
Manni ki n Long Beard, and how badly it had gone with each of them
They were curious to know how it had gone with Martin. Wen they
came fromthe hunt, said Martin to them

"Ha! ha! Conme on and eat till you are filled! Then I wll show
you the bird that nade you both sick. A pair of clever nmen you are
to let such a m serable creature overcone you!--Ha! Ha!"

Now they all sat down to the table, and ate till noon. Martin
had cooked so well, that the Smith and Tailor kept praising him
After the neal, Martin said

"Let us go and find Mannikin Long Beard. | have put himin a
good prison, and paid him back. You shall see whether he is your
fellow or not."

But what had happened?

When they reached the tree-stunp,--ha! ha! ha! Mnnikin Long
Beard was not there! He had pulled so hard that he had pulled his
beard out by the roots. He was gone, and had left his long beard in
the stunp. Ha! ha! hal

HAl ha! ha! Ha! ha! ha! |aughed the nerry Wzard with the gol den

bushy head, pointed eyes, and apple-red cheeks, as he finished his
Wonder Stories fromthe Anber Land.

Page 94



THE VANl SHVENT!
BOOM BOOM BOOM BEAT! BEAT! BEAT! Booml Boonl Boom

And Jakamas of the gol den bushy head, pointed eyes, and appl e-
red cheeks, from Lithuania of the fragrant anber, thus ended his
Wonder Stories.

And the Four Ancient Wzards were silent!

See! The Great N schergurgje with a rolling and a roaring struck
his Magic Drum The tent door-flap lifted of itself. The glaring sun
| ooked in, hot air filled the tent, and clouds of nbsquitoes and
ghats darted in buzzing and biting.

The Lapp children | aughed and sang. They ran shouting out into
the green valley, to gather strawberries and flowers, and hear the
cuckoos calling. Birds twittered in the boughs, and streans and
rivers sang sweet nusic

And the Lapp tent grew higher and higher, and N schergurgje,
that tree-tall, tree-straight one, rose up. His white reindeer robe
fell from his shoulders, and he was clad all in bright silk
enbroidered with variegated colors. He lifted his gol den drum hamrer
and again struck his Magic Drumwith a rolling and a roaring.

Boom Boom Boom Boomi-ty boom

A clap like thunder! The living speaking Kantele began to play
of itself. The Four Ancient Wzards each struck his own Magic Drum -
t hump! - -and vani shed i n snoke.

Then Ni schergurgje, chanting Magic Spells--beat! beat! beat! and
striking his Magic Drum departed. Through the green flowering
val l ey he strode, over nobssy tundra, over shaking, quaking bogs,
across flowing rivers, gurgling streans, and still |akes. The hot
hot sun burned night and day in the Arctic sumer sky. And all green
things grew, grew, grew, night and day.

Onward and ever onward marched N schergurgje toward the
nount ai ns, beating! beating! beating! chanting! chanting! chanting!
whi stling! whistling! whistling! H gher yet he clinbed to the
nount ai n- peaks from whi ch he cane.

And there N schergurgje, the Geat Lapland Wzard, sat him down
to wait till the autum with its gold-brown birch | eaves was passed-
to wait till the hot summer was gone and the Long Night was
returning to Lapland--to wait till the Polar stornms threw a veil of
snooth white snow over valley and tundra--to wait till the Northern
Li ghts were shooting once nore across the dark night sky--
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flickering, wavering, darting here, darting there, anber-colored,
red, orange, yellow, green, blue, violet flashings!

Boonml Booml Booml Beat! Beat! Beat!

In Lapl and when the Arctic Storm Wnd roars down fromthe
nount ai ns and through the valleys and bl ows over the plains do you
hear the Call of the Magic Drunf

Calling! Calling! Calling!

Booml Booml Boom Boonl Boonl Boom
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| NTERESTI NG THI NGS

THE TI NY H STORY
OF
THE BALTI C SEA

Pirate Days

RING RING RING TOLL! TOLL! TOLL! The alarm bells were
ringing, over twelve hundred years ago; along the east coast of
Britain they were ringing and tolling. The Baltic Pirates were
com ng.

The British children, and their fathers and nothers saw the
I ong, gilded, dragon-prowed pirate-ships conme flashing through the
billows of the North Sea. Painted ships they were, high-pooped, each
with a spreading square sail and oars that dipped and rose and
di pped again. Shields hung al ong the bul warks; swords, spears and
axes bristled on the decks. The stiff gale blew the Pirates' flow ng
red or blond beards and tossing |ocks. Hel mets shone, birnies
glittered, and icy blue eyes gleaned. G gantic, huge-Iinbed, bold,
were the heathen Pirates fromthe Baltic Sea, shouting praises to
their gods, Thor and Odin. Vikings we call those Pirates.

And when the British children and wonen saw them com ng, they
ran about hunting for places in which to hide. The British nmen got
out their pikes to defend their hones and chil dren.

And after the Pirates' raid was over and the British hones |ay
sacked and snoking in ashes, back across the North Sea, through the
wi ndi ng channels into the Baltic, sailed the Vikings, their ships
| aden with rich booty. To the |lands of Denmark or Sweden, or to the
coast of the Saxons and Angles, the Vikings sailed their ships and
anchored in home-harbors, till ready for another raid. Many were the
rai ds nmade during hundreds of vyears.

And the Vikings thenselves had to watch for Pirates. For there
were Rovers on the Baltic, in those days, who preyed on the Vikings.
Fromtime to tinme brave red-haired Finns fell upon the coast towns
and villages of Sweden, and nade many a successful raid.

In those far-away days, the lands encircling the Baltic, were
swarm ng with countless heathen Tribes of different races. The |ands
could scarcely feed themall. And the desire for bold adventures,
for booty, for battle, for new homes in strange |ands--with broad
acres, plenty to eat, and a chance to rule--was strong upon the
restless, fierce folk of the Baltic.
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The Movi ng Hordes

I N those tunultuous days, the Baltic was not nmerely a protecting
haven for Pirates. Fromits swarm ng beehive of peoples, went forth
Tribes and Tribes and Tribes again mgrating southward till at |ast
t hey overwhel med the mighty Roman Enpire.

And fromthe Baltic shores sailed Saxons, Angles, and Danes who
founded England in the British Isles. And in |later days, English
descendants of those sane Baltic conquerors, crossed the Atlantic
and hel ped col onize North Anerica.

To go back to those far-off tines of the Vikings, the peoples
who did not |eave their homes on the Baltic shores, but stayed to
build cities, towns, and fleets of ships, becane strong nations.
Hundr eds of years passed, and, in the Mddle Ages, the Baltic was a
centre of world comrerce.

The G eat Anber Sea
AND the Baltic is the Anber Sea.

Long, long ago, at the dawn of history, before the Birth of
Christ, the Ancient G eeks used to buy a nysterious, beautiful
substance, hard, light to lift, transparent |ike honey-drops, or of
a mlky yellow or clear, rich, red-brown color

When they rubbed the substance, forth came a curious fragrance.
When they burned it, up shot bright flames with a pleasant odor. And
when they rubbed it again, lo! it was charged with an energy |ike
that of the | odenstone, attracting objects to it. They were naking
the first electrical experinments, those Ancient G eeks, but they did
not know it.

Nor did they know where the marvell ous stuff cane from The
Phoeni ci an sailors had brought it fromthe coast of Gaul. The Gauls
said that they had got it fromthe Tribes who dwelt near a northern
wat er. They did not suspect, those Ancient G eeks, w se as they
were, that the stuff--anmber--was a petrified gum from the pine
forests buried for unknown ages under the waves of the Baltic and in
t he amber-beds of its coast.

And if you admre anber, "the bal sam of the forest, the gold of
the sun, the shining of the water, the tin gling freshness of the
breeze, when the world was young,” you nay read nore about it in the
Tiny Dictionary.
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The Baltic Nations Today

TODAY, great Christian nations descended from heat hen Vikings
and the Baltic Tribes of old tinmes rule the Baltic Sea. A nunber of
t hem have no sea-outlet for their ships to pass to other | ands,
except through the Baltic. That Sea is a great centre of world-

t rade.

The Baltic neasures about 160,000 square mles. Its waters are
nearly tideless, alnost saltless, and in places quite shallow and
are warned by the GQulf Stream In the northeast |ie thousands of
i slands and islets.

The Baltic stretches one long finger northward between Sweden
and Finland, and becones the Gulf of Bothnia. It points another
finger westward towards Russia, between Finland and Estonia, and
beconmes the @ulf of Finland. It presses a finger into Latvia's
coast, and is the Gulf of Riga.

As for the nations and races of the Baltic shores, get out your
map and count them They are many--German, Polish, Danish, Swedi sh,
al so Russian, and all those interesting peoples living on the
eastern coast.

And it is those interesting East Baltic fol k, Finnish, Estonian,
Latvian, and Lithuanian, who have told the stories in this book. So
if you want to know about the Lapps who belong to the Republic of
Fi nl and, and about the Northern Lights, Lapp Reindeer Kings,

Finl and' s thousand | akes and isles, Estonia' s wonders, Latvia and
Li t huania of the Amber Coast, and of many strange Baltic Things,
read the Tiny Dictionary. Read it through! It is like a story--a
true one!

GOOD BOOKS ABQUT EAST BALTI C LANDS
If you are eight or ten years old, read:

Birch and the Star, by Thorne-Thonsen. Row, Peterson

Stories of children in Finland and Norway. Sone of them are by
Topel i us. Zacharias Topelius, the Finnish author, |oved children,
and wote fairy tales for Finland's children. Very beautiful tales
t hey are!

Canute Whistlew nks and ther Stories, by Topelius. Longnmans.
Transl ated by Foss, edited by O cott, eighteen of Topelius' nost
beauti ful wonder tales. Some of the titles are "Canute
Wi stl ewi nks,"” the boy who had for supper, pearls and seafoam hot
bar-iron, and fairy dewdrops; "Sanpo Lappelill,"” the Lapp boy who
rode the reindeer with Golden Horns; "The Princess Lindengold," and
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the Lapland Wzard; "Star Eye" and Lapp nagic.

Friends in Strange Garnents, by Upjohn. Houghton.

In this charming little book, there is a story about the G eat
Anber Road to the Anber Coast. The other stories are about children
of different |ands.

Top-of -the-Worl d-Stories, translated by Poul sson. Lot hrop.

Lovely tales, from Topelius and other Northern witers. Sone of
the stories are "Knute Spel evink"; “Princess Lindagull"; "Sanpo
Lappelill™; "Legend of Mercy"; and "The Forest Wtch."

If you are ten or fourteen years old, read:

Finland and the Tundra, by Walter. Peeps at Many Lands Seri es.
Macmi | | an.

A travel book with colored pictures, about the Finns and their
Arctic neighbors, the Sanoyads.

Good Stories for Great Birthdays, by O cott. Houghton.
Cont ai ns stories about the Lithuani an-Polish patriots,
Kosci uszko and Count Pul aski .

Kal eval a, the Land of Heroes, translated by Kirby, Everyman's
Li brary, 2 volumes. Dutton

The great Finnish poem about the Wzard Vai nanoi nen, and ot her
Fi nni sh wonder-heroes. |If you |ike H awatha, you nmay want to hear
this read al oud. Wen you are older, you will enjoy reading it
your sel f.

Sanpo, by Bal dwin. Scribner

How t he Magi c Sanpo ground out its treasures. How the Finland
W zards wought their Spells. Fromthe Kalevala, told in prose for
chi | dren.

Troubadour Tal es, by Stein. Page.

This contains one story, "The Lost Rune," telling how Elias
Lonnrot went about anong the Finnish peasants, gathering folk-songs.
He published themin his book, the Kal eval a.

If you are sixteen or over, read:
(These books were not witten for young folk, but they are
interesting.)

Beyond the Baltic, by Scott. Butterworth. (London)

If you like anber, you will find a delightful chapter here,
telling many strange things about "Anber! The gem that not nerely
shines and gl ows, but diffuses fragrance round.” Contains a nap of
t he Amber Coast.
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Finland and its People, by Mdill. MBride.
An up-to-date, short travel-account of nodern Finland, its life

and ainms. Illustrated with maps and photographs. |If you ever tour
Finland, be sure to take this with you!

Land of the M dnight Sun, by Du Chaillu. Harper.

If you borrow these two fat volunme fromthe Public Library, you
will revel in the Northern Adventures of the romantic traveller
Paul Du Chaillu, and in his many woodcut illustrations.

New Masters of the Baltic, by Ruhl. Dutton
About those new Baltic Republics, Finland, Estonia, Latvia, and

Li t huania. A book of travel, illustrated wi th photographs.

Wth Fire and Sword, by Sienkiew cz.

Transl ated fromthe Polish, tells about the struggles of the
Pol es, Lithuanians, and Cossacks. A powerful historical novel.
Reading it, one inmagines he can hear the march of Cossack hordes
over the steppes. One seens to live in those tunultuous and terrible
times, so vivid are the descriptions.
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THE TI NY DI CTI ONARY
OF
STRANGE EAST BALTI C THI NGS

AMBER: A stormon the Baltic! Tangl ed seaweed tossed upon the shore!
And in the seaweed, |unps of yellow anber! That is what happens, and
has happened for thousands of years. Anmber is the fossil gum from
extinct trees long buried under Baltic waters. And deep in the shore
itself, lie rich deposits of the honey-col ored substance. Mst of
the amber cones fromthe Baltic Sea. From anber, are nmade beads,
nout h- pi eces for pipes, cigar-holders, trays, cups, penhol ders,

kni f e- handl es, and incense. The fishing and digging for anber is an
inmportant Baltic industry. If you visit Lithuania and wal k al ong the
seashore, you may pick up handfuls of raw anber-I| unps!

AMBER ROAD: The great anber-beds of the Baltic |lie east of Danzig,
and extend along the coast of Lithuania to Latvia. This region is
call ed the Anber Coast. On page 217 you may read how the ancient
Phoeni ci ans procured anber. In |later days, the G eeks and Romans
traded for anber through nerchants who travelled to and fro along a
trade-route running from Latvia southward. This trade-route was the
Anber Road.

AURORA BOREALI S: The Latin nanme for the Northern Dawn, beautiful
Northern Lights flam ng and flashing through the Polar Night. They
are thought to be caused by magnetism fromthe earth's surface.

BALTI C PROVI NCES: Before the Wrld War, the three countries,

Courl and, Livland, and Estland, were called the Baltic Provinces of
Russia, the country that ruled them then. After the War, these
Provi nces becanme | ndependent Republics--Courland and Livland forned
the Republic of Latvia, while Estland becane the Republic of

Est oni a.

BALTI C SEA: The Anber Sea.

ESTONI A: Also spelled Esthonia. Estonia is the officially recognized
nane of this Republic. In days unknown, before the Birth of Christ,
strange heathen Tribes mgrated, probably fromthe Ural Mountains,
to the Baltic shore. These Tribes were different in | anguage and
race fromthe fol ks of Western Europe. About the ninth century, a
part of these Tribes wandered to Hungary; they are called Magyars. A
| arge division of these strange people had settled earlier on the
Est oni an peninsula, before the seventh century. They are the

Estoni ans. Then a part of these Estonian settlers noved northward
and made honmes in the land of a Thousand Lakes; they are called
Finns. These people, the Finns, the Estonians, and Hungari ans,
brought a wonderful gift to the other peoples of Europe--the |ove of
rich colors and exquisite design, and of deep sad music. in the
thirteenth century, the Sword-Brothers, the Order of German Knights,
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overran Estonia, subjugated her, introduced Christianity, and becane
the noble ruling class of that country. Later Sweden conquered
Estonia, and ruled for about a hundred years, till Russia took
Estonia and annexed her to the Russian Enpire. She then becane one
of the three Baltic Provinces. After the Wrld War the Estonian
farmers and workers declared their |Independence. February 24, 1918.
Estonia is now a Denocratic Republic

ESTONI AN REPUBLI C. This new Republic is developing a trade al ong
nodern lines. Reval, its capital city, lies at the gateway of East
Baltic commerce. The Estonian farmers raise rye, oats, barley, and
pot at oes. Much of the country's wealth is in live stock, and the
princi pal exports are flax, paper, and tinber. Estonia has ancient
cities and towns, an educational system and a system of railroads.
The University of Dorpat is renowned for its |earning. Estonians are
nmusi c-l overs, and have produced sone of the nost beautiful poesy of
Europe. Estonia is larger than Bel gium or Dennmark

FI NLAND: "The Land of a Thousand Lakes!"™ On a large map of Finland
you can count many thousands of beautiful |akes and many nany

t housands of islands, whole archipel agos of them al ong the coast,
and isles and islets dotting the |akes large and small on which
float in the sumrer the wild, golden water-lilies. Swam is what the
Finns call their land, which nmeans Marsh Land. And Suom is also a

| and of waterfalls, cataracts, and streamns; dense forests of birch,
pine, fir, alder, and aspen. The coastline is jagged, for the Baltic
has carved out nany a bay and sound. In winter the days are short
and cold, long and bitter, but there is noonshine at night and the
Northern Lights flash in the sky. There are wi nter picnics,

sl edgi ng, skating, and skiing. “A nmeadow of wild flowers,” is
Finland in the spring and sumer, and the “land of strawberries,”
and al so of |uscious raspberries, huckleberries, cloudberries, and
clotted cream A happy land for children!

FINN FOLK: The Finns, like the Estonians and Hungari ans, are
different in | anguage and race from the peoples of Wstern Europe.
The Finns are a vigorous people, with blue eyes, reddish hair, and
hi gh cheek-bones. They are a patient people, faithful, honest,
thrifty, and nost hospitable. They are freedom | oving and patriotic.
Li ke the Estonians, they delight in nusic; and |like the Estonians
they cane under the rule of Sweden and Russia. During hundreds of
years past, Swedes have settled in Finland, and form an inportant
part of the popul ation. The descendants of Swedish settlers are

call ed Finlanders. Finlanders, though Swedish in blood, belong to
Finland heart and soul. Both Finnish and Swedi sh are spoken. Finland
is larger than the British Isles.

FINNI SH REPUBLI C. After the Wirld War the people of Finland, both
Finns and Finl anders, declared their |ndependence from Russi an
oppression and together with Finnish Lapland, set up a Republic,
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Decenber 6, 1917. Today, Finland is one of the nobst progressive
States in Europe. Her ancient city of Abo, is called “the cradle of
Finnish culture,” while her capital, Helsingfors, is the seat of a
progressive government, and of a University of high standing.
Finland's agricultural and manufacturing industries contribute richly
to the world's supply of dairy products, fish, paper, wood-pul p, and
tinmber. The factories and sawnills are run by Finland's “white

coal ," which neans the rushing waters of her streans, yielding

el ectricity for her engines and steam for her boilers. And Finland
has her own art and literature. Her native rugs, hand-woven of old
in rich colors and delicate designs, are the envy of art collectors.
As for the Kalevala, the Finnish national poem it expresses the
deep, nelancholy, nystic soul of the Finnish people.

KALEVALA: A |long, wonderfully nusical Finnish poem about Wzards and
Magic. It is conposed of ancient heathen songs called runos, never
written down, but sung from nmenory, by one generation to another. In
latter times, some Christian ideas have been added to the runos.
These native songs were being forgotten and lost till a few years
ago, when Elias Lonnrot, a patriotic author of Finland, went about
anong the Finnish peasants listening to their songs. In this way he
saved a | arge nunber of the songs, and published many of themin the
Kal eval a. Kal eval a neans the Land of Heroes. Longfellow so |iked the
Kal eval a, that he nodelled his H awatha on it.

KANTULE: Waterfalls, streanms, and rivers murmur, tinkle, and sing
the sumer through in the Land of a Thousand | akes. The Finns speak
a soft nusical language. Is it a wonder then, that the Finns of old
delighted to nmake sweet sad nusic on the kantele, and sing their
nystic runos? The kastele, still used in Finland, is a small flat
stringed instrunment sonmething like a little harp, held on the lap
while the player draws his hand across it, and acconpanies the wld,
wei rd songs of the runo-singers. Two runo-singers sit facing each

ot her, clasp hands, and sway rhythmcally as they chant. First one
sings a line, then the other repeats its neaning in different words.
You will find this repetition in the Kalevala and in H awatha; also
in the little verses in this book, which have the Kal eval a rhyt hm

LAPLAND: See "the Dancing Woman" on your map of Europe. She is
Finland. Her tossing arnms, head, and the upper part of her body, are
Fi nni sh Lapl and. Lapland, as a whole, is a vast area, a section of
whi ch bel ongs to Sweden, and another section to Norway; but the
| argest section of all forns a part of the Republic of Finland. And
what a desol ate barren place Lapland would seem were it not for the
white beauty of the snow, and for the noonshine of the Long N ghts,
and the flam ng of the Aurora splendor. The short summer, very hot,
when the sun never sets, or sets for a brief while only, is nade
lovely with flowers and birds, and hideous w th shaking bogs and
clouds of thirsty nosquitoes. "Immense are the stretches of forest
there, mghty are the rivers, and the nountains are higher than in
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the rest of Finland." Trees do not grow in the far North and the
wild tundra stretches over great barren tracts. Lapland is a mghty
and sonmber land. Its products are reindeer neat, skins, and cheese.

LAPPS: The short, ninble, dark-skinned people of Lapland, with
triangul ar faces, flat noses, and high cheekbones, call thenselves
the Sanmeh or Sanelats. W call them Lapps, which neans wanderer or
nonmad. The Lapps, in race, are |like some Arctic Tribes of Asia.
Their language is sonmething like Finnish. In the dim past, the Lapps
probably wandered from Asia into Northern Europe. Over the vast area
of Lapland, are scattered about 30,000 Lapps. Sone live by fishing
in the Arctic Sea and Lapland's rivers; they are called Coast Lapps,
and dwell in villages or in lonely shack. Qhers who |ive by

rei ndeer herding, must follow the reindeer herds from grazing ground
to grazing ground, and nove their tents and goods along with them
These tent-dwel ling nonads are called Muntain Lapps, for sone of
the best pasturage lies in the nountain valleys. Many Finnish Lapps
are farners, dwelling in little farm houses. The Lapp |oves bright
colors, and his reindeer skin clothes are gaily enbroidered. He
hangs little tinkling bells on the shaft of his sledge, and drives
his reindeer furiously over the snow tundra, while the bells jingle
merrily. He likes weird stories, and is easily frightened and
beconmes angry over very little. Though a Christian, he still
believes in strange heathen things, |ike Magic Spells. But he is

ki ndly, and hospitabl e.

LATVIA: Also called Lettland. Here is another new Baltic Republic
nei ghbor of Estonia. In early days sone folk of the sane race as the
Estonians, dwelt in this land, but they have nearly died out. The
present | eadi ng people are descendants of Lettish settlers, and are
not of the same race as that of the Finns, Estonians, and

Hungari ans. The Letts and the Lithuanians belong to a nysterious
Eur opean race living fromancient tines on the Baltic. The Letts,
or, as we call them now, the Latvians, have a nobst interesting

| anguage, while the history of their country is rmuch |ike that of
Estonia. Before the Wrld War, the two countries, Courland and
Livland, were Baltic Provinces of Russia. After the Wrld War, the
poepl e of Courland and Livland united, declared their |Independence,
Novenber 18, 1918, and set up the Republic of Latvia. The united
peopl e are now call ed Latvi ans.

LATVI AN REPUBLI C. Because of the charmi ng, romantic scenery in sone
parts of Latvia, the country is called, "the Baltic R viera."
Anot her section of the country is known as "the Livonian
Switzerland." Picturesque scenery, castle ruins, |akes, and |ovely
| andscapes delight the traveller. In other sections, are forests and
peat bogs, while farns dot the country, for Latvia is an
agricultural land. Her capital city, Riga, is a railway centre for
traffic from Estonia, Lithuania, Russia, Poland, and Germany.
Through Riga's sea-port passes a world conmerce. Latvia exports
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gauntities of flax, butter, poultry, eggs, honey, preserved fruits,
fruit juices, paper and lunber. Latvia is spending |large sums to
educate her people, and there are a national nuseum a state art
museum a national opera, and nodern progress along many |ines.

LETTS AND LETTLAND: See, LATVIA

LI THUANI A: A living | anguage, nuch |like the ancient Sanscrit, that
dead | anguage of India, spoken today by a European people! Wat a
marvel! Such is the |language of Lithuania. Since |ong before the
Seventh century, the Lithuanians have lived on the Baltic Coast. The
Roman aut hor, Tacitus, in the second century wote of their "anber
land.” The Lithuanians are a fair-haired, fair-skinned race, a quiet
agricultural people. But this quiet people have a renarkabl e

hi story. Like the Estonians, they suffered under the scourge of the
Sword Brothers. But unlike their Baltic neighbors, they were once

m ghty warriors. |ndeed, Lithuania, about 1400, was the |eading
Rul i ng Power of eastern Europe. Since then she has suffered
oppressi on under both Poland and Russia. After the Wrld War, she
decl ared her I|ndependence, February 16, 1918, and set up a Republic.

LI THUANI A REPUBLI C. Lithuania is still hard pressed by her neighbor
Pol and. But she is brave and determ ned, and is peaceably defending
hersel f from aggression. Meanwhil e she is devel oping her trade and
i ndustries, organizing a school system encouraging her national
theatre, art, and literature. Lithuania' s chief exports are live
stock, eggs, poultry, meat, dairy products, and anber.

LIVONIA: Also called Livland. It is now a part of Latvia

M DNI GHT SUN: The farther North one goes in winter, the |onger the
night and the shorter the day, till beyond the Arctic Circle, there
is a winter period during which the sun never rises. The farther
North one goes in sumer, the |onger the day and the shorter the
night, till beyond the Arctic Crcle, there is a sumrer period
during which the sun never sets. Now below the Arctic Circle, in the
| ower latitude, the sun just before mdnight, in mdsumrer, sets for
a few mnutes, then rises again in brilliant splendor. This

m dsumrer rising and setting of the sun is called the M dnight Sun.
Read the lovely story of two children who saw the M dni ght Sun
"When the Bright Sun Rises,” in Canute Wi stlew nks, by Finland's
great author, Topeli us.

M DSUVWER NI GHT: M dsummer Day, is June 24. On M dsumrer Eve, al
fairies and el ves are supposed to be playing about and witches to be
flying round. In ancient days, the pagan folk used to worship the
sun on Mdsumer Night. They built bonfires and danced, | eaped and
how ed round them and junped through the flanes. Many peasants in
Europe still build these bonfires, and dance and sing round them

and even leap through the flames. They say that they do this in
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honor of Saint John the Baptist. But they are really keeping up the
old pagan rite of adoring the sun-god Baal. Baal-fires these
bonfires are called. In Finland thousands of bonfires are kindled on
M dsumrer Night. In Latvia, besides building fires, a pretty flower
festival is kept, which used to be held in honor of the Lettish
cupid. In Finland there is a |egend explaining these fires: The
Sunset and the Sunrise begged the Lord of the sky to let them wed.
So once a year, on Mdsumer Night, at mdnight, they clasp each
other in glow ng arnmns.

MOSQUI TOES: In all Northern countries where there are bogs and
swanps, nosquitoes are a terrible pest. In Finland and Lapland, in
hot weat her, nobsquitoes swarmin clouds.

NAI L OF THE NORTH. A Lappish nane for the Pole Star.
NORTHERN LI GHTS: See, AURCRA BOREALI S.
PEIPIS LAKE: A |arge | ake between Estonia and Russi a.

REI NDEER: A wonderful sight is a great gray herd of reindeer
gal l oping over the hills, their bells tingling, their nmany branched
antlers tossing. In winter they dig deep in the snow with their
forelegs to get at their favorite food, reindeer noss. Wen a
reindeer is harnessed to a sledge and is speeding over the snowy
tundra, his spreading hoofs keep himfrom sinking into the snow In
wi nter tha wandering Mountain Lapp noves his goods by sledge. But in
sumer, when the tundra is wet and boggy, he |oads his pack reindeer
and |l eads themalong in a string. The reindeer herds supply the
Lapps with nmeat, mlk, cheese, and skins to use instead of cloth.

REI NDEER KINGS: A rich Lapp counts his wealth by the nunber of

rei ndeer he owns. Poor Lapps have only a few deer. Rich Lapps have
| arge herds of sonetinmes a thousand or two thousand deer. Very rich
Lapps are called Lapp Kings.

SAINT JOHN' S NIGHT: June 24 is supposed to be the birthday of Saint
John the Baptist. An old pagan festival is still celebrated on this
day.

SEI TE: Lappi sh idol nade of a huge stone found in sone strange
shape.

SKIS: A pair of long slender runners usually of birchwod, to bind
to the feet, so that one nmay easily run over the snow or |eap down
hi | | si des.

SLEDGE: The Lapp sledge is called a pulka. It is boat-shaped, and
when drawn rapidly over the snow by the swift reindeer, it rocks
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violently fromside to side. But if it had runners, it could not
pass so easily over all kinds of ground, bunpy, hilly, and flat.

STALLO A nman-eating Gant in Lapp stories, who is so stupid that
any bright Lapp can easily outwit him

SUOM : See, FI NLAND

TUNDRA: The wide treeless plain near the Arctic Sea. In winter it is
frozen. In sunmer it is wet and boggy. Reindeer npbss grows on the
tundr a.

ULDAS: A kind of fairy folk in Lapp stories, man-size, and usually
i nvisible.

VIKING This word nmeans sea-rover, sea-robber, pirate. It does not
mean a King of any ki nd.

W ZARDS: The Red Indian has his Medicine Man, the Eskino has
Shamans, the African Negro has Wtch Doctors, and the Lapp has his

W zards--and all of these magicians are supposed to control bad and
good spirits, and to be able to throw spells on folk. They are

usual ly great rogues and practice trick magic. The Lapp W zards used
to be very powerful nen keeping the poor people in great fear of
their spells. They used to beat nagic drunms pretending to call upon
spirits for help and advice. Christian teaching has done away wth
much of this superstition, and the nmagic drumis no |onger used.
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