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Introduction

The Pocket Juno imprint publishes contemporary fanta-
sies with female protagonists. We offer all sorts of supernatural 
creatures—vampires, werewolves and other shapechangers, 
demons, things from the shadows you have not yet encoun-
tered elsewhere, and more—and our heroines might practice 
witchcraft, be warriors, lead demons, talk to ghosts, practice 
divination, or even still be figuring out just what the kind of 
powers they do have and what to do with them.

Naturally we have an affinity with Halloween!
Last year for our favorite holiday, we offered a free 

e-anthology, Five Classic Ghost Stories. This year, we realized 
that two upcoming releases—Blood Kin by Maria Lima and 
Hallowed Circle by Linda Robertson—featured some fairies 
that were, well, not “good” by any means. (Our December 
release, Vampire Sunrise by Carole Nelson Douglas, doesn’t have 
any nasty fairies in it, but you’ll encounter some completely 
unique creatures both good and evil.)

So, to celebrate Halloween this year, we thought we’d 
offer some dark tales of the fey. We hope you enjoy them and 
become even better acquainted with our books. Look for our 
mass market paperbacks anywhere you buy books.

Paula Guran
Editor, Pocket Juno

www.juno-books.com
October 2009

http://www.juno-books.com
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THE CHILD THAT WENT WITH THE FAIRIES

Joseph Sheridan Le Fanu

(1870)

Eastward of the old city of Limerick, about ten Irish miles 
under the range of mountains known as the Slieveelim hills, 
famous as having afforded Sarsfield a shelter among their 
rocks and hollows, when he crossed them in his gallant 
descent upon the cannon and ammunition of King William, 
on its way to the beleaguering army, there runs a very old 
and narrow road. It connects the Limerick road to Tipperary 
with the old road from Limerick to Dublin, and runs by 
bog and pasture, hill and hollow, straw-thatched village, and 
roofless castle, not far from twenty miles.

Skirting the healthy mountains of which I have spoken, 
at one part it becomes singularly lonely. For more than three 
Irish miles it traverses a deserted country. A wide, black 
bog, level as a lake, skirted with copse, spreads at the left, as 
you journey northward, and the long and irregular line of 
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mountain rises at the right, clothed in heath, broken with 
lines of grey rock that resemble the bold and irregular outlines 
of fortifications, and riven with many a gully, expanding here 
and there into rocky and wooded glens, which open as they 
approach the road.

A scanty pasturage, on which browsed a few scattered 
sheep or kine, skirts this solitary road for some miles, and 
under shelter of a hillock, and of two or three great ash-trees, 
stood, not many years ago, the little thatched cabin of a 
widow named Mary Ryan.

Poor was this widow in a land of poverty. The thatch 
had acquired the grey tint and sunken outlines, that show 
how the alternations of rain and sun have told upon that 
perishable shelter.

But whatever other dangers threatened, there was one 
well provided against by the care of other times. Round the 
cabin stood half a dozen mountain ashes, as the rowans, 
inimical to witches, are there called. On the worn planks of 
the door were nailed two horse-shoes, and over the lintel and 
spreading along the thatch, grew, luxuriant, patches of that 
ancient cure for many maladies, and prophylactic against the 
machinations of the evil one, the house-leek. Descending 
into the doorway, in the chiaroscuro of the interior, when 
your eye grew sufficiently accustomed to that dim light, you 
might discover, hanging at the head of the widow’s wooden-
roofed bed, her beads and a phial of holy water.

Here certainly were defences and bulwarks against the 
intrusion of that unearthly and evil power, of whose vicinity 



Scary Fairies                         11

this solitary family were constantly reminded by the outline 
of Lisnavoura, that lonely hill-haunt of the “Good people,”as 
the fairies are called euphemistically, whose strangely dome-
like summit rose not half a mile away, looking like an outwork 
of the long line of mountain that sweeps by it.

It was at the fall of the leaf, and an autumnal sunset 
threw the lengthening shadow of haunted Lisnavoura, close 
in front of the solitary little cabin, over the undulating slopes 
and sides of Slieveelim. The birds were singing among the 
branches in the thinning leaves of the melancholy ash-trees 
that grew at the roadside in front of the door. The widow’s 
three younger children were playing on the road, and their 
voices mingled with the evening song of the birds. Their 
elder sister, Nell, was “within in the house,” as their phrase 
is, seeing after the boiling of the potatoes for supper.

Their mother had gone down to the bog, to carry up a 
hamper of turf on her back. It is, or was at least, a charitable 
custom—and if not disused, long may it continue—for the 
wealthier people when cutting their turf and stacking it in 
the bog, to make a smaller stack for the behoof of the poor, 
who were welcome to take from it so long as it lasted, and 
thus the potato pot was kept boiling, and hearth warm that 
would have been cold enough but for that good-natured 
bounty, through wintry months.

Moll Ryan trudged up the steep “bohereen” whose banks 
were overgrown with thorn and brambles, and stooping under 
her burden, re-entered her door, where her dark-haired daughter 
Nell met her with a welcome, and relieved her of her hamper.
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Moll Ryan looked round with a sigh of relief, and drying 
her forehead, uttered the Munster ejaculation: “Eiah, wisha! 
It’s tired I am with it, God bless it. And where’s the craythurs, 
Nell?”

“Playin’ out on the road, mother; didn’t ye see them and 
you comin’ up?”

“No, there was no one before me on the road,” she said, 
uneasily, “not a soul, Nell; and why didn’t ye keep an eye on 
them?”

“Well, they’re in the haggard, playin’ there, or round by 
the back o’ the house. Will I call them in?”

“Do so, good girl, in the name o’ God. The hens is comin’ 
home, see, and the sun was just down over Knockdoulah, an’ 
I comin’ up.”

So out ran tall, dark-haired Nell, and standing on the 
road, looked up and down it; but not a sign of her two little 
brothers, Con and Bill, or her little sister, Peg, could she see. 
She called them; but no answer came from the little haggard, 
fenced with straggling bushes. She listened, but the sound 
of their voices was missing. Over the stile, and behind the 
house she ran—but there all was silent and deserted.

She looked down toward the bog, as far as she could see; 
but they did not appear. Again she listened—but in vain. At 
first she had felt angry, but now a different feeling overcame 
her, and she grew pale. With an undefined boding she looked 
toward the heathy boss of Lisnavoura, now darkening into 
the deepest purple against the flaming sky of sunset.

Again she listened with a sinking heart, and heard nothing 
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but the farewell twitter and whistle of the birds in the bushes 
around. How many stories had she listened to by the winter 
hearth, of children stolen by the fairies, at nightfall, in lonely 
places! With this fear she knew her mother was haunted.

No one in the country round gathered her little flock 
about her so early as this frightened widow, and no door ‘in 
the seven parishes’ was barred so early.

Sufficiently fearful, as all young people in that part of 
the world are of such dreaded and subtle agents, Nell was 
even more than usually afraid of them, for her terrors were 
infected and redoubled by her mother’s. She was looking 
towards Lisnavoura in a trance of fear, and crossed herself 
again and again, and whispered prayer after prayer. She 
was interrupted by her mother’s voice on the road calling 
her loudly. She answered, and ran round to the front of the 
cabin, where she found her standing.

“And where in the world’s the craythurs—did ye see sight 
o’ them anywhere?” cried Mrs. Ryan, as the girl came over 
the stile.

“Arrah! mother, ’tis only what they’re run down the road 
a bit. We’ll see them this minute coming back. It’s like goats 
they are, climbin’ here and runnin’ there; an’ if I had them 
here, in my hand, maybe I wouldn’t give them a hiding all 
round.”

“May the Lord forgive you, Nell! The childhers gone. 
They’re took, and not a soul near us, and Father Tom three 
miles away! And what’ll I do, or who’s to help us this night? 
Oh, wirristhru, wirristhru! The craythurs is gone!” 
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“Whisht, mother, be aisy: don’t ye see them comin’ up.”
And then she shouted in menacing accents, waving her 

arm, and beckoning the children, who were seen approaching 
on the road, which some little way off made a slight dip, 
which had concealed them. They were approaching from 
the westward, and from the direction of the dreaded hill of 
Lisnavoura.

But there were only two of the children, and one of them, 
the little girl, was crying. Their mother and sister hurried 
forward to meet them, more alarmed than ever.

“Where is Billy—where is he?” cried the mother, nearly 
breathless, so soon as she was within hearing.

“He’s gone—they took him away; but they said he’ll come 
back again,” answered little Con, with the dark brown hair.

“He’s gone away with the grand ladies,” blubbered the 
little girl.

“What ladies—where? Oh, Leum, asthora! My darlin’, 
are you gone away at last? Where is he?”

“Who took him? What ladies are you talkin’ about? What 
way did he go?” she cried in distraction. “I couldn’t see where 
he went, mother; ’twas like as if he was going to Lisnavoura.”

With a wild exclamation the distracted woman ran on 
towards the hill alone, clapping her hands, and crying aloud 
the name of her lost child.

Scared and horrified, Nell, not daring to follow, gazed 
after her, and burst into tears; and the other children raised 
high their lamentations in shrill rivalry.

Twilight was deepening. It was long past the time when 
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they were usually barred securely within their habitation. 
Nell led the younger children into the cabin, and made them 
sit down by the turf fire, while she stood in the open door, 
watching in great fear for the return of her mother.

After a long while they did see their mother return. She 
came in and sat down by the fire, and cried as if her heart 
would break.

“Will I bar the doore, mother?” asked Nell.
“Ay, do—didn’t I lose enough, this night, without lavin’ 

the doore open, for more o’ yez to go; but first take an’ sprinkle 
a dust o’ the holy waters over ye, acuishla, and bring it here 
till I throw a taste iv it over myself and the craythurs; an’ I 
wondher, Nell, you’d forget to do the like yourself, lettin’ 
the craythurs out so near nightfall. Come here and sit on 
my knees, asthora, come to me, mavourneen, and hould me 
fast, in the name o’ God, and I’ll hould you fast that none 
can take yez from me, and tell me all about it, and what it 
was—the Lord between us and harm—an’ how it happened, 
and who was in it.”

And the door being barred, the two children, sometimes 
speaking together, often interrupting one another, often 
interrupted by their mother, managed to tell this strange 
story, which I had better relate connectedly and in my own 
language.

The Widow Ryan’s three children were playing, as I have said, 
upon the narrow old road in front of her door. Little Bill or 
Leum, about five years old, with golden hair and large blue 
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eyes, was a very pretty boy, with all the clear tints of healthy 
childhood, and that gaze of earnest simplicity which belongs 
not to town children of the same age. His little sister Peg, 
about a year older, and his brother Con, a little more than a 
year elder than she, made up the little group.

Under the great old ash-trees, whose last leaves were 
falling at their feet, in the light of an October sunset, they 
were playing with the hilarity and eagerness of rustic children, 
clamouring together, and their faces were turned toward the 
west and storied hill of Lisnavoura.

Suddenly a startling voice with a screech called to them 
from behind, ordering them to get out of the way, and 
turning, they saw a sight, such as they never beheld before. 
It was a carriage drawn by four horses that were pawing and 
snorting, in impatience, as if just pulled up. The children 
were almost under their feet, and scrambled to the side of the 
road next their own door.

This carriage and all its appointments were old-fashioned 
and gorgeous, and presented to the children, who had never 
seen anything finer than a turf car, and once, an old chaise that 
passed that way from Killaloe, a spectacle perfectly dazzling.

Here was antique splendour. The harness and trappings 
were scarlet, and blazing with gold. The horses were huge, and 
snow white with great manes, that as they tossed and shook 
them in the air, seemed to stream and float sometimes longer 
and sometimes shorter, like so much smoke—their tails were 
long, and tied up in bows of broad scarlet and gold ribbon. The 
coach itself was glowing with colours, gilded and emblazoned. 
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There were footmen in gay liveries, and three-cocked hats, like 
the coachman’s; but he had a great wig, like a judge’s, and their 
hair was frizzed out and powdered, and a long thick “pigtail,” 
with a bow to it, hung down the back of each.

All these servants were diminutive, and ludicrously out 
of proportion with the enormous horses of the equipage, and 
had sharp, sallow features, and small, restless fiery eyes, and 
faces of cunning and malice that chilled the children. The 
little coachman was scowling and showing his white fangs 
under his cocked hat, and his little blazing beads of eyes were 
quivering with fury in their sockets as he whirled his whip 
round and round over their heads, till the lash of it looked 
like a streak of fire in the evening sun, and sounded like the 
cry of a legion of “fillapoueeks” in the air.

“Stop the princess on the highway!” cried the coachman, 
in a piercing treble.

“Stop the princess on the highway!” piped each footman 
in turn, scowling over his shoulder down on the children, 
and grinding his keen teeth.

The children were so frightened they could only gape and 
turn white in their panic. But a very sweet voice from the 
open window of the carriage reassured them, and arrested 
the attack of the lackeys.

A beautiful and “very grand-looking” lady was smiling 
from it on them, and they all felt pleased in the strange light 
of that smile.

“The boy with the golden hair, I think,” said the lady, 
bending her large and wonderfully clear eyes on little Leum.
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The upper sides of the carriage were chiefly of glass, so 
that the children could see another woman inside, whom 
they did not like so well.

This was a black woman, with a wonderfully long neck, 
hung round with many strings of large variously-coloured 
beads, and on her head was a sort of turban of silk striped 
with all the colours of the rainbow, and fixed in it was a 
golden star.

This black woman had a face as thin almost as a death’s-
head, with high cheekbones, and great goggle eyes, the whites 
of which, as well as her wide range of teeth, showed in brilliant 
contrast with her skin, as she looked over the beautiful lady’s 
shoulder, and whispered something in her ear.

“Yes; the boy with the golden hair, I think,” repeated the 
lady.

And her voice sounded sweet as a silver bell in the 
children’s ears, and her smile beguiled them like the light 
of an enchanted lamp, as she leaned from the window with 
a look of ineffable fondness on the golden-haired boy, with 
the large blue eyes; insomuch that little Billy, looking up, 
smiled in return with a wondering fondness, and when she 
stooped down, and stretched her jewelled arms towards him, 
he stretched his little hands up, and how they touched the 
other children did not know; but, saying, “Come and give 
me a kiss, my darling,” she raised him. And he seemed to 
ascend in her small fingers as lightly as a feather, and she held 
him in her lap and covered him with kisses.

Nothing daunted, the other children would have been 
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only too happy to change places with their favoured little 
brother. There was only one thing that was unpleasant, and 
a little frightened them, and that was the black woman, who 
stood and stretched forward, in the carriage as before. She 
gathered a rich silk and gold handkerchief that was in her 
fingers up to her lips, and seemed to thrust ever so much of it, 
fold after fold, into her capacious mouth, as they thought to 
smother her laughter, with which she seemed convulsed, for 
she was shaking and quivering, as it seemed, with suppressed 
merriment; but her eyes, which remained uncovered, looked 
angrier than they had ever seen eyes look before.

But the lady was so beautiful they looked on her instead, 
and she continued to caress and kiss the little boy on her 
knee; and smiling at the other children she held up a large 
russet apple in her fingers, and the carriage began to move 
slowly on, and with a nod inviting them to take the fruit, 
she dropped it on the road from the window; it rolled some 
way beside the wheels, they following, and then she dropped 
another, and then another, and so on. And the same thing 
happened to all; for just as either of the children who ran 
beside had caught the rolling apple, somehow it slipt into a 
hole or ran into a ditch, and looking up they saw the lady 
drop another from the window, and so the chase was taken up 
and continued till they got, hardly knowing how far they had 
gone, to the old cross-road that leads to Owney. It seemed 
that there the horses’ hoofs and carriage wheels rolled up a 
wonderful dust, which being caught in one of those eddies 
that whirl the dust up into a column, on the calmest day, 



20                      Pocket Juno Presents

enveloped the children for a moment, and passed whirling 
on towards Lisnavoura, the carriage, as they fancied, driving 
in the centre of it; but suddenly it subsided, the straws and 
leaves floated to the ground, the dust dissipated itself, but 
the white horses and the lackeys, the gilded carriage, the lady 
and their little golden-haired brother were gone.

At the same moment suddenly the upper rim of the clear 
setting sun disappeared behind the hill of Knockdoula, and it 
was twilight. Each child felt the transition like a shock—and 
the sight of the rounded summit of Lisnavoura, now closely 
overhanging them, struck them with a new fear.

They screamed their brother’s name after him, but their 
cries were lost in the vacant air. At the same time they thought 
they heard a hollow voice say, close to them, “Go home.”

Looking round and seeing no one, they were scared, 
and hand in hand—the little girl crying wildly, and the boy 
white as ashes, from fear, they trotted homeward, at their 
best speed, to tell, as we have seen, their strange story.

Molly Ryan never more saw her darling. But something 
of the lost little boy was seen by his former playmates.

Sometimes when their mother was away earning a trifle at 
hay-making, and Nelly washing the potatoes for their dinner, 
or “beatling” clothes in the little stream that flows in the 
hollow close by, they saw the pretty face of little Billy peeping 
in archly at the door, and smiling silently at them, and as they 
ran to embrace him, with cries of delight, he drew back, still 
smiling archly, and when they got out into the open day, he 
was gone, and they could see no trace of him anywhere.
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This happened often, with slight variations in the 
circumstances of the visit. Sometimes he would peep for a 
longer time, sometimes for a shorter time, sometimes his 
little hand would come in, and, with bended finger, beckon 
them to follow; but always he was smiling with the same arch 
look and wary silence—and always he was gone when they 
reached the door. Gradually these visits grew less and less 
frequent, and in about eight months they ceased altogether, 
and little Billy, irretrievably lost, took rank in their memories 
with the dead.

One wintry morning, nearly a year and a half after his 
disappearance, their mother having set out for Limerick 
soon after cock-crow, to sell some fowls at the market, the 
little girl, lying by the side of her elder sister, who was fast 
asleep, just at the grey of the morning heard the latch lifted 
softly, and saw little Billy enter and close the door gently 
after him. There was light enough to see that he was barefoot 
and ragged, and looked pale and famished. He went straight 
to the fire, and cowered over the turf embers, and rubbed 
his hands slowly, and seemed to shiver as he gathered the 
smouldering turf together.

The little girl clutched her sister in terror and whispered, 
“Waken, Nelly, waken; here’s Billy come back!”

Nelly slept soundly on, but the little boy, whose hands 
were extended close over the coals, turned and looked toward 
the bed, it seemed to her, in fear, and she saw the glare of the 
embers reflected on his thin cheek as he turned toward her. 
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He rose and went, on tiptoe, quickly to the door, in silence, 
and let himself out as softly as he had come in.

After that, the little boy was never seen any more by any 
one of his kindred.

“Fairy doctors,” as the dealers in the preternatural, who 
in such cases were called in, are termed, did all that in them 
lay—but in vain. Father Tom came down, and tried what 
holier rites could do, but equally without result. So little 
Billy was dead to mother, brother, and sisters; but no grave 
received him. Others whom affection cherished, lay in holy 
ground, in the old church-yard of Abington, with headstone 
to mark the spot over which the survivor might kneel and say 
a kind prayer for the peace of the departed soul. But there 
was no landmark to show where little Billy was hidden from 
their loving eyes, unless it was in the old hill of Lisnavoura, 
that cast its long shadow at sunset before the cabin-door; or 
that, white and filmy in the moonlight, in later years, would 
occupy his brother’s gaze as he returned from fair or market, 
and draw from him a sigh and a prayer for the little brother 
he had lost so long ago, and was never to see again.



THE ADVENTURE OF CHERRY OF ZENNOR
(From: Popular Romances of the West of England

collected and edited by Robert Hunt)

(1865)

Old Honey lived with his wife and family in a little hut of 
two rooms and a talfat, (a half-floor at one end of a cottage on 
which a bed is placed) on the cliff side of Trereen in Zennor. 
The old couple had half-a-score of children, who were all reared 
in this place. They lived as they best could on the produce of a 
few acres of ground, which were too poor to keep even a goat 
in good heart. The heaps of crogans (limpet-shells) about the 
hut, led one to believe that their chief food was limpets and 
gweans (periwinkles). They had, however, fish and potatoes 
most days, and pork and broth now and then of a Sunday. 
At Christmas and the Feast they had white bread. There was 
not a healthier nor a handsomer family in the parish than 
Old Honey’s. We are, however, only concerned with one of 
them—his daughter Cherry. Cherry could run as fast as a 
hare, and was ever full of frolic and mischief.
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Whenever the miller’s boy came into the “town,” tied his 
horse to the furze-rick and called in to see if any one desired 
to send corn to the mill, Cherry would jump on to its back 
and gallop off to the cliff. When the miller’s boy gave chase, 
and she could ride no further over the edge of that rocky 
coast, she would take to the cairns, and the swiftest dog could 
not catch her, much less the miller’s boy.

Soon after Cherry got into her teens she became very 
discontented, because year after year her mother had been 
promising her a new frock that she might go off as smart 
as the rest, “three on one horse to Morva Fair.” (A Cornish 
proverb.) As certain as the time came round the money was 
wanting, so Cherry had nothing decent. She could neither 
go to fair, nor to church, nor to meeting.

Cherry was sixteen. One of her playmates had a new dress 
smartly trimmed with ribbons, and she told Cherry how she 
had been to Nancledry to the preaching, and how she had 
ever so many sweethearts who brought her home. This put the 
volatile Cherry in a fever of desire. She declared to her mother 
she would go off to the “low countries” to seek for service, that 
she might get some clothes like other girls. (The terms “high” 
and “low countries,” are applied respectively to the hills and 
the valleys of the country about Towednack and Zenno.)

Her mother wished her to go to Towednack, that she 
might have the chance of seeing her now and then of a 
Sunday.

“No, no!” said Cherry, “I’ll never go to live in the parish 
where the cow ate the bell-rope, and where they have fish 



Scary Fairies                         25

and taties (potatoes) every day, and conger-pie of a Sunday 
for a change.”

One fine morning Cherry tied up a few things in a bundle 
and prepared to start. She promised her father that she would 
get service as near home as she could, and come home at the 
earliest opportunity. The old man said she was bewitched, 
charged her to take care she wasn’t carried away by either the 
sailors or-pirates, and allowed her to depart. Cherry took the 
road leading to Ludgvan and Gulval. When she lost sight of 
the chimneys of Trereen, she go out of heart, and had a great 
mind to go home again. But she went on.

At length she came to the four cross roads on the Lady 
Downs, sat herself down on a stone by the roadside, and cried 
to think of her home, which she might never see again.

Her crying at last came to an end, and she resolved to go 
home and make the best of it.

When she dried her eyes and held up her head she was 
surprised to see a gentleman coming towards her—for she 
couldn’t think where he came from; no one was to be seen on 
the Downs a few minutes before.

The gentleman wished her “Good morning,” inquired the 
road to Towednack, and asked Cherry where she was going.

Cherry told the gentleman that she had left home that 
morning to look for service, but that her heart had failed her, 
and she was going back over the hills to Zennor again.

“I never expected to meet with such luck as this,” said the 
gentleman. “I left home this morning to seek for a nice clean 
girl to keep house for me, and here you are.”
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He then told Cherry that he had been recently left 
a widower, and that he had one dear little boy, of whom 
Cherry might have charge. Cherry was the very girl that 
would suit him. She was handsome and cleanly. He could 
see that her clothes were so mended that the first piece could 
not be discovered;’ yet she was as sweet as a rose, and all the 
water in the sea could not make her cleaner.

Poor Cherry said “Yes, sir,” to everything, yet she did not 
understand one quarter part of what the gentleman said. Her 
mother had instructed her to say “Yes, sir,” to the parson, or 
any gentleman, when, like herself she did not understand 
them. The gentleman told her he lived but a short way off, 
down in the low countries; that she would have very little 
to do but milk the cow and look after the baby; so Cherry 
consented to go with him.

Away they went, he talking so kindly that Cherry had no 
notion how time was moving, and she quite forgot the distance 
she had walked.

At length they were in lanes, so shaded with trees that a 
checker of sunshine scarcely gleamed on the road. As far as she 
could see, all was trees and flowers. Sweetbriars and honey-
suckles perfumed the air, and the reddest of ripe apples hung 
from the trees over the lane.

Then they came to a steam of water as clear as crystal, 
which ran across the lane. It was, however, very dark, and 
Cherry paused to see how she should cross the river. The 
gentleman put his arm around her waist and carried her over, 
so that she did not wet her feet.
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The lane was getting darker and darker, and narrower and 
narrower, and they seemed to be going rapidly down-hill.

Cherry took firm hold of the gentleman’s arm, and thought, 
as he had been so kind to her, she could go with him to the 
world’s end.

After walking a little farther, the gentleman opened a 
gate which led into a beautiful garden, and said, “Cherry, my 
dear, this is the place we live in.”

Cherry could scarcely believe her eyes. She had never 
seen anything approaching this place for beauty. Flowers of 
every dye were around her; fruits of all kinds hung above her; 
and the birds, sweeter of song than any she had ever heard, 
burst out into a chorus of rejoicing. She had heard granny 
tell of enchanted places. Could this be one of them? No. The 
gentleman was as big as the parson; and now a little boy came 
running down the garden-walk shouting, “Papa, Papa.”

The child appeared, from his size, to be about two or 
three years of age; but there was a singular look of age about 
him. His eyes were brilliant and piercing, and he had a crafty 
expression. As Cherry said, “He could look anybody down.”

Before Cherry could speak to the child, a very old, dry-
boned, ugly-looking woman made her appearance, and seizing 
the child by the arm, dragged him into the house, mumbling 
and scolding. Before, however, she was lost sight of, the old 
hag cast one look at Cherry, which shot through her heart like 
a gimlet.

Seeing Cherry somewhat disconcerted, the master 
explained that the old woman was his late wife’s grandmother; 
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that she would remain with them until Cherry knew her 
work, and no longer, for she was old and ill-tempered, and 
must go. At length, having feasted her eyes on the garden, 
Cherry was taken into the house, and this was yet more 
beautiful. Flowers of every kind grew everywhere, and the 
sun seemed to shine everywhere, and yet she did not see the 
sun.

Aunt Prudence—so was the old woman named—spread 
a table in a moment with a great variety of nice things, and 
Cherry made a hearty supper. She was now directed to go 
to bed, in a chamber at the top of the house, in which the 
child was to sleep also. Prudence directed Cherry to keep her 
eyes closed, whether she could sleep or not, as she might, 
perchance, see things which she would not like. She was not 
to speak to the child all night. She was to rise at break of day; 
then take the boy to a spring in the garden, wash him, and 
anoint his eyes with an ointment, which she would find in 
a crystal box in a cleft of the rock, but she was not, on any 
account, to touch her own eyes with it. Then Cherry was to 
call the cow; and having taken a bucket full of milk, to draw 
a bowl of the last milk for the boy’s breakfast.

Cherry was dying with curiosity. She several times began 
to question the child, but he always stopped her with, “I’ll 
tell Aunt Prudence.”

According to her orders, Cherry was up in the morning 
early. The little boy conducted the girl to the spring, which 
flowed in crystal purity from a granite rock, which was 
covered with ivy and beautiful mosses. The child was duly 
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washed, and his eyes duly anointed. Cherry saw no cow, but 
her little charge said she must call the cow.

“Pruit! pruit! pruit!” called Cherry, just as she would call 
the cows at home; when, lo! a beautiful great cow came from 
amongst the trees, and stood on the bank beside Cherry.

Cherry had no sooner placed her hands on the cow’s 
teats than four streams of milk flowed down and soon filled 
the bucket. The boy’s bowl was then filled, and he drank it. 
This being done, the cow quietly walked away, and Cherry 
returned to the house to be instructed in her daily work.

The old woman, Prudence, gave Cherry a capital breakfast, 
and then informed her that she must keep to the kitchen, 
and attend to her work there--to scald the milk, make the 
butter, and clean all the platters and bowls with water and 
gard (gravel sand). Cherry was charged to avoid curiosity. 
She was not to go into any other part of the house; she was 
not to try and open any locked doors.

After her ordinary work was done on the second day, her 
master required Cherry to help him in the garden, to pick 
the apples and pears, and to weed the leeks and onions.

Glad was Cherry to get out of the old woman’s sight. 
Aunt Prudence always sat with one eye on her knitting, and 
the other boring through poor Cherry. Now and then she’d 
grumble, “I knew Robin would bring down some fool from 
Zennor--better for both that she had tarried away.”

Cherry and her master got on famously, and whenever 
Cherry had finished weeding a bed, her master would give 
her a kiss to show her how pleased he was.
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After a few days, old Aunt Prudence took Cherry into 
those parts of the house which she had never seen. They 
passed through a long dark passage. Cherry was then made 
to take off her shoes; and they entered a room, the floor of 
which was like glass, and all round, perched on the shelves, 
and on the floor, were people, big and small, turned to 
stone. Of some, there were only the head and shoulders, the 
arms being cut off; others were perfect. Cherry told the old 
woman she “wouldn’t cum ony furder for the wurld,” She 
thought from the first she was got into a land of Small People 
underground, only master was like other men; but now she 
know’d she was with the conjurors, who had turned all these 
people to stone. She had heard talk on ’em up in Zennor, 
and she knew they might at any moment wake up and eat 
her.

Old Prudence laughed at Cherry, and drove her on, 
insisted upon her rubbing up a box, “like a coffin on six 
legs,” until she could see her face in it. Well, Cherry did not 
want for courage, so she began to rub with a will; the old 
woman standing by, knitting all the time, calling out every 
now and then, “Rub! rub! rub! Harder and faster!”

At length Cherry got desperate, and giving a violent rub 
at one of the corners, she nearly upset the box. When, O 
Lor! it gave out such a doleful, unearthly sound, that Cherry 
thought all the stone-people were coming to life, and with 
her fright she fell down in a fit.

The master heard all this noise, and came in to inquire 
into the cause of the hubbub. He was in great wrath, kicked 
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old Prudence out of the house for taking Cherry into that 
shut-up room, carried Cherry into the kitchen, and soon, 
with some cordial, recovered her senses. Cherry could not 
remember what had happened; but she knew there was 
something fearful in the other part of the house. But Cherry 
was mistress now—old Aunt Prudence was gone.

Her master was so kind and loving that a year passed by 
like a summer day. Occasionally her master left home for a 
season; then he would return and spend much time in the 
enchanted apartments, and Cherry was certain she had heard 
him talking to the stone-people. Cherry had everything 
the human heart could desire, but she was not happy; she 
would know more of the place and the people. Cherry had, 
discovered that the ointment made the little boy’s eyes bright 
and strange, and she thought often that he saw more than 
she did; she would try; yes, she would!

Well, next morning the child was washed, his eyes 
anointed, and the cow milked; she sent the boy to gather her 
some flowers in the garden, and taking a crum of ointment, 
she put it into her eye. Oh, her eye would be burned out of 
her head! Cherry ran to the pool beneath the rock to wash 
her burning eye; when lo! she saw at the bottom of the water, 
hundreds of little people, mostly ladies, playing—and there 
was her master, as small as the others, playing with them. 
Everything now looked different about the place. Small 
people were everywhere, hiding in the flowers sparkling with 
diamonds, swinging in the trees, and running and leaping 
under and over the blades of grass.



32                      Pocket Juno Presents

The master never showed himself above the water all 
day; but at night he rode up to the house like the handsome 
gentleman she had seen before. He went to the enchanted 
chamber and Cherry soon heard the most beautiful music.

In the morning, her master was off, dressed as if to follow 
the hounds. He returned at night, left Cherry to herself and 
proceeded at once to his private apartments.

Thus it was day after day, until Cherry could stand it no 
longer. So she peeped through the keyhole, and saw her master 
with lots of ladies, singing; while one dressed like a queen 
was playing on the coffin. Oh, how madly jealous Cherry 
became when she saw her master kiss this lovely lady!

However, the next day, the master remained at home to 
gather fruit. Cherry was to help him, and when, as usual, 
he looked to kiss her, she slapped his face, and told him to 
kiss the Small People, like himself, with whom he played 
under the water. So he found out that Cherry had used the 
ointment. With much sorrow he told her she must go home, 
that he would have no spy on his actions, and that Aunt 
Prudence must come back. Long before day, Cherry was 
called by her master. He gave her lots of clothes and other 
things, took her bundle in one hand, and a lantern in the 
other, and bade her follow him.

They went on for miles on miles, all the time going up 
hill, through lanes, and narrow passages. When they came at 
last on level ground, it was near daybreak. He kissed Cherry, 
told her she was punished for her idle curiosity; but that he 
would, if she behaved well, come sometimes on the Lady 
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Downs to see her. Saying this, he disappeared.
The sun rose, and there was Cherry seated on a granite 

stone, without a soul within miles of her—a desolate moor 
having taken the place of a smiling garden. Long, long did 
Cherry sit in sorrow, but at last she thought she would go 
home.

Her parents had supposed her dead, and when they saw 
her, they believed her to be her own ghost. Cherry told her 
story, which every one doubted, but Cherry never varied her 
tale, and at last every one believed it.

They say Cherry was never afterwards right in her head, 
and on moonlight nights, until she died, she would wander 
on to the Lady Downs to look for her master.





ETHNA THE BRIDE
(From: Ancient Legends, Mystic Charms, and 

Superstitions of Ireland)

Lady Francesca Speranza Wilde

(1887)

The fairies, as we know, are greatly attracted by the beauty of 
mortal women, and Finvarra the king employs his numerous 
sprites to find out and carry off when possible the prettiest 
girls and brides in the country. These are spirited away by 
enchantment to his fairy palace at Knockma in Tuam, where 
they remain under a fairy spell, forgetting all about time 
earthly life and soothed to passive enjoyment, as in a sweet 
dream, by the soft low melody of the fairy music, which has 
the power to lull the hearer into a trance of ecstasy.

There was once a great lord in that part of the country who 
had a beautiful wife called Ethna, the loveliest bride in all the 
land. And her husband was so proud of her that day after day 
he had festivals in her honour; and from morning till night 
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his castle was filled with lords and ladies, and nothing but 
music and dancing and feasting and hunting and pleasure 
was thought of.

One evening while the feast was merriest, and Ethna 
floated through the dance in her robe of silver gossamer 
clasped with jewels, more bright and beautiful than the stars 
in heaven, she suddenly let go the hand of her partner and 
sank to the floor in a faint.

They carried her to her room, where she lay long quite 
insensible; but towards the morning she woke up and 
declared that she had passed the night in a beautiful palace, 
and was so happy that she longed to sleep again and go there 
in her dreams. And they watched by her all day, but when the 
shades of evening fell dark on the castle, low music was heard 
at her window, and Ethna again fell into a deep trance from 
which nothing could rouse her.

Then her old nurse was set to watch her; but the woman 
grew weary in the silence and fell asleep, and never awoke till 
the sun had risen. And when she looked towards the bed, she 
saw to her horror that the young bride had disappeared. The 
whole household was roused up at once, and search made 
everywhere, but no trace of her could be found in all the 
castle, nor in the gardens, nor in the park. Her husband sent 
messengers in every, direction, but to no purpose—no one 
had seen her; no sigh of her could be found, living or dead.

Then the young lord mounted his swiftest steed and 
galloped right off to Knockma, to question Finvarra, the 
fairy king, if he could give any tidings qf the bride, or direct 
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him where to search for her; for he and Finvarra were friends, 
and many a good keg of Spanish wine had been left outside 
the window of the castle at night for the fairies to carry away, 
by order of the young lord. But he little dreamed now that 
Finvarra himself was the traitor; so he galloped on like mad 
till he reached Knockma, the hill of the fairies.

And as he stopped to rest his horse by the fairy rath, he 
heard voices in the air above him, and one said—“Right glad 
is Finvarra now, for he has the beautiful bride in his palace at 
last; and never more will she see her husbands face.”

“Yet,” answered another, “if he dig down through the hill 
to the centre of the earth, he would find his bride; but the 
work is hard and the way is difficult, and Finvarra has more 
power than any mortal man.”

“That is yet to be seen,” exclaimed the young lord. “Neither 
fairy, nor devil, nor Finvarra himself shall stand between me 
and my fair young wife;” and on the instant he sent word by 
his servants to gather together all the workmen and labourers 
of the country round with their spades and pickaxes, to dig 
through the hill till they came to the fairy palace.

And the workmen came, a great crowd of them, and they 
dug through the hill all that day till a great deep trench was 
made down to the very centre. Then at sunset they left off 
for the night; but next morning when they assembled again 
to continue their work, behold, all time clay was put back 
again into the trench, and the hill looked as if never a spade 
had touched it—for so Finvarra had ordered; and he was 
powerful over earth and air and sea.
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But the young lord had a brave heart, and he made the 
men go on with the work; and the trench was dug again, 
wide and deep into the centre of the hill. And this went on 
for three days, but always with the same result, for the clay 
was put back again each night and the hill looked the same as 
before, and they were no nearer to the fairy palace.

Then the young lord was ready to die for, rage and grief, 
but suddenly he heard a voice near him like a whisper in the 
air, and the words it said were these—“Sprinkle the earth you 
have dug up with salt, and your work will be safe.”

On this new life came into his heart, and he sent word 
through all the country to gather salt from the people; and 
the clay was sprinkled with it that night, when the men had 
left off their work at the hill.

Next morning they all rose up early in great anxiety to 
see what had happened, and there to their great joy was the 
trench all safe, just as they had left it, and all the earth round 
it was untouched.

Then the young lord knew he had power over Finvarra, 
and he bade the men work on with a good heart, for they 
would soon reach the fairy palace now in the centre of the 
hill. So by the next day a great glen was cut right through 
deep down to the middle of the earth, and they could hear 
the fairy music if they put their ear close to the ground, and 
voices were heard round them in the air.

“See now,” said one, “Finvarra is sad, for if one of those 
mortal men strike a blow on the fairy palace with their spades, 
it will crumble to dust, and fade away like the mist.”



Scary Fairies                         39

“Then let Finvarra give up the bride,” said another, “and 
we shall be safe.”

On which the voice of” Finvarra himself was heard, clear 
like the note of a silver bugle through the hill.

“Stop your work,” he said. “Oh, men of earth, lay down 
your spades, and at sunset the bride shall be given back to her 
husband. I, Finvarra, have spoken.”

Then the young lord bade them stop the work, and lay 
down their spades till the sun went down. And at sunset he 
mounted his great chestnut steed and rode to the head of 
the glen, and watched and waited; and just as the red light 
flushed all the sky, he saw his wife coming along the path in 
her robe of silver gossamer, more beautiful than ever; and 
he sprang from the saddle and lifted her up before him, and 
rode away like the storm wind back to the castle. And there 
they laid Ethna on her bed; hut she closed her eyes and spake 
no word. So day after day passed, and still she never spake or 
smiled, but seemed like one in a trance.

And great sorrow fell upon every one, for they feared she 
had eaten of the fairy food, and that the enchantment would 
never be broken. So her husband was very miserable. But one 
evening as he was riding home late, he heard voices in the air, 
and one of them said—“It is now a year and a day since the 
young lord brought home his beautiful wife from Finvarra; 
but what good is she to him? She is speechless and like one 
dead; for her spirit is with the fairies though her form is there 
beside him.”

Then another voice answered—“And so she will remain 
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unless the spell is broken, he must unloose the girdle from 
her waist that is fastened with an enchanted pin, and burn 
the girdle with fire, and throw the ashes before the door, and 
bury the enchanted pin in the earth; then will her spirit come 
back from Fairy-land, and she will once more speak and have 
true life.”

Hearing this the young lord at once set spurs to his horse, 
and on reaching the castle hastened to the room where Ethna 
lay on her couch silent and beautiful like a waxen figure. 
Then, being determined to test the truth of the spirit voices, 
he untied the girdle, and after much difficulty extracted the 
enchanted pin from the folds. But still Ethna spoke no word; 
then he took the girdle and burned it with fire, and strewed 
the ashes before the door, and he buried the enchanted pin 
in a deep hole in the earth, under a fairy thorn, that no hand 
might disturb the spot. After which he returned to his young 
wife, who smiled as she looked at him, and held forth her 
hand. Great was his joy to see the soul coming back to the 
beautiful form, and he raised her up and kissed her; and speech 
and memory came back to her at that moment, amid all her 
former life, just as if it had never been broken or interrupted; 
but the year that her spirit had passed in Fairyland seemed 
to her but as a dream of the night, from which she had just 
awoke.

After this Finvarra made no further efforts to carry her 
off; but the deep cut in the hill remains to this day, and is 
called “The Fairy’s Glen.” So no one can doubt the truth of 
the story as here narrated.



TAMLANE/TAM LIN
Based on the ancient Scots ballad “Tam Lin”*

(From: More English Fairy Tales)

Joseph Jacobs

(1894)

Young Tamlane was son of Earl Murray, and Burd Janet was 
daughter of Dunbar, Earl of March. And when they were 
young they loved one another and plighted their troth. 
But when the time came near for their marrying, Tamlane 
disappeared, and none knew what had become of him.

Many, many days after he had disappeared, Burd Janet 
was wandering in Carterhaugh Wood, though she had been 
warned not to go there. And as she wandered she plucked the 
flowers from the bushes. She came at last to a bush of broom 
and began plucking it. She had not taken more than three 
flowerets when by her side up started young Tamlane.

“Where come ye from, Tamlane, Tamlane?” Burd Janet 
said, “and why have you been away so long?”
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“From Elfiand I come,” said young Tamlane. “The Queen 
of Elfland has made me her knight.”

“But how did you get there, Tamlane?” said Burd Janet.
“I was hunting one day, and as I rode widershins round 

yon hill, a deep drowsiness fell upon me, and when I awoke, 
behold! I was in Elfland. Fair is that land and gay, and fain 
would I stop but for thee and one other thing. Every seven 
years the Elves pay their tithe to the Nether world, and for 
all the queen makes much of me, I fear it is myself that will 
be the tithe.”

“Oh, can you not be saved? Tell me if aught I can do will 
save you, Tamlane?”

“One only thing is there for my safety. Tomorrow night 
is Hallowe’en, and the fairy court will then ride through 
England and Scotland, and if you would borrow me from 
Elfland you must take your stand by Miles Cross between 
twelve and one o’ the night, and with holy water in your 
hand you must cast a compass all around you.”

“But how shall I know you, Tamlane?” quoth Burd Janet, 
“amid so many knights I’ve ne’er seen before?”

“The first court of Elves that come by let pass. The next 
court you shall pay reverence to, but do naught nor say aught. 
But the third court that comes by is the chief court of them, 
and at the head rides the Queen of all Elfland. And I shall ride 
by her side upon a milk-white steed with a star in my crown; 
they give me this honour as being a christened knight. Watch 
my hands, Janet, the right one will be gloved but the left one 
will be bare, and by that token you will know me.”
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“But how to save you, Tamlane?” quoth Burd Janet.
“You must spring upon me suddenly, and I will fall to 

the ground. Then seize me quick, and whatever change befall 
me, for they will exercise all their magic on me, cling hold to 
me till they turn me into red-hot iron. Then cast me into this 
pool and I will be turned back into a mother-naked man. 
Cast then your green mantle over me, and I shall be yours, 
and be of the world again.”

So Burd Janet promised to do all for Tamlane, and next 
night at midnight she took her stand by Miles Cross and cast 
a compass round her with holy water.

Soon there came riding by the Elfin court, first over the 
mound went a troop on black steeds, and then another troop 
on brown. But in the third court, all on milk-white steeds, 
she saw the Queen of Elfiand, and by her side a knight with 
a star in his crown, with right hand gloved and the left bare. 
Then she knew this was her own Tamlane, and springing 
forward she seized the bridle of the milk-white steed and 
pulled its rider down. And as soon as he had touched the 
ground she let go the bridle and seized him in her arms.

“He’s won, he’s won amongst us all,” shrieked out the 
eldritch crew, and all came around her and tried their spells 
on young Tamlane.

First they turned him in Janet’s arms like frozen ice, 
then into a huge flame of roaring fire. Then, again, the fire 
vanished and an adder was skipping through her arms, but 
still she held on; and then they turned him into a snake that 
reared up as if to bite her, and yet she held on. Then suddenly 
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a dove was struggling in her arms, and almost flew away. 
Then they turned him into a swan, but all was in vain, till at 
last he was turned into a red-hot glaive, and this she cast into 
a well of water and then he turned back into a mother-naked 
man. She quickly cast her green mantle over him, and young 
Tamlane was Burd Janet’s for ever.

Then sang the Queen of Elfiand as the court turned away 
and began to resume its march:

“She that has borrowed young Tamlane
Has gotten a stately groom,
She’s taken away my bonniest knight,
Left nothing in his room.

“But had I known, Tamlane, Tamlane,
A lady would borrow thee,
I’d hae ta’en out thy two grey eyne,
Put in two eyne of tree.

“Had I but known, Tamlane, Tamlane,
Before we came from home,
I’d hae ta’en out thy heart o’ flesh,
Put in a heart of stone.

“Had I but had the wit yestreen
That I have got today,
I’d paid the Fiend seven times his teind
Ere you’d been won away.’
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And then the Elfin court rode away, and Burd Janet and 
young Tamlane went their way homewards and were soon 
after married after young Tamlane had again been sained by 
the holy water and made Christian once more.

———

*NOTE: Mr. Jones sanitized his prose version of the old ballad. 
Most versions—and there are many—start with a warning 
that Tam Lin will demand either the virginity or some other 
valuable possession from any maiden who ventured into the 
woods of Carterhaugh. Nevertheless, a maiden goes there 
and picks a double rose. Tam confronts her and asks why 
she has taken the rose and come to Carterhaugh without 
his permission. She replies she owns the place; her father 
has given it to her. Although the ballad does not describe 
what happens next, we can guess as the no-longer-a-maiden 
returns home and discovers she is pregnant.

The best known and probably the earliest version of 
the ballad was published as “#39A” in The English and 
Scottish Popular Ballads, 1882-1898 by Francis James Child. 
It is included here with the addition of a final verse from 
“#39B.” 

Although it may seem difficult reading at first, most of the 
ballad is clear enough if you think of a Scottish brogue:  “nane 
that gae” is “none that go,” “aboon” is “above,” “brooded” is 
“braided,” etc. I supplied a few parenthetical translations for 
words that are not as easy to interpret.—PRLG
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O I forbid you, maidens a’,
That wear gowd (gold) on your hair,
To come or gae by Carterhaugh,
For young Tam Lin is there.

There’s nane that gaes by Carterhaugh
But they leave him a wad (something of value),
Either their rings, or green mantles,
Or else their maidenhead.

Janet has kilted her green kirtle
A little aboon her knee,
And she has broded her yellow hair
A little aboon her bree (eyebrow),
And she’s awa to Carterhaugh
As fast as she can hie.

When she came to Carterhaugh
Tam Lin was at the well,
And there she fand his steed standing,
But away was himsel.

She had na pu’d (not pulled) a double rose,
A rose but only twa (two),
Till upon then started young Tam Lin,
Says, Lady, thou’s pu nae mae (more).

Why pu’s thou the rose, Janet,
And why breaks thou the wand (stem)?
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Or why comes thou to Carterhaugh
Withoutten my command?

“Carterhaugh, it is my own,
My daddy gave it me,
I’ll come and gang by Carterhaugh,
And ask nae leave at thee.”

Janet has kilted her green kirtle
A little aboon her knee,
And she has broded her yellow hair
A little aboon her bree,
And she is to her father’s ha (hall),
As fast as she can hie.

Four and twenty ladies fair
Were playing at the ba (ball—as in a game),
And out then came the fair Janet,
The flower among them a’.

Four and twenty ladies fair
Were playing at the chess,
And out then came the fair Janet,
As green as onie glass.

Out then spake an auld grey knight,
Lay oer the castle wa,
And says, Alas, fair Janet, for thee,
But we’ll be blamed a’.
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“Haud your tongue, ye auld fac’d knight,
Some ill death may ye die!
Father my bairn on whom I will,
I’ll father none on thee.”

Out then spak her father dear,
And he spak meek and mild,
“And ever alas, sweet Janet,” he says,
“I think thou gaes wi child (goes with child—pregnant).”

“If that I gae wi child, father,
Mysel maun (must) bear the blame,
There’s neer a laird about your ha,
Shall get the bairn’s name.

“If my love were an earthly knight,
As he’s an elfin grey,
I wad na gie my ain true-love
For nae lord that ye hae.

“The steed that my true love rides on
Is lighter than the wind,
Wi siller he is shod before,
Wi burning gowd behind.”

Janet has kilted her green kirtle
A little aboon her knee,
And she has broded her yellow hair
A little aboon her bree,
And she’s awa to Carterhaugh
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As fast as she can hie.
When she came to Carterhaugh,
Tam Lin was at the well,
And there she fand his steed standing,
But away was himsel.

She had na pu’d a double rose,
A rose but only twa,
Till up then started young Tam Lin,
Says, Lady, thou pu’d nae mae.

“Why pu’s thou the rose, Janet,
Amang the groves sae green,
And a’ to kill the bonny babe
That we gat us between?”

“O tell me, tell me, Tam Lin,” she says,
“For’s sake that died on tree,
If eer ye was in holy chapel,
Or Christendom did see?”

“Roxbrugh he was my grandfather,
Took me with him to bide
And ance (perchance) it fell upon a day
That wae did me betide.

“And ance it fell upon a day
A cauld day and a snell (windy),
When we were frae the hunting come,
That frae my horse I fell,
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The Queen o’ Fairies she caught me,
In yon green hill do dwell.
“And pleasant is the fairy land,
But, an eerie tale to tell,
Ay at the end of seven years,
We pay a tiend (tithe)to hell,
I am sae fair and fu o flesh,
I’m feard it be mysel.

“But the night is Halloween, lady,
The morn is Hallowday,
Then win me, win me, an ye will,
For weel I wat ye may.

“Just at the mirk (dark) and midnight hour
The fairy folk will ride,
And they that wad their true-love win,
At Miles Cross they maun bide.”
“But how shall I thee ken, Tam Lin,
Or how my true-love know,
Amang sa mony unco (unknown) knights,
The like I never saw?”

“O first let pass the black, lady,
And syne (then) let pass the brown,
But quickly run to the milk-white steed,
Pu ye his rider down.
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“For I’ll ride on the milk-white steed,
And ay nearest the town,
Because I was an earthly knight
They gie me that renown.
“My right hand will be gloved, lady,
My left hand will be bare,
Cockt up shall my bonnet be,
And kaimed down shall my hair,
And thae’s the takens (tokens) I gie thee,
Nae doubt I will be there.

“They’ll turn me in your arms, lady,
Into an esk (newt) and adder (snake),
But hold me fast, and fear me not,
I am your bairn’s father.

“They’ll turn me to a bear sae grim,
And then a lion bold,
But hold me fast, and fear me not,
And ye shall love your child.

“Again they’ll turn me in your arms
To a red het gand of airn (hot eod of iron),
But hold me fast, and fear me not,
I’ll do you nae harm.

“And last they’ll turn me in your arms
Into the burning gleed (burning coal or wand) ,
Then throw me into well water,
O throw me in with speed.
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“And then I’ll be your ain true-love,
I’ll turn a naked knight,
Then cover me wi your green mantle,
And hide me out o sight.”
Gloomy, gloomy was the night,
And eerie was the way,
As fair Jenny in her green mantle
To Miles Cross she did gae.

At the mirk and midnight hour
She heard the bridles sing,
She was as glad at that
As any earthly thing.
First she let the black pass by,
And syne she let the brown,
But quickly she ran to the milk-white steed,
And pu’d the rider down.

Sae weel she minded what he did say,
And young Tam Lin did win,
Syne covered him wi her green mantle,
As blythe’s a bird in spring

Out then spak the Queen o Fairies,
Out of a bush o broom,
“Them that has gotten young Tam Lin
Has gotten a stately-groom.”

Out then spak the Queen o Fairies,
And an angry woman was she,
“Shame betide her ill-far’d face,
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And an ill death may she die,
For she’s taen awa the bonniest knight
In a’ my companie.
“But had I kend (known), Tam Lin,” said she,
“What now this night I see,
I wad hae taen out thy twa grey een (eye),
And put in twa een o tree.”

“Had I but kend, Thomas,” she says,
I Before I came frae hame,
I had taen out that heart o flesh,
Put in a heart o stane.”

The End




