
Ludwig Bechstein: Book of German Legends 
 

[This is work in progress. Titles in italics have yet to be typed up. When complete, 

almost 600 of the original 1,000 legends will have been translated.] 

 

From: Legends of Thuringia: 

➢ The Carpenter-Journeyman’s Axe 

➢ The Pious Baker 

 

From: Book of German Legends: 

1. Of the German River Rhine (1) 

2. The Origin of the Swiss (2) 

3. The Legend of Tell (6) 

4. Of Dragons and Lindworms (14) 

5. Winkelried and the Lindworm (15) 

6. Kastelen Alpine Pasture (16) 

7. Blümelis Alpine Pasture (17) 

8. The Everlasting Jew on the Matterhorn (18) 

9. The Paradise of Animals (20) 

10.  The Devil’s Bridge (21) 

11.  Besserstein (23) 

12.  The Kreuzliberg (24) 

13.  The Bell-Clocks of Basle (26) 

14.  The Snake-Maiden in the Heathens’ Hole near Augst (27) 

15.  The Origin of the Zähringer (30) 

16.  The Toad-Chair (32) 

17.  The Mill Bear (33) 

18.  The Cathedral Clock (37) 
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19.  Strasbourg Shoot and Zürich Porridge (38) 

20.  The Little Dog of Bretten (39) 

21.  Barbarossa at Kaiserslautern (41) 

22.  The Princess of the Rhine (48) 

23.  Siegenheim (50) 

24.  Jetta’s Hill and King’s Chair (51) 

25.  St. Catherine’s Glove (52) 

26.  The Departure of Rodensteiner (53) 

27.  Eginhart and Emma (54) 

28.  The Windeckers (55) 

29.  The Meadow-Maiden and the Sneezes (58) 

30.  The Sunken Convent (59) 

31.  Hatto, Heriger, and Willigis (63) 

32.  Heinrich Frauenlob’s Funeral (65) 

33.  Of Eschenheim Tower (69) 

34.  The Devil’s Road at Falkenstein (70) 

35.  Blood Lime (72) 

36.  God’s Distress (73) 

37.  Räderberg (74) 

38.  The Whispering Voice (75) 

39.  The Live Coals (76) 

40.  A Dove Gives Sign of Death (77) 

41.  The Ape at Dhaun (78) 

42.  The Priest’s Cap (79) 

43.  The Boot Full of Wine (80) 
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44.  The Wild Huntsman (81) 

45.  The Founding of Spanheim (82) 

46.  The Graves of the Saints (84) 

47.  Metz Declines to Dance (85) 

48.  The Devil’s Confederate in Virdung (86) 

49.  The Faithful Wife Florentina (87) 

50.  The Age of Trier (88) 

51.  Saint Arnulf’s Ring (89) 

52.  Saint Genoveva (92) 

53.  The Seven Sisters (94) 

54.  The Sky-Bridge (101) 

55.  The Prisoners at Altenahr (102) 

56.  Of Siebengebürg (103) 

57.  Rolandseck (104) 

58.  The Last Crop (106) 

59.  The Legend of Cologne Cathedral (114) 

60.  Albertus Magnus (115) 

61.  Herry Gryn and the Lion (116) 

62.  The Horses out the Luthern (117) 

63.  The Wood Ridden Around (118) 

64.  The Humpbacked Musicians at the Fishmarket (129) 

65.  The Flying Dutchman (130) 

66.  Saint Remaclus’s Foot at Spa (131) 

67.  The Sleeping Children (132) 

68.  The Dead Men in Louvain (134) 
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69.  The Swan Knight (135) 

70.  Gelre, Gelre! (136) 

71.  The Giant’s Hand-Throwing (137) 

72.  Herr Lem (138) 

73.  Gangolf’s Well (139) 

74.  Isabelline (140) 

75.  Doctor Faust and his Devil Jost (141) 

76.  Of the Magician Agrippa (142) 

77.  Jean de Nivelles’s Dog (143) 

78.  St. John’s Apples (144) 

79.  The Eternal Hunter (146) 

80.  The Malicious Spirits Lodder and Long Wapper (148) 

81.  The Mahr (Night-Mare) (150) 

82.  The Klabautermannikins (151) 

83.  Flerus the Nix (152) 

84.  The Mermaids (153) 

85.  The Origin of Stavoren (155) 

86.  The Wonder-Grain of Stavoren and the Lady’s Sand (158) 

87.  The Fall of Stavoren (159) 

88.  The Seven Mermen (160) 

89.  The Conversion of the Friesians (161) 

90.  Wittekind’s Baptism (162) 

91.  Frederick the Lion-Vanquisher (164) 

92.  The Dwarf-Folk in Osenberg (165) 

93.  Mannigfual (170) 
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94.  The Money-Spring (171) 

95.  The Battle on the Thousand-Devils’-Embankment (174) 

96.  The Wild Huntsman in Dithmarschen (176) 

97.  Wode (178) 

98.  The Subterraneans (179) 

99.  The Kielkröpfe (180) 

100. Swordman (184) 

101. Black Maggie and the Danevirke (185) 

102. Princess Thyra (186) 

103. The Wandering Death’s Head (188) 

104. The People of Rungholt on Nordstrand (191) 

105. The True-Hearted Old Woman (192) 

106. Faithful Master, Faithful Man (193) 

107. The Nocturnal Wedding Ceremony (195) 

108. Rapid Rider Death (196) 

109. The Pirates (198) 

110. The Bell of Krempen (199) 

111. Ducks Give Sign of Murder (200) 

112. The Hand out of the Grave (202) 

113. Bishop Blücher (203) 

114. The Dead Man’s Guest (204) 

115. Till Eulenspiegel’s Grave (205) 

116. The Three Masters (207) 

117. The Rose of Rabundus (208) 

118. Pape Döne’s Glockenspiel (211) 
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119. The Ages-Old Woman (212) 

120. The Princess’s Dream (214) 

121. The Devil’s Grid (215) 

122. The English Sweat (216) 

123. The Guest of the Whitsun-Dancer (218) 

124. The Corn-Usurer’s Guest (219) 

125. Saint Nicholas in Greifswald (222) 

126. Vineta (223) 

127. Julin (225) 

128. King Widewuto Sacrifices Himself (228) 

129. Saint Adalbert (229) 

130. The Right to Amber (231) 

131. The Nixie of Nidden (232) 

132. The Glomssack of Memel (233) 

133. The Castellan (234) 

134. The Flying Dead (236) 

135. Battle in Fog (238) 

136. The King in the Mountain (239) 

137. Danzig (240) 

138. The Church of Our Lady at Danzig (241) 

139. The Spring in Heiligenbrunn (242) 

140. Hel (243) 

141. Werewolves, Vampires, and Subterraneans (244) 

142. The Blue Sleeve (245) 

143. The Twelve Johns (246) 
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144. Beaked Shoes (247) 

145. The Treasure-Hunting Monks (248) 

146. Judoc’s Oak (249) 

147. The Hunger-Dungeon in Tapiau (250) 

148. The Castle-Mountain near Kreuzburg (251) 

149. The Barstukken (257) 

150. The Buttermilk Tower (263) 

151. The Ghosts on Christburg (265) 

152. The Parish Church at Kulm (268) 

153. The Women of Kulm (269) 

154. Swentipol’s Joke (270) 

155. A Thief Saves Thorn (272) 

156. The Kobolds (274) 

157. Hinzelmann (275) 

158. The Count of Hoya (276) 

159. Grinkensmith (277) 

160. Hunters’ Tricks (278) 

161. Spinster Eli (279) 

162. The Three Imposts (280) 

163. Köterberg (284) 

164. Triangular Wewelsburg (287) 

165. The Casting of the Bell at Attendorn (288) 

166. The Golden Skittle (292) 

167. The Children of Hamelin (294) 

168. The Gifts of St. Vitus (295) 
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169. Angels and Lilies (296) 

170. The Lady of Willberg (297) 

171. The Nag from the Lake (298) 

172. The Dwarves’ Cradle (301) 

173. The Bride-Stone (302) 

174. The Wailer (303) 

175. God’s War (307) 

176. Hatty (310) 

177. Of Henry the Lion (312) 

178. The Dead Bride (313) 

179. The Dancers of Colbek (314) 

180. The Count in Fire (316) 

181. Hackelnberg and Trump-Ursula (317) 

182. The Elbe-Maiden (323) 

183. Portents of War (325) 

184. Magical Illusion (326) 

185. Capistranus’s Cardinal’s Pear (327) 

186. Isern-Snip (329) 

187. The Stick Full of Ducats (331) 

188. Tetzel and the Knight (332) 

189. The Spinning-Girl in the Moon (333) 

190. Arendsee (334) 

191. Mother Emerentia (335) 

192. The Black Days of Osterburg (336) 

193. The Fiddler in the Surplice (340) 
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194. Dogs Spurn Bread (342) 

195. The Desolate Towers (344) 

196. The Death-Bell (346) 

197. The Lady of Alvensleben (347) 

198. The Nobility of the Marches (348) 

199. The Lady of Wittenberg (349) 

200. The Grave of Remus (351) 

201. The Walled-up Gates (352) 

202. Rats Driven Away (353) 

203. Snakes Driven Away (354) 

204. The Silent Frogs (355) 

205. Tegel’s Haunted (356) 

206. Sorceresses in Berlin (357) 

207. Strong Jochem (361) 

208. The Great Lottery-Ticket (362) 

209. The Adam’s Dancers (365) 

210. The Strawbridge (366) 

211. The Mannikin on his Back (370) 

212. The Devil’s Horseshoe (371) 

213. The Devil, a Counsel (372) 

214. The Last Farthing (373) 

215. Luck in the Well (374) 

216. The Green and the Withered Lime-Trees (381) 

217. Castle Plesse (383) 

218. The Quiet Folk of Plesse (384) 
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219. The Thresher and the Dwarf (386) 

220. Count Isang (387) 

221. The Mines at St. Andreasberg (392) 

222. The Ghost of Scharzfels (393) 

223. The Nixie and the Weingartenloch (394) 

224. Of Walkenried Abbey (395) 

225. The Last Count of Klettenberg (397) 

226. The Well-Ghost at Regenstein (401) 

227. Horse-Step and Cret-Slough (403) 

228. The Silver Spring (404) 

229. Falkenstein and Tidian (406) 

230. Ancestral Castle Anhalt (411) 

231. Doctor Faust at Anhalt (412) 

232. That is the Man’s Field (413) 

233. Castle Mansfeld (414) 

234. The Ghosts at Arnstein (416) 

235. Nine Children at Once (417) 

236. The Ghostly Nun at Gehofen (419) 

237. The Eternal Raven (420) 

238. The Bishop’s Cat (421) 

239. Emperor Frederick (428) 

240. Mountain Abduction (430) 

241. Emperor Frederick’s Courtly Retinue (431) 

242. Howls and Cries (434) 

243. The King’s Adventure (444) 
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244. Herman of Treffurt (448) 

245. The Maiden’s Girdle (449) 

246. The Elbel (450) 

247. How the Wartburg was Built (451) 

248. The Blacksmith in Ruhla (452) 

249. The Nobles’ Field (453) 

250. The Living Wall (454) 

251. The Iron Landgrave’s Obsequies (455) 

252. How Reinhardsbrunn was Protected (456) 

253. Of the Hörseelenberg (457) 

254. The Iron Landgrave’s Soul (458) 

255. Of Lady Venus and the Wild Host (459) 

256. Of the Noble Knight Tannhäuser (460) 

257. Little Hatling (461) 

258. The War at the Wartburg (462) 

259. Master Klingsor Prophesies from the Stars (463) 

260. The Little Hungarian Bride (464) 

261. Saint Elizabeth (465) 

262. Saint Ludwig (466) 

263. Sophia’s Glove (467) 

264. The Bite on the Cheek (468) 

265. Frederick the Bitten’s Baptismal Ride (469) 

266. The Mystery Play (470) 

267. Junker Jörg (471) 

268. Monk and Nun (472) 
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269. The Nightmare as a Down-Feather (478) 

270. The Goat’s-Bone Cave (482) 

271. Snake Soup (483) 

272. Where the Dog Lies Buried (485) 

273. The White Lady of Tenneberg (487) 

274. The Hunter-Stone (493) 

275. The Cursed Village (498) 

276. Of a Miner and a Bride (499) 

277. Frau Holle and Faithful Eckart (501) 

278. The Fir Bush (502) 

279. Ebersdorf and Ebersgrund (504) 

280. The Dwarves of the Kammerlöcher (513) 

281. Doctor Luther Curses Singerberg Castle (515) 

282. Castle Greifenstein (520) 

283. The Dangerous Forfeit (522) 

284. The Foolish Musicians (523) 

285. Heilsberg (524) 

286. The Seeress of those about to Die (525) 

287. The Breakfast (526) 

288. The Hanging Oak (527) 

289. The Water-Sprite (528) 

290. The Changeling at Goßwitz (529) 

291. Church and Bridge for Money (531) 

292. The Maiden with the Beard (532) 

293. God’s Finger (535) 
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294. The Allotted Fortune (536) 

295. The Little Mouse (537) 

296. The Widow’s Curse (538) 

297. Wild Bertha (539) 

298. The Hatchet in the Head (540) 

299. Caraway Bread (547) 

300. The Hollow Bread (548) 

301. The Punished Maid (550) 

302. The Fodder-Kobold (552) 

303. The Little Builder-Man (553) 

304. Mountain-Spirits at Kamsdorf (554) 

305. The Bilwisses (555) 

306. The Bilsenschnitter’s Reward (556) 

307. The Devil’s Weir (559) 

308. The Dolls’ Pond (562) 

309. The Mill-Idol (564) 

310. Pumphut (566) 

311. Pumphut as Mill-Doctor (567) 

312. The Rattler (570) 

313. Dancing Cats (571) 

314. The Blue Mist (573) 

315. The Long Man in Hof (574) 

316. Prechta’s Beer (575) 

317. The Dimwit (580) 

318. The Town Piper of Orlamünde (581) 
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319. The Countess of Orlamünde (582) 

320. The Emblem of Kranichfeld Castle (584) 

321. Children’s Processions and Children’s Dances (588) 

322. The Count’s Saying (590) 

323. Doctor Faust’s Alley (591) 

324. The Flagellants (592) 

325. The Lazars (593) 

326. Short Shrift (594) 

327. The Tender Wolf (596) 

328. The Count of Gleichen (598) 

329. The Murder Garden (599) 

330. Herr Augustin (600) 

331. The Treasure at Castle Friedenstein (601) 

332. Floods in Thuringia (602) 

333. Nägelstätt Meadow (603) 

334. The Swedish Bell (605) 

335. The Christmas-Eve at Jena (608) 

336. The Students’ Passion (609) 

337. The Magic Apprentice (610) 

338. Doctor Faust in Auerbach’s Cellar (611) 

339. The Nixie Rivers near Leipzig (612) 

340. The Two Toads (617) 

341. Cursed to Stand (618) 

342. The Devil-Conjurers of Schneeberg (619) 

343. The Spirit ‘Little Cap’ (620) 
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344. The Judgement of God (621) 

345. The Monk’s Saying (622) 

346. Master Hämmerling (625) 

347. Cross and Chalice (627) 

348. The Officer-Cadet’s Leap (628) 

349. Hans Jagenteufel (629) 

350. The Crown of Roses (631) 

351. The Angry Cats (633) 

352. The Roving Boots (634) 

353. The Dwarves’ Prank (635) 

354. The Bride of Kynast (637) 

355. The Horoscope (638) 

356. Mountain-Spirit Rübezahl (640) 

357. Rübezahl’s Horses (643) 

358. Rübezahl’s Tree (644) 

359. A Silesian Boozer (645) 

360. Of Zobtenberg (648) 

361. The Councillor’s Head (649) 

362. The Manic Dancers at Reichenbach (651) 

363. Sagan’s Name (655) 

364. The Sisters of Troßky (659) 

365. The Child’s Prophecy (660) 

366. The Revenant Suicide (661) 

367. Red Lion (662) 

368. The Three Miners of Kuttenberg (663) 
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369. The Souls of the Drowned (665) 

370. The Wine-Barrel in Helfenstein (666) 

371. The Stone Bridal-Bed (667) 

372. The Devil’s Jaws (668) 

373. The Brothers Czech and Lech (670) 

374. Krok and his Daughters (671) 

375. Libussa (672) 

376. The Iron Table (673) 

377. Prague (674) 

378. Drahomira’s Column (678) 

379. The Prague Bridge and its Emblems (679) 

380. Adamites in Bohemia (680) 

381. Dog’s Baptism (681) 

382. Stinking Bombs (682) 

383. Sacred Soil (683) 

384. Ghost Army before Saaz (686) 

385. Bread Shoes and Roll Shoes (688) 

386. Hans Heiling’s Rock (691) 

387. The Dwarves’ Cave at Naila (694) 

388. The Ghosts’ Church at Ochsenkopf (698) 

389. The Hell at Rudolfstein (699) 

390. The Waldstein Brick (700) 

391. The File-Cutter of Weißdorf (701) 

392. The Ringing-Bell (702) 

393. The Lost Child (703) 
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394. The Silent Meadow (704) 

395. Eppella Geila (706) 

396. The Seer in Frankental (707) 

397. Lady Podica (708) 

398. The Shepherd’s Rope (709) 

399. The Unquiet Monk (710) 

400. The Sunken Church (712) 

401. The Poltergeist at Schwickershausen (719) 

402. The Golden Sword in Murder-Hill (721) 

403. Hearing the Clock Strike Twelve (723) 

404. The Mass of the Dead (726) 

405. Of the Furious Host (730) 

406. Of Grimmental (735) 

407. The Blossoming Prop (736) 

408. The Mother’s Prayer (737) 

409. Stone on the Heart (738) 

410. The Wasungen Follies (739) 

411. Stone from the Sky (740) 

412. The Buried Kobold (741) 

413. The Men in Flußberg (747) 

414. The Stone Cradle (751) 

415. The Finder of Fern-Seeds (753) 

416. The Butchers of Gerstungen (754) 

417. The Lady of Lindig (755) 

418. The Stream of Love (758) 
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419. Otto the Marksman (759) 

420. The Bad Wish (760) 

421. The Count of Ziegenhain (762) 

422. The Lady of Boineberg (763) 

423. The Last Mourning-Knight (765) 

424. The Statue of the Mother of God on the Rock (770) 

425. The Flying Boys (776) 

426. Cursed Dreistelz Castle (778) 

427. The Knights of Ebersberg (779) 

428. Mespelbrunn (786) 

429. The Yarn-Boiler (788) 

430. Schellenberg (789) 

431. The Abduction of the Boys in Spessart Forest (790) 

432. The Kettle-Drummer of Niklashausen (798) 

433. The Hounds of Collenberg (800) 

434. The Cross at Stein (805) 

435. The Hostess at ‘The Goose’ (806) 

436. A Statue of Christ Catches a Thief (807) 

437. The Church at Haug Abbey (808) 

438. The Merry Assizes (810) 

439. Owl Lays Ducats (814) 

440. The Zollner of the Hallburg (815) 

441. The Woman who Rose from the Dead (818) 

442. The Sharp Shears (820) 

443. The Sacred Salt-Rivers and the Salzburg Castles (821) 
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444. Of Theres Monastery and the Grave of Adalbert the Babenberger 

(822) 

445. The Knight’s Chapel in Haßfurt (823) 

446. Building the Church at Königsberg (824) 

447. The Knights of Altenstein (828) 

448. The Stettfeld Right to Reprimand (830) 

449. The Founding of Bamberg Cathedral (831) 

450. Cunigunde’s Ring (832) 

451. The Scales of Bamberg (833) 

452. Alberada (834) 

453. The Court at Burg-Ebrach (835) 

454. The Linden-Wreath of Seckendorf (836) 

455. The Stolen Host (838) 

456. The Sharp Edge (839) 

457. The Flight of Ravens (840) 

458. The Forest-Maidens (841) 

459. The Spinning-Girl (842) 

460. The Petersberg (843) 

461. The Miracles and Grave of Saint Sebald (845) 

462. The Devil’s Columns (846) 

463. Toad Mountain (851) 

464. Saint Emmeram (854) 

465. Emblems of Regensburg (855) 

466. Dollinger and Krako (856) 

467. Beautiful Mary (857) 
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468. Nattenburg (858) 

469. The Fool of Passau (859) 

470. Wolves Hanged (860) 

471. Wolffindis (861) 

472. Stockenfels (863) 

473. Juditha (864) 

474. Leuchtenberg (865) 

475. The Phantoms of the Wild Host (869) 

476. The Beetle (874) 

477. The Poor Soul (875) 

478. Joy Alley (876) 

479. A Children’s Pilgrimage (879) 

480. Our Lady at the Nettles (880) 

481. Our Lady at the Hare (881) 

482. The Three Strange Saints (882) 

483. Regiswindis (883) 

484. The Witch’s Fire (885) 

485. Wives’ Fidelity (887) 

486. The Maiden’s Grave (890) 

487. Notburga (891) 

488. The Raven at Stolzeneck (892) 

489. The Line of the Landschaden (893) 

490. Blower the Ghost (899) 

491. The Devil in Schiltach (901) 

492. The Count of Calw (905) 
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493. The Falkensteiner (906) 

494. Lady Wendilgard (908) 

495. Saint Meinrad (909) 

496. The Hohenzollers’ Hunter (912) 

497. The World’s Hunter (917) 

498. The Fetchers of Fern-seeds (919) 

499. The Little Woman of Rockert (920) 

500. The Furwoman (926) 

501. Castle Ghost Poppele (929) 

502. Discarded Coals (933) 

503. The Heiden [Heathens] (934) 

504. Our Lord’s Footprints (937) 

505. The Devil’s Mill and Weir (938) 

506. The Snake-King (941) 

507. The Four-Leaved Clover (944) 

508. Work by Moonlight (945) 

509. The Strawberries (946) 

510. Nicknames in Swabia (947) 

511. The Follies of Ganslosen (948) 

512. The Women’s Drink at Weilheim (951) 

513. The Horse-Saint (952) 

514. St. Andrew’s Eve (953) 

515. Knocking Nights (954) 

516. The Underwalkers (955) 

517. Of Noble Möringer (959) 
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518. Albertus Magnus at Lauingen (962) 

519. The Worth of an Our Father (966) 

520. The Abbot of Kalbsangst (968) 

521. Plague-Dance at Immenstadt (969) 

522. The Founding of Ettal (970) 

523. The Faggot Mill (972) 

524. Of the Church of Our Lady at Münich (973) 

525. Devout Barbara (976) 

526. Love Finds Her Ways (978) 

527. The Little Meadow-Pasture Woman (980) 

528. The Iced-Over Alpine Pasture (981) 

529. The Tailor of Unken (983) 

530. Stone Agnes (984) 

531. The Dwellers in Untersberg (985) 

532. Ghosts’ Mass (988) 

533. The Lost Hunter (989) 

534. The Spikes of Gold (990) 

535. Giants and Wild Women in the Untersberg (991) 

536. Golden Coals (994) 

537. Juvavia (995) 

538. Murder Meadow (996) 

539. The Three Virgins (997) 

540. The Saltmen at Dürrenberg (998) 

541. King Watzmann (1000) 
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Legends of Thuringia 

The Carpenter-Journeyman’s Axe 

In the small country-town of Reichenbach, near Elsterberg and Greiz, a 

new house was being fitted up with its carpentry-work. The journeymen 

worked with a will, the client supplied beer and spirits galore, the roof truss 

was on the point of completion, and the local poet laureate was standing 

ready with the bouquet he was to place on the gable. Then it so happened 

that another journeyman, just as he was about to give the final blow with his 

axe poll on the peg that joins the gable beams, lost his balance, swayed, 

and could not stop himself from plunging down. Fortunately, he did not lose 

his head with his balance, but rather gave thought to his salvation while 

falling, and with tremendous power he struck the axe, which he still held 

gripped in his hand, so firmly into a beam that he stayed there, hanging 

from it, and won himself time to cling on with his feet. No one could take the 

axe back out of the beam, and so it remained there as an emblem when the 

house was subsequently completed. It was shown to every stranger, and 

the carpenters were proud of the strength and the presence of mind of their 

comrade. The axe was to be seen for many years, until an unfortunate fire 

struck Reichenbach and consumed that house also, together with the 

carpenter-journeyman’s axe. 

 

The Pious Baker 

 In the monastery at Reinhardsbrunn, when it was in its heyday, there 

lived a pious baker by the name of Wolfhart (Wolfheart), who was quite the 

opposite of his name, neither a ravenous wolf, as so many of his calling are, 
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nor hard of heart towards the poor. There began a time of severe dearth 

and famine, and beggars thronged in unusually large numbers to ask alms 

of the monastery. The Abbot of the monastery had, a long time before, 

assigned to the baker the distribution of that bread allocated to the poor, his 

probity, devoutness, and brotherly love being known to him; now as he saw 

the baker distributing far more bread than usual, and letting no beggar pass 

out of the monastery gate without alms, so the Abbot was afraid that, with 

the current shortage of grain, the cloister itself might come to suffer lack of 

food in the end, and he spoke about this to the baker, who calmly replied: 

“We have plenty of grain and need not worry.” All the same, the Abbot 

enjoined the utmost thrift on the baker, and ordained that the poor be 

provided with food only on fixed days – but on the very next day, which was 

not one of the days appointed, the Abbot saw the master baker, with 

bulging coat-flaps full of bread, crossing the courtyard and striding towards 

the gate where the poor were waiting. The Abbot swiftly accosted him, as 

Landgrave Ludwig had in former times to saintly Elizabeth, with the 

question: “What are you carrying?” – “Shavings! Good Father Abbot!” the 

baker replied. Then the Abbot jerked his coat-flaps open – and 

wood-shavings fell out. But the worried Abbot now went in person to the 

corn-loft, and he was not a little startled when he found it almost empty, and 

with so little provision that it could not possibly suffice for the cloister, even if 

no bread at all were given to the poor. Deeply incensed, the Abbot now 

summoned the baker to his presence and scolded him severely, and told 

him the corn-loft was almost empty, and asked where he was thinking of 

going? Whence would he obtain grain for bread? – The pious baker 
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listened to the Abbot’s reprimand in all patience and then said: “Good 

Father Abbot, I can’t believe it!” – “Than you shall see it, follow me!” – the 

Abbot commanded, and Brother Granary-Keeper had to go up once more 

and open the corn-loft. And there was grain galore, sack after sack, enough 

for many a year and almost for half the land. The Abbot could hardly believe 

his eyes; raising his hands in prayer and praise, he said to the master 

baker: “Brother, you should be Abbot of the monastery, for your faith is 

mightier than mine. Rule in both offices, and be blessed!” 

 

Book of German Legends 

 

Of the German River Rhine (1) 

 Holy waters flow from the heavenly mountains, as it is sung in the 

Edda, the ancient song of the gods1; and so does the Rhine, the sacred 

river of the German Fatherland, flow down from the Gottesberg, from 

palaces of ice, from the bosom of the Alps, as a river of blessing. Long ago, 

the ancients said of it: “The Danube is the Lady of all waters, but the Rhine 

can certainly be her husband with all honour” – and the first inhabitants on 

the riverbanks deemed its water to be so miraculous that they gave 

newborn children over to it to test for legitimate or illegitimate birth. The 

current bore legitimate descendants gently to the bank, but illegitimate ones 

he drew down below his surface with turbulent waves and rushing eddies, 

as a wrathful avenger and judge of unchastity, and drowned them. Other 

residents offered the sacred river their most treasured possession, horses, 

 
1 The Elder Edda, or Poetic Edda, in the first stanza of ‘The First Lay of Helgi Hundingsbane.’ 
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as a sacrifice. The Rhine plunges down with youthful impetuosity, free and 

unfettered, through the alpine valley gorges of Hohenrätien, surrounded by 

a free mountain people who, in former days, broke the hard and heavy 

shackles that chafed and oppressed them. At that time, a castellan at 

Castle Bärenburg forced the peasants to eat from a trough with the pigs, 

another at Fardün drove flocks into their fields of crops to graze, and others 

committed yet other heinous deeds. Then the men of Hohenrätien 

assembled, old men with greybeards, and held a council in the grey of night 

under the grey Alps. On a meadow surrounded by walls of rock, not far from 

Tovanosa, nails can supposedly still be seen in crevices of the rock on 

which the greybeards, the elders of the village, hung their bread-bags. And 

they next assembled in Bruns, in front of St. Anne’s Chapel under the open 

sky, under the great lime-tree, after the custom of their fathers, and swore 

to the alliance which gave the old land a new name, the name Graubünden, 

and they swore that this alliance should continue as long as valleys and 

ridges persist. Old songs about this are still sung in the land of the 

covenanters. 

 Emperor Maximilian jokingly named the River Rhine the Long 

Priest’s Alley, on account of the numerous and greatly renowned Bishoprics 

and Prince-Bishoprics2 on its banks, and he called Chur [Coire] the highest 

diocese, Constance the largest, Basle the merriest, Strasbourg the noblest, 

Speier the most reverent, Worms the poorest, Mainz the most worthy, and 

Cologne the richest. 

 

 
2 In a Prince-Bishopric (Hochstift), the Bishop had secular as well as spiritual jurisdiction, unlike 
in a Bishopric (Bistum). 
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The Origin of the Swiss (2) 

 In olden times, even before Switzerland was populated and 

cultivated, a strong and numerous tribe resided in east and west Friesia 

and in the land of Sweden, and a great dearth and grievous scarcity came 

upon this tribe. The communities then decided that, their people being too 

populous, a group should emigrate month after month, and these were to 

be chosen by drawing lots. He on whom the lot fell had to depart, on pain of 

death, be he high or low, and take his wife and children. When this proved 

to be of no avail in obviating the want, it was further decided that one man 

in ten should be chosen by lot and move away every week. This happened, 

and some six thousand Swedes departed, and twelve hundred Friesians 

with them, and they appointed leaders whose names were Suiter, Swey 

and Josius, others being Restius, Rumo and Ladislaus. They travelled up 

the Rhine in ships and had many a battle to come through on the way; 

finally, they came into a land called the Brochen- or Brockengebirg (as the 

Harz Forest also has a Brockenberg), and in that place God blessed them 

with meads and meadows, and they settled and spread throughout the land, 

working and creating. One part of them moved into Bruneck, another to the 

Aar. A group of Swedes who came from the town of Hasle (it belongs to the 

Danes now) built Hasli and lived there under their leader, Hasius. Restius 

built Castle Resty near Meiringen and lived there, while Swey and Suiter 

gave Switzerland and its people their national name. they also gained the 

land of Berne, and they were a loyal and obedient people who wore ticken 

clothes and fed on meat, milk and cheese, for there was not yet much fruit 

in the land at that time. They were strong people, like giants, and powerful, 
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and rooting out woods was as easy to them as fiddling to a fiddler. There 

are still old songs about this, which tell how a number of them went to 

Rome under the leaders Ladislaus and Suiter and bravely assisted the 

Roman Emperor against an incursion of heathens, and how both leaders 

received a standard from the Emperor, an eagle and a bear, a red cross, 

and a white one on the eagle’s crown, and they carried these emblems into 

their new homeland. To this day, the alpine-herds swap stories on the 

mountains of how their forefathers came into the land and how the 

mountains were inhabited sooner than the valleys. It was a later, younger 

generation who cultivated the valley floors, as has also occurred in other 

mountainous countries. 

 

The Legend of Tell (6) 

 Songs and chronicles of Switzerland praise Tell as the liberator from 

hard and heavy oppression, as the creator of freedom for the Swiss; and 

his fame has rung out in every land, and it will live on forever and cannot be 

effaced. 

 This happened in the times when Emperor Albert of Austria3 ruled. 

He was a severe and violent lord and sought to augment his land; so he 

bought many towns, boroughs, and castles in Switzerland, and appointed 

governors in them to rule in his name. However, three Swiss towns and 

cantons wished to have no truck with the Austrian, so the Emperor sent two 

noble messengers to them, the Lord of Liechtenstein and the Lord of 

Ochsenstein, and it was their task to declare to the people of these places 

 
33 Albrecht I von Habsburg (1255-1308). 
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that they really should place themselves under Austria’s protection and 

shelter, then they could take on and defy the whole world; if they did not 

wish this, however, then the Austrian would be their enemy, and they should 

expect nothing good from him. But then the men of Schwyz spoke: “Dear 

sirs, we are perfectly willing to oblige and serve the House of Austria with 

honour, but we do want to keep our old freedom, which no Prince or Duke 

has ever yet encroached upon.” At these words, the envoys hastily 

departed and rode directly to Uri and Unterwalden, where, they thought, 

they would quickly gain the bride; but it turned out completely differently, for 

the three towns had already formed a confederation and sworn an oath to 

faithfully hold together. They also said that their freedom had been 

confirmed by written deeds from Emperor Frederick the Hohenstaufer and 

Rudolph the Habsburger, and so the envoys rode away, their mission 

unaccomplished. Shortly afterwards, Albert of Austria sent two governors 

called Grißler and Landenberger. Grißler was to be magistrate in Schwyz 

and Uri, and Landenberger in Unterwalden, but they were to show 

themselves to be kind and amiable at the beginning, to see if this goodness 

might move the hearts of the people; but the latter would not be moved, and 

so the governors received the order to harass and harry the peasants in 

every conceivable way. And when this happened, the people sent 

messengers with complaints to Albert, but he would not allow them into his 

presence. Now the envoys went to the Emperor’s counsellors and asked 

them, cordially and earnestly, to hinder and prevent the governors’ wanton 

behaviour and exactions, and stated that they were oppressing the people 

with new and outrageous imposts. But the counsellors said, “You men are 
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yourselves to blame for all the ill. Why would you not give yourselves into 

our lord’s grace, protection and shelter? If you had done so, you would 

have ease and blessed peace now.” So the envoys headed home sad and 

forlorn and told their people the bad tidings. 

 At that time, there lived in Unterwalden a most honest man, who was 

never guilty of disloyalty, for whom Landenberger harboured a particular 

hatred, and his name was Heinrich im Melchtal an der Halde. Landenberger, 

who had his seat at Castle Sarnen, sent one of his servants to him with the 

order to unyoke Melchtal’s oxen from the plough. The servant obeyed 

forthwith and made ready to take the man’s oxen away from the plough. 

Heinrich im Melchtal said, “Desist, I’m keeping my oxen. If I’ve done 

anything punishable, I should be summoned and judged.” The servant said, 

“Peasant, I’m doing my lord’s command, ask him the reason yourself! You 

peasants are oxen enough to pull the plough yourselves.” The old man’s 

young son, called Arnold, heard these malicious words, and swiftly seizing 

a stick, he broke one of the servant’s fingers in two, and that made an end 

of his oxen-unyoking. The servant ran away to report the deed to the 

governor, and young Arnold im Melchtal fled to Uri. Landenberger had 

Heinrich im Melchtal brought before him at once and desired to learn his 

son’s whereabouts from him. Now as the old man either would not say or 

did not know whither his son had fled, Landenberger had both his eyes 

gouged out, seized his estate, and drove him into penury. At Roßberg 

Castle, Landenberger had a prefect resident called von Wolffen, another 

one of the oppressors, and he came to Konrad von Baumgarten’s dwelling 

where he met, as he had known he would, not the man but his pious and 
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beautiful wife, whom he especially lusted after. While dismounting from his 

horse, he called to her too look around for a tub and prepare him a bath, for 

he was uncommonly hot from riding hard. And when he was in the bath, he 

told her to get in beside him. She made as if to obey, going outside to take 

off her petticoats first, but then she left him there and ran forthwith to the 

nearby forest where her husband was chopping wood. He had just finished 

for the day, and came towards her with his axe; and after hearing her 

complain of her plight, he said, “I’ll bless the bather’s bath for him” and ran 

down a path close by – found Wolffen still in the tub, awaiting the wife – and 

gave him such a blow on the bonce with his axe that his head split asunder. 

 Governor Grißler, who had his seat in Uri, began to build a new 

castle on a hill over Altdorf, which was to be called Zwing Uri under die 

Stegen, specifically to torment and provoke the people of the land; and 

because Grißler knew that he was hated by all, and conjectured that some 

secret plot against him might already be brewing, he had a high pole 

erected in an open space where everyone walked past, with a hat on top of 

it, and he gave the order that everyone, whoever they be, was to show the 

hat reverence by bowing and taking off their own hat, as if it were the 

governor himself, and he had spies secretly watch to see if anyone did not 

do this and refused to make the salutation. Then he rode towards Schwyz 

and came by Stein, where a most pious man lived, called Werner von 

Stauffacher, and he had built a new house on the site of his old one not long 

previously. Now as the governor was riding past, he asked, “Whom does 

this belong to?” Stauffacher, wishing to be properly polite, did not say it 

belonged to him, but answered: “To my Emperor, and you, Lord Governor, I 
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hold it in fief from you!” But the Governor snapped a rebuke at Stauffacher: 

“I am here, representing the Emperor! Did you ask for permission to build 

this? No! And do you peasants not build houses fit for lords to live in? I’ll 

soon put a stop to that!” And having said this, he rode grimly away. 

Stauffacher was sorely pained by these words, but his prudent wife 

comforted him and told him to go and check with other friends if this was 

happening throughout the land, and to consult with them so that it 

happened nomore. Then Werner von Stauffacher went to Uri, to a friend 

called Walter Fürst, and he found Arnold im Melchtal in his house, who was 

still on the run. And the three of them held counsel together and agreed that 

they would seek out other loyal and trustworthy men and conclude an 

alliance with them against the tyranny of the governors. They succeeded 

splendidly in this, and a great and secret alliance developed, which was 

joined by many of knightly station, for the governors were hostile to them 

also, calling them Peasant-Nobles and Noble Cow-milkers. Then the men 

of the alliance chose twelve of their number as their chiefs, and they 

assembled to discuss their affairs on a meadow called Im Gyttli by Lake 

Lucerne, and what was now to be done. And those from Unterwalden 

advised that it was best to stay and wait, because it would be difficult to 

capture strongholds like Sarnen and Roßberg rapidly, and if they were to 

besiege them, the Emperor would win time to send an army that would 

annihilate them all. It would be preferable to gain the castles through wiles, 

kill nobody who did not offer armed resistance, grant safe withdrawal to all 

others, and then raze the fortresses to the ground. When the men 

assembled thus and swore the great confederation, holy springs burst forth 
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from the meadow. 

 In the meantime, it happened that a man of Uri, called Wilhelm Tell, 

went past Grißler’s hat unheedingly a few times and did not bow to it. No 

sooner was this reported than the governor sent for him, and Tell said, “I’m 

a peasant and didn’t think the hat was such a big deal, and I didn’t pay it 

any special attention.” The governor was incensed, and after sending for 

Tell’s favourite child, he said, “You’re a hunter, Tell, and you carry your 

missiles and weapons around with you, now shoot an apple from the head 

of this child of yours.” Tell was shaken to the core, and he said, “I won’t 

shoot, take my life.” “You’ll shoot, Tell!” shouted the governor, “or I’ll have 

your child struck down before your eyes, and you afterwards.” Then Tell 

prayed fervently to God that He guide his hand and shield his dearest 

child’s head. And he boy stood quiet and calm, and did not move a muscle, 

and Tell fired and hit the apple. At this, the people gave a great shout and 

surrounded Tell, the masterful hunter, cheering all the while, which vexed 

Grißler even more, and he cried to Tell, who had another arrow in his 

quiver: “You have another arrow, Tell, now tell me, what would you have 

done if you had hit your child?” Tell answered, “That’s just the custom of 

hunters, Lord.” “No, that is an excuse, Tell!” the governor replied. “Speak 

frankly, I assure you of your life.” “Then if you must know,” said Tell, “and 

you assure me of my life, hear this: if I had hit my child, this arrow would 

certainly not have missed you.” “Ha, you rogue and arch-villain!” the 

governor yelled, “I’ve assured you of your life but not your freedom. I’ll take 

you to a place where neither Sun nor Moon shall ever shine on you again!” 

And he immediately ordered his men to bind Tell and bring him to this ship, 
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in which he was to sail over the Lake of Uri and Lake Lucerne before riding 

from Weggis to Küßnacht. Then God the Lord raised a squall and a terrible 

tempest, with waves crashing into the ship, and the crew told the governor 

that Tell was the best steersman, only he could save them from this deadly 

peril. The governor thereupon had Tell freed from his bonds, and he rowed 

speedily with strong arms towards the right-hand shore, where the land of 

Schwyz slopes down and there was a promontory with a rocky ledge. All of 

a sudden, Tell leapt onto this with his weapon and arrow, which he had 

swiftly seized, and forcefully pushed the little ship away so that it drove 

through the waves. The governor and his people were greatly afraid, while 

Tell fled hurriedly down paths well known to him. When those on the ship 

came near Laupen, the storm abated, but Grißler had them put in near 

Brunnen nevertheless, for he now feared the turbulence of the lakes. Tell 

walked along mountain paths high above the lake-valleys and saw whither 

the governor was going. Now, between Arth and Küßnacht there was a 

defile, where Tell waited for the governor; and when he came riding along, 

Tell shot him off his horse with the arrow he had kept by, as a hunter shoots 

a wild cat down form a tree. After this deed, Tell slipped away unseen, 

came to Stauffacher’s house at Steinen in the land of Schwyz in the ark of 

night, then hurried through the mountains to Walter Fürst in Uri and told 

everyone what had happened and how, and that now was the time to strike 

hard and shake off the foreign yoke. Now by the time it was not long until 

the New Year, for it had been December when the confederation 

assembled at Grytthi; and at first, Roßberg was captured by a ruse by the 

Unterwalder, and then Sarnen without a blow being struck, and all of the 
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governors’ men had to take an oath to abstain from revenge and swear 

never to come back to Switzerland again. They were then ushered over the 

border, the still unfinished castle Zwing Uri was, like the aforenamed 

castles, made level with the ground, and Werner Stauffacher demolished 

Castle Louvers, which had been built in the lake. 

 Now when Emperor Albrecht heard news of all these events, he flew 

into a great rage, and set out with an army to chastise the Swiss. But on this 

campaign, when he was riding through the Aargau and heading for Brugg, 

he was treacherously slain by his own nephew, John, Duke of Swabia,4 not 

far from Königsfelden. Because of this, the Swiss were able to live in peace 

and keep their freedom up to the present day. That is the legend of the 

Swiss Confederation and Tell’s deed, which latter wove itself, like a single 

Alpine rose, into the wreath of the story. It is known that the legend of the 

successful arrow-shot is found in Denmark, and it is not impossible that the 

early immigrants from the North brought it with them and it then found new 

life. Indeed, the first three founders of the Confederation of the men of 

Schywz, Unterwalden, and those of Uri – whom Zürich, Lucerne, Zug, 

Glarus, Freiburg and Solothurn then joined, whom Schaffhausen and 

Appenzell followed in the end – were and are regarded by the 

country-people as three Tells who sleep enchanted in a cleft of a rock, like 

Emperor Frederick in Kyffhäuser and Emperor Charles in Untersberg. 

Should the Swiss Fatherland come to be in need, the three Tells will 

emerge from their vault and liberate it anew. Nobody knows the way to their 

cave; once, a herdsman, following in search of a stray goat, came quite by 

 
4 Johann, called John Parricida (c.1290-?1313). 
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chance to a cave where he found the three men, and one Tell raised himself 

from his slumber and asked, “What time is it in the world?” “High noon!” the 

herdsman replied. “Then it’s not time yet!” said Tell, and he laid himself 

back down to sleep. After that, nobody has ever found the cave again. 

 

Of Dragons and Lindworms (14) 

 On lofty Pilatus there were dragons and lindworms aplenty, living in 

inaccessible caves and ravines in the mighty Alpine massif. Often have 

boatmen on the lakes seen them flying with blazing jaws and long fiery tails 

from Pilatus over towards Mount Rigi.5 On one occasion, one such dragon 

flew back from Rigi to Pilatus at night; a peasant, a native of Horn who was 

watching the herd, saw it, and the dragon dropped a stone that was the 

shape of a ball and red-hot. It was effective against all kinds of illnesses, 

when you scraped off a knife-point’s measure and gave it to the invalid. At 

another time, a fearfully large dragon was seen swimming up the River 

Reuss from Lake Lucerne. 

 One day a cooper of Lucerne went up the Pilatus to seek wood and 

brushwood for staves. He lost his way, and night overtaking him, he 

suddenly fell down into a deep ravine. It was miry down below, and when 

day dawned, he saw two entrances to large caves in the depths, and in 

each of these caves there sat a terrible lindworm. These worms instilled 

great fear in him, but they did him no harm; every now and then they licked 

the damp, salty rocks, and the cooper had to do this also, for he clung on to 

life thereby, and this lasted a whole winter. When Spring came to the land, 

 
5 Pilatus and Rigi are both mountain massifs in Switzerland. 
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the biggest lindworm raised itself and flew up out of the damp hole with a 

great rushing; the other, smaller one kept creeping around the cooper, 

caressing him, as it were, as though it wished to give him to understand that 

he should go out with it. The poor man vowed a handsome chasuble to God 

and St. Leodegar6 in the Church of St. Leodegar at Lucerne if he escaped 

from the dragon, and when the second dragon made ready to fly up, he 

hung onto its tail and flew up with it. And so he came back to the light of day, 

and up there he let go, and found his way back to his family. But he did not 

live much longer, because he was completely disaccustomed from eating; 

yet he kept his word and his vow by having a splendid chasuble made on 

which the whole story was embroidered, and everything was entered into 

the Church Register. This miraculous tale is said to have taken place in 

1410 or 1420, and from November 6th of the one year until April 10th of the 

following one the cooper lived with the lindworms. 

 

Winkelried and the Lindworm (15) 

 At Wylen, a village not far from Pilatus, there dwelt a man called 

Winkelried, and up on the nearby mountain lived a noxious lindworm that 

ate people and animals and devastated the entire district, so that the 

people of the area called him Wylen-Waster. Now, resident Winkelried had 

forfeited life and limb on account of a murder and had fled. He sent a 

message that he had the courage, were he accepted back, to go toe to toe 

with the lindworm. He was readily permitted this combat, and he armed 

himself well with a sharp sword, while in his left hand he held a bundle of 

 
6 Bishop of Autun. Born in 617, martyred in 679. 
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thorns instead of a shield. This he shoved into the dragon’s wide-open 

mouth when it came at him. This was too many toothpicks at once for the 

lindworm; it wirggled and writhed, and Winkelried seeing a bare spot, he 

drove his sword into its body with a sure hand. The lindworm sank down 

dead, and its blood dripped from Winkelried’s sword. He brandished it high 

and joyfully as the victor; he had won his life, but only to lose it soon after. 

For the dragon’s blood flowed down the sword and ran over his hand and 

arm, and it began to burn like hell-fire, and the hero died from this. He had 

liberated the land. The dragon’s cave is still pointed out today. 

 Another dragon’s cave is shown to visitors near Burgdorf in the 

middle of the Berne district. Two Dukes of Lenzburg, called Syntram and 

Bertram, or, according to others, Guntram and Waltram, went out hunting, 

and they came to a desolate chasm in a wild wood, and in it there lay a 

monstrous dragon which was likewise making a desert of the country 

around. When it perceived the young hunters, it immediately rushed at 

them and gulped the youngest, Bertram, down its wide throat, skin and 

bone and all. But Syntram valiantly attacked the dragon, cut its head off, cut 

it open, and helped his brother, who was still alive, out of its body. 

Afterwards, the brothers had a chapel built at that place to honour St. 

Margaret, and the deed was immortalised through a statue. 

 

Kastelen Alpine Pasture (16) 

 On the Kastelen Alpine Pasture there lived a rich farmer who had 

many herds and meadows, and down below in Kriens he had a poor aunt 

who was a widow and had an only daughter, with whom she shared a very 
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meagre diet, and who was, furthermore, laid low with bad gout. Now the girl 

decided to go up to her rich cousin and approach him for aid. A terrible 

storm gathered in the sky when she arrived on the pasture, but she found 

no consolation or gifts, only scorn and invective, and the people up there 

also had the girl go away again in spite of the imminent storm. She met with 

the worst of the storm and, with great difficulty, reached the hut of a 

cowherd, her swain Aloys, who had a small cheese left, and he gave it to 

her for herself and her mother. The girl was hurrying down the slope with 

swift steps when she slipped on the smooth pasture, fell down, and the 

cheese, well, it went into the depths, going unstoppably into an inaccessible 

chasm. Crying and woebegone, the poor girl looked after the cheese that 

had rolled away, when something grabbed her hand, and she was scared to 

death; and by her there was standing such a tiny little grey mountain gnome. 

He had the lost piece of alpine cheese, roughly the size of a 

quarter-millstone, on his shoulder, and a bunch of herbs in his hand, and he 

said, “You can take the cheese home for you and boil a tea for your mother 

with the herbs, you’ve no need to cry so helplessly any more.” 

 But high up in the mountains the tempest raged on, terrible beyond 

description, and there was a thundering, roaring, and crashing, as if the 

world were coming to an end. When the girl came to her mother, the cheese 

had become a piece of gold of the same weight, and the herb-tea restored 

the mother to full health. But over the Kastelen pasture an avalanche had 

crashed down in the storm, laid the meadows waste and slain the herds, 

and a stone roughly the size of an alpine cheese had struck off one of the 

miserly cousin’s feet. Later, he came limping to his aunt’s house as a 
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beggar. 

 

Blümelis Alpine Pasture (17) 

 In the Bern Highlands there is a mountain range called Klariden 

which had splendid grazing grounds, all full of the most potent alpine herbs 

and flowers, so that every cow could be milked three times a day and every 

milking put two-and-a-half measures into the milk pail. There was also one 

meadow that was particularly beautiful, rich in pasturage, and covered with 

flowers (Blumen), for which reason it was called the Blümelis Pasture. A 

rich cowherd had his house there, but it was not nearly fine enough for him, 

he wanted it to be finer, so he built a large new one, built steps all of cheese, 

over which he walked with his favourite dairymaid, his dog and his cow, and 

when the cheese-steps became dirty he had them washed with milk. In the 

valley there lived the cowherd’s pious mother, who knew nothing of her 

son’s sacrilegiousness and profane doings; and one Sunday she went up 

onto the Blümelis Pasture, intending to visit the dairy farm, and she was 

very thirsty, so when she arrived she asked for a refreshing drink. The 

dairymaid was displeased at seeing the old woman, and the son likewise, 

and they were both afraid of her reproaches and wanted her to go back 

down, the sooner the better. And when the old woman drank, she found that 

an impious hand had salted the milk. Then she turned away from that place 

forthwith, walked down the pasture, came to a halt at the bottom, raised her 

hands, and cursed the godless ones. Immediately a storm broke, as if the 

Day of Judgement had come; and it did indeed come for the Blümelis 

Pasture and for everything that lived on it, cowherd and dairymaid, cow and 
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dog, house and farmstead. Everything met with its downfall, and over the 

pasture there lay glacier ice and fragments of rock. Afterwards, the spirit of 

the herdsman haunted this barren landscape, lamenting: 

  “I and my Katherine, 

  My cow, Brandy 

  And my dog, Rhyn 

  Must stay here everlastingly!” 

 The legend tells that these roaming spirits will be released if a pious 

cowherd milks the ghostly cow without uttering a word, with thorns on his 

gloves, on a Good Friday. Once a cowherd dared it, although the cow bore 

itself ever so wildly on account of the thorns, and the bucket was soon half 

full. Then a man tapped his shoulder and asked, “Is it foaming nicely?” The 

cowherd forgot the condition imposing silence and said, “Oh yes, it’s 

foaming just fine.” Then the cow tore itself free with a jerk, kicked the bucket 

over, and disappeared, and the spirits of the Blümelis Pasture remain 

unliberated. 

 

The Everlasting Jew on the Matterhorn (18) 

 High among the Alpine mountains, not far from the Italian border and 

the lofty Monte Rosa – the name given it is an Italian one – there rises up a 

mighty massif, called the Matterhorn, and under it lies the Matterberg with a 

glacier, the run-off from which forms the River Vispa, who rolls her waves 

down onto German soil. Up there, where today the silence of a wasteland 

lies, with the ice of the glacier making a thunderous cracking every now and 

then, there was situated erstwhile, so the legend tells, a flourishing town. To 
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that place there came, on his eternally restless wanderings, the Everlasting, 

or, as they say in Switzerland, the Wandering, Jew, and nobody would 

receive him in their house. So the Wandering Jew said, as he walked away 

distressed at the hard-heartedness of men: “Today I find a town here, and 

when I will come back, grass will have grown and there will be trees, and 

great rocks will lie, and nothing will be seen of houses and alleys, walls and 

towers. And when I will come back once again, nothing will be seen here of 

grass and herbs, trees and stones, but only snow and ice, and it will lie for 

as long as I have left to wander.” 

 And everything was fulfilled just as the Wandering Jew had said, he 

who must wander until the world’s ending because he did not permit our 

Saviour to rest before his front door while He was walking to His death; and 

every time that he reaches a hundred years of age, he becomes as young 

as our Saviour was when he walked to Golgotha. 

 Further down in the Vispa Valley, where one descends into the 

Nicolai Valley, there lies a village under the Weisshorn by the name of 

Täsch, and above Täsch, on its right-hand side, there lay on a sunny 

meadow another village of the same name, where one day a rich peasant 

had a cauldron of cream over a fire; she was boiling it, and it promised to 

give good butter. Then a poor old man came in and asked if she could give 

him just a little of her cream to eat, he was so very hungry. “Go away, you 

rogue!” said the woman, “there’s nothing to spare here for such vagabonds 

as you!” “O peasant!” said the man, “if you had given me something, I would 

have blessed your cauldron so it would never again be empty; but be 

cursed, with the whole village!” 
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 And on the instant the Cimagipfel and the Mittaghorn crashed down, 

and poured down rock upon rock, and the whole village was buried under 

rubble, and nothing remained visible save the surface of the church-altar; 

and over this there now flows a brook, from the Praborgne7 Glacier which 

covers the village, down towards Täsch, through the rocky gorges into the 

Vispa. 

 

The Paradise of Animals (20) 

 High up on the Matterberg there is a place, which nobody can find, 

or is found but very rarely, which the curse of the Wandering Jew could not 

touch, because it has been protected by God since the very beginning; 

where there is no snow and no ice, there is sunshine and joy, there are 

meads and meadows; where the Vispa springs forth with a soft whisper, to 

then run under the Alp-Glacier and towards the light of day: it is the 

Paradise of Animals. In that place are magnificent ibexes and chamois, 

eagles and vultures, white ptarmigans and black cocks, as well as marmots, 

and no animal wrongs another, but they all live together in peace. Only 

once in thrice seven years may and can human eyes look upon this 

mountain-paradise of the Alpine animal kingdom, which is so blissful and 

beautiful, all full of alpine roses and gentians; and among twenty 

chamois-hunters, barely a single one meets with success. There stand 

ages-old pine-trees and maples, and the pines bear cones whose kernels 

taste sweet, like almonds: they are cembra nuts. Whoever is fortunate 

enough to enter the Paradise of Animals is free to take and taste some of 

 
7 An old, French name for Zermatt. 
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the cembra nuts, but never to catch or kill an animal, or it will cost him his 

life. Many have carved their name in the trunks of the ages-old plane trees 

to mark their having been there. Actually, one seldom sees an ibex and 

seldom a pine-tree now: they are high up and difficult to reach. For the 

legend says that they were many and everywhere, and servants always 

liked to nibble the nuts, and because they spent and wasted much valuable 

time on this and on extracting the kernels, their masters cursed these trees, 

which are now become unfruitful or inaccessible. 

 

The Devil’s Bridge (21) 

 From Multhorn, not all that far from St. Gotthard, a wild mountain 

river, the Reuß, plunges its way down, rolling rapidly and leaping 

boisterously. An Alpine herdsman loved a dairymaid, whom he often visited, 

but he often had difficulty crossing the wild water; nevertheless, he had to 

go over and then come back over to his hut and herd. Now at one time, 

when the Reuß was badly swollen and cascaded over the rocks more wildly 

than ever, the herdsman saw no possibility of crossing and coming to his 

beloved, and he cried out: “Oh, how I wish the Devil would come and build 

a bridge over this cursed river!” And the Devil stepped out from behind a 

heap of rocks that instant and said, “Hey! What’ll you give me if I build the 

bridge for you?” “Hey! What should I give you?” asked the herdsman. “The 

first living soul that goes over it,” said the Devil, thinking nobody would be in 

a greater rush to cross than the herdsman. “I’m fine with that,” said the 

herdsman and, “It’s a deal! Shake on it!” said the Devil. And the youth gave 

his hand. Now the Devil built the bridge in a very short while with the help of 
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all his infernal spirits, and when it was finished, he sat down and lay in wait. 

But it was not the herdboy who went over it; he roused up a chamois under 

the hospital on Mount Gotthard and drove it downhill, ever towards the 

Reuß, as far as the bridge – and there, it nimbly sprang over. The Devil 

rushed up, became hopping mad at this leaping prey, and tore the chamois 

to shreds after carrying it high up into the air. Now the herdsman went there 

and back over the bridge without hindrance, as often as he wished; yet that 

place, which is called the Devil’s Bridge for all eternity, is said to be haunted, 

and there is also a legend that the Devil pulls down a piece of it every year, 

so it has to be built up again, and again, for evermore. 

 

Besserstein (23) 

 In Aargau, at the place where the Reuss and the Limmat flow into 

the Aar, and the Aar flows into the Rhine, lies the Geissberg, which bears 

on its peak the ruins of a knight’s castle. A Lord of Villingen built the castle 

so it could not have been fairer or stronger; it was his heart’s joy, and he 

thought to enjoy a happy old age in it and be a true father to his vassals in 

affability and goodness. The building was finished, and it was to be 

ceremonially inaugurated. The master of the castle’s sons and all his 

friends from the district around were assembled, and the tankards went 

round. The Knight of Villingen said to his sons, “Look, now, how good the 

living here will be, in the splendour of this region: our industrious servants 

and men around us, our stately castle home in the middle of the circle of 

villages, secure against the enemy, open to the friend, a shelter for the 

oppressed, a hospital for the needy! That is what I wanted.” 
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 “Yes, father,” the sons said, “in truth, it has become an ideal castle 

for offense; whether the worthless peasants revolt or not, we’ll bring them to 

heel from here, we’ll set our feet upon their necks. From here, we can lay 

tolls on the rivers and the Rhine, on the roads and bridges. The whole 

district will be obliged to pay us tribute, that our wealth may multiply and our 

name become a feared one in the Rhineland and Switzerland.” 

 When the Lord of Villingen heard these words of his sons, he felt as 

if his blood would curdle and his heart break, and he burst out in anger:  

“Degenerate sons! So that is how you are minded? Wait, I’ll soon fix that for 

you!” And he threw his full tankard to the ground so that it shattered into a 

thousand fragments. “As this tankard lies shattered, so shall this proud 

building, my joy and my delight, lie shattered!” And he summoned his men, 

his vassals, all of his people, and commanded them to pull down the new 

building, and he cursed the hand that would begin to rebuild it. “Better stone 

(besser Stein), a stony waste, than a fortress to tyrannise the people and 

the district, to heap disgrace on the noble name of those of Villingen!” he 

cried – and ever since, the dreary remains of walls have lain on the 

Geissberg, and the people have called the ruin Besserstein. 

 

The Kreuzliberg (24) 

 Also in Aargau, not far from Baden, there lived in a mountain castle a 

Princess who oftne went to a nearby hill, where she lay in the shade and 

took delight in the beautiful scenery. But she did not know that spirits lived 

in the hill whose nature was no good one. One day, she came again to her 

favourite spot, but she barely recognised it: wild clefts and ruptured ground 
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stared back at her where she had lain on springy moss in the cooling shade 

of trees a short time before, and a sheer gorge yawned down into distant 

depths. But the maiden was fearless because she was pure and innocent, 

and so she set foot in the gloomy passage to see what it was like inside. 

Then she perceived that it was a vast cellar, where barrels lay over barrels, 

and look, dreadful figures darted up to her, seized her by the hands and 

dragged her away over all the barrels further and further into the depths, 

until she finally lost consciousness from fear and anxiety and no longer 

knew what was happening to her. Now, as she was noticed to be missing at 

home in the castle, people were sent out to seek her, and they sought 

everywhere and all around. Look – one of them found her standing on an 

eminence no distance at all from the ghost-hill, with her feet rooted in the 

ground, her body hard as stone, and her arms grown out as branches and 

stretched up towards the sky, like the maiden Daphne in the heathen fable. 

Everyone who saw this was appalled at the horrible sight of this 

transformation into a tree, and they sent someone over to nearby Wettingen 

Abbey to fetch a miracle-working statue. When the statue was brought, the 

uncanny magic that had ensnared the Princess disappeared and she was 

freed. In remembrance of this, a cross [Kreuz] was placed on the mountain 

where this incident had taken place, which was henceforth called the 

Kreuzliberg; and that hill in which the maiden had beheld the barrels, and 

which shut to again, has been called the Devil’s Cellar right up to the 

present day. 

 

The Bell-Clocks of Basle (26) 
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 In ages past, the people of Basle had a peculiar reckoning of time in 

their city: namely, the bell-clocks always struck one hour earlier than 

elsewhere, and various legends account for this. A Council at Basle had 

lasted somewhat longer than the Unterflachsenfing Diet, thirteen whole 

years to be precise, continuing from 1431 to 1444; and, wanting to 

accelerate time, people had moved the clocks forward one hour, but this 

advance did not move them an inch nearer to their aim. Others say that a 

conspiracy had once been plotted at Basle, and the conspirators had 

intended to attack and assassinate the City Council at the twelfth hour. But 

all-seeing God prevented this by a miracle, all the bells in the city suddenly 

striking one o’clock instead of twelve o’clock. This caused a singular terror 

to come over the instigators, their design was annihilated, and they 

themselves were betrayed and slain to a man. The Council thereupon 

decreed that the bell-clocks were to always strike one hour in advance of 

the actual time. 

 

The Snake-Maiden in the Heathens’ Hole near Augst (27) 

 Between Basel and Rheinfelden there lies an ancient village called 

Augst, from the Roman word Augusta. Roman Emperors had their 

residence there and built a superb aqueduct. Beside this is a hiding-hole 

and underground passage which goes far into the ground, and nobody has 

yet seen its end; the people call it the Heathens’ Hole. In the year 1520 

there was a tailor living at Basel, called Leonhard, he was the son of a tailor 

and close to being a simpleton. He stammered instead of speaking and was 

of real use for very few things. One day, curiosity drove him to assay how 
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far the passage actually went into the earth, so he took a wax candle, lit it, 

and entered the hiding-hole. Now the candle was a consecrated one, so the 

gnomes could not harm him as they did the Princess in the Devil’s Cellar at 

Kreuzliberg.8 Leonhard came to an iron gate which opened before him, 

and then he passed through more than one high and wide vault, to arrive at 

last in an actual pleasure-garden, in which there were many beautiful 

flowers and trees, and in the middle of the garden stood a finely built palace. 

But all around was silence, and there was not a soul in sight. The door to 

the stately pleasure-house stood open, so Leonhard went in and entered a 

hall, inside which he espied a charming, beautiful maiden who wore a 

crown on her head and had hair streaming down her back, but O Jeepers 

Creepers, from the middle of her body downwards she was a hideous 

snake with a long ringed tail. Behind the maiden was an iron chest on which 

lay two black dogs, and they looked like devils and snarled like ferocious 

lions. The maiden greeted Leonhard decorously, took a bunch of keys from 

her neck, and said, “Learn that I was born of royal stock and lineage, but an 

evil power has cursed me thus, transforming half of me into an abominable 

monster. Yet I can be released from the spell if a pure bachelor kisses me, 

in spite of my ill-favoured form, three times on my mouth, then shall I 

competely regain my former human figure, and my immense treasure will 

be entirely his.” And she went over to the chest, pacified the snarling dogs, 

opened a middle lid with one of her keys, and showed Leonhard what great 

wealth of gold and jewels was contained inside; she also took out several 

golden and silver coins and gave them to the youth, sighing and looking at 

 
8 A reference to legend no. 24, “Der Kreuzliberg,” in which a Princess is turned into a tree. 
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him most ardently and tenderly. Leonhard had never kissed a girl in his life; 

now he felt his heart growing warm and he ventured to give the 

snake-maiden a kiss on her lovely mouth. Then her cheeks glowed and her 

eyes sparkled, her countenance beamed with joy, and she laughed with 

delight and hope of release and pressed her liberator to her breast with 

vehement ardour. And then the second kiss took place, and with it, the 

snake-tail coiled itself around him as tightly as if it would fetter him for ever, 

and the maiden took hold of him more firmly with both her hands and 

laughed and bit his lip with delight. Then he shuddered at these signs of 

fervid amorous rage, and forcefully disengaging himself, he took his candle, 

which was still burning, and ran away. The maiden let out a wailing scream 

behind him that pierced his very marrow, and he came out of the passage 

and the hole without having any idea how he did so. After that time, the 

youth felt a burning desire for kisses, but he never found the kisses of other 

girls and women to be so fiery and sweet as those of the snake-maiden, 

and he was evermore driven back to her to complete the task of her 

release; but having now kissed other women, he was never able to 

rediscover the entrance to the snake-cave, and it is said that nobody after 

him had any better fortune. 

 

The Origin of the Zähringer (30) 

 It happened that a king was driven out of his realm, and fleeing with 

his wife and children and his attendants, he settled with them on a 

mountain, made a wretched home, and lived in poverty and carking care a 

good while. Finally, the king had it proclaimed in the land around that 
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anyone who would help him to regain his kingdom would become his, the 

Emperor’s, son-in-law and be made a Duke. Now behind Mount Zähring 

there lived a charcoal-burned who burned coals in a forest-thicket, and it 

came to pass that one day, when he was cleaning his charcoal area,9 he 

found a heavy lump of molten metal, and it was high-grade silver. And when 

the charcoal burner next made charcoal, the very same thing happened, 

and then again and again; and it was as if the mountain were giving birth to 

the metal, and the charcoal-burner amassed a large treasure. Now when 

he heard what the expelled king had had proclaimed, he took a load of his 

silver, appeared before him, and said he wanted to become his son, marry 

his daughter, and make the land all around his own with his treasure, and 

also give him, the king, so much of his treasure as would enable him to win 

back his entire kingdom. The expelled King was very happy with this, and 

after dubbing the charcoal-burner a knight he gave him his daughter to wife. 

And the charcoal-burner then had the silver melted down, built Zähringen, 

the castle and the village, and acquired all of the land around; and the king 

made him Duke of Zähringen. The king subsequently won back all his land 

and people with his son-in-law’s wealth, became a mighty lord and emperor 

once more, and the place and mountain whither he fled and where he took 

up residence is called the Emperor’s Seat to this day. The Zähringers 

became a manly house and were held in high honour throughout the 

district. 

 

The Toad-Chair (32) 

 
9 The place where the charcoal pile, or the heap of wood that is to be burnt, is kept. 
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 In Alsace there was a castle called Nothaeder, and in it there lived a 

Duke who had an exceptionally beautiful daughter, but she was no less 

proud than beautiful, so that no suitor, however many of them came to win 

her hand, was good enough for her, and many a one took his own life 

because he could not gain her favour. The last one to do this cursed the 

hard-hearted maiden to dwell up a stony crag, and he cursed her so she 

could show herself only on Fridays, but only once every three weeks in her 

true form as a maiden, appearing as a snake the second week and as an 

ugly toad the third week. Now she comes out every Friday, washes or 

bathes at a spring on the crag, and looks all around, into the distance, to 

see if any redeemer may be approaching. Anyone who wishes to attempt 

the daring deed must go up the crag on a Friday and he will find there a 

mussel in which lie three tokens: a dark-yellow snake-scale, a piece of 

grass-yellow toadskin, and a golden-yellow lock of hair. The liberator must 

pick up these three things, put them on his person, then climb up the 

desolate crag at the midday-hour on the following Friday, and do this last 

task three times, having to kiss the snake the first time, the toad the second 

time, and the maiden the third time. That was a heavier ask than with the 

beautiful Snake-Maiden in the Heathen’s Hole near Augst, kissing a snake 

and a toad without running away! But the man for whom this is possible will 

set the enchanted maiden free, bring her peace, and be made 

immeasurably rich by her treasure. Many a one has found the tokens, 

ventured into the desolate castle ruins, and never come back – whether it 

be that, before he ventured the kiss, fear and horror killed him, or that he 

ventured the kiss and sank into the arms of death from terror, for just as 
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delightful as she appears as a maiden, always the same youthful age and 

never changing, just so terrible is she as a toad, being as large as a 

middling oven and belching forth fire – who can kiss that? She is most 

terrifying of all as the snake, long and strong as a hay-pole. Once, a daring 

boy had conquered his fear and kissed the snake, and the snake was gone, 

and there now came the toad, which was hideous beyond measure to 

behold: his bowels were turned within him, and he fled; the toad hopped 

clumsily and heavily after him and pursued him to the Toad-Chair, belching 

great bursts of fire after him. 

 

The Mill-Bear (33) 

 In Alsace, in the region of Niederbronn and Gunthershof, there lies a 

mill in which things are not at all as they should be: a bear is said to haunt it. 

Whenever a millwright came by on a journey, or some part of the machinery 

was broken and one had to be called, none of them stayed in the mill more 

than one night, for the ghost did not abide them, and at last the mill was 

threatened with ruin and the miller with impoverishment, no miller’s boy 

being able to stay there. Then one day, a cheery, gutsy clapper-boy came 

walking up, reeled off the miller’s trade greeting without a hitch, and offered 

his services in return for good pay and good fare. The miller was happy that 

another boy had come, and readily taking him into his service, he bid him 

grind that night. The new boy had heard about the mill ghost, but unafraid, 

he woke up to the bell towards midnight, shook up his bed, took a swig from 

his flask, and lay down on a pair of flour-sacks to sleep, placing the 

sharply-ground mill-hatchet by his side. He was not fully asleep when the 
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door of the master-room, which led in to the mechanism, opened and a 

shaggy black bear entered the mill. He snuffled and grabbed around the 

bolting chest at first, then went to the separator, walked up the steps to the 

mill drum and now became aware of the new miller’s boy, who, hand on axe, 

had been observing the bear all this time, for the lantern burned bright. Now 

the bear growled and stretched out a paw towards the boy, who did not 

dilly-dally but raised the axe and struck, and the paw lay on the ground. The 

bear gave a loud howl and rushed back into the master-room. When 

breakfast was taken next morning, the miller’s wife was not there; she lay in 

bed and was missing a right forearm. Then the boy fetched the paw, and 

the paw was the right forearm, and the miller’s wife was a malevolent witch. 

Many such tales of witchery by miller’s wives, who also appear as 

cats and play devilish tricks, are also told in Thuringia and Saxony. 

 

The Cathedral Clock (37) 

 In the cathedral at Strasbourg there is a precious and remarkable 

clock which has no equal anywhere in the world. Tall and proud, a 

wondrous structure rich in figures, it stands there to sight, but unfortunately 

stand is all it does, for it has not gone for a long time. On the pedestal, 

beside a celestial globe, there can be seen a pelican, over which a calendar 

dial rises, with the Earth visible in its centre; on both sides stand the God of 

the Sun and the Goddess of the Moon, which point with their arrows to the 

hours of the day and night. Supporters at the four corners of the calendar 

dial show coats-of-arms. Over this, in chariots drawn by various teams of 

animals, the seven planetary gods drove as heralds of the days. Every day, 
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a different team would edge softly forwards to reach the middle at the 

midday-hour and then gradually yield its place to the following team. Over 

this is a large quarter-hour hand with four images at the sides: the Creation, 

the Valley of Josaphat, the Last Judgement, and Damnation. To the 

viewer’s right there is an open spiral staircase rising from the structure of 

the clock, to the left a tower of a different form with figures of gods and a 

large cockerel on its pinnacle which crowed the hours and beat its wings. 

On the socle of each structure is a large lion sejant rampant, the one 

holding a helmet with a jewel, the other the coat-of-arms of Strasbourg. 

Right in the middle is the colossal clock-face, adorned in manifold ways and 

provided with artful machinery, surrounded by the pictures of the four 

seasons, above which is written: Dominus Lux Mea – Quem Timebo.10 The 

hand is in the form of a coiled dragon, whose arrowed tongue points at the 

hour. Above the clock-face a smaller circle with the disc of the moon 

showed the Moon’s changing phases exactly. Above this, between the 

supporters and the coats-of-arms, there appeared walking figures of the 

ages of man, which struck the quarter-hour bells that hung open to view; 

after every one of these strokes, Death would step forth to strike the hour, 

but the figure of Our Saviour met him and prevented him; not until the hour 

was complete was Death allowed to discharge his office. High up, over all 

of this there rose a Gothic crown with the free-standing figures of the Four 

Evangelists, the beasts of Revelation beside them; and above these were 

two angels making music; but hidden behind was a glockenspiel that 

played beautiful melodies. There are many more ingenious carved figures 

 
10 “The Lord is my Light – whom shall I fear?” Psalm 27:1. Bechstein inaccurately wrote “quem 
timeo” – “whom I fear.” 



56 

 

to be seen on the Cathedral Clock, and pithy sayings can be read there. 

The Master of this magnificent work was called Isaak Habrecht, who had 

put his mind to the work many a day and night and worked indefatigably 

until he completed it, and until its motions had moved all the world to 

wonder. Now that it was accomplished, the Master thought to exercise his 

incomparable art elsewhere, when the Evil One blew black envy into the 

hearts of the Strasbourg Councillors, with the thought that their city should 

have the sole and only possession of such a miraculous work. And because 

the gentlemen of the Council believed that Master Habrecht, if they forbade 

him to leave the city precincts, would turn his back on Strasbourg 

nonetheless, they all agreed to deprive him of his sight. This was 

announced to the Master, and when he heard this he shuddered, and said: 

“I must see my clock just one more time, there’s something I’d like to 

improve, for I won’t be able to later, when I cannot see.” This was permitted 

him, and then the Master climbed up to his ingenious construction and 

entered it and did something inside, for a little while. And afterwards they 

deprived the master of his sight at the Town Hall. But behold – the clock 

suddenly stopped. Christ and Death and The Ages of Man walked no more, 

the glockenspiel fell silent, the cockerel did not crow, the clock bells did not 

ring, the pointing dragon did not point, the gods drove no more – everything 

stood still. Shortly after the cruel deed, Master Habrecht’s blinded eyes 

opened to the Eternal Light – and in vain did the Council send around for 

artificers to set the clock back in motion. Many came, many examined it and 

tinkered at and in it, but nobody could bring it to move, from distant times to 

recent times, the same old story – they did more harm than good, and so 
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the clock stands in the Cathedral today, wonderful to look at, but motionless, 

and the hands still point to the day and the hour on which the ingenious 

Master fell victim to such atrocious, ungrateful perfidy. 

 

Strasbourg Shoot and Zürich Porridge (38) 

 In the armoury at Strasbourg, there is still displayed a brass pot 

which the city of Zürich once sent out full of porridge cooked in Zürich and 

which arrived, still warm, in Strasbourg. This happened as follows. The 

people of Strasbourg were going to hold a great shooting festival, and they 

invited to it all the neighbouring towns on the Rhine, in the 

Rhineland-Palatinate, in Alsace and in Switzerland, who sent 

representatives in great numbers. Without doubt, the marksmen from 

Zürich had the furthest to come: a three-days’ journey. There was at Zürich 

an honest fellow called Hans im Weerd, who devised a merry caper: “We’ll 

go to Strasbourg by water, so we won’t break a wheel or have a horse 

collapse, and we’ll do this, God willing, in one day, and take with us for the 

people of Strasbourg a hot porridge we’ve cooked here”. This counsel was 

heartily applauded, everything was prepared and made ready, the porridge 

was cooked in one night and put into a warm brass pot, and the pot was 

placed in hot sand, and then it was quickly taken on-board ship while the 

stars were yet shining in the sky. The ship’s pennants fluttered merrily with 

the colours of Zürich, white and blue, and the ship itself briskly flew away on 

the rapid waves of the Limmat. From the Limmat, the jolly Swiss marksmen 

turned into the Aar, past many a dangerous spot, and out of the Aar into the 

Rhine, boldly passing in between whirlpool and rocks at Höllenhaken. 
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When the happy ship arrived at Rheinfelden, where news of its journey had 

already reached, a bottle full of noble wine for a morning drink was lowered 

down from the wall and taken without delay. When the Bells of Basle struck 

eleven, it was only ten o’clock, and the happy ship with its men of Zürich 

was approaching the bridge. Then heartfelt brotherly greetings rang out 

towards them from the soldiers at their posts and the crowd who had 

pressed towards the water, and the guns boomed; and the ship shot like an 

arrow down, ever down, the Rhine, driven by the oar-strokes of powerful 

rowers working in non-stop relays, and at the front of the ship, at the helm, 

there stood Hans im Weerd, his eyes watchful and apprehensive, and 

amidships sat Kasper Thomann, the chosen leader of the men of Zürich 

and their speaker at the shooting-festival. And so it sailed on, and ever on, 

past Neuenburg, past Breisach, through the hundred islands and the islets 

and the reeds in the Rhine. Now, evening was falling, the glowing wheel of 

the Sun was diving down behind the blue mountain-chain of the Vosges, 

but what was that shining there, far, far away over the immeasurable 

expanse of the river-valley, a red pillar of fire? The giant tower of the 

Cathedral of Our Lady flamed in this kiss of the departing Sun, and the 

sailors jubilantly greeted the gleaming distant goal. But there still lay 

leagues between their destination and the ship – the day was sinking, night 

was breaking, the Moon stood bright and round in the evening sky, the 

cathedral rose up like a ghost-ship, and from the shooting-meadow came 

the muffled sound of the milling mass. Now those on the ship began to blow 

their bright cornets and trombones, pipes and trumpets – finally, Strasbourg 

had been reached, and the ship berthed at the Golden Tower. Cheering 
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greeted the tireless river-travellers, who had accomplished what had never 

been done before, covering those endless stretches in one day, with the 

porridge still warm in the pot, just right for eating. There were very 

ceremonious greetings, the worthy guests from Zürich being conducted to 

the magistrate’s parlour11 with music and flags for a cordial welcome and a 

joyful meal. From there, the men of Zürich were taken, once the porridge 

had been consumed, to rest in the ‘Golden Stag,’ and at the shoot the next 

day they were honoured above all other guests, and the pot was preserved 

for all time. 

 

The Little Dog of Bretten (39) 

 “You’ll fare like the little dog of Bretten!” say the people in the 

Rhineland Palatinate. They are referring to an emblem of the small town of 

Bretten, and the saying denotes the reception of devilishly small thanks (a 

familiar gift) for steadfast loyalty. At Bretten there was a man who had a 

faithful, devout little dog, which he had assiduously trained to perform all 

kinds of services and tricks, and he used it in particular to fetch meat. With 

a little basket in which the money lay wrapped up, and a piece of paper on 

which what it should bring back was written, it would fetch sausages and 

meat from the butcher, and never touched a bit of it; and in this way it 

brought many, many kreutzers into the butcher’s house. Then it so 

happened that the butcher took on a journeyman who was a Catholic; the 

man, however, to whom the little dog belonged was a Protestant and sent it 

to the butcher’s on Fridays also, that it might fetch his meat or his sausages 

 
11 “Mauerstube” literally “Mason’s room.” This was one of the Ammeister, or six chief 
magistrates of Strasbourg. 
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as usual. This vexed the butcher’s journeyman, and he said: “Just you wait, 

Heretic, I’ll send you a proper blood sausage,” and taking the little dog, he 

cruelly chopped its curly little tail off on the block and put it in the basket. 

The poor animal gripped the basket, ran home bleeding, and set the basket 

down before its master; then it lay down, gave a whimper, stretched out its 

limbs, and died. 

 The whole town of Bretten was indignant at such a faithless deed; 

the journeyman was presently expelled and an image of the little dog 

without its tail was carved in stone and placed over the town gate with a 

wreath above it, to signify the reward of fidelity. This is the emblem of 

Bretten, the small town in which the great Philippus Melanchthon12 was 

born. 

 

Barbarossa at Kaiserslautern (41) 

 Near Kaiserslautern is a rock cave of unfathomable depth. There is a 

general legend about it among the people which tells how Emperor 

Frederick Barbarossa, when he returned from imprisonment in Turkey, 

settled in Kaiserslautern. In that place, he built the castle and devoted 

himself to sports, such as fishing in the lovely lake which still bears the 

name ‘Kaiserwerder’ [Emperor’s Holm]. In a zoological garden near the 

castle, the Emperor kept all kinds of marvellous and outlandish animals, 

and one day he caught a large carp in the lake, and he put a golden ring 

from his finger on one of its fins. The fish henceforth escaped being caught, 

and will continue to escape capture until the Emperor’s return. Finally, the 

 
12 1497-1560. Lutheran Reformer and one of the leading figures in the Reformation. 
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Emperor went away, nobody could say how, and the rumour ran that he had 

wished himself into the deep hole for a long time, to wait down below for a 

better age. In the castle, the Emperor’s bed was preserved for a long while, 

hanging on four iron chains. Neatly made though it was in the evening, in 

the morning it was all crumpled, so it could clearly be seen that someone 

had lain in it. Once, two carp were caught in the Emperor’s Holm which 

were joined by rings around their necks and a golden chain, and to 

commemorate this, they were sculpted in stone at the Butcher’s Gate. 

 At one time, there was a man who dearly wished to fathom the 

bottom of the large, deep cave into which the Emperor was said to have 

wished himself, and he was lowered down on a rope which had a thread 

attached to a bell at the top. And he came down and saw the Emperor 

sitting on a golden chair with a mightily large red beard, and looking around, 

he beheld a large, wide plain on which many men-at-arms were standing. 

The Emperor nodded to him and intimated that he was not to speak – and 

horror crept over the man, and he gave the signal with the bell and was 

pulled back up, where he announced what he had seen. But he would not 

go down again for love nor money. 

 The legend of the enchanted Emperor in the bowels of a mountain 

has spread far over German lands. In Thuringia, it is most alive around the 

Kyffhäuser, likewise in the Untersberg near Salzburg and in other places, 

where it is, however, Emperor Charlemagne or even Charles V whom 

legend has enchanted inside and preserved for his future return. 

 

Siegenheim (50) 
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 Close to the city of Mannheim, and on the road from there to 

Heidelberg, lies the village of Seckenheim, previously Siegenheim, called 

thus after a great victory (Sieg) which the Count Palatine and Elector 

Frederick I, named the Victorious, won in the fields of Siegenheim in the 

Year of the Lord 1462. At that time a stone cross was raised on the 

battlefield with an inscription commemorating Elector Frederick’s victory 

over Bishop George of Metz, Margrave Charles of Baden, and Count Ulrich 

of Württemberg,13 where the courageous young victor took all of his 

enemies prisoner, Margrave Charles of Baden, Count Ulrich of 

Württemberg, Bishop George of Metz, and no fewer than two hundred and 

forty Counts and lords, not to mention the people who were slain and 

covered the bloody battlefield. The Count Palatine had all the prisoners 

taken to Heidelberg, and its Church of the Holy Ghost was decorated with 

the banners he had captured from his enemies. The captive princes were, 

however, treated in accordance with their rank and held in honour, and in 

the evening a magnificent feast was prepared for them with game and fish 

and side-dishes and wine in abundance, and nothing was lacking save one 

thing. And the Elector walked over to the prisoners and exhorted them to 

help themselves and tuck in, it would please their palate after so hot a day. 

But they did not eat, and one of them said, “Gracious Elector, we lack 

bread.” “Ah, indeed!” the Elector replied. “I am sorry for that; now you fare 

just as my subjects fare, all of whose bread-grain you and your people have 

stolen or burnt, not even sparing the fruits in the field. So where is our 

bread going to come from?” 

 
13 Frederick 1425-76; George 1433-84: Charles 1427-75; Ulrich 1413-80. 
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 The prisoners needed to pay huge amounts to free themselves, and 

to the end of their lives they thought of the day at Siegenheim and the 

banquet at Heidelberg. 

 

Jetta’s Hill and The King’s Chair (51) 

 Near Heidelberg there is a hill called Jettenbühel, a part of the 

Gaisberg, not far from the Königsstuhl mountain, which rises high over the 

city and the valley. People say that the whole of the Rhine downstream 

towards Cologne can be seen from the summit of the Königsstuhl. A 

German King ruled on this mountain even before the birth of Christ, and his 

castle was called Esterburg. On Jettenbühel, there stood the old Heidelberg 

Castle. In an ancient chapel lived an old woman called Jetta, and she was a 

soothsayeress who let few people see her. To those who came to learn 

their future from her, she gave the answer through an open window. She 

foretold that her hill would one day be inhabited by kingly men, whose 

names she named in song, and the valley down below would teem with 

active people. One day, Jetta walked down to the foot of the Geissberg, 

towards Schlierbach where a spring that she liked to visit issued forth, and 

a wolf was lying by the spring, suckling its young; the wolf mangled and 

devoured Jetta. The spring is called Wolfsspring to this day. The castle on 

Jettenbühel, the old palace, was set on fire by a flash of lightning on St. 

Mark’s Day14 1536, whereby a barrel of gunpowder was ignited and a part 

of the castle blown sky-high. Elector Frederick I of the Palatinate,15 when 

 
14 April 25. 
15 Friedrich I der Siegreiche [the Victorious] (1425-1476) had this tower built in 1461. The Holy 
Roman Emperor who outlawed him was Frederick III. 
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he had been outlawed by the Emperor, built a strong and secure tower and 

called this tower Trutz-Kaiser (Defiance to the Emperor). 

 Opposite the Königsstuhl, on the other side of the Neckar, there lies 

a mountain called All Saints’ or the Holy Mountain, in which are many 

tunnels and underground clefts. A temple is said to have stood on the 

mountain as long ago as Roman times, a Pantheon of the pagans, and the 

underground passages supposedly served an oracle. They are still called 

the Heathen Holes and are inhabited by earth-dwarves. The Holy Mountain, 

however, by no means takes its name from the heathen temple, but from 

the churches and cloisters that were built on it in later times. For when the 

Christian religion penetrated into these regions, the German King Ludwig 

III16 gave the mountain into the possession of the neighbouring Lorsch 

Monastery. Then a church was built on it to honour Saint Michael, but it fell 

to ruin; two Benedictine monasteries, one after the other, fell to ruin; a 

Church of St. Stephen, it fell to ruin; and another church, to Saint Lawrence, 

also fell to ruin. It was as if the old pagan gods were waging an invisible, 

mighty war on Christianity on their mountain and would not tolerate it on 

their seat; and now the holy places are deserted and desolate, and only the 

Heathen Holes still remain. 

 

St. Catherine’s Glove (52) 

 They had a beautiful legend about their shield, the noble lords von 

Handschuchsheim [Gloves Home], whose last member passed away in the 

year 1600, having been wounded to death at night in the public square of 

 
16 Louis the Younger (835-882), King from 876. 
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Heidelberg by Friedrich von Hirschhorn.17 The following is said to have 

occurred to the first of the line: He was a pious young knight who was 

assiduous in churchgoing, and it happened one time that he fell asleep 

while praying before the altar of the holy virgin and martyr St. Catherine. 

And he saw three maidens of supernal beauty standing before him, with the 

one in the middle being the most beautiful of the three, and she said: “We 

have come to look at you, and your eyes are closed; look at us, and if you 

wish to choose yourself a wife, then choose one of us three.” And the young 

knight perceived from the palm frond and the toothed wheel, encircled with 

flickering flames, that it was St. Catherine herself who had spoken to him, 

and he pledged himself to her with great delight. She placed a rose-wreath 

on his head, the roses of which exhaled scents like blooms of the celestial 

paradise, and disappeared. The knight, on awaking from his dream-vision, 

really did find the rose-wreath, and preserved it reverently, and found that 

its roses did not wither. But then his relatives pressed him to take a wife, 

and they had already chosen a most virtuous noble maiden for him; he 

could not decline the marriage, yet he continued to reverently serve his 

heavenly betrothed. His wife soon noticed that her young husband left her 

not infrequently, particularly in the morning – when he went to church –, and 

suspecting no good of this, she asked her chambermaid where it was that 

her lord was always going? The maid simply fed the wife’s suspicion by 

saying, it seemed to her that he crept to the priest’s sister. This caused the 

wife unspeakable sadness, and she wept copiously; and when her husband 

asked her why she was weeping, she told him of her suspicion and her grief. 

 
17 Friedrich III (1580-1632) fatally wounded his 17-year-old cousin, Johann V, in a joust. 
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“You are foolish,” the knight replied to her, “the one I love so deeply is not 

the priest’s sister, she is a far higher and more beautiful being” – and he 

turned away from his wife. This answer almost broke her heart, particularly 

as she was then blessed in the womb, and in a jealous frenzy she snatched 

a knife and stabbed herself in the neck. 

 When the knight came home from prayer and saw what calamity had 

occurred, his heart turned to ice with the shock, and he fell in a swoon; and 

when he came round, he tore at his hair and levelled all the blame at 

himself and cried to his saint, with a thousand tears, for protection and 

assistance. Then Saint Catherine visibly appeared to him once more with 

her two maidens, and she said, “At your prayer and my intercession, your 

wife has come back to life, and has given birth to a little daughter!” – and 

she bent over him, and wiped his tear-streaming eyes with her hand, which 

was made quite damp, and behold, the wetness of his tears had become a 

glove, as white and tender as the membrane in an egg, and St. Catherine 

softly slipped it off and disappeared with her companions, and the knight 

found the glove lying in his hand. Meanwhile a messenger who had come 

looking for him cried, “Lord! Your wife lives and has given birth to a little 

daughter.” And the knight went joyfully home, embraced and kissed his wife 

and child, and they both praised God and Saint Catherine. The wife had a 

cloister built, and the knight made a penitential journey to the Holy Land; 

and when he returned, he had that rose-wreath, together with the glove, 

which he had taken along tied to his helmet, and which had miraculously 

protected him in every kind of danger, kept in the church in remembrance. 

He also incorporated the glove into his escutcheon, and he gave the name 
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Handschuchsheim to his line and his seat. 

 

The Departure of Rodensteiner (53) 

 In, or near, the Odenwald, there stand two ruined castles called 

Rodenstein and Schnellert, two hours distant from each other. The lords of 

Rodenstein were a powerful knightly line. One of them was a tremendous 

enthusiast of war and the chase, fighting and hunting were his delight, until 

he came to know love at a tournament in Heidelberg and won a beautiful 

wife. But he could not bear the peaceful life of a lover at his castle for long; 

a neighbouring feud tempted him to participate in the bloodshed. In vain did 

his wife, filled with foreboding, warn, beg and implore him not to leave her, 

for she was blessed in the womb and her time of delivery was near. He took 

his leave, paying no heed to her pleas – but she was so badly upset that 

her labour pains began too soon – she bore a dead son and – died. The 

knight, to be closer to the enemy, had gone to his castle of Schnellert, and 

there, in the grey of night, the ghost of his wife appeared to him and spoke 

a curse at him. “Rodenstein!” she said, “you did not take care of me, or of 

yourself, war meant more to you than love, so be a messenger of war 

henceforth, on and on until the Day of Judgement.” Soon after this the 

battle began. The Rodesteiner fell and was buried at Castle Schnellert. 

Knowing no rest, his spirit must set out every now and then and become a 

harbinger of doom to the land. When a war threatens to break out, he rises 

a good half-year before, accompanied by his followers and domestics, with 

loud yelping of hounds and neighing of horses and blasts of horns and 

trumpets. Many hundreds have heard this; people even know of a farmyard 
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in the village of Oberkainsbach through which he thunders with his train, 

then he passes through Brensbach and Fränkisch-Krumbach and finally 

goes up to Rodenstein. The ghostly army lingers there until peace 

approaches, then it heads back, making less noise now, to Schnellert. In 

the previous century there were a great many people at Reichelsheim in the 

Countship of Erbach who had heard the nocturnal hauntings with their own 

ears, been officially examined, and given evidence for the record. 

 Now many people say that it is the ghost of Lindenschmied which 

passes by so restlessly, about whom old songs are sung along the Rhine, 

but Lindenschmied was a highwayman who was captured by Kaspar von 

Freundsberg,18 and long before he was born the Rodesteiner had set out 

and been cursed to be the herald of war until Judgement Day. 

 

Eginhart and Emma (54) 

 Emperor Charlemagne had a young chaplain called Eginhart, who 

also served him faithfully as privy secretary, and by whom that great and 

mighty Emperor’s life has been described. He loved the Emperor’s 

daughter Imma, or Emma, and was passionately loved by her in return, yet 

they were both afraid to discover their passion to Charles, the mighty ruler, 

for Emma was already betrothed to the King of Byzantium. Then it 

happened that Eginhart came to Emma one night and spoke with her of 

their love until day was about to break. But while the lovers were secretly 

together, there was a heavy snowfall, and when Eginhart made shift to 

 
18 The Ballad of Lindenschmied, beginning “Es ist noch nit lang, als dieses geschah,” dates 
from the late 15th century and is an execution ballad telling of the capture and beheading of the 
robber baron Lindenschmied (or Lindenschmidt) and his son. 
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depart from his love, they were both alarmed, for he would have to walk 

across the courtyard of the Imperial Palace at Ingelheim, where this took 

place, and his footprints leading from her chamber would infallibly betray 

him. Then Emma devised a ruse: she girded herself, and carried her lover 

on her back through the snow, over the palace yard to a place where he 

was safe; and then she came back, carefully stepping in her own footprints 

All was quiet, and everyone was asleep – save the great Emperor. He was 

awake and looking out from his chamber down into the palace yard, and he 

recognised his own daughter with deep sorrow – yet he kept silent. 

Following the anxiety he had endured, the young chancellor vowed to leave 

the Emperor’s Court, and kneeling down before his lord, he asked that he 

be released from service. When the Emperor asked for the cause of this 

request, Eginhart used the pretext of dissatisfaction, his service had not 

been requited as it deserved – and whatever else he said by way of excuse. 

The Emperor promised the youth a prompt decision, but he appointed a 

court to whom he summoned his wisest counsellors and judges, and he laid 

before them what had happened and what he had seen with his own eyes; 

and now, as he did not wish to be judge in a matter pertaining to him, he 

called for their counsel and their judgement. The counsellors and judges 

voted almost unanimously for leniency and forgiveness, and the great King, 

though his heart was vexed, had at last to agree with them. He thereupon 

had his secretary summoned to his presence and told him, “I would have 

better requited your services long since, had you discovered your 

dissatisfaction to me earlier; now, I shall give you my daughter Emma for 

your spouse, she who carried you, highly-girded, so willingly through the 
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snow.” And he sent for his daughter, and Emma came, blushing deeply, and 

she was presently married to her heart’s beloved. The Emperor richly 

endowed his children with villages, woods and fields, and held Eginhart 

very dear. But when the great Emperor died, Eginhart yearned to leave the 

Court with his beloved Emma for a life of quiet contemplation, and King 

Louis the Pious, Charles’s son, bestowed two royal villas in the Odinwald 

upon him, which were called Michlinstadt and Mühlenheim. After a series of 

years had passed in happiness, the hearts of the wedded couple turned 

ever more towards Heaven. They gave Michlinstadt to the famous abbey of 

Lorsch, from where it passed to the Schenke family of Erbach, who later 

became Counts of the Empire. From that time on, they both lived spiritual 

lives, bound together only as brother and sister. Eginhart received the order 

of priesthood and built a church with monastic cells at Obermühlheim, 

whither he had holy bodies brought from Rome; and when his Emma had 

passed away, he had her interred in his abbey, whose first Abbot he 

became. “Blessed [Selig] be the place [Statt] whre you lie at rest,” he said to 

the ashes of the woman he had loved faithfully, “and where we were 

blessed in love” – and the place was known as Seligenstadt thereafter. 

 Others say that Charlemagne banished the lovers from his sight and 

drove them out, and they lived a long time together in a forest wilderness 

around Seligenstadt, until the Emperor unexpectedly came upon them 

again while hunting one day, and, in his joy, named that place Seligenstadt. 

When Abbot Eginhart had also left this life, his bones were interred beside 

those of his Emma, and then a sumptuous sarcophagus, in which they lay a 

rest, was raised; and as the illustrious Counts von Erbach zu Erbach trace 
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their lineage from this noble couple, they were presented with this old 

sarcophagus as a gift from the hand of a high Prince and it is still preserved 

at Erbach as the most precious antiquity. But at Seligenstadt, another, 

magnificent marble sarcophagus with the bones of the founder of its church 

was no less set up, and so it has come about that Eginhart and Emma’s 

coffin is shown at two different places and yet each of the two is the true 

one. 

 

The Windeckers (55) 

 On the mountain road over the town of Weinheim there rise the ruins 

of Windeck Castle, the stuff of many legends. One day, when Windeck was 

already fallen to ruin, a doughty knight was hunting a fleeing stag, which 

fled right into the heart of the old castle and vanished from his sight, the 

knight now finding himself alone in the silent wilderness. The day was hot, 

and he was very thirsty; he remembered, no doubt, the legend that many a 

good drop of drink still lay in the buried cellars of Windeck. Behold – a 

maiden in a garment white as snow was standing before him, holding a 

magnificent drinking-horn that was filled to the brim, and she offered it to 

the knight to drink from. He drank, and could not take his eyes off the 

beautiful maiden; she took her drinking-horn back and disappeared. From 

that time, the knight remained ever spellbound to the ruins of Windeck, ever 

hoping that the marvellous maiden who had entranced him with her eyes, 

as with the drink, would appear to him one more time; but no-one can say if 

the knight saw her again, for when he finally died, his spirit wandered 

restlessly through the ruins. 



72 

 

 The ghost of one of the last Windeckers is also said to be sighted at 

times on the tower of old Windeck Castle, longingly reaching out with his 

arms in the direction of Strasbourg. His wife was a native of Strasbourg, 

and love of her homeland drew her away from his arms; in the tall cathedral 

there she prayed, in the cathedral there she died, in the cathedral is her 

grave. Yearning for her, the husband’s heart broke, and he expired. 

 The hearts of the very last scions of the noble house of Windeck 

were of a different nature from this knight’s heart. Unspeakable avarice was 

their only happiness. The brothers lived alone and as bachelors in the 

dilapidated fortress; to preserve its structure would cost money, and the 

brothers loved money far too much to turn it out of their boxes into the 

hostile, wicked world. They dismissed all the servants, for servants come 

with a cost, namely food, and money besides! Even the dog and the cat 

eventually ate really far too much for the brothers’ liking, and they found 

that it is a costly thing to keep a four-legged animal, particularly when it 

does not at least give milk or wool. However, they both kept, in joint 

ownership, one small animal, and it was a titmouse; it did not need much – 

they gave it a nut every day. Then one of the brothers had a sleepless night, 

and on sleepless nights, misers tend to count. And so the Lord of Windeck 

counted and found out that the year has 365 days, and sometimes 366 

days, and that this number of nuts equals eighteen score and some in 

addition, and that three score nuts, when cheap, as on the mountain road – 

they cost more elsewhere – cost three kreutzer, and that this amounts to 

the sum of eighteen kreutzer and more every year, or six times as much as 

a titmouse is worth. 
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 The next day, the Windecker informed his brother of the calculation 

he had made, at which the brother took fright, and he was very pensive for 

a while. “When we consider, dear brother,” he said at last, “that among 

eighteen score of nuts there are many hollow ones, then we could count as 

many as twenty-one score, without the labour occasioned by feeding, 

giving water to, and cleaning the cage of, such a good-for-nothing guzzler.” 

“Yes, dear brother,” the first one spoke again, with a sigh, “we have let 

ourselves be carried away, by our kind-heartedness towards this dumb 

beast, towards our titmouse, to an inexcusable prodigality, for consider how 

many years we have been feeding the useless creature! It is utterly 

outrageous!” And the two brothers agreed forthwith to open the cage of 

their useless, costly boarder and let it fly whithersoever it wished. But the 

anguish at that prodigality of theirs which they had recognised too late 

gnawed at the brothers’ hearts, they could not forgive themselves the latter, 

nor overcome the former, and on the very next day, grief at their prodigality 

broke both their hearts at the same time. 

 

The Meadow-Maiden and the Sneezes (58) 

 On a green meadow near Auerbach, a mile from Lorsch, a herdboy 

was watching his father’s cows, and he stood there idly, not thinking of 

anything at all. Then all of a sudden he felt a gentle slap on his cheek from 

a soft hand, and when the startled boy turned around a supremely beautiful 

maiden was standing before him, as white as the driven snow, and she 

opened her mouth to speak to him. But the boy gave a roar of terror, as if he 

had been put on a spit, and ran away towards Auerbach, which he entered. 
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Some time later, the boy was watching the herd on that meadow again, and 

he stood daydreaming at the edge of the forest in the hot midday-hour. 

Then there was a rustling in the sunny bank, as though a lizard were 

slipping through the thorn-bushes, and the boy looking over, saw a small 

snake who carried a blue flower in its mouth and said: “Good boy, release 

me, release me! With this flower, you can open the ruined cellars up yonder 

in old Auerbach Castle and the barrels full of gold, and everything will be 

yours! Take the flower, take the flower!” But the boy felt a strong sense of 

unease and horror, never in all his born days had he heard a snake talk – 

and he ran from there as if the Wild Huntsman were on his heels. 

When late autumn came, the same boy happened to be watching 

the herd again at the same spot, and again he felt a gentle slap on his 

cheek, and turning around, he saw the white maiden once more, who spoke 

to him imploringly: “Release me! Release me! I’ll make you rich and happy. 

You alone can do it, only you. I am cast under a spell to wait and to walk, 

and cannot enter the Kingdom of Heaven until a bird has dropped a 

cherry-stone on this meadow, a cherry-tree has grown large and strong 

from the stone, the tree has been cut down, and a cradle has been made 

from it. Only the first child to be rocked in that cradle can release me, by 

going up to the castle with the blue flower, which I hold here, and taking the 

underground treasure. You are the child who was rocked in that cradle.” 

When the boy heard these words, he trembled, and the nape of his neck 

tingled icy-cold, for he had no heart, and a man without a heart is a 

contemptible wretch. And he crossed and blessed himself and shook his 

head. “Woe is me! Woe!” the maiden cried. “Then I must wait and walk 
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another hundred years, woe to you for having no heart – and so you shall 

never find one!” And giving a loud cry of pain, she vanished. 

 From that day on, the boy walked around silent and pale, and he did 

not live long. 

 A similar legend about the cherry-stone, tree and cradle, connected 

to hope of deliverance, is told of the ruins of Castle Raueneck in Austria. 

But close to Auerbach, there is something else that is quite uncanny. A 

small bridge passes over the Auerbach river. One day, when someone was 

walking over it, he heard sneezes in the water, three to be precise, and 

thrice did he say, “Bless you!” Then the figure of a boy rose up out of the 

water and cried, “God bless you, you have released me! I have been 

waiting thirty years for this.” Another man had also, while on the bridge, 

heard three sneezes; twice he called out, “Bless you!” but because nobody 

called back with a “Thank you!” the third time he shouted, “Devil take you!” 

Upon this, there was a billowing in the water, as if someone were violently 

rolling around, and then silence fell. 

 

The Sunken Convent (59) 

 Not far from the small town of Neuenkirchen in Odenwald there lies a 

quiet, lonely meadow-valley with a small pond that has neither inflow nor 

outflow. There, in times gone by, stood a convent, and inside this was a 

young novice who had not yet taken the vow. She had been forced to enter 

the convent and loved a knight from one of the nearby castles, who often at 

nighttime, when everyone was at rest, came secretly into the convent 

garden and saw and spoke with his beloved. One evening, a tired, 
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hoary-headed pilgrim came to the convent-gate and requested admission 

and shelter for the night, but the Prioress and the entire convent refused 

him. Only the novice asked that the old man’s request be granted, but as 

she was not yet a nun, it was simply not her place to give advice, and the 

convent-gate remained closed to the pilgrim. Then he murmured a curse, 

swung his staff, and struck the convent wall with it three times; and then the 

cloister sank, with church and convent building, silently down into the 

depths, and in the place where it had stood a silent body of water 

mysteriously spread out. The pilgrim disappeared, in his place appeared 

the loving young knight – and he did not believe his senses when he saw 

no sign of the convent. Loudly he cried the name of his beloved through the 

desolate, shuddering silence that surrounded him, and a voice rang up from 

the depths: “At this hour tomorrow, return to this place! Then a red thread 

will float on the water, seize it!” 

 On the following night, the knight did as he had been ordered: he 

seized the thread and pulled at it, and there stood his dear love before him 

and she kissed him and said to him, “Though innocent, I must atone with 

the others, yet it is granted to me to see you at this hour of the night; only, I 

may not tarry after the last stroke. The red thread by which you pulled me 

up is my life-thread, so do not keep me past the time.” For long, the lovers 

met in this way almost every night, until one time they rested heart to heart 

for all too long – and the knight had held his love in his arms for the last time. 

When he returned on the following night and seized the thread, it was red 

no longer – it was cut through – but the whole lake was red, dyed with the 

blood of his beloved. Others say, the envious nuns had cut it through. The 
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lover looked sorrowfully into the lake and plunged into its depths. On 

moonlit nights, the sunken nuns ripple up from time to time, and they dance, 

as nixies, merry ring-dances on the green bank with scapular and stole, and 

will-o’-the-wisps join them. 

In Germany there are a good thousand legends of maidens who rise 

out of ponds and, in the arms of love or the joy of the dance, forget the fixed 

hour, whereupon the lakes and ponds are seen to be reddened by their 

blood. 

 

Hatto, Heriger, and Willigis19 (63) 

 In folk legend, three names in particular of the earliest Archbishops 

of Mainz have been passed from mouth to mouth through many successive 

ages. 

 Hatto was a very stern master, irascible, with a mind to perfidy, 

without fear of God and without love for people. He was the one whose 

disgraceful treachery lured the noble Count Adalbert von Babenberg into 

the camp of Emperor Ludwig IV,20 who had the same beheaded. When 

Bishop Hatto wished to add force to his words, he is said to have always 

had ready on his tongue the expression, “May mice eat me if it isn’t true.” 

Now it came to pass that under Hatto’s governance a great famine and 

dearth arose, and the people ate cats and dogs and many died of hunger. 

And there was no end of begging and asking for charity at the episcopal 

palace in Mainz, and Hatto thought it would be best if the poor people 

 
19 Hatto, born c.850, was Archbishop from 891 to his death in 913. Heriger, his successor, died 
in 927. Willigis, born c.940 was Archbishop from 975 to his death in 1011. 
20 Adalbert of Babenberg (c.854-906). The Emperor was Louis the Child (893-911). 
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departed this world speedily, so they would go hungry no more and he 

would be pestered no more. He therefore had all the poor of the city 

summoned to a barn outside the city gate, as if he were going to have a 

meal prepared for them, and when everyone was inside he had the barn 

door locked and the barn set on fire at all four corners. Those locked inside 

setting up a pitiful screaming, the cruel bishop said: “Do you hear my 

corn-mice whistling? Now there’ll be an end to the begging, may mice eat 

me if it isn’t true!” And behold, a horde of mice leapt out of the burning barn 

and ran up to the bishop, and bit him, and he shuddered. When he came 

home and sat down to table, mice ran all over the table, ate from his dishes, 

fell into his goblet, and bit his hands. Over his bed, and under it, and in it, 

there were mice, and they tormented him with furious bites – and with a 

shudder, Hatto recognised the Hand of Divine Judgement. Now near 

Bingen, there was a castle on an island in the River Rhine, and the bishop 

hurried there to be safe, for the mice would not be able, he thought, to cross 

the water. But before he had set foot in the ship, the mice were already 

inside, and it was no use to try striking them dead, for they crept into hiding, 

and whole hordes of water-mice came and swam in competition with the 

ship towards the Tower-Isle at Bingen. There are not so many people on a 

large Rhine raft as there were mice in and around Bishop Hatto’s ship. And 

when he was in the tower, they attacked him and bit him and ate him alive, 

and he suffered the burning pains of Hell from the innumerable bites and 

cursed his soul to all the devils. And the devils did not keep him waiting very 

long, but came rushing up in blazing flames and took his soul, with what the 

mice had left of his body, and threw the latter into the jaws of Etna. And 
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whenever the name of Bishop Hatto was written on a wall or on a tablet, the 

mice gnawed it away to annihilate the very memory of him. Ever since, the 

remains of Hatto’s water-castle on the Rhine near Bingen have been called 

the Mouse-Tower. A similar legend of a Mouse-Tower is current in the 

Province of Posen; it stands in Lake Goplo. 

 A more pious man was Archbishop Heriger; also stern, but just. One 

day there came to Mainz a man who boasted great things of himself. He 

had wandered through Heaven and Hell, and he had sat in Paradise. Now 

when Heriger asked how Hell was situated, the false prophet replied that 

Hell was surrounded by thick and impenetrable forests. Heriger laughed at 

this and remarked, “There will surely be good mast for pigs to be found in 

these forests. But tell me, what did you see in Heaven?” “In Heaven,” 

replied the son of the Father of Lies, “I saw Christ sitting at a great table, St. 

John was his cupbearer – and Christ treated all the Saints to exquisite wine, 

and St. Peter took on the duty of boiling and roasting, and there was food 

aplenty.” Then Bishop Heriger said, “Christ could not choose a better 

cupbearer for himself than Saint John, for that apostle never drank wine, 

whereas our cupbearers drink much; but Peter cannot be the cook in 

Heaven, for he is the Gatekeeper of Heaven. Yet tell me, which honours 

were accorded you in Heaven? What food, what drink, did the Lord of 

Heaven give you? At which place did you sit?” “I did not make so bold as to 

seat myself among the blessed heavenly guests,” the liar replied, “but I 

secretly stayed in a corner of the kitchen and took a small liver or a little 

piece of lung, which I ate unseen.” “Then you have stolen in Heaven, even 

in the Holy Place you could not stop yourself!” cried the bishop, “and 



80 

 

Heaven sends you to us so that we punish you for it.” He at once had the 

liar chained to the pillory and flogged with rods; after which, he was free to 

go whithersoever he wished. 

 Archbishop Willigis was a learned and pious man and deeply humble. 

He was of lowly and mean origin, his father being a poor wheelwright. This 

aroused the resentment of the aristocratic canons, who had to submit and 

swear to proofs of their nobility; and they secretly painted wheels on the 

doors and walls of his episcopal palace, to affront and abash him, and 

mocked: “That is our bishop’s ancestral coat of arms.” But Willigis, the 

pious man, did not in the least take this as a ludification, but had a wooden 

plough-wheel hung up over his bedstead and a coat-of-arms of white 

wheels in red fields painted in his apartments, accompanied by a rhyme 

which ran as follows: ‘Willigis, think not you can / Ever forget how you 

began.’ And later, in remembrance of pious Willigis, all the archbishops who 

came after him retained this wheel as their coat of arms, and the city and 

diocese of Mainz adopted it and have kept it unto the present day. 

 

Heinrich Frauenlobs Funeral (65) 

 In German lands there was a minnesinger who sang many sweet 

airs in praise of women, above all in praise of the Crown of All Women, for 

which reason he gained the name Frauenlob [Praise of Ladies], for his real 

name was Master Heinrich von Meissen.21 Many journeys did the singer 

make from one German court to another; he sang secular songs and 

devotional songs. Margrave Waldemar von Brandenburg had his seat at 

 
21 Born 1250/1260, died in 1318. 
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Rostock, and he had a rose-garden, where he held a singing contest; and 

Master Heinrich came first. One day, enemies waylaid him and surrounded 

him, threatening to take his life. He asked that they let him sing one last 

song, and when they did, he sang in praise of heavenly women so movingly 

that every raised weapon was lowered and his enemies let him leave that 

place without harm or hindrance. His singing journeys also brought Master 

Heinrich to Mainz, and he died there and was buried in the ambulatory of 

the cathedral, beside the school, with great honour. Women bore him from 

his lodging to his grave and broke out into floods of tears and loud laments 

for him, on account of the great praise the singer had given the whole 

female sex during his lifetime. And with the tears that they shed, they 

poured at the same time such an abundance of noble wine over Master 

Heinrich’s grave that the wine flowed around the entire ambulatory. And 

many a poet who also loves and praises women would prefer that they 

gave him such wine while he was alive. More than one monument was 

raised to Heinrich Frauenlob in Mainz Cathedral, and his songs are not 

forgotten. 

 

Of Eschenheim Tower22 (69) 

 At Frankfurt there still stands a very old tower of the former city walls. 

At one time, the people of Frankfurt had caught a poacher whose name 

was Hansel Winkelsee, and he had to sit in the dungeon for nine days 

before he was judged and sentenced, and every night he heard the 

weathervane screaking and making a racket above his airy lodging high up 

 
22 Translated by John Oxenford from the version of Karl Simrock as “The ‘9’ in the Weathercock" 
in the New Monthly Magazine and Humorist, Part 3, 1845, p. 50. 
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in Eschenheim Tower; and he said, “If I were free, and I could shoot at my 

pleasure, I’d shoot you, you lousy cock – as many holes through your metal 

plate as I’ve spent nights here.” The gaoler heard these words and reported 

them to the Mayor of the Free City, and he said, “That fellow deserves no 

mercy but that of the gallows; however, if he thinks himself such a very 

good marksman, we shall let him try his luck.” And Winkelsee was given his 

rifle and told he was now to do that of which he had boasted: if he could do 

it, he would go away a free man, but if as much as one bullet missed the 

mark, then he would have to dangle, and all his crowing would have been in 

vane. So the poacher took his rifle and spoke good huntsman’s charms 

over it, and he took bullets, which were charmed likewise, and raising the 

gun to his shoulder, he aimed at the cock and squeezed the trigger. Then 

there was a little hole in the metal plate, and everyone laughed and cried 

Bravo. And now he did this another eight times, and every bullet hit the 

mark, and with the ninth shot the niner was complete that can still be seen 

today in the weathervane on Eschenheim Tower, and a great cheer rang 

out around the marksman. But the City Councillors thought to themselves, 

“Alas for our poor deer and other game if this sharpshooter and filcher goes 

back out into the forests” – and they deliberated, and the Mayor said, 

“Listen, Hansel, your being a good shot is something we’ve long felt the 

effects of, through the dwindling number of the city’s game, and now we 

have also witnessed your skill. Stay with us, you shall be Captain of the 

Riflemen in our militia.” But Hansel said, “Begging your pardon, worthy 

gentlemen, I shot the metal plate, but I’ll give your Captain of the Riflemen a 

miss. Your weathercocks trill too much for my liking, and your cock crows 
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too little. You’ll never see me again, and you’ll never catch me again! 

Thanks for the lodging!” And he took his rifle and walked haughtily away. By 

mentioning the cock, Hansel was ridiculing them: he meant the Emblem of 

Frankfurt, the cock overspread with gold on the middle of Sachsenhaus 

Bridge, which the Devil had helped to finish building. For the Master Builder 

not being able to complete it, he called on the Devil for help and promised 

him the first soul that would pass over it; and then with the breaking dawn 

he chased a cock over the bridge to be the first. The Devil was enraged, 

tore the cock to pieces, and threw it through the middle of the bridge, 

making two holes which cannot be closed up or bricked up even today, and 

all the building work done by day collapses at night. A cock was mounted 

on the bridge as an everlasting emblem. Hansel Winkelsee was referring to 

that cock, the one who crows too little – namely, not at all. 

 

The Devil’s Road At Falkenstein (70) 

 High up, four leagues from Frankfurt am Main, there rises, on a nigh 

inaccessible rock, the ruined castle of Falkenstein, the cradle of a house 

which wielded great power in Taunus and the Wetterau,23 some of whose 

scions even became Archbishops of Trier. 

 A knight of Sayn24 loved the daughter of a Falkensteiner, but the 

father was ill-disposed towards him and rejected the knight’s suit with the 

derisive words: “I’ll willingly give you my daughter to be your spouse, I 

demand only a small favour in return. Make these rocky peaks into a road 

for walking and riding on in one night – that is my condition and my 

 
23 A mountain range and a fertile valley respectively. In Hesse. 
24 A small state of the Holy Roman Empire, located in what is now the Rhineland-Palatinate. 
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decision!” An impossibility was desired, and if a thousand hands, and a 

thousand more, had toiled and moiled at the hard rock all together, it would 

not have been possible to complete the task in so short a period. The knight 

of Sayn, who was called Kuno, rode sadly away, headed for the Holy Land, 

fought valiantly in many battles against the Saracens, sought Death but did 

not find him, had his love ever in his mind, and eventually returned to his 

homeland. With sorrowful thoughts, he wandered around Falkenstein and 

the towering rock that environed it, eagerly desirous of news of his beloved 

– and he stared gloomily at the rock, whose hardness seemed to make it a 

symbol of his fate. “No human power can help here, only magic could make 

a road in this rock!” the knight sighed. Hark – then he fancied that he heard 

his name being called – and when he looked round, a gnome in a brown 

habit, icy-grey and with a shrivelled face, rose up out of a rocky cleft and 

addressed him in a singular voice: “Kuno von Sayn, why do you burrow for 

silver down on your land, disturbing our peace? Do you want to see this 

rock made into a road? Do you want to call the daughter-heiress of 

Falkenstein, who languishes for you in loneliness and yearns for you up 

there, your own? Then promise only one thing, and swear to keep it.” 

 The knight was uneasy at this appearance and these words, and 

thought this might just be a temptation from the Evil One, and that which he 

was to promise might just be his soul. He therefore asked, not without 

apprehension: “What is your wish?” Then the gnome said, “Pledge me your 

word as a knight that tomorrow you will have all your mines, shafts and 

tunnels filled in – which we, by the way, could flood if we so wished – and 

we shall level the rock this night, so that you, when you have done what I 
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ask, will be able to ride up in broad daylight and remind the Falkensteiner of 

his promise.” The knight was delighted at this; he readily promised what the 

little dwarf required, and betook himself to bed. When night had fallen, there 

was strange movement around the castle – there was a banging, a 

hammering, a hacking, a shovelling – a thousand small mountain-spirits, 

endowed with the strength of giants although they had the bodies of 

dwarves, all advanced the promised work, and when the cock crowed in the 

morning, it was completed; and when the Sun rose up behind distant 

Spessart, Kuno von Sayn was riding up the new road and sounding his 

horn, to the no small wonderment of the guardsmen on the towers of 

Falkenstein, and the even greater astonishment of the Falkensteiner. Yet he 

was glad to have the road he had so long desired, and he kept his word and 

united the lovers. The knight Kuno von Sayn in like manner kept his word, 

which he had given to the dwarf, by having the shafts in which he had dug 

for silver filled up and abandoned. The rock-path which the earth-spirits 

made is called the Devil’s Road to this day; it leads along the bottom of the 

western side of the Altkönig, where the mountain-spirits have their home, 

over through the Schärdter Höhle25 to the mountain height. 

 

Blood Lime (72) 

 In the vicinity of Wiesbaden, near the ruined castle of Frauenstein, 

there stands an enormous lime-tree, and legend tells that it was once the 

scene of a terrible tragedy. A young lady from the house of Frauenstein 

loved a young man who was not her equal in birth, and she often met him, 

 
25 Altkönig: a mountain, almost 800m high; Schärdter Höhle: a defile. 
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when she took a stroll outside the fortress in the evening, in a cosy, shaded 

little spot near the castle wall, to which a little gate that was locked at all 

other times gave access, and she alone carried the key. Eventually, her 

harsh and proud father became aware of these meetings, flew into a violent 

rage, surprised the lovers, and slew her beloved with his own hand. Then 

the lamenting daughter broke off a young lime-sprig, stuck it into the ground 

through the flowing blood of her beloved, never spoke another word to her 

father, and entered the nearest convent. Every day, she wept for her slain 

beloved, while the lime-sprig took root, grew, and became a tree; and as 

long as the grieving lover lived and wept, so long did blood flow from the 

lime-tree’s branches whenever anyone tore off a leaf or a bough. But soon 

nobody did that any more, for people were afraid to, and so the Blood Lime 

grew to a mighty height and thickness, and now four men with outstretched 

arms can barely clasp its girth. 

 Nearby lies an ancient farmstead, Graroder Farm, about which there 

is a related legend. A young Count’s son of Lahngau26 loved a maiden who 

was not his equal in birth, so his father cast him off in anger, never wanting 

to set eyes on him again. And the young knight complied, going and 

following the dictates of his heart and his inclination. But then deaths began 

to occur around the old Count – his wife died, his daughters died, then all of 

his numerous blooming sons, one after the other; in the end, he had only 

one left – and this one also died. The old man, having been made utterly 

solitary, utterly childless, now remembered with sorrow the son he had 

disowned, if he were but still alive and with him, he would not drive him 

 
26 A medieval territory in what are now Hesse and Rhineland-Palatinate. 



87 

 

away again on account of his love. And was he still alive? 

 Then the old Count set out to seek his son, and he sought him up 

and down the Rhine, and in the valleys whose rivers flow into it, and in the 

side-valleys and on the mountains. Then one day, he wearily arrived at a 

small vintager’s farm, and there he met a pair of vintagers, husband and 

wife, with their children as well, and saw how these people had cleared the 

rocky soil all around and planted vines and earned their bread, which they 

shared with him, for he was hungry, and the young wife offered him grapes 

from an earthenware bowl, and the husband walked in, a shining hoe on his 

shoulder – shining from constant, assiduous use. All of a sudden the old 

Count recognised his son in the hoer, and throwing his arms around his 

neck, he wept and blessed him. Afterwards, the knight built himself a castle 

over his vineyard farmstead and moved into it with his family, for he did not 

wish to leave the patch of land that he and his wife had cleared and 

cultivated. It was later called Grafenroder or, in short, Graroder Farm 

because a Count (Graf) had cleared (gerodet) it. The old Count lived 

happily on for many years with his children and grandchildren, and the 

young Count adopted for his helmet crest a bearded man in a short black 

smock carrying a silver hoe on his shoulder, to commemorate his having 

hoed the land with his beloved. In the old church at Schierstein am Rhein, 

tombs of this house can still be seen. 

 

Räderberg (74) 

 On the Räderberg, not far from Nassau, a monastery is said to have 

stood in days gone by, some ruins of which are still to be seen, but nobody 
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knows which Order the monks belonged to. One day, a butcher left Nassau 

towards evening to buy cattle, and he was walking down the highroad when 

he saw a carriage driving ahead of him, and he followed it, and kept 

following, no longer paying any heed to the way. Suddenly the carriage 

halted before a large, handsome country house which stood hard by the 

road, but which the butcher could not recollect having seen before, for all 

the times he had walked this way. The house was brightly lit, and the 

butcher saw three monks alight from the carriage then enter the house, and 

as he supposed the building to be an inn, he followed them and entered 

likewise, to find out the particulars of the house and perhaps seek lodgings 

there. He saw the monks enter a room where, it seemed, a dying man was 

lying, waiting for them so he could receive the last rites; and then he 

stepped into a large dining-room where, as he fancied, many guests sat in 

company, eating and boozing with quite a deal of noise. When the butcher 

entered, all fell silent – but the man sitting at the head of the table stood up 

and offered the butcher a goblet, with the words: “One more day!” The 

butcher felt a chill run down his spine at the voice that he heard, and he lost 

all thirst – then a second man rose, walked up to him just like the first one, 

offered him a goblet to drink and also said, “One more day!” – but the 

butcher declined the offer. Then a third man stood up, came and said, “And 

one more day!” Now the butcher drank, and pledged the other, so as not to 

appear impolite – when a fourth man came to him, seemingly about to 

make the same offer. Then the butcher felt very uneasy, and he crossed 

himself – and suddenly everything had gone, he was standing utterly alone 

in deep night and did not know where he was, around him were 
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undergrowth and ruined walls. Trembling and shaking, the butcher awaited 

morning at the desolate place, and when it dawned, he perceived that he 

was on the Räderberg, far, far away from the highroad, in the middle of the 

ruins of the dilapidated monastery. The butcher found his way back over 

untrodden, stony paths, and forbore his trade, going instead to the priest 

and revealing what had happened. Exactly three days later, the butcher 

was dead. 

 

The Whispering Voice (75) 

 Not far from Lorch am Rhein there lies a mill in Wisper Valley and by 

the River Wisper, in which the miller, his wife and several children lived 

comfortably and contentedly. The house lay hard by the mountain on which 

stand the old castles Kammerberg and Rheinberg. It happened one day 

that the miller’s wife heard a voice, as though someone were whispering in 

her ear, and yet she saw no-one – and then there was a whispering again: 

“Go up to Kammerberg, take out the treasure in the tower – it is meant for 

you – the key is in the black chest.” Disturbed by this, the wife told her 

husband what whispers and murmurs she had heard around her, but he 

said, “Fiddle-faddle! Fancies! Fantasies – don’t pay any heed to such things 

– the white flour-dresser is our treasure!” But the woman kept hearing the 

whispering voice and had no rest, and she had, moreover, a desire for the 

treasure, if it really was meant for her – and one morning, when the miller 

had building work to do on the weir in the Wisper far up the valley and 

thought it would be quite late before he would be able to return home, the 

wife secretly went with her youngest child, a baby, up to the Kammerberg. 



90 

 

However, the miller completed his business sooner than expected and 

came home: it was dead on noon and time to eat, but his wife was missing. 

When he asked after mother, his oldest boy told him that his mother had 

gone up the mountain with their youngest in her arms a good few hours 

before. Hurriedly the miller ran up the mountain, and when he entered the 

ruins he heard the voice of his whimpering baby – coming out from the 

opening of a half-ruined tower-vault, and going down, he found his wife 

inside, lying lifeless on the floor. He hastily pulled his wife and child out 

beyond the walls and carried and dragged them both down into his house. 

Then, after a long swoon, the miller’s wife came to her senses and related 

how the whispering voice had given her no peace night or day, she had had 

to go up, and even on the way the voice was whispering to her: She should 

be completely free from fear and anxiety, nothing bad would happen to her, 

only she must not on any account speak. She descended into the vault of 

the tower – there was the chest, there was the key, she opened – there lay 

the shining gold – she only had to take it – when she suddenly heard her 

eldest boy behind her crying, “Mother! Mother!” and she crossly answered, 

“What is it?” and then there was a dreadful bang, as though the tower were 

bursting asunder and the walls were tumbling down on her and her baby, 

and a voice cried: “Alas! Alas! Why did you speak? Now I have to wait 

another hundred years to be delivered!” and then all went black before the 

miller’s wife’s eyes. – And once she had told all this to her husband, she 

sank into a deep and heavy illness, and three days later she was a corpse. 

Thus did the miller at the Wisper himself relate in the Year of the Lord 

eighteen-hundred and fourteen. 
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The Live Coals (76) 

 In the small town of Lorch am Rhein, where the Wisper flows into the 

river, there is a mill by the town wall whose wheels are driven by the swift 

current of the Wisper. One night, the maid in this mill awoke very early, and 

it was quite light. Thinking she had overslept, she made haste to rake the 

fire in the kitchen. Then she perceived, on looking through the kitchen 

window down into the courtyard, a heap of live coals, and she hurried down, 

thinking to gain fuel for the oven fire all the more readily. Down there, 

around the coal-fire, lay several men who were unknown to her, but without 

minding them, she plunged her shovel into the coals and returned to the 

house with a full shovel. But when she poured the coals onto the hearth, 

they glowed no more but went out. At once the maid ran out again and 

fetched another shovelful – but everything happened just as it had the first 

time, the coals died. And once again the busy maid ran out, then one of the 

men said in a deep voice, “Listen, you! This is the last time.” The maid gave 

a start and anxiety gripped her, yet she said not a word, but only hurried to 

come back to her stove. But the coals had gone out once again – and now 

the tower-clock at the town church began to strike – and the maid listened, 

eagerly wanting to know how early it was, and she counted three – four – 

six – seven – but it could not be so late – eight – nine – what was this? – 

and the hour-clock kept striking, and struck twelve – and in the courtyard 

the coal-fire disappeared, the men disappeared. The maid felt her blood run 

cold – she rushed into her bedchamber, crept deep under the blanket, and 

prayed as many ejaculatory prayers and verse-prayers as she could and as 
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she knew. In the morning she really did oversleep, and the miller entered 

the kitchen first instead of her. He could barely believe his eyes when he 

saw, instead of live coals, a pile of glittering gold coins lying on the stove; 

and taking the treasure, he used it to build himself a new house at Lorch, 

while also giving the maid a good share of the wealth that had been won by 

her. 

 

A Dove Gives Sign of Death (77) 

 In the church at Armsheim there is a gravestone on which is carved 

a plough with a dove sitting on top. Many years ago, a young married 

couple lived there and the wife had a tame dove. It was her pet and took the 

food she offered it from her mouth. The young wife was in the family way, 

and one Spring morning a feeling of anxiety came over her just as her 

husband was about to go out to sow the field, for it was sowing-season and 

the morning was calm and bright. The wife asked her husband most 

ardently, “Stay with me!” But he excused himself, saying the work was 

pressing, and promised to make haste and return home soon. 

 But he had not scattered half of the seeds when his wife’s pet-dove 

came flying up and flapped around and alighted on the plough, which was 

standing in the field, and looked at the sower and beat its wings. And as he 

did not desist from his work, the dove flew at his breast and pecked at his 

chin, and hten he remembered his wife and hurried home. There he found 

his beautiful young wife dead in bed, for she had given birth without any 

help, and two living, healthy babies lay in her arms. There had been nobody 

there whom she could send for help, and he had not understood her tender 
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request. And had it not been for the faithful dove, the babies would also 

have departed this life. The man grieved for the rest of his days, never 

remarried, and raised the twins with love. He had the image of the dove 

chiselled on his wife’s gravestone, and he often prayed at midnight at the 

grave of his dear departed. 

 

The Ape at Dhaun (78) 

 High over the little town of Simmern lies Dhaun, the old castle-seat 

of the Rhinegrave, a truly stately and handsome Count’s castle with a 

splendid pillared Palas.27 Over the entrance to the Palas there can be seen 

an emblem in stone: an ape offering an apple to a baby. This legend tells 

the story behind the carving. 

 A burgrave had had a little boy, and this baby had a nurse, who was 

rocking him in the shady castle-yard; and the day being a summer’s day 

and sultry, she nodded off. And when she awoke, the baby was out of the 

cradle and was nowhere to be seen. She grew anxious, for although she 

sought him all around and peered into every corner – he had gone, and 

gone he remained. Then her knees turned to jelly, and trembling at the 

imagined wrath of the Countess and the Count, she thought the best thing 

she could do would be to save her life, and she dashed into the forest, 

where she might also find a trace. She came into a dark thicket, and behold 

– there sat the ape which the Count kept, and it had the Count’s young son 

in its hairy arms and kissed him very tenderly and rocked him, then gently 

laid him into a bed of moss, and offered him an apple; and when he did not 

 
27 A Palas was the main residential building of a medieval German castle, containing the great 
hall. 
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take it, but fell asleep, the ape fended the flies off him for a while, and then it 

fell asleep itself. The wet nurse was happy to see this, and she crept quietly 

up, took the baby, and joyfully carried him back up to the stronghold of 

Dhaun, where everyone was by this time agitated and calling and looking 

for her. Then she blazoned forth the ape’s deed, and the parents, horrified 

at first but now overjoyed, decided to have this carved in stone and 

immortalised over the arched gate of their magnificent Palas. 

 

The Priest’s Cap (79) 

 Between steep and craggy colossal rocks that point their sharp 

peaks to the sky over the Nahe Valley, the ruins of the once proud fortress 

Rheingrafenstein can be descried. A young Rhinegrave had his seat at 

Kauzenburg; fond of the hunt, and spirited, he wished to have a castle on 

these massive rocks, as stately as the Sickinger possessions of the 

Ebernburg and Landstuhl Castle28, unapproachable to the enemy – and 

one day he was lingering, yearning and musing, in the vicinity of the giant 

rocks whose summits no human foot had yet reached. Then he was joined 

by somebody whom one does not like to name, who read the wish in the 

young Rhinegrave’s mind and said to him: “A castle up there, a handsome 

and stately one, a safe one, that would be just the thing for you! Isn’t that 

so? All that’s lacking is the Master Builder – yes – and if one came, and built 

it over night – I suppose you would assign him a stately reward? What 

would you give to such a one? Tell me!” “Your words are strange,” replied 

the Rhinegrave. “If you are the man who can do it, then ask and determine 

 
28 Landstuhl Castle is now known as Burg Nanstein. 
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your reward.” “Only one single soul – the soul of the one who is first to look 

out through the window of the new castle down into the Nahe Valley and 

over all the valleys and mountains – I’d say that’s very little to ask for a 

stately Count’s castle.” “Come back here this evening, I need to think it 

over!” the Rhinegrave said, and he left the place absorbed in thought – to 

sacrifice a soul for his wish seemed to him to be a sinful trespass, and yet 

his wish was strong and great. At home he sent for his castle chaplain and 

disclosed the affair to him. The priest made many signs of the cross and 

earnestly advised him against making the deal, faithfully warned him about 

the Evil One’s cunning and malicious tricks, and moved the black cap on his 

poll back and forth. Then the Rhinegrave’s young wife walked in and heard 

the conversation, and she waited until the priest had left to say, “Just grant 

him, promise him what he wants; the rest will sort itself out.” So the knight 

rode back out into Nahe Valley and came to a halt at the foot of the rocks, 

quite alone, and dusk was falling; up above, a black figure leapt from rock 

to rock, like a chamois, and all of a sudden the stranger was down in the 

valley. “What were you doing up there?” asked the knight. “I was taking the 

measurements in the meantime,” the other answered, before asking: “Well, 

shall I?” The Rhinegrave was just about to say, “In God’s name” – that 

would have put an end to it – he had second thoughts and said only, “Yes – 

but finished by tomorrow morning, and see that nothing is missing – keep, 

tower house, great hall, watchtower, walls, bridges – everything that 

belongs to a stately castle.” 

 The next morning, the castle shone flame-red down into Nahe Valley, 

and all the world was amazed, for such a miraculous and magical work had 
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never been seen before. The Rhinegrave rode up, and the architect of the 

night took him into and around the magnificent new property, showed him 

halls and rooms, bridges and walkways, and opened a tall bow window in 

the great hall, so the splendid prospect might be admired. But the knight did 

not look out; he said in a bantering tone, “Close it, there’s a draught here; 

we’re warm from the climb. Tomorrow we shall leave the Kauzenburg and 

move up there. You will make way and take a room in the watchtower, won’t 

you?” The Devil pulled a wry face; he had looked forward, with boundless 

anticipation, to giving the Rhinegrave a shove out of the window down into 

the dizzying depths and then carrying his soul away with him. 

 On the morning after, the Rhinegrave and the Rhinegravine arrived, 

with the castle chaplain, and the court servants, the grooms of the chamber, 

the hunters, the squires, the stable-hands, the guards, the dog-feeders, the 

hen-keepers, the castle maids, the dairy-woman, the dwarfess and the 

horses, the cows, the donkeys, the hounds, the long-tailed monkey, and the 

cats. It was a procession almost like that of the Patriarch Noah when he 

entered the ark – by horse, by donkey, by coach – everything moving to the 

new castle. The young Countess affably joked with the castle chaplain, it 

would be very draughty up there, she would sew a warmer cap for him, he 

might like to lend her the old one as a model – and when they had reached 

the top, she had the squires bring a donkey’s foal up into the great hall, and 

told it to stay still, and tied the priest’s cap to its head, and had the window 

opened and the foal placed at it; where it looked out very piously and 

thoughtfully and pricked up its ears and scented the fresh morning air. The 

Devil had been sitting for a long time, silently watching, on the tower 
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battlements diagonally opposite; now he saw the window opening, saw the 

priest’s cap he knew well appear, and crossed over in a flash and pulled 

what he believed to be the priest out with his claws and dashed him into the 

valley and caught up the soul. Lord, what a paddy the Devil was in when he 

saw himself duped by a daughter of Eve and, instead of a priest’s soul, was 

holding the soul of a donkey’s foal in his claws! 

 

The Boot Full of Wine (80) 

 On the rock where the Rhinegrave lived happily from that time on 

[No. 79], there were often very merry goings-on. One evening, the 

Wildgrave and Rhinegrave and a large group of knights from the 

neighbouring castles were sitting together in the hall and carousing with 

gusto, and the tankards circulated freely. Knights form Sponheim, from 

Dhaun, from the Ebernburg, from Flörsheim, from Stromberg sat there 

drinking deep and hard. Now the Rhinegrave lifted a mighty riding-boot 

onto the table, poured it full of wine, and cried: ”Whoever empties this 

tankard in one draught shall have Hüffelsheim as his own with meadows 

and meads and all appurtenances!” The men were astonished at this, and 

nobody thought himself up to the task; it seemed to them all to be really too 

large a draught, and even the castle-priest, who was no under-achiever in 

the art of heavy drinking, and many other doughty souls, did not dare make 

the attempt. Now, an old boozer sat in the circle, the knight Boos von 

Waldeck, who looked at all the others in turn, waiting to see if any of them 

would drain the boot dry; and no-one doing so, he grasped it in his hands, 

let the wine run down his gullet, and drank it dry to the supernaculum. And 
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then he said, “Dear Rhinegrave, your Hüffelsheim tasted good, now how 

about Waldbökelheim? A man can’t walk very well with only one boot, can 

he?” But the Rhinegrave, unwilling to lose another estate to a knight’s 

throat, stayed silent. Afterwards, the saying arose: When he drinks, he can 

fill his boots but not go to bed in them.29 

 

The Wild Huntsman (81) 

 One of the Wildgraves and Rhinegraves was a mighty hunter, yet not, 

like Nimrod, before the Lord,30 but rather before the Devil. Day after day, 

out he went into the forests with a wild, dissolute bunch of followers. 

Working days and holidays were all one to the Count, he did not go to 

church, and he had no regard for the priests; hunting was his only joy. Then 

it happened one Sunday morning that the Wildgrave and Rhinegrave once 

again came down from his high rock into the valley with his following of 

hunting-servants and hounds, with halloo and tally-ho as the poet sings, 

and he rushed through fields and young crops, respecting nothing, 

stamping green corn and ripe ears down into the ground. It was not long 

before the hounds started up a large white stag, whose trail they followed 

with loud yaps and yelps, and the hunting-horns rang out, the 

hunting-whips cracked, and they all tore and thundered along, incessantly 

pursuing the stag. In all the vales the church bells called to prayer and High 

Mass, but the Wildgrave heard them not. A peasant, in whose field the 

fleeing stag sought to hide itself, saw the gang pouring over his land, and 

he fell to his knees and begged the Count to have mercy and spare his field, 

 
29 “Der verträgt einen guten Stiefel” literally, “He can take a good boot” i.e. He can hold his drink. 
30 Genesis 10:9. 
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the only one he possessed – the Wild- and Rhinegrave rode over the 

peasant and tore over the field with every member of his hunting-gang. The 

fleeing stag mixed with a grazing herd to seek safety there – the herdsman 

saw the wild hunt approaching and begged for mercy for the cattle 

entrusted to his care – the Wild- and Rhinegrave cracked the whip over his 

ears and yelled, “Huzza hounds! Huzza hounds!” – and the bloodthirsty 

pack attacked the herdsman with furious bites, and dragged him down, and 

bit the cattle to death; and then returned to hunting the stag. It reached a 

wood, through whose peaceful Sunday calm the train of the Wild Huntsman 

raged loud and shrill. 

 In the wood there was a hermitage, and the stag, by this time hunted 

nigh to death, fled inside. The Wild- and Rhinegrave thundered towards the 

hermitage with his gang – the hermit, an old man with snow-white beard, 

stepped out and raised a hand in warning. “No further!” he cried in a strong 

voice. “This is the creature’s asylum!” “Your asylum is in Hell, you old dog 

and fool!” the Wild- and Rhinegrave roared at the hermit, and he raised his 

whip up high, over him. But the raised right hand did not fall down for the 

blow. Suddenly it was night – the hermit and the hut, the hart and the 

hounds, the hunters and the servants – all disappeared, and the Wild- and 

Rhinegrave’s panting horse collapsed in a heap. And then lightning flashed, 

and the Devil’s hand rose giant-sized out of the earth and wrung the Wild 

Huntsman’s neck, and a voice thundered: “Keep hunting so, until the end of 

the world!” – And so it happens, as many, many legends tell, that every now 

and then the Wild Hunt passes through the skies and over fields and forests 

with hideous whoops, with the yapping and yelping of the hounds, with 



100 

 

ghostly game, and the Wild Huntsman is himself hunted as game by the 

wild Hosts of Hell. 

 

The Founding of Spanheim (82) 

 In times gone by, there was a Count of Vianden and Ravenzierburg 

who loved a Countess of the neighbouring district, and she was not averse 

to his being the second suitor for her hand – but the Count had slain a near 

relation of the Countess in a feud, and so she could not and would not, for 

the sake of her kin, give him her hand for the bond of matrimony so soon, 

but bound the fulfillment of his wish to a condition which allowed time for the 

matter of the feud to fade from memory. She told the Count of Vianden that, 

to atone for the slain man, he should begin a pilgrimage to the Holy Land 

and bring her back from there a token, blessed and witnessed, of the holy 

places; and through this, she would recognise the sincerity of his love and 

the will of Heaven at the same time. 

 The Count parted from his homeland, and it was a good many years 

before he could turn his mind to the return journey. He fought against the 

infidels, prayed at all the holy places, and acquired, in fulfilment of his vow, 

a splinter of the Lord’s Cross, which was certified as genuine by the 

Patriarch of Jerusalem in a vellum letter with a leaden seal. The Count of 

Vianden was overjoyed to possess so valuable a treasure, and he had a 

small golden chest made and studded with precious stones – a very skilful 

piece of handiwork – and the name of the lady whom he served was 

inscribed on the lid of the chest in embossed gold. Then the Count 

prepared for the homewards journey, full of hope for happiness at last. But 
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Destiny proved unfavourable. On the long sea-voyage from Palestine 

towards the coasts of Italy, a fearful storm arose and caused the ship to 

founder, the crew barely escaping with their lives. All of the Count’s 

possessions, including that valuable casket, were swallowed by the waves 

of the Adriatic Sea. 

 Poor, and bowed in spirit, sick at heart, a begging pilgrim, the Count 

travelled through the districts of Italy and Germany, and so came back to 

his home castle, where he found plenty of goods and money, to be sure, but 

nothing that could have replaced his loss. He sadly sought out the 

Countess, who bid him a joyful welcome, and found her to be even lovelier 

and more lovable than before, which pained him all the more deeply; and 

he said, “Countess, you see me approach you again empty-handed. I had 

brought a valuable relic back for you from the Holy Land, a real splinter 

from our Lord’s Cross, safely preserved in an exquisite casket. A storm that 

wrecked our ship robbed me of all my chattels and of that treasure that was 

meant for you, that was to be the foundation of my happiness at your hand.” 

“Poor Count,” said the Countess, and her eyes beamed at him with love 

and affection, “so you have not brought home any splinters from the Lord’s 

Cross? Was, by any chance, my name written on the casket which the 

tempest stole from you?” 

 On hearing these words, the Count was utterly amazed; thinking he 

was dreaming, he cried, “By the Saviour’s Cross, Countess, how could you 

know?” 

 “God’s hand, Divine Providence!” the Countess replied in an earnest 

and charming voice; and opening a reliquary, she took out from it the 
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Count’s golden chest and held it before his astonished eyes. “This day, in 

the morning hours, there was a knocking at my castle-gate, and when the 

porter opened he saw a youth outside, brightly dressed, with a 

countenance as beautiful as the dawn sky. He spoke: ‘For your Lady’ – and 

put this treasure into the porter’s hand. That man looked at it, and when he 

raised his eyes to the youth, the youth had vanished. Do we need further 

proof? We have lived in hope, now let us believe and love!” 

 With these words, the young widow threw her arms around the 

Count’s neck and kissed him with the kiss of betrothal – while shedding 

tears of joy. And when they were married to one another, they built a new 

castle and a monastery, and founded a village, and called it Spanheim 

(Splinter-Home), and donated the holy splinter to their monastery; and the 

monastery presented small particles of the splinter, richly encased in gold, 

to the neighbouring Kreuznach Monastery, whose old name Crucinaha – 

‘Near the cross’ – is even said to originate from this gift. And the line of the 

married couple remained blessed by the Lord; it brought forth many pious 

and renowned men and women who founded cloisters, built churches, did 

battle in the Holy Land, or wandered as holy personages through the 

journey of life. 

 

The Graves of the Saints (84) 

 In Moselland, near the village of Chau, there stands a chapel 

dedicated to Saint Eucharius. Saint Eucharius was a son of King Baccius of 

Catalonia and Lientrudis his wife. This pious couple, however, did not give 

life only to Saint Eucharius, but also to Saint Eligius, Saint Liberia, Saint 
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Susanna, Saint Memia, Saint Oda, and Saint Gertrudis.31 All of these 

saints, with many nobles of this district, were slain by the savage Vandal 

hordes which Julian the Apostate led into the land, to the number of two 

thousand two hundred, and this happened in the year 362 after the birth of 

Christ, on the 10th of May. Thus did that region become a large graveyard, 

and the old chapel by the Moselle, opposite Chau, became the gravestone 

of the pious martyrs, and it preserves, on memorial tables, their memory for 

posterity. 

 

Metz Declines to Dance (85) 

 Old Metz, which France has exacted from Germany, like the formerly 

German cities of Toul, Verdun and Strasbourg, traces its foundation and 

building far back to Roman times. One of Julius Caesar’s commanders, 

Marius Metius, had been ordered to capture the town, which had stubbornly 

resisted Caesar, and he devastated it, but then rebuilt it in splendid style, 

named it Metia after himself, govered there for nineteen years, and 

established a council of thirteen town-elders, which continued for a long 

time. 

 In the time of Emperor Charles V, King Henri II of France sent the 

Constable Annas Montmorency before this German Imperial City, who 

promised it full protection if it only admitted a single banner of French 

soldiery, by which a small corps, what would today be called a company, 

was understood. The Council of the City of Metz gave their approval, and 

no less than three thousand Frenchman – to be sure, with only one single 

 
31 Eucharius died around 250, Eligius in 660, Liberia in 366, Susanna in 294, Oda around 726, 
and Gertrude (of Nivelles) in 659. 
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standard – moved into the city and took possession of it for their King 

without striking a blow, then fortified the city as strongly as possible and 

supplied it with provisions of all kinds. Now when, in the following year,32 

Emperor Charles V came with an army to take Metz back from the French, 

he did not succeed, although he camped before it with seventy thousand 

men and kept up such a heavy cannonading at the city for forty days and 

nights that it seemed to be raining shot, and the whole region was 

constantly wrapped in a thick mist from the smoke of the powder. The 

thunder of the guns was heard as far away as Strasbourg. The brave 

defender of Metz was the Duc de Guise, who dispatched many of the 

Emperor’s soldiers. In addition to this, hunger, epidemics, and the cold 

helped to fight against Charles V, and at that time thirty thousand men lost 

their lives before Metz. Finally, another ruse of war forced the Emperor to 

withdraw. The Duc, fearing that he would not, after all, be able to hold the 

city in the long run, particularly as she was being attacked at her weakest 

side, wrote a letter to his King with the content that the siege was utterly 

futile and presented no danger, principally because Charles had directed 

most of his attack at the city’s most strongly fortified side. An apparently 

incapable messenger had to carry this letter through the enemy camp and 

let himself be caught, and soon the letter appeared before Charles’s eyes. 

He really did let himself be beguiled, and taking the letter to be true, 

withdrew his forces from the weak side, attacked other, very well fortified 

positions, lost all his hard-earned gains, and in the end had to raise the 

siege after the loss of almost half his army. Then mockery and derision 

 
32 1552. 
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were not in short supply, but poured copiously forth over Charles in all the 

German lands, and because he had fared in almost the same wise before 

Magdeburg, this satirical rhyme very soon ran from mouth to mouth: 

  A strumpet, and a maid,33 

  Charles asked to dance: they nayed. 

The Emperor is said to have taken this, and yet more sorrows, so to heart 

that he utterly renounced his rule three years later and, in 1586,34 entered 

the monastery of St. Just in Spain as a monk, where he built clocks. In 

these same years it happened that Metz, Toul, and Verdun – Virdung in 

German – were completely ceded by Germany through the Treaty and 

Peace Agreement of Cambray, and placed under the protection of the 

French Crown.35 

 

The Devil’s Confederate at Virdung (86) 

 When the city of Virdung was yet a German one – to be more 

precise, in the time of Emperor Rudolf of Habsburg36 – there was a citizen 

of that place who fell into poverty and thereby into temptation and snares, 

after the saying: The Devil wipes his backside with the haughtiness of the 

poor; for that citizen very dearly wanted to strut and shine and revel. That 

he might gain new wealth, he promised himself, with the assistance of an 

old woman, to the Devil, renounced God and His saints, and received a 

Lucky Purse with breeding-pennies: as often as he reached into the purse, 

 
33 “Metze” means “strumpet” and “Magd” is German for “maid.” 
34 A clear error. This happened in 1557. 
35 The three cities, or The Three Bishoprics, were seized by Henri II in 1552 and ceded to 
France in 1648 by the Peace of Westphalia. 
36 Rudolf II, Holy Roman Emperor 1576-1612. 
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so often would he draw out a hand filled with gold or silver. So he increased 

his riches from day to day, bought gardens and houses, fields and 

meadows, and lived in the lap of luxury. But one day it happened that he 

was sitting in front of his house, in the shade, carousing with friends, when 

two unfamiliar, grave men came riding up on black horses; they brought 

with them a third, bridled, black horse and wore dark clothes. The men 

halted at the citizen’s house and demanded that he mount the riderless 

horse. The citizen understood, with sorrow, the import of their words, and 

sadly taking leave of his relatives, two sons, and friends, he mounted the 

dark horse and rapidly rode away with the two other riders. His sons wished 

to know whither their father had ridden, never to return. Then they fell upon 

the idea of asking the old witch and giving her money to show them their 

father and the place where he was dwelling. The old witch went with the 

youths into a forest, where she exercised her magical art and conjured Hell. 

Then the earth opened and the two men who had led the citizen away 

climbed out, and they were frightful to behold. Then the old woman asked 

the youths, “Do you want to see your father too?” The elder one was 

gripped with horror, and he replied in the negative, but the younger one 

possessed more courage and demanded a sight of his father. So the 

woman made a sign to the dark men, and they bid the youth follow them. 

After a while they came to a handsome house, and in one of its chambers 

the youth saw his father, dressed exactly as he had been when he rode 

away from home, and he looked almost the same – only, there lay on his 

face an expression of unutterable suffering. “How are you, father?” the 

youth asked. “Does all go well with you, or ill?” His father sighed and said, 
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“Son, I renounced God and His share in me for worldly goods, and 

bequeathed my body and soul to the Devil. Do both of you discard your 

inherited wealth, for having the enjoyment of it will be only to your detriment 

and deliver you up to the same agony that I suffer.” “Are you in pain, 

father?” asked the son. “I see no sign of any flames!” “Touch me with the tip 

of your little finger, son,” the father replied, “but jerk it back quickly.” The 

youth did this, touching his father for only as long as a thunderbolt flashes, 

and he instantly burnt his finger and his hand and his arm up to the elbow 

and felt the most scorching pain. Filled with horror, he cried, “O poor, poor 

father! Can we do nothing for you that would help and avail you?” “Nothing, 

in eternity,” said the father, “except discard the wealth from Hell.” Then the 

youth took a mournful leave of his father, and the men took him back to the 

witch; he showed his burnt arm to her and to whomever else wished to see 

it, and, together with his brother, gave all the wealth inherited from their 

father to a monastery, which readily accepted it, and did not come to the 

least harm from it. The brothers became monks and spent the rest of their 

lives praying for their father to be released from the agony of the flames. 

 

The Faithful Wife, Florentina (87) 

 In Metz there lived a noble knight called Alexander, and he had a 

most virtuous wife called Florentina. The knight vowed to make a 

penitential journey to the Holy Sepulchre, and his consort made a fine new 

shirt for him, which she marked with a red cross and bid him wear at all 

times. It was fortified and sanctified so that it would always remain pure 

white as a sign of her constant purity and fidelity; she would stay faithful to 
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him until his return. However, in the Holy Land, knight Alexander from Metz 

was taken prisoner and, along with others, had to draw the plough as a 

slave and endure lashes of the whip and a yoke on his neck like a bull. But 

his shirt, in spite of dust and sweat and blood, remained always as pure and 

white as snow. This amazed the overseers, and they brought the matter to 

the Sultan’s attention. Then the Sultan inquired about the story behind the 

slave’s shirt, and Alexander told him of the fidelity and purity of his 

Florentina. This seemed to the Sultan to be a tall tale, and being very 

curious as to whether such fidelity really could exist in the world, he sent, at 

his own expense, a trustworthy express messenger into the Occident, who 

came safely to Metz, inquired for, and found, the lady, told her of her lord’s 

hard servitude, and, finding her especially beautiful, sued for her love with 

strong enticements. But as the great pains he took to win the woman’s 

favour proved to be in vain, he went on his way and brought his lord a 

report of Florentina’s unalterable fidelity. This lady dressed herself in pilgrim 

garb, took with her a harp, which she knew how to play masterfully, and 

journeyed after the heathen, whom she caught up with in Venice; and she 

then travelled with him, without his recognising her, into the Land of 

Heathens. Now when they arrived at the Court of the Heathen-King, the 

envoy reported what he had done in Metz, and extolled his travelling 

companion’s skillful harp-playing. Then the pilgrim was commanded to 

come to Court so he could perform, and valuable presents were offered him 

for his playing. But he refused to accept them, asking only that one of the 

slaves who drew the plough be set free. This was granted him; and now 

Florentina walked up to the slaves and sought her husband among them, 
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and obtained his release at her entreaty but did not discover herself to him, 

neither on land nor at sea, rather staying in her disguise as a man as she 

travelled homewards with Alexander. When they were yet a two-days’ 

journey from Metz, Florentina said, “My dear travelling companion, our 

ways part now. Pray give me some memento of my having freed you.” 

“What should I give you, I who have so much as nothing?” asked the 

liberated knight. “You have on a singular shirt, about whose miraculous 

power I heard tell in the heathen land – cut a piece of it out for me, so I may 

sing and speak of this wonder to others on my pilgrimage.” “Because it is 

you, and I owe you such great gratitude,” said the knight, “I shall do it; I 

would not give anyone else in the world a piece of my shirt which attests to 

me, in so miraculous a manner, of my wife’s purity and virtuous modesty.” 

And he cut out a piece of the shirt, of no size at all, for the pilgrim and 

parted from him with this expression of gratitude. Florentina hurried ahead 

of her husband to Metz and put on her women’s clothes again; and so, 

when he arrived home, a whole day later than she had, she received him 

with heartfelt caresses and joy, to his delight. But now that the knight, 

having returned home, gradually met his friends again, he noticed from 

their strange behaviour that there was some secret concerning him 

weighing on their minds, and at last one of them said to him: “It greatly 

surprises me that you found your wife at home, she must have got wind of 

your return. A stranger was with her often and long, and in the end she 

travelled after him and stayed away a twelvemonth, and she came back 

only shortly before you.” This roused the knight’s wrath; he invited his 

friends and relatives to a feast, where he publicly asked his wife why she 
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had left her house for so inordinately long a time and which parts of the 

world she had travelled around in the manner of wandering women?37 

Then faithful Florentina silently rose from the table, went into the adjoining 

room, returned as the pilgrim with her harp, and handed him the piece of 

linen cut from his shirt. Then the knight raised his hands and cried, “Forgive 

me, Heavenly One, Pure One! You freed me from the bonds of slavery, 

from the yoke of the plough,” and weeping, he threw his arms around her 

neck and begged her forgiveness, and all accusations against her were 

silenced for ever. 

 

The Age of Trier (88) 

 Trier and Solothurn38 are said to be the oldest cities in Europe. One 

thousand and three hundred years before Christ, Trier already existed, as 

old rhyming verses declare; indeed, Trier was long the second largest city 

in the ancient world, Rome being first, and the ancients named it Rich Trier, 

Blessed Trier, Glorious Trier, Distinguished Trier – and this back in the days 

of the Romans. And at the time of the German Middle Ages, Trier was the 

cradle of Christianity, the second, the German, Rome. Trier’s early cultural 

flowering was first broken by the Gauls, who laid it waste three times, 

reducing the city to a large graveyard. Nevertheless, some of the nobles 

who had escaped the devastation still demanded bloody circus-games, like 

those which took place in Rome at the time when the World’s City had fallen 

into its greatest moral decadence. 

 The astrologers named the district of Trier the Alley of the Planets 

 
37 “fahrende Frauen” i.e. prostitutes. 
38 In northwest Switzerland. 
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because it rains there with such exceeding frequency. People also tell of a 

lake in this district in which a marvellous fish appears to sight every now 

and then, and when this happens, it is a prelusory sign of the decease of 

the reigning lord of the land. The most beautiful of the architectural 

monuments of ancient times is the cathedral at Trier; for a long time, visitors 

were shown a horn inside it which the inhabitants called the Devil’s claw, 

and they told how the builder of the cathedral had not been able to achieve 

its completion alone, had accepted help from the Devil, and had outwitted 

him, whereupon the enraged Devil had tried to demolish the altars, but not 

only did he not succeed, he also had to leave a claw behind. In the 

cathedral at Trier, there is kept the Sacred Robe which Christ the Lord is 

said to have worn, and which the soldiers threw dice for because it was too 

beautiful for them to cut up. It is a man’s robe with long sleeves, of fine linen, 

colourfully worked with subtile threads. It was Saint Helena who gave this 

robe, with a piece of the Holy Cross and a nail with which Christ was fixed 

to the Cross, to Trier, whither she sent the pious bishop Agritius of 

Antioch.39 This robe receives the most reverent veneration of many millions 

of believers, who have no doubt that it is genuine, even though the same 

robe – and yet not the same – is shown as the real one at many other 

places. 

 

Saint Arnulf’s Ring (89) 

 The Moselle Bridge at Trier is of particular antiquity, a durable 

structure made of stones of unusual and colossal size, most certainly a 

 
39 Saint Helena/Helena of Constantinople, mother of Constantine the Great, c.248 – c.330; 
Agricius/Agritius c.260-c.335. 
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construction from Roman times; Emperor Nero is said to have passed over 

this bridge to conquer all the land as far as Cologne. Where the arches of 

the bridge join together, there are columns which tower up over the parapet 

of the bridge, and on which status of heathen gods are said to have stood. 

At one time, Saint Arnulf felt a weight upon his conscience, and as he 

happened to be passing over the Moselle Bridge, he looked down into the 

water’s depths, took an expensive ring off his finger, and cast it down, full of 

faith in God’s omnipotence and mercy, into the Moselle while exclaiming: “If 

I might hope that my sins be forgiven me, then I shall receive this ring 

back.” A few years passed, and Saint Arnulf became Bishop of Metz during 

this time. Then one day, a fisherman delivered a large fish to the episcopal 

kitchen, and when the cook prepared it for his lord’s table, he found, to his 

amazement, a beautiful ring in the fish’s entrails, and took the ring to the 

bishop. And the bishop saw that it was his ring, which the fish had gulped 

down as it fell, no doubt taking it for food – and he humbly praised God for 

this sign of mercy, and renounced all sinful thoughts to prove himself worthy 

of this grace. 

 

Saint Genoveva40 (92) 

 At Pfalzel, otherwise known as Pfälzel (small palace) on the Moselle, 

there is a turreted house called the House of Genoveva. In the Day of 

Archbishop Hidulf of Trier, there lived a Count Palatine called Siegfried who 

had a faithful and pious wife, the daughter of a Duke of Brabant. But it 

 
40 Saint Genovefa, or Genevieve, of Brabant, not to be confused with Saint Genevieve of Paris 
(419/422 – 512). Her legend is set in the early 8th century, with Siegfried being a follower of 
Charles Martel; however, Hidulf, supposedly Bishop of Trier, died in 707. 
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happened that Siegfried had to go to the Holy Land, so he left his wife 

behind in his palace by the Moselle river and gave her into the care of a 

trusted servant by the name of Golo. But before the Count Palatine 

departed, he made merry with his Genoveva one last time, and she 

received a son from him. Golo, however, was a bad guardian; he fell 

violently in love with the beautiful lady and began to forge intrigues. He 

wrote fake letters, making out that Siegfried had drowned in the sea with all 

his men, and read them out to the Countess Palatine, and avowed his love 

to her, and would have embraced her – but she repulsed him with a fist to 

the face. Now his love turned to bitter hate: he took all the Countess 

Palatine’s servants away, and when the hour approached when she was to 

be delivered of her little son, she had nobody to assist her but an old 

washer-woman. Then the message came to her house that her lord was 

alive and on his way home, at which Golo, the traitor, was scared to death, 

and he sought counsel from an old witch, who gave him this devilish advice: 

Golo should persuade the Count Palatine that Genoveva’s fine son could 

not possibly be his, as he could calculate for himself, but was Draco the 

cook’s. Golo, riding to meet his lord, did this; Siegfried was deeply 

distressed and did not know how to rid himself of the wife who, according to 

the liar’s faithless report, had dishonoured him. Then Golo advised that he 

take Genoveva, together with her child, to a river and drown them both, and 

Siegfried consented. Thereupon Golo ordered two servants to take 

Genoveva and her son away and kill them, one way or another. But on the 

way, the servants felt sorry for the beautiful lady and the handsome child, 

and they said to each other, “What crime can this lady have been guilty of? 
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And what has she done to us? If it is meant that she die, there is no need 

for us to take her life. We’ll cut out the tongue of this dog running along 

beside us and show it to Golo as proof that we’ve killed the lady, and let her 

go.” 

 And the servants did this, leaving Genoveva and her son behind in 

the desolate wilderness, disconsolate and crying and praying. Genoveva 

named the child Sorrowful; he had not tallied a month of days before sorrow 

dried all the milk in his mother’s breast. Then the poor young mother 

implored the Mother of all sorrows and all blessedness, and the Eternal 

Virgin lovingly bent her mercy towards the forsaken woman. Out from the 

undergrowth in the wood there walked a hind, which laid itself down before 

Genoveva, and Genoveva put her little son to the animal’s teats; herself, 

she fed with that which the forest offered, and built a hut for herself and her 

son of logs, brushwood, thorns and moss, where she remained for six years 

and three months, and she saw no other living thing than the faithful hind. 

 Then it happened that the Count Palatine, Siegfried, was hunting in 

this area of the forest one day, and the hounds uncouched the hind which 

had helped to feed Genoveva and her boy with her milk. Hunters and 

hounds followed the game, and the hind fled to Genoveva’s hut and knelt 

down before the boy, and Genoveva fended the pursuing hounds off with a 

stick. Then the Count Palatine came, and he was amazed to see this 

woman in the wood, almost completely denuded of clothes after all these 

years; and the Count Palatine taking her to be some vagrant heathen or 

some gypsy-woman, he called to her: “Are you a Christian?” She answered, 

“I am a Christian – but give me your cloak, so I may cover myself.” Siegfried 
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did this and asked her why she had no clothes and lived so alone in the wild 

wood. “My clothes are torn with age,” she said. “How long have you been 

living in this wood? And who is this boy? Who is his father? And what is 

your name?” To these questions, Genoveva answered: “I have lived alone 

in this wood for six years and three months! The boy is my son, and God 

knows who his father is as surely as I do. And my name is Genoveva!” This 

last word made the Count Palatine start, and his chamberlain stepped up to 

him and said, “Lord, if memory does not deceive me, this truly is our Lady, 

who is supposed to have been dead for so long – pray look at the birthmark 

on her neck.” And behold – she had the mark. The Count Palatine walked 

off to one side and did not know what to do; and he said, “Pray see if she 

still wears her wedding-ring.”And she still wore it. And inexpressible sorrow 

and deep repentance came over the Count Palatine, and he ran to 

Genoveva and threw his arms around her and kissed her and hugged the 

boy, and cried: “Yes, this is my wife! This is my son!” And Genoveva related 

how she had fared from Golo’s deeds of diabolical malice, and then the 

man himself came, not at all expecting this event; the Count Palatine’s men 

were furious with him and would have struck him down. But the Count 

Palatine stayed them, saying that this traitor was not worthy of death at the 

hand of a knight. Four oxen which had not yet drawn a plough were chosen, 

ropes were tied to each of the malefactor’s feet and each of his hands and 

harnessed to the oxen, and these were then driven to all four sides. Thus 

was Golo torn alive into quarters. 

 Now Siegfried wished to take his wife to his castle and have every 

honour given to her share, but she would not consent, saying instead: 
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“Here, at this place, the Holy Virgin has protected and guarded me, invisibly 

warded off the wild beasts, and maintained my child through the hind. This 

place shall remain my stead and be dedicated to the Queen of all Angels.” 

Siegfried, Count Palatine, acquiesced in this, sent to Bishop Hidulf and had 

him consecrate the place, and ordered the building of a church at 

Genoveva’s request. The Countess Palatine now lived under a better roof; 

however, she could not digest any prepared food, but only the accustomed 

forest fare; and after she had been rediscovered, she lived only a few days 

more. She died happy and blessed and rested in the newly built forest 

chapel, ‘At the Church of Our Lady,’ not far from Mayen, and many miracles 

have occurred in that place, and the story of pious Genoveva has passed 

through every land. 

 However, a Genoveva Tower is shown not only in Pfalzel but also in 

Mayen, which lies in Maifeld, and the Church of Our Lady there is supposed 

to be the true one. Every now and then, Genoveva is said to be seen sitting 

and spinning behind the High Altar. 

 

The Seven Sisters (94) 

 On the Rhine downstream from Pfalzgrafenstein, there stand the 

towering ruins of a castle, Castle Schönberg. Seven maidens of knightly 

birth are said to have lived there and been so beautiful that their beauty 

gave the castle in which they dwelt its name. But the maidens, who were 

seven sisters, were as cold and callous to love as they were beautiful. They 

would not listen to any knight’s suit, rejecting one suitor after the other, and 

many a noble young heart broke on the rocky hearts of the seven beautiful 
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sisters. But destiny determined their punishment. One day, a skiff landed 

down below the castle at the foot of the mountain, and in it there sat seven 

splendid youths in knightly attire and of genteel comportment. They came 

to the castle, they presented themselves to the maidens, they aspired to 

their hearts and hands. It was in vain; the sisters remained cold. All of a 

sudden the sky grew dark, infernal music rang out, the youths clasped the 

seven sisters in their arms, one to one, as for a roundelay, and swung them, 

dancing and turning, out of the castle, over the drawbridge and down the 

mountain into the river, which surged stormily while thunder roared and 

lightning flashed. 

 When the charming river bank had become light and peaceful again, 

behold, seven crags rose up out of the water: the maidens with the hearts 

of rock had been turned into these as punishment for their unnatural 

severity. High tide covers them with water, low tide leaves them visible. The 

boatmen of the Rhine know them by the name of The Seven Maidens and 

tell one another the legend: “On the day that a mighty man heaves these 

rocks out of the river-bed and makes them into pillars of an oratory on the 

bank, the maidens will be freed from enchantment, return to the castle as it 

restores itself to its former state, and every one of them, after this 

centuries-long hard penance, will make a man happy.” 

 

The Sky-Bridge (101) 

 Up from the Ahr Valley there once rose, proudly and boldly, two 

imposing castles, opposite one another, and between them the River Ahr 

rushed in the depths of the vale. They were the castles Neuenahr and 
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Landskron, and high above the valley stretched an airy bridge that 

connected both castle-seats. The two masters of these castles, the Count 

of Neuenahr and the Lord of Landskron, were such intimate friends that 

they jointly built this bridge, which was fitted together with inexpressible skill, 

without supports, and yet made to endure, so that the two friends could be 

together at any hour, and each of them could also return home quickly, 

whereas a neighbourly visit that involved riding down and riding up would 

require several hours. When these friends had passed away, the bridge fell 

to ruin and the elements destroyed it; all that survived were the piers, which 

had powerfully supported the whole structure, at each castle. Then it 

happened that a knight’s son on Landskron loved his neighbour, a young 

Countess of Neuenahr; they were mindful of their fathers’ friendship and 

eagerly wished to have the bridge back. The Count’s daughter tied a ball of 

yarn to a crossbow bolt, very loosely wound, and made the end of the 

thread fast, then shot the bolt over to the neighbouring castle. Through the 

thread, the two castles were connected again, and along it there ran a yet 

thinner string with a curtain-ring, on which letters and pledges of love 

zipped back and forth in the twilight hours; the thin thread, whose colour 

was not entirely light and not entirely dark, could barely be seen from above 

and not at all from below. Now when the hearts of both lovers had reached 

an understanding, they married each other and built, as the legend tells, the 

bridge anew; and then it fell to ruin once more and was never again rebuilt, 

and the castles fell to ruin, and friendship and love live there no longer. 

Indeed, Castle Neuenahr has disappeared from the region to its very 

foundations. 
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The Prisoners at Altenahr (102) 

 The structural remains of the younger castle Neuenahr may have 

been ground so thoroughly by the teeth of time that no trace of them can be 

seen any more, but the proud ruins of Castle Altenahr rise up into the air on 

a rocky conical peak, over the village of the same name, all the more 

imposingly. Powerful Gaugraves41 ruled the land from it, and one of these, 

Count Frederick of Hochstaden-Ahre, whose brother Conrad of 

Hochstaden had dominion as Archbishop of Cologne, gave the entire 

Countship with the two ancestral castles, Ahr and Hochstaden, to the 

archbishopric of Cologne, and the archbishop knew how to put these strong 

castles to good use. When a number of councillors and burghers of 

Cologne rose up against the Bishop’s Chair at one time, eleven patricians, 

the leaders of the anti-episcopal faction, were captured and taken to 

Altenahr for secure confinement. There they languished hard and long, and 

their only means of amusement and of dispelling their sorrow was a little 

mouse that they had tamed, and which came to them without fear, but 

always quickly slipped back into its hole when it heard a noise. One day, 

they were observing the mouse, which was briskly out in the open nibbling 

breadcrumbs, when suddenly keys clinked outside, and it darted into its 

hole; and then they all heard a clinking in the mousehole too. And when all 

was quiet and safe again, they began to investigate. A file and a chisel were 

found in the mousehole, somewhat rusty by this time but still usable 

nonetheless, and so good that the prisoners could file off their fetters, and 

 
41 A Gaugrave ruled a Gau, an ancient and mediaeval administrative district of the Carolingian 
Empire, similar to a shire. 
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burst their bonds, and saw through the bars of their dungeon window, in 

little enough time. The prisoners then ripped up their garments, made them 

into ropes, tied these fast together, and descended through the window all 

at once, clambered down the steep goat’s path, and made a safe escape. 

And nobody could grasp or comprehend how such a flight had been 

possible. 

 

Of the Siebengebirge (103) 

 The Siebengebirge by the Rhine takes its name from seven castles 

[sieben Burgen] which lay close to each other on neighbouring mountains 

and not from a mountain range [Gebirg]. It was not called Mons Sibenus, as 

the ancients named it in barbaric Latin, but Heptapyrgos, although this 

group of mountains deserves to be called a small mountain-range. The 

names of these castles were: Drachenfels, Wolkenburg, Dadenberg, 

Blankenberg, Mahlberg and Stromberg. The Lowlanders had the belief that 

the seat of Purgatory was down in the bowels of the Siebengebirge, as the 

Thuringians believed of the Horselberg, into which the lost souls were 

exorcised whom the Day of Judgement would number with the goats. They 

thus had something in advance of other people – namely, their judgement. 

From time to time, people see one soul and the other haunting in corporeal 

form between the castles and mountains, of which there are many more 

than only seven. Here, a spirit with weighed-down feet laboriously lumbers 

through rugged cliffs, and that is the ghost of a usurer from Cologne, cursed 

hither to walk around with leaden shoes until Judgement Day. There, a 

large and rapid light flickers nearer, a fire-spirit, without rest or respite; it is 
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the ghost of a quondam very fiery State-Minister from Bonn, who fierily and 

zealously exerted himself to fleece the people and, with nauseating avarice, 

amass treasure for himself, and it was a matter of utter indifference to him if 

the whole world went to the dogs – as long as he had. A good-natured 

peasant met the ministerial fire-spirit near Königswinter one day, and 

recognising him to be a member of the famous ministerial family Nitpicker, 

he cried to him, “Just you wait a bit! I’ll just light my pipe with you! – there – 

thanking you!” The fire-spirit panted and snorted and blew a whole rain of 

sparks around him, but he had to keep still all the same and let the peasant 

light his pipe with him, and when the peasant had given the aforesaid 

thanks, he added, “He was a bad fellow, wasn’t he just! A bit of burning 

won’t put him out!” There, four times a year, a damned and blazing mayor of 

Cologne who betrayed his city to the enemy rides around on a cart with 

wheels of fire. When mists steam out the valley-gorges of the 

Siebengebirge and clouds hover heavily around its peaks, that is the whole 

troop of lost souls, who are allowed out of the bowels of the mountain from 

time to time, like pupils out of a philanthropic school, to enjoy the fresh air. 

They must however betake themselves back inside every time. The highest 

peak in this small range of mountains is Drachenfels (Dragon Rock), which 

is completely enscaled and armoured with legends of dragons and 

lindworms, and these alone would easily fill a book. Here, Horn-Skinned – 

not the wrongly-named Horned – Siegfried of the old German chapbook 

slew the dragon, roasted it, and smeared his skin all over with its fat, which 

hardened to horn, making him invulnerable. Only, he could not reach 

between his shoulders, a small spot was not smeared, and that later 
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became the cause of the heroic warrior’s demise: for at the very moment 

when Siegfried bent over at a spring and exposed this spot to view, a 

malevolent enemy hurled a spear at him that proved fatal. 

 

Rolandseck (104) 

 In a lofty castle by the Rhine, high over the river-valley, there lived a 

young knight, called Roland, many say Roland of Angers, nephew of 

Charlemagne, who loved a castle-damsel, Hildegunde, the daughter of 

Burgrave Heribert, whose seat was the nearby castle Drachenfels, and he 

was loved by her in return. And as the old burgrave had no objection to 

make to the engagement of Hildegunde to Knight Roland, so he was only 

too pleased to promise him his beloved daughter’s hand. But then, before 

the bridal couple’s marriage ceremony could take place, a summons was 

proclaimed for all knighthood to fight the Huns and hordes of heathens who 

threatened the Empire in the east, and duty and honour demanded that 

Knight Roland obey this call to arms. Roland did great deeds of bravery 

against the heathen swarms, and his heroic hand decided the battle in 

favour of the Christian host. This agreeable news soon reached the Rhine 

and Drachenfels, where it gave rise to great delight. But then no more news 

of Knight Roland was heard for some time. Finally, a homecoming knight 

came by the Siebengebirge and requested quarters for the night at 

hospitable Drachenfels. And he announced, without knowing how grievous 

this news would be for his hostess, that Knight Roland had met with a 

hero’s death by his side in one of the last battles. Then there was great 

sorrow and lamenting, and Hildegudne was so overcome with grief that she 
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made the resolve there and then to take the veil in Nonnenwerth Nunnery, 

and as the Bishop who had command of this convent was a relative of hers, 

he consented to Hildegunde’s pressing desire to have her year of probation 

waived, and she was invested with the veil after a period of only one month. 

 On the following day, a guest climbed up to Drachenfels, was 

admitted, and saw nothing but expressions of mourning on every face. With 

horror and joy, Knight Heribert recognised the stranger to be the beloved 

Knight Roland. He had indeed been borne from the battlefield as one dead, 

but had recovered; he had indeed sent a message, but the messenger had 

not arrived, and now he asked for his Hildegunde, only to hear the words of 

thunder: “She is a nun!” 

 Terrible were Roland’s feelings. Mute from grief, he descended 

Drachenfels, mounted his horse, rode up to Rolandseck, dismissed his 

servants, and chose a rocky seat up there from which he could look down 

towards Nonnenwerth. And he looked down towards his loved one, every 

day, and month after month, and year after year, living as a hermit and 

murmuring prayers when the convent bell rang down in the valley below. 

Every now and then he caught sight of the nun Hildegunde, who had taken 

the eternally indissoluble vow from grief for him – till the time came when he 

had not seen her for a long while, until a funeral procession told him that 

she had departed this earthly life and gone to everlasting peace. And 

shortly afterwards, Roland was found to have passed away, having 

followed her to that place where all loving souls reunite in the lap of eternal 

love. 
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The Last Crop (106) 

 Near Mülheim, close to the Rhine, there lay in former times an abbey 

by the name of Dünnwald, and it had fallen into dispute with a neighbouring 

noble, Squire Hall von Schleebusch, over a hundred acres of ploughland. 

The abbey and the squire both asserted that this large plot of land was their 

property, yet it was the squire’s possession. However, all revenues from it 

were consumed by the costs of the lawsuit brought before the court, the 

lawyers, the advocates, the judges, the jurymen, and the scribes. So in the 

end, Squire Hall von Schleebusch offered an amicable accommodation, 

saying to the pious fathers of Dünnwald Abbey, “Good fathers, I am weary 

of this long quarrel, which does not avail either side. The hundred acres 

shall be the abbey’s property henceforth and hereafter for all time. I make 

only one condition: I sow one more, and that the last, crop. When it is 

burgeoning and ripe for harvest and gathered in, then I shall relinquish 

eveyr claim to the hundred acres.” “May Heaven strengthen you, noble 

Squire, in so pious a resolve,” said the Abbot, “but please be so gracious as 

to give us this promise in writing.” A letter was thereupon written and drawn 

up on parchment in duplicate, and the squire attached his seal to it in wax, 

and the Abbot attached his, and the large abbey seal was also added, and 

that of the Prior, and then twelve seals of chosen knightly witnesses; and it 

was a very handsome letter, this deed of gift for time eternal after the 

harvest of the last crop, which was to be the Squire’s. Squire Hall von 

Schleebusch now had his ploughland tilled and the hundred acres sowed. 

This happened in Autumn, and in Spring the seeds came up, but they 

simply would not shoot straight up in the air like other crops. Now when the 
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time for the Hail Ceremony42 came around, where people walk in 

procession with flags around the fields and pray for them, the monks had a 

look at the crop on the abbey’s future inheritance – but what did they see? A 

crop of acorns. “Fraud! Fraud!” cried Abbot and Prior and convent – but it 

was no use, for it was written in the letter: “and they grant to the noble 

Squire Hall von Schleebosch the last crop without question and without 

fraud or malice. This to witness were we requested” etc. For a long while 

after, Squire Hall von Schleebusch had joy of his fine, splendidly flourishing 

young oak-forest, hunting hares and fowl in it – the trees grew, and the 

Abbot and Prior and entire convent of that time went, one after the other, to 

the everlasting rest of those seeds sowed by God – and still the oaks grew, 

and the handsome letter turned grew in the archives, and the seals were 

filled with dust, and nobody thought of it any more – and still the oaks grew, 

and the abbey fell into rubble and ruin, and the new generation that had 

come could no longer read the writing in the old letter. 

 

The Legend of Cologne Cathedral (114) 

 When the construction of Cologne Cathedral began, the Devil was 

mightily irked that, in the holy city of Cologne, which already had so many 

churches and chapels in which devout souls served God, so enormous a 

house was now also to be built to the Lord; so the Devil took on human form, 

artfully approached the master-builder, and said to him: “You’re undertaking 

an unfeasibly arduous task! What do you bet that I’ll lay a canal from Trier 

to Cologne before you complete your building? A canal, by means of which 

 
42 “Hagelfeier,” a festival to protect ripening crops from storms and pests. 
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pure drinking water, no less than noble Moselle-wine, can flow to the good 

city, and I dare say that such a canal would be more useful to the city than 

yet another church on top of the many that it already has.” “What should I 

bet?” asked the master-builder. “We’ll bet that the one of us will discontinue 

the work he has begun, however near completion it may be, directly the 

other’s work appears as completed. I stop mine when you have placed the 

topmost crowns on the spires of your cathedral towers, you stop yours 

when the water comes streaming from Trier in my building-work and flows 

into yours.” The cathedral master-builder agreed to this compact, and they 

both got down to work. High and higher rose the cathedral structure, near 

and nearer advanced from Trier the pillars of a mighty aqueduct, a proud 

work such as only the skill of the ancient Romans would have been able to 

erect. Then – when the cathedral towers had reached the height of the 

crane, the master-builder stood up on the scaffolding and looked down and 

saw, to his horror, the work completed, the canal having reached the 

cathedral; it was yet empty of water, when a white dot seemed to move in 

the distance, nearer and ever nearer – and then the water came rushing 

and foaming, and on the water there swam a white duck. When the 

master-builder saw himself thus defeated, he precipitated himself from the 

scaffolding at the height of the tower down into the depths, and his faithful 

dog, which had followed him onto the scaffolding, jumped after him. Never 

could the cathedral be completed; and that aqueduct was broken by the 

mighty hand of time. Its ruins are called the Devil’s Claw by the people. To 

mark and to crown his victory, the Devil threw a stone through the roof in 

the choir over the Chapel of the Three Kings, which left a hole three to four 
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feet wide. According to a later inscription, it was the wind which cast down 

this stone; but the stone lay, or still lies, on the plaster near the chapel, it is 

called the Devil’s Stone by the people, and on it can be seen a mark like a 

hen’s claw which was burnt in by the Devil’s claw. 

When the remains of the Three Kings came to Cologne, which 

Archbishop Reinold II, a Count of Dassel,43 had requested of Emperor 

Frederick Barbarossa for the city after the Emperor had levelled Milan, 

where these holy bodies had previously been kept, to the ground, a camel 

bore the valuable load, and to honour the remains of the Wise Men, a tower 

bowed towards them and remained ever after in that inclined state. The 

doorway onto the Rhine, through which they were brought, was at once 

walled up so that it never would be profaned. Countless miracles are told of 

these saints, whose three crowns the city bears in its coat-of-arms. There 

once came to Cologne from Hungary, where a serious famine had broken 

out, on account of too extensive and lasting a drought, a crowd of people 

wishing to implore the Three Kings for rain. No sooner was the sound of the 

first prayer heard than the sky clouded over and torrential rain poured down 

as a sign of grace, and it then rained abundantly in Hungary. In gratitude for 

this, envoys from Hungary have travelled to Cologne every seven years, 

where they have venerated the Three Kings and endowed their chapel and 

their priests, and the civic authorities have given them food and drink and 

lodging for fourteen days. 

 

The Humpbacked Musicians at the Fishmarket (129) 

 
43 c.1120-1167. This took place in 1164. 



128 

 

 In Aachen, the old Imperial City, there once lived two musicians, 

each one of whom had no small hump on his back; but this was all that they 

had in common, for the one of them was good and well-disposed, while the 

other was envious and malicious, and jealous and avaricious. Now it 

happened one day that the former was called to a village to play along at a 

wedding there, and it was late evening before he set off for home. He may 

have had many a good tipple there, for he was as merry as a lark, and 

when his road brought him past the tall cathedral, he was whistling a 

roguish ditty in good spirits. Then the clock struck midnight, and suddenly 

there was a flitting and floating all around him, ghostly and ghastly; and fear 

of ghosts took hold of the minstrel and drove him hurriedly onwards through 

the Schmiedegasse (Smith’s Alley) into the Pervisch, that is the Fishmarket. 

Behold – the minstrel found the place to be brightly lit, all the fish-benches 

were illuminated, there was wine and dishes galore in exquisite vessels on 

richly laid tables, and genteel ladies sat there feasting and carousing. Then 

one of the ladies walked up to the minstrel and said, “Hallo fiddler! You’ve 

come just at the right time, now fiddle a tune for us, we want to dance! But 

before that, have a drink!” – And she handed him spiced wine in a golden 

goblet, and he drank and glowed with delight; and taking his stringed 

instrument, he fiddled joyfully away. And the ladies began to dance with one 

another in wild roundelays, and the fiddler’s melodies rang madly through 

the night. Then it struck a quarter to one, and now the whirling pairs 

gradually desisted from dancing, fatigued – and the lady who had spoken to 

the fiddler now went up to him again and said: “We give you thanks, and 

also your reward” – and with those words, she gently passed her hand over 
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his back, which made him think she wished to draw him to her – but then 

she had disappeared, and all the other ladies likewise, and the lights, the 

dishes, the utensils – everything; and the cathedral clock struck One. The 

minstrel went home, feeling so light, so at ease – he had no idea what to 

make of it. And behold: when he undressed, his hump had gone, the 

nocturnal lady-dancer having stripped it off. 

 The miraculous tale soon ran through all of Aachen, and the other 

humpbacked musician had no sooner heard it than envy came over him, 

and he thought: “If that rogue can manage it, I should think that I can 

manage it too.” He could hardly wait for night to come, and he was standing 

in the Pervisch long before midnight, his fiddle with its bow in his hands. 

Finally, the hour struck, and there were the fish-benches full of lights and 

shining brilliantly, there were the sumptuous utensils, there was a lady 

handing him spiced wine – everything happening like before – and they 

demanded that he too play his dance melodies. He did so, but his tunes 

became, without his intending it, sepulchral melodies, the dance became a 

Dance of Death, the fair ladies became skeletons, and when it struck a 

quarter to the hour, a wheyish phantom flitted up to the fiddler, having 

previously taken some kind of small article out of a silver vessel, and said: 

“We give you our thanks, and also your reward” – and it hung the article on, 

and pressed it to, his breast, almost like a medal. Then everything vanished, 

and the fiddler staggered and tottered home, and his chest hurt, and he 

was short of breath. And when he took off his clothes, he had his fellow 

fiddler’s hump on his breast, and his own one on his back was still there; 

and he had to bear both humps until the end of his days. 
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The Flying Dutchman (130) 

 In the land of Limburg there lies an old castle called Falkenberg 

which is haunted by unquiet spirits. A voice shouts to the four walls the 

plaintive cry, “Murderer! Murderer!” Two small flames flicker along before 

the voice, but nobody can see the crier. And it has been thus for six 

hundred years. At that time, so long ago, the castle was in its heyday; two 

von Falkenberg brothers lived in it, called Waleram and Reginald, and they 

both loved the beautiful daughter of a Count von Cleve, Alix. Waleram was 

the fortunate one whom the maiden chose, and he celebrated a sumptuous 

wedding with her. But the spirit of revenge turned the heart in spurned 

Reginald’s breast, and he went and murdered the lovers in their bridal bed. 

In his death throes, Waleram made a grab at his brother’s murder weapon, 

struck him in the face with his bloody hand, and then sank back, lifeless. 

The murderer cut a lock from the head of the bride he had stabbed to death 

and ran away, and he was nowhere to be found when the dead couple were 

discovered and bewailed and the identity of the murderer suspected. At that 

time, there lived a pious hermit not so very far from Castle Falkenberg, 

whose hermitage stood next to a small chapel. Around midnight there was 

a knocking on his door and a voice desiring admission in the name of 

Heaven. It was Reginald, racked with repentance, and on whose face the 

mark of a bloody hand was visible and inexpungible, a sign that no water 

could wash away. Reginald confessed his heavy guilt to the hermit, who bid 

him come along and led him into the chapel, and kneeled with him at the 

altar, and prayed with him all through the night. On the following morning, 
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the hermit commanded Count Reginald von Falkensberg: “Wander as a 

penitent pilgrim northwards, and ever northwards, until you have no more 

ground beneath your feet, then God will reveal to you through a sign what 

you are to do next.” And Reginald spoke no word other than “Amen” and 

burnt Alix’s lock in the eternal lamp that hung at the altar and went from that 

place, northwards and ever northwards, and did penance and prayed. And 

two figures walked with him, a white one on his right and a black one on his 

left; the one on his right fortified him in penance and prayer, while the one 

on his left whispered to him to desist from them and to live for the joys of 

this world, and thus did they contend for his soul – and this fight, which he 

felt in his heart, and in which he also took part, was his penance. And thus 

did he walk for days, and for weeks, and for monts, until he stood at the 

seashore and saw before him no more land on which he could set his foot. 

But then a skiff sailed up with a man sitting inside, and he beckoned to 

Reginald with the words, “Exspectamus te!”44 And that was the sign, and 

Reginald boarded the boat, and the two figures with him. And the man in 

the skiff pushed off and sailed towards a large ship which lay in the sea and 

had set all sail and hoisted all its flags. Then the three of them climbed on 

board, and the man disappeared together with the skiff, and the ship sailed 

over the sea. Reginald went below the deck of the ship, which was 

completely devoid of men and without any crew; there was a table and 

chairs, and the three of them sat down, and the black figure laid three bone 

dice on the table and said, “Now shall we throw dice for your soul until the 

Day of Judgement.” 

 
44 “We are waiting for you!” 
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 And they do that still today, the ship voyaging without a rudder and 

without a helm over the ocean in the North; at night, flames flicker on its 

masts and dance on its yards. Its sails are grey as earth, and its flags are 

wan as faded ribbons on funeral wreaths. Its deck is empty and no 

helmsman stands at the helm. Its movement is flight, and an encounter with 

it is a curse, heralding disaster for the vessel it meets. Many a sailor has 

seen it, and the sight made his flesh creep. Even when the air is calm, it 

flies like an arrow over the smooth sea. And they call it The Flying 

Dutchman. 

 

The Sleeping Children (132) 

 In the province of Liège, at Stockum, a poor woman, a widow with 

three children, lived a meagre existence, for it was a time of dearth and she 

was compelled to go begging, yet her pleas and prayers brought her 

nothing. So she came home to her three little children full of woe and said, 

“Alas for us poor people! The hearts of men are hard, and God has closed 

their ears. Let us die together, that is best for the four of us, then we’ll starve 

no more!” When her children heard these words, they began to cry, and one 

of them said, “Oh, dear mother, you won’t want to slay yourself and us, will 

you?” – for the old woman was now holding the sharp knife in her hand – 

“pray, let us rather sleep till autumn, then there’ll be grain and fruit again, 

then we’ll glean ears of corn with you once more and we can live.” The knife 

fell from the mother’s hand, and all four children shut their eyes and fell 

asleep, and they slumbered and slept without cease through the winter and 

spring and summer, and never ever awoke. Many peole came over from 
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Liège and from Brabant and were amazed at the sight of the ever-sleeping 

children, and they all gave the poor woman something, and the poor 

woman became very rich through this. And when the month of August 

arrived, when the gleaners’ sickles clinked in the fields, the children woke 

up all at once, having slept their fill, and they praised God and the Good 

Saviour with their mother, and never suffered want again. 

 

The Dead Men in Louvain (134) 

 At Louvain there was a gravedigger who was supposed to prepare a 

grave, but he felt ill, and moreover it was All Saints’ Eve and already bitterly 

cold; and as he complained, his neighbour offered to make the grave for 

him. This had to be done at night; the man had finished the job by midnight 

and was about to leave the graveyard when he saw a procession moving 

towards it and walking over all the graves; they seemed to be White Monks, 

and every one carried a candle, and when they came to the neighbour, who 

was a fiddler, they all dropped their candles before him, but the last monk 

threw a large ball with two wicks down before him. “Hey,” the fearless fiddler 

thought, “that’s wax, bleached white very nicely, and a good reward for my 

toils”; so he carefully gathered everything up, tied his handkerchief around 

it, and hid it at home under his bed, sleeping very peacefully that night. 

 The next day, however, when the fiddler had gone to bed earlier, he 

could not fall asleep, but lay awake up to the midnight hour; behold, his 

bedroom door opened, and all the White Monks came in and placed 

themselves around the beds in which the fiddler and his wife lay, and bent 

down and looked under the fiddler’s bed and pulled out the handkerchief 
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with the supposed candles; and with bending, the white hoods and robes 

fell away from the monks, and they were bare, hideous skeletons, and they 

screeched: “My arm! My leg! My back! My ribs!” “And my head!” screeched 

the last skeleton, which had in fact no head, and all the other skeletons 

were lacking that which they cried for, and the fiddler had tied it all together 

in his handkerchief and, believing them to be wax-candles and a ball of wax, 

had carried them home. Now they all reached for their limbs with their 

rake-thin arms, and the skeleton without a head bent down, and the fiddler 

had to put his head on and fit it aright; then it reached for the fiddler’s fiddle, 

pressed it into his hands, and signalled that he was to start playing. And 

now all the skeletons grasped one another by their skinny fingers and 

danced to the music and rattled, and the fiddler and his wife were rattled, 

and they circled wildly round the room in a truly bloodcurdling Dance of 

Death and it lasted for ages and ages, and whenever the fiddler became 

tired a skeleton gave him a slap in the face that really stung. Finally, with 

the first cockcrow, the skeletons wrapped themselves in their cloaks and 

flitted away. 

 From the time when they lived through this horror, the fiddler and his 

wife spoke not another word, except that they related what they had seen in 

confession, and soon afterwards they died together. 

 A pious cooper at Louvain fared better than the fiddler. Every 

evening, as he lived close to Saint Quentin’s Church, he went to the 

churchyard and said a rosary or two for the repose of the dead. Then it 

happened that he received a sum of money for work he had done and 

delivered and he put it in his pocket, as he intended to go straight to the 
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churchyard, following his custom, to pray for the repose of the dead. But 

there were some scoundrels in the vicinity who knew that the cooper was to 

receive money and, thinking he would keep it on him, lay in wait for him, 

and when he came to the churchyard they fell upon him, intending to throw 

him down. But then there was a rustling and a roaring, a rattling and a 

clattering all around, and all the Dead for whose repose the cooper had 

prayed so many times rose up and struck out forcefully at the robbers with 

their armbones and legbones; and horror crept over the robbers, and some 

of them fell heavily to the ground while others hastily fled. Thus was the 

pious Master liberated and saved, and afterwards he prayed for the repose 

of the Dead with all the more zeal. The town authorities had the story 

painted on a tablet which was hung up on the exterior of the church wall, 

where it can still be seen today. 

 There is also the legend, which is told in Germany with little 

alteration, of a knight called Torringer who, when he rode past a churchyard 

at night, never failed to say a prayer for the Dead. But one evening he was 

riding at full gallop, pursued by a whole troop of furious enemies who were 

hot on his heels, past the churchyard towards his fortress. Behold – the 

Dead swiftly rose up out of their graves and stepped between the fugitive 

and his pursuers, who recoiled in dread when they saw the skulls and sets 

of bones standing there in the moonlight and barring their way, and the 

knight was able to reach the safety of his stronghold unscathed. 

 

Of the Magician Agrippa (142) 
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 The far-famed magician Henricus Cornelius Agrippa45 lived in 

Louvain. He always took a black dog along with him which followed at its 

master’s heels like Doctor Faust’s dog Prestigiar did; both were, more than 

likely, scions of the same stock, and Agrippa’s dog was called Paradrius. 

This wise master of magic, Agrippa, had always a pupil to whom he taught 

the Dark Arts and who served as his famulus. Now the following befell one 

of these pupils. The master had to go on a journey and the student he had 

at that time was still too inexperienced for the master to have been able to, 

or to have wanted to, let him have a glimpse of his secrets. He therefore, on 

his departure, gave the key to his study to his landlady, enjoining her on 

pain of death not to allow admission to anyone. But no sooner had the 

master gone than the pupil asked the woman to let him into the master’s 

room, for he was curious, and he used all kinds of pretexts; and although 

the woman resisted in the beginning, she eventually yielded and let the 

student in. There lay the master’s large book of magic on his desk, on a 

chain so that nobody could take it away. Filled with curiosity, the youth 

walked over to it, opened the book, and began to read what was inside; little 

did he know that what he was reading was an incantation. There was a 

knocking at the door. He did not hear the knocking and continued to read. 

Again there was a knocking, but he still did not hear, he still kept reading. 

Then the door burst open and an infernal spirit walked in, terrifying to 

behold, and asked, “Why did you call me? What am I to do for you?” The 

pupil trembled when the overpowering apparition stood before him, he was 

unable to speak – horror gripped him, he could not lay the spirit – wrathfully 

 
45 1486-1535; polymath, physician, soldier, and writer on the occult. 
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the spirit raised its hand, and the pupil fell lifeless to the floor. Far away, the 

sorceror Agrippa saw all this in his earth-mirror46 and hurried home without 

delay, summoned a serviceable spirit, and ordered him to enter the corpse 

and walk out of the house so it would not be said that his pupil had died in 

his home, and then to withdraw from the body. The spirit followed this order, 

and the pupil walked again, like a living man, through the streets. But he fell 

down at a corner, for the spirit had left him, and nobody would have thought 

any otherwise than that death had suddenly seized him at this very spot. 

 When Henricus Cornelia Agrippa was upon his deathbed, he cursed 

his dog and cried, “Get out of here, you, cause and author of my 

damnation!” – And after the master’s death, the dog went away, nobody 

knew where. Some say that he leapt into the river and has been seen no 

more since that time; others say that, before his demise, Agrippa gave the 

dog to a friend, whom the dog had to serve for a time, as with its previous 

master. However, such a gift had a significant snag. 

 

Jean de Nivelles’s Dog (143) 

 At Nivelles it happened that Bouchard V, Lord of Montmorency,47 

visited the Convent of Saint Gertrude, whose abbess was regarded as 

being the de facto ruler of the town, and whose young ladies wore spiritual 

clothing in the morning but secular clothes in the evening and were also, if 

they so wished, able to leave the convent and marry. One of these nuns 

pleased the lord of Montmorency exceedingly well; he loved her and was 

 
46 “Erdspiegel” – a magic mirror which, having been buried in the earth for one year, allows the 
viewer to look anywhere in the world in the past, present, or future. 
47 1129-89. His visit to the monastery occurred in 1156, according to the version of this legend in 
Die Sagen Belgiens by Maria von Ploennies (Köln, 1846). 



138 

 

loved in return, yet he could not espouse her. The fruit of this love was a 

son who received the name Jean de Nivelles, and when he had grown up, 

his father gave or bought him a small estate with a little castle, and the 

young lord travelled adventuring around the world, winning many prizes 

through his knightly prowess, and also gaining, at the court of Godfrey the 

Courageous,48 the love of a beautiful damsel who promised, on his 

proposing that she accompany him to his castle near Nivelles, to follow him 

willingly. He placed his adored one behind him on his horse, his faithful dog 

ran along by his side, and thus they rode together for a fair distance, 

exchanging many a sweet and loving word. Behold, there came towards 

Jean de Nivelles a noble and handsome knight who straightaway offered 

him battle, after the custom of knights errant, demanding that he break a 

lance with him for the lady; and whichever of them prevailed, she would be 

his. 

 Jean de Nivelles had enough courage not to retreat from any 

adventure, but here he said, “Why should I fight for what is already mine? 

The maiden knows, I have no doubt, whom she wishes to follow, she alone 

may decide whom she belongs to, not sword and lance!” “Very well, noble 

maiden, then make your decision!” said the unknown knight, looking 

scornfully at Jean de Nivelles, and behold, the maiden leapt down from the 

horse and let the stranger lift her onto his, whether it be that he was more 

pleasing to her, or that she already had an arrangement with him. Jean de 

Nivelles did not say a word about this infidelity; he saluted his opponent 

after the knightly custom and rode on with his dog, reflecting on the nature 

 
48 Godfrey III (c.1142-1190), Duke of Lower Lorraine. 
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and moods of women. Yet he had ridden no distance at all when his 

opponent came galloping after him, having bid the beautiful lady wait for 

him in the meantime, and cried, “My lady takes great pleasure in your dog, 

noble knight! Will you let it be mine without fraud? Otherwise, we would 

have to spar with one another.” 

 Jean de Nivelles remained very calm, even at this far from humble 

demand, replying: “I did not prevent the maiden from acting as she saw fit, 

and I shall not prevent my dog; whichever of us two he chooses, let that 

man take him.” The knight was quite delighted at this and called to the dog 

and offered him dainty morsels, but it bared its teeth at him, and growled 

fiercely at him, and would perhaps have momentarily leapt for his face if its 

master had not called it off. He now turned his horse away without any 

salutation, the dog shot past him barking joyfully, and the other knight 

headed back abashed to the maiden whom the dog had put to shame in the 

matter of loyalty. That is the legend behind Bürger’s poem, ‘The Song of 

Fidelity.’49 

 There was also a Jean de Nivelles The Second, who made the 

acquaintance of the sorceror Heinrich Cornelius Agrippa, and when the 

latter was passing through Nivelles one day, he hospitably invited him to his 

castle, where he entertained and lodged the famous man in the most 

sumptuous manner, told him the abovementioned story, and wished that he 

too could have so faithful a dog. To show his gratitude to the master of the 

castle, Agrippa presented him with a black dog – many people have 

considered it to be an evil spirit, and the dog had a very mysterious name, 

 
49 ‘Das Lied von Treue’ (1788). 
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and nobody knew it but his master, Jean de Nivelles, alone. Anyone who so 

wished might call to and try to attract this dog – he listened to nobody save 

his master. 

 This Jean de Nivelles-Montmorency [1461-1510] is said to have 

been the grandfather of that Count of Horn [c.1524-1568] who was 

beheaded in Brussels together with the Count of Egmont [1522-1568]. His 

mother was Gudula Vilain of Ghent. 

 

The Eternal Hunter (146) 

 The old Counts of Flanders had a castle by the name of Wynendael, 

and in its vicinity there lived a pious farmer who had only the one son. He, 

however, was not pious and industrious like his old father, but was devoted 

body and soul to the chase, and so he very rarely stayed at home or 

worked his field, but was always roaming around in the forests instead, and 

no pleas and no threats availed with the wicked lad. Now it came the time 

for the old man to die, and feeling his end approaching, he wanted to say 

his farewell to his son and leave him with one last exhortation, so he sent 

for him to come, but the son stayed outside, even though he heard his 

father’s words requiring his presence; and whistling up his dogs, he went off 

into the forest. This enraged the dying old man, and raising his hands in 

despair, he cursed his son with the words: “Then hunt, hunt, hunt for all 

eternity – for all eternity –” and sank back, dead. And from that day, the 

cursed one never returned home, but he was heard in the forests shouting, 

“Jacko! Jacko! Jacko!”, he was heard screeching as a bird of prey, or 

barking as a dog, and he must carry on thus until the Day of Judgement, if 
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not even longer. Only when the forests around Wynendael were gradually 

eradicated did the phantom of the Eternal Hunter disappear from that 

region, moving up to heights where forests still existed. 

 

The Malicious Spirits Lodder and Long Wapper (148) 

 A related spirit to the Kludde haunts the area around Brussels in a 

very similar way. Reapers, who had taken off their clothes and were resting 

one evening, heard a rattling, as of chains, approaching from afar, and it 

came as near as the place where their clothes lay, but they lay there quite 

undisturbed. A storm drew near, the reapers put on their clothes and were 

about to go home when there was a clattering and pattering hard by, and 

suddenly one of the reapers yelled, “Lodder! Lodder! Hit it! Hit it! I’m sitting 

on it.” And he rode away screaming, and nobody saw what he was riding on, 

and everybody laughed, for the spirit Lodder was invisible and ran away 

loaded with the reaper it had caught and threw him into the grass by a pond 

and splashed into the water; and the man had to be happy that he had not 

been thrown into the water. 

 It happened to a pot-companion, when he was going home rather 

late one evening, that he heard something ticking and tocking on the 

ground. Listening with curiosity, he bent down, tick-tock, tick-tock went the 

sound, on and on. He reached out, and behold – under a stone lay a 

working watch. He took it and put it in his pocket, and in his bedroom he 

took it out to have a close look at it in the moonlight. Its hand pointed to 

twelve, and the church-clock struck twelve, so the watch was keeping 

accurate time; but suddenly it became so cold, icy-cold, and damp, and so 
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heavy, and when the fellow looked at it properly, he was holding a fat, 

puffed-up toad in his hand. With a shudder he threw the monster to the 

ground, and that same moment he had a large dog in his bedroom with him, 

which had a pair of eyes like two ship’s lanterns, and the fellow sank onto 

his bed with terror; but the dog leapt out of the window and burst into hellish 

laughter. Thus did the malicious spirit Lodder make fools of a great many 

people and, with his appearance at night, partly with his voice and partly 

with his laughter, frighten many to death. 

 Another malicious spirit was the Long Wapper who haunted at 

Antwerp for the most part and belonged to the same stamp; he did not even 

disdain beguiling innocent children. He played with them for marbles and 

taws, and let them win; and when they thought their pockets were full to the 

brim with the little balls they had won, and they wanted to show them, they 

turned out to be treddles.50 When he played the Thief-Game with boys, he 

so wangled it that he played the Hangman, and then he really did hang the 

poor boys, and when they kicked and writhed in their death-throes and the 

others all ran away, he let out an inhuman laugh. A journeyman cooper 

entered service with a master and seemed an able lad. The Master wanting 

to pitch a barrel, he ordered the journeyman to pour in the pitch and set 

shavings alight in the barrel. The journeyman did this, but through the 

burning barrel he set the whole house on fire, and when the Master 

furiously pursued him, the journeyman jumped into the water and rolled 

around in it and laughed like a true kobold. With great difficulty did the 

Master master the fire. 

 
50 Sheep dung. 
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 A brewer had also hired a new apprentice, who was very powerful 

and hard-working. In the evening, he rolled a heavy tun full of beer from its 

stand with a fellow journeyman, swiftly tripped his fellow up so that he fell 

under the tun and it squashed him flat as a consecrated water; and the new 

journeyman laughed so loud that the vaults shook. When the other 

journeymen brewers lost their tempers and tried to give him a thrashing, he 

ran just ahead of them – and splash! He lay in the brewing-vat, and splash! 

Three, four who were hot on his heels also tumbled in and miserably 

scalded themselves. But the Long Wapper suddenly looked out of a 

draff-vat51 and laughed so loud that all the empty barrels resounded. 

 One day, a man came to Antwerp and walked down the street crying, 

“Buy mussels, buy mussels!” Four women were sitting before a door, they 

called to the man and felt like buying mussels. He opened one to be tried, 

but it was rotten; he opened another, and it was all the better. One of the 

women put it in her mouth to taste if it was good. Then she felt a crawling in 

her mouth, and she spat out what she had taken in – and it was a big, black, 

hairy spider. The woman vomited up the contents of her stomach from 

disgust, and the malicious spirit laughed before disappearing with his 

mussels. 

 Innumerable are the legends of the Long Wapper which circulate 

among the people of Antwerp. It was not wise to name him; he was like that 

women’s whetstone at Wendhausen in Franconia which nobody might 

praise and nobody abuse, and whoever named his name did more foolishly 

than wisely. This spirit frequently dwelt under a bridge, which is called the 

 
51 Draff is spent grain, the refuse of malt after brewing. 
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Wapper Bridge still today; he made himself as small as a schoolboy, 

assumed the form of an absent boy, particularly towards twilight when the 

boys were playing, and he served all sorts of tricks on them. The Long 

Wapper could stretch himself so tall and long that he was able to 

comfortably look in at the people in the uppermost floors of the highest 

houses. Then he would cry many alarming words to those he saw inside, 

who were not always engaged in the most virtuous activity. He sat as a 

guest at full tables and caroused along, but before you could say Jack 

Robinson, particularly when the plate went round to pay the reckoning or to 

make a collection for the poor, the others heard his laughter, but he himself 

had disappeared. He liked to spend time with gamblers, where he joined in, 

lost the greatest sums, and then had nothing to pay with. He would start an 

argument, lure the other gamblers out the door, incite them against each 

other so that they reached for their knives, and he almost killed himself 

laughing when one or several of them remained stretched out on the 

ground. 

 It is only fervent prayer that the Long Wapper could not and cannot 

stand; that does not suit him at all, and it was easy to drive him away with 

this. He was also strongly averse to statues of Christ and the Virgin Mary. 

When the people of Antwerp noticed this, they set up these statues on all 

street corners and in well nigh every street, and so the Long Wapper bade 

adieu to Antwerp and made his way to the sea, where he haunts fishermen, 

boatmen, and sailors. 

 

The Mahr [Night-Mare] (150) 



145 

 

 What is called the Alp or the Trud in other German lands, the horrible 

spectre of the night that torments humans, is the Mahr in Holland and the 

Netherlands. But the legends about it are more frequent and far more 

terrible than in central Germany. The Mahr is not actually a ghost, it is a 

demonic torment perpetrated on humans by humans. When someone is a 

Mahr, their soul sets out to torture others, to ride, as the proper popular 

expression goes, and the saying, “May the Mahr ride you!” is basically to be 

understood as, “May the Devil ride you!” It is evil witches in particular who 

practise this devilish mahr-riding. It happened in a rich house in Haarlem 

that a girl was unexpectedly found lying naked on the floor of a boy’s 

bedchamber, with a broomstick beside her, and the girl was screaming and 

wailing. On being asked, she confessed: “I awoke during the night, saw my 

mother get up, undress, rub herself with an ointment, take a stick, and ride 

out through the window on it. So I too got up, I too fetched a broomstick, I 

too rubbed myself with ointment, I also flew out the window, and I came 

over this house and was brought in here, and my mother lay on the boy’s 

breast like a Mahr. I yelled out loud from terror, “Jesus Maria!” and my 

mother started up and went past me, her fists clenched, through the 

window and away.” 

 After the girl had told this, the witch was apprehended and 

confessed that she had tormented people as a Mahr here and there every 

night, and she was burnt as just punishment. 

 Near Vilforde, reapers found a common woman lying as if dead, but 

she was not cold as a corpse, and yet she was not breathing like a sleeper 

either. A herdsman whom the reapers called over said, “That’s a Mahr, she 
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has gone forth to torment another.” The reapers did not believe a word of it, 

but the herdsman said, “Just wait, you shall see a marvel!” And he bent 

down to the lying woman and whispered a few words in her ear, then a little 

beastie, the length of a finger, came running from afar as quick as lightning 

and crept into the woman’s mouth. The herdsman then gave her a shove 

that sent her rolling over; she woke up, stared around her, and rapidly fled 

that place. 

 Every night, the Mahr tormented a young man who loved a girl whom 

a companion of his also loved, without his knowing this, and he complained 

to him of his torment. The companion said, “Follow my advice, and do this: 

when you have gone to bed, hold a sharpened knife with its point to your 

breast, but don’t fall asleep.” This was devilish advice, for he reckoned that 

the Mahr, when she fell on him, would drive the knife into his breast, and so 

he would be rid of his rival. However, the young man followed the advice 

wrongly, for he forgot what he was supposed to do and held the point and 

edge of the knife facing upwards, so when the Mahr fell on him, she was 

stabbed right through and never came back. 

 Even horses were ridden by the Mahr. The word ‘Mahr’ is, after all, 

essentially the same as ‘horse,’ whence the words ‘Marstall’ (‘royal stables’) 

and ‘Mähre’ (‘mare’) are still in common use in the German tongue, and 

which also explains the concept of riding and being ridden to describe the 

nightmare’s wicked act. The Mahr is, now and again, even a vampire, and 

she exchanges children for changelings as well. Whoever makes the sign 

of the cross over their children’s swaddling band and cradle in the evening 

has nothing to fear for them from the Mahr. 
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Flerus the Nix (152) 

 Nixes live everywhere in Holland, where they are called a Neck, 

Necker in the plural form, and they also often have their own particular 

name. At Lessinghe near Ostend, by the Canal de Furnes, there was a farm 

in which a nix by the name of Flerus lived as a helpful house-spirit, and like 

Kludde and Lodder, he had the power to change himself into any kind of 

form. If a horse was sick and could not do its work, and Flerus was called 

for, then Flerus came as a horse and did the work of three horses. He made 

the maids’ tasks easier in every way and required nothing for all his 

services other than a little milk and sugar laid down for him in the evening. 

This good and obliging house-spirit was driven away from the house for 

ever by the silly cheekiness of a couple of mischievous young farmgirls. 

They thought to tease (necken) the Neck, but it did them no good. One 

evening they cried, “Flerus!” Flerus came, and they pushed his bowl of milk 

towards him, but they had put garlic into it instead of sugar. Flerus 

shuddered, threw the bowl at their heads, and cried the angry words: 

  “Garlic in milk! 

  Flerus is leaving, 

  And taking your luck!” 

 and he vanished. He was never seen nor heard again at that farm, 

and from that hour on everyhing there went downhill, until other owners 

gained possession of the farm, which still today bears the name Flerushof. 

 Not all Necker are as good-natured as Flerus. They like to pull 

people down into the water, mingling in the dances of those who live by 
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river-banks and dancing the maidens into the flood. 

 

The Klabautermannikins (151) 

 As the Far North has its trolls, so does Germany have its Hinzchen, 

Heinzemännchen, Hütchen – dwarves, dwarfish earth-spirits. In Holland 

and the Low Countries they are the Klabautermännchen, Kaboter- or 

Kaboutermannekens; they live in caves and are often helpful to people, 

good-natured and grateful. By the village of Gelrode there is a 

Kabouterberg52 in which the little men lived, close to a mill; they sharpened 

the millstone for the miller and washed his linen if he just set down a piece 

of bread and butter and a glass of beer for them at night. Another miller in 

Kempnerland found, when he happened to leave some of his buttered 

bread lying around, that the next morning all the work he had prepared to 

do in the mill on that day had been done a good while before; and knowing 

that Klabautermannikins lived nearby, he hid himself behind the sacks and 

saw with his own eyes, in the night, one of these men doing everything with 

prodigious strength and speed while consuming the remains of the buttered 

bread. The little man was stark naked, which made the miller feel sorry for 

him, so he ordered clothes approximating to his measurements from the 

tailor and set them down for him beside a large piece of bread and butter. 

Then the miller hid himself, the Klabautermannikin came, gave a leap for 

joy, scoffed the large piece of bread and butter, put on the clothes, 

disappeared, and never came back. But the miller knew that the 

Klabautermannikins crossed a footbridge over the millstream every evening, 

 
52 “Gnome-mountain.” Gelrode is in Flanders. 
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and he lay in wait for him there. When they came, they were all naked, and 

he let them pass over until the last one came, the one the miller had clothed. 

He reached out for this one and cried, “I’ve got you!” – then there was a 

scream of "Help! Help!" from the mill-stream, in the voice of the miller’s 

wife; the man was startled, and looking around him, he slipped from the 

footbridge and plumped down into the water. The Klabautermannikin 

disappeared and never came back. 

 Another Kaboutermannikins mountain lies between Turnhout and 

Casterle, but those who lived within had an evil nature, whereas elsewhere 

there are many good ones, and they readily and often serve anyone who 

lives on good terms with them; but they also often play malicious tricks, 

particularly on those who are ill-disposed towards them. They spoil the 

butter, suck the cows dry, and play manifold pranks and tricks. They are 

also called Redcaps and Klabbers. 

 A farmer had a very helpful Redcap in his house, who churned for 

him, rendered him all kinds of services, and helped to gradually make him 

rich. The farmer bought cows, and built his house anew, and the little man 

did more than three strong farmhands; he also ploughed and tilled the field 

in every way. One day the farmer got to see him; he was dressed all in red 

and had a greenish face and green hands. However, the good Redcap’s 

helpful industry spoiled the farmer, who no longer did a stroke of work 

himself and grew accustomed to inn-life, to drinking and gaming. Redcap 

warned him, but his warning was in vain; indeed, one evening when the 

farmer came home late and drunk, he reviled and reproved the 

helping-spirit. The Klabautermannikin disappeared. The next day, the 



150 

 

farmer’s wife lay sick, his cattle dropped down in the stables, the stockings 

which the farmer had filled, little by little, with dollars in specie, and carefully 

hidden, were now stuffed with coals and rotting potato-slices, hail pounded 

and wreaked fearful devastation in the fields, and his house leaned to one 

side, threatening to collapse. The farmer did some soul-searching, 

repented, vowed to be a better man – it was all in vain. Scornful laughter 

rang out around the house, which became more and more dilapidated. The 

farmer died in poverty and misery. 

 A poor peasant-boy passionately loved a rich girl, and she loved him 

too, but her father said no. “A man who does not have a thousand shining 

guilders of his own to count out will not become my son-in-law,” he said. 

The poor boy slunk sadly home and did not in the least want to count his 

ready money – he did not have a hundred batz, let alone a thousand 

guilders. So he went out into the fields and woods, and thought: “What is 

the point of life when it is not crowned with love? Better cast it off.” Behold – 

a Klabautermannikin was standing before him, as if he had fallen from the 

sky or grown up out of the ground, and he asked: “What’s wrong with you?” 

Then the boy poured out his sorrows to him. “If that’s all,” said the 

Klabautermannikin, “just be so good as to count your money.” “I’ve counted 

it, it’ll never be enough.” “You just didn’t count properly – go count one more 

time, then it’ll be right!” The boy went, half in incredulity, half in hope; he 

took out the little he had and began to count, and counted and counted and 

kept on counting, until he had a full thousand guilders and that was the end 

of it – not a guilder more, not a guilder less. What a miracle! He ran back 

out into the field, wanting to express his thanks, and cried: 
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“Kaboutermannikin! Kaboutermannikin!” – Yes, and good day to you; there 

was no sight nor sound of any Kaboutermannikin. Now he ran home, picked 

up his treasure, and dragged it to the rich farmer, counted the shiny guilders 

out before him, received the girl’s hand and the old man’s blessing, and 

became a happy man. 

 Kaboutermannikins also lived in Kasteelberg near Beveren in 

Hainaut. They washed people’s linen in return for some butter, eggs, milk, 

flour, and a little money; they bleached the linen pristine white in the 

moonlight and often, while it was bleaching, held a ball in the washtubs. 

Afterwards, the little men went away, nobody knows why or whither. Only 

one extremely old one stayed behind. People sometimes see him sitting up 

on the mountain; he has an ice-grey beard which reaches down to his feet, 

he sits and thinks and smokes his pipe, and circles his thumbs around each 

other, just like a real old Dutchman. 

 

The Mermaids (153) 

 Mermaids are daemonic sea-beings, of the female sex, who can sing 

beautifully and also fly. They were known even by the ancients, who called 

them Sirens. They are related to nixies, and have fishbone teeth and 

sea-green hair. The mermaids have often been harbingers of disaster, yet 

they could also bring good fortune. In the days when the people of Antwerp 

fitted out ships for catching whales, it was not a rare event, when no whale 

was to be seen far or wide, for a mermaid to rise up with her upper body out 

of the water, swim towards the ship, and sing: 

  “Scheppers, wept de Tonnekers uit, 
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  De walvisch zal gaen kommen.” 

  “Sailors, throw the barrels out, 

  And whales will come to you.” 

The sailors did the mermaid’s building, throwing out the barrels and in little 

time a whale appeared, who was invariably killed. Once, a very long time 

ago, it happened that a mermaid was descried swimming in the harbour of 

Muiden on the Zuider Zee, not far from Amsterdam. This mermaid sang a 

prophecy: 

  “Muiden sol Muiden blyven, 

  Muiden sol novit bekylven.” 

  “Muiden shall Muiden remain, 

  Muiden never shall flourish.” 

 And that is what happened. Muiden, a port favourably situated, 

remained a small town, and neighbouring Amsterdam became a world-city. 

Close to Dortrecht there lies, near the high-road, a large, still lake, 

out of which a church-tower rises high and solitary. In ages past, the rich 

and heavily-populated city of Zevenbergen stood there. Its wealth made the 

inhabitants arrogant, and they paid no more heed to gold and silver than if 

they were copper and lead; all locks and bolts on the doors, all fittings on 

the windows, all nails had to be gold or silver, as well as all tableware and 

kitchenware, so indescribable was their wealth. No longer did anyone enter 

the Church of Saint Lobbetchen [Elizabeth], and its roof was covered only 

with tiles, while the rooves of the rich shone like fire for they were coated 

with gold foil. Then a mermaid rose out of the broad waters at Biesbosch, 

flew over Zevenbergen, and sang in a plaintive melody: 
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 “Zevenbergen shall pass away, 

 “Elizabeth’s Tower shall stay.” 

The inhabitants heard this song very clearly, and saw the signs, but 

did not heed the warning. They remained as they were, and continued to 

live as they pleased, and so God brought it to pass that the mermaid’s 

prophecy be fulfilled. There came a stormy night, thunder rolled unendingly 

over Zevenbergen, and the flood came, and the city was submerged with 

only the church remaining, as the mermaid had sung; and far and wide, 

there was nothing but water where the city had been. Fishermen have, 

every now and then, seen the golden rooves shimmering in the deeps, and 

great riches could be fetched up from there, but nobody dares to go down 

into the depths and into the city that was smitten by Heaven’s curse. 

 

The Origin of Stavoren (155) 

 The capital of Friesland is Stavoren. The old Friesians had a god 

whom they considered to be as great and powerful as the Roman people 

considered Jupiter to be, and they called him Stavo. Now at the time when 

three brothers, called Friso, Saxo, and Bruno, arrived at the coast by ship 

from distant lands, accompanied by many travelling companions – this 

happening during autumntide – , they found the land, which in those days 

was inhabited by Suebi, who had no permanent domiciles to call their own 

and had retreated to higher land on account of the late-autumn inundations, 

to be almost completely bare of inhabitants; and they built a temple to their 

god Stavo and founded a city which they named Stavoren after their god. 

This city soon grew to be large, and much larger than today, and the entire 
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Zuiderzee was inhabited land, of which now only a small remnant rises up 

out of the waves, here and there, as small islands. The brothers now stayed 

there for thirteen years and their people multiplied, and they no longer had 

enough room, so Friso said to the others that it would be better if they 

separated and each of them acquired a large land with his followers. Then 

the brothers Saxo and Bruno parted in peace from Friso, who remained, 

and Saxo sailed down the Elbe, settled on her banks and peopled the land, 

and his people were called Saxons after him. Bruno established himself by 

the River Weser, and there he founded a city which was called Brunosvic 

after him, and which later gave the whole land its name: Braunschweig 

(Brunswick). Friso lived to a very great age, ruling over Friesland for 

sixty-eight years, and he left behind him seven sons and an only daughter. 

The city of Stavoren was, in days of yore, the capital and residential city of 

the Friesian Kings, whose fame spread far and wide, and nowhere was 

there greater trade and navigation than in this city, for it was exceptionally 

wlel situated and had a splendid harbour. 

 

The Wonder-Grain of Stavoren and the Lady’s Sand (158) 

 The inhabitants of the city of Stavoren, which had grown to 

greatness and wealth, did exactly what those of the city of Zevenbergen by 

the Zuiderzee had done: they lived a life of luxury and their arrogance knew 

no bounds. Now, there was a time in which grain became very expensive, 

and a rich widow fitted out a ship and sent it to Danzig to fetch grain from 

there, and she ordered the shipmaster to bring back with it the most 

precious thing that was to be had in that place. But when the ship was at 
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sea, the price of grain fell very rapidly, and the miserly woman began to fear 

that she would suffer a mighty loss on her purchase. 

 Now when the ship returned from Danzig, the widow went on board 

forthwith and asked the shipmaster what precious thing he had brought 

back with the grain, which was in any case now good for nothing but 

throwing into the sea. The shipmaster bowed and said, “Noble lady, I have 

brought you the finest wheat that human eye has ever seen.” “What, 

wheat? And nothing better?" the woman angrily cried. "From which side did 

you load it into the ship?” “From the port side,” the shipmaster replied. “Well 

then, throw it, in the Devil’s name, from the starboard side into the sea, and 

the grain with it! I command it!” The shipmaster obeyed, then there was a 

roaring in the deeps and the waves rose and parted, and around the 

harbour there grew a mighty, broad dune of sand, hill on hill, and on the 

dune lay grain and wheat, and they sprouted and shot up in ears; and these 

blossomed, but they were empty and never bore fruit. The widow returned 

to the city, around whose harbour the dune now stretched so that no more 

ships could enter it, and she bore the curse of the city which became ever 

more impoverished and died in sorrow and misery. But on the dune, which 

is still called the Lady’s Sand today, the empty grain grows year after year, 

called sand-sedge or sea-reed grass, and flutters and waves in the wind. 

 

The Fall of Stavoren (159) 

 The great sign the Lord had given when He had the sand-dune grow 

up from the depths of the sea did not long correct the impiety of the 

inhabitants of Stavoren, for such people as that profane widow lived there 
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in all too great a number. There was a rich and arrogant young lady53 who 

had many ships at sea and possessed so much wealth that she did not 

know how much she was worth. She too commissioned a shipmaster, at a 

time when there was great famine in the land, to bring back to her the most 

precious and valuable thing he was able to find in distant lands. And the 

shipmaster sailed away and soon returned, and when the young lady asked 

what precious thing he had brought for her – he was back so soon, she had 

not expected him yet – the shipmaster said, “My lady, the most precious 

thing now is what people need to live: I bring the finest wheat!” But the 

young lady had expected rich jewellery, gold, pearls, and diamonds, and 

she flew into a passion: “Wheat? What am I to do with that wretched stuff? 

Overboard with it, now!” A crowd of starving poor people heard this, and 

they implored the young lady on bended knee to at least give them the 

grain, to not let it go to waste! But the proud young lady stuck to her harsh 

intention. The shipmaster said, “My lady, think this over carefully, you might 

come to regret it! God hears and sees good and evil, he rewards and 

avenges. A day may come when you, hungry and poor like these miserable 

wretches, will willingly pick up the grains, one by one, that you now want to 

have poured into the sea!” “Impudent knave!” the young lady said in anger, 

and she broke out into a diabolical laugh. “Throw the wheat into the sea 

right now, and I shall throw this golden ring in after it! I have as much 

chance of becoming poor as I have of seeing this ring ever again!” And thus 

the godless deed was done. And as the young lady had acted, just as 

sinfully did most of the inhabitants of Stavoren act, in different ways. But on 

 
53 Other versions of this legend, such as that by Henry Mayhew in his The Rhine and its 
Picturesque Scenery (London, 1856), name the woman as Richberta. 
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the next day, the young lady was met with the intelligence that many of her 

ships had been wrecked on the voyage home from the Levant; on the 

second day came the further intelligence that her remaining ships had been 

taken by pirates; on the third day, the news spread that her other wealth, 

which she had entrusted to the care of a rich trading-house, had been lost 

with the fall of that house. On the fourth day, a sea-fish, a flounder, was 

pulled up out of her draw-well, and nobody knew how this fish came to be in 

the sweet water of the well; when the fish was gutted, there was found in its 

entrails – the ring that the young lady had thrown into the sea with her sinful 

exclamation. 

 Another year passed, and the once so proud woman was seen going 

begging from house to house and gleaning in the fields to eke out a 

miserable existence. 

 This warning sign given by the Lord also failed to stop the 

inhabitants of Stavoren pursuing their mode of life, even though the town 

began to grow poor because of its blocked-up harbour. Then it happened all 

of a sudden that flounders and haddocks and herrings were caught in all 

the draw-wells, that the water rose and the land sank, and more than three 

quarters of the rich city was swallowed by the flood tide which gnaws 

incessantly at the land, and all blessings were gone; and what remained of 

the city became ever more impoverished. 

 

The Seven Mermen (160) 

 A Friesian skipper, having fitted out his ship for a far journey, stood 

on board and raised his hand and vowed himself to the sea. Should the sea 
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protect and spare his ship and his cargo, he would be faithful to it for the 

rest of his life and never desire to tarry long on land. Then seven mermen 

rose up, half out of the water and heard his oath and took it, then dived 

back down into the depths. For long, the shipman sailed from sea to sea, 

from land to land, and his wealth multiplied, but he could have no joy of it on 

the ship, he could not use it, and gradually a longing for the land came, 

after all, into his heart. And one day, his ship came to a flowery shore, all 

allurement and gardens in bloom, and he saw a wondrously fair maiden 

walking who won his heart and he also soon won hers, wooed her for wife, 

sold his ship, built a splendid house on the shore, decorated it with his 

treasures like a royal castle, and he brought his chosen one inside as his 

beloved bride. But behold – in the night, when the shipman lay in the arms 

of his beloved, the seven mermen rose out of the sea near the shore and 

the shipman’s palace and sang a fearful song, and a mountainous wave 

rolled up which leapt over the shore and struck the house, causing it to 

shake in its joints; a second one leapt after it, which broke down the doors 

and rushed into the hallway, and then a third, which broke through the lower 

windows, and a fourth, which broke through the upper ones, and a fifth, 

which tore the shipman away, and a sixth, which caught the shipman up 

and, rushing back, threw him into the wildly surging sea. The mermen 

received the shipman and took him deep down, to the bottom. There he 

must live, from there he leaps up with the waves towards his destroyed 

house in the May-moon and would save his loved one, but always the 

mermen pull him back. 
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The Conversion of the Friesians (161) 

 Saint Wulfram54 came to Friesia and became the first apostle of the 

people and the land. A dream-vision had revealed to him that he should be 

this, and so he came to the court of the Friesian Duke, who was called 

Radbod; and when the saint came, another sacrifice was about to be made 

with the halter to their idol, after the custom of heathen lands, a boy chosen 

by lot of the name Occo. Wulfram asked Duke Radbod for the boy and for 

his life in the name of his God and Saviour, and Radbod said, “Look, if your 

Christ can save him from death, then he shall be yours.” Now as the boy 

was taken to the halter, and strung up, Wulfram prayed, and the rope broke, 

the boy fell to the ground and walked unscathed, and Wulfram baptised him. 

Then Radbod realised the power of the Saviour and thought to convert to 

the Christian faith. But before Radbod took this step, the Devil appeared to 

him in the night in the form of an angel and gorgeously attired, and 

whispered in his ear: “Why will you backslide from the god of your land? If 

you do not do that, you will live in a house of gold in future, I shall show it to 

you to morrow. Now you ask Wulfram where his Heaven is that he promises 

you. Tell him to show you it, if he can.” 

 On the following day, Radbod told this to Saint Wulfram and 

promised he would become a Christian if the god of the Friesians did not 

show him the house of gold. But Wulfram said that, even if such a house 

were shown to the Duke, it would be an illusion from Satan. Now a Friesian 

was chosen for Radbod and a deacon for Wulfram, and they set out 

together to find the house. Immediately a third man joined them as a guide. 

 
54 Wulfram of Sens (c.640-703). 
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They came unexpectedly upon a splendid road that was paved with marble, 

and in the distance the house of gold shone towards them, lavish and 

radiant, and inside it there was an ivory throne adored with jewels and hung 

with purple. And the guide said to the deacon and to the Friesian, “Look, 

that is Duke Radbod’s eternal house.” And the deacon said, “Yes, if God 

built it, then it will stand for ever,” and he made the sign of the cross at the 

house – whoosh, it vanished away, and it was a stinking heap of dung, and 

the marble road was a slough, and the guide was the Devil himself, who 

disappeared with a stink and roars of rage. The Friesian and the deacon 

had arrived at the house in little time, but they had to laboriously make their 

way through rushes and reeds for three whole days before they returned to 

the Duke’s city. The Friesian reported his message, telling what he had 

seen, and had himself baptised. His name was Sugomar. And Duke 

Radbod, when he had heard this tale, also wished to have himself baptised, 

and when he was stepping into the large, stone baptismal font – he had set 

one foot inside – he asked where the ranks of his forefathers were to be 

found, among the Blessed in Heaven or among the devils in Hell. The 

bishop replied, “All those who do not believe and are not baptised will never 

be blessed.” And Radbod drew his foot back out of the font and said, 

“Where my forefathers are is where I want to be, among my kith and kin; 

what am I to do, all alone in Paradise with the few Christian folk?” And he 

would not be baptised. But on the third day, Duke Radbod died and went to 

his kith and kin. 

 When Saint Boniface55 came to the Friesians, wanting to convert 

 
55 English Benedictine monk and Archibishop of Mainz, Boniface (c.675-754) was killed by 
armed robbers in Friesia with the followers he had persuaded to lay down their arms. 
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them, a part of them did come forward to be baptished, but afterwards they 

slew him with his companions Adolar and Theoban and reverted to 

paganism. 

 

Wittekind’s Baptism (162) 

 Emperor Charlemagne was very charitable to the poor and those 

who asked for alms, particularly on the great Feast Days, and so crowds of 

beggars followed him. One Holy Week, it so happened that Wittekind,56 

commander of the Saxons, who resided in Angria, thought to put the 

Emperor to the proof. Putting on beggar’s garments, he entered 

Charlemagne’s camp, wishing also to ascertain the Franks’ secrets, and 

placed himself among the crowd of beggars. Now when the first day of 

Easter arrived, Holy Mass was read, and as the priest lifted the sacred 

container, Wittekind descried, by a divine miracle, a child in the pyx, of a 

fairness he had never seen befor, and his heart was filled with love for the 

child. After the missal sacrifice, silver pennies were distributed among the 

beggars, and Wittekind’s heroic figure was recognised, in spite of his 

disguise, an dhe was brought before Emperor Charlemagne. But 

Charlemagne gave his great adversary a gracious reception and spoke with 

him about the Christian God and serving Him, and Wittekind told of the 

child who had been before his eyes. After this, the Saxon hero readily 

accepted baptism and also gave order that many of the princes and 

commanders subject to him have themselves baptised; and Charlemagne 

made him Duke of Saxony, Angria and Westphalia and changed the leaping 

 
56 Also known as Widukind. Died 807 or 808. 
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black horse which the Saxon hero bore on his shield to a white one. 

 

The Dwarf-Folk in Osenberg (165) 

 In Osenberg, out of which the maiden came in times of yore to offer 

the horn to the Count of Oldenburg, there live dwarves and gnomes. There 

was an inn in the village of Bümmerstett which had good custom from the 

dwarves. They loved the beer there and liked to come for it when it was 

poured, still warm from the brewing, from the vat; and they paid for it with 

good coin of the finest silver, although that money had a stamp not common 

to any land. Now, an age-old dwarf once came into the brewery during the 

thirsty season wanting to fetch some beer, but he brought a mighty great 

thirst with him and so very soon took several deep draughts in the heat of 

the day, after which he fell into a deep and fast sleep, and nobody dared to 

disturb or wake him. But when the ancient little man finally woke up again, 

he began to cry bitterly and to lament, “Oh oh oh! What blows my 

grandfather will give me!” And he sprinted away so hurriedly that he even 

forgot his beer-jug, and never again did the little man or another dwarf 

come to the brewery at Bümmerstett. But the innkeeper carefully kept the 

jug, and business could not have been better. Then the innkeeper’s 

daughter married, but she stayed in the house with her husband and 

continued the business, and she too had no end of custom for a long time. 

But finally, the jug was broken through carelessness, and from then on, the 

business went downhill, and with the jug their run of luck was broken, for 

luck and glass both take so little time to break, or, luck and glass, how soon 

a beer-jug breaks! The innkeeper who had wed the daughter of the old host 
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reached his century of years and told this tale himself often and many times, 

but it is long since he told it, already a full two hundred years. 

 

Mannigfual (170) 

 In the North Sea, the north Friesian mariners relate, there sails a 

giant ship. Its circumference is unfeasibly large, its masts are higher than 

any church-tower, and its ropes are as thick as great fir-trees. In the rigging 

there are open spaces which the sailors often enter for the sake of a break, 

and to partake of a tonic; for he who climbs up there a young sailor comes 

back down a man of advanced years with grey hair and beard. The captain 

rides on horseback around the deck to issue his orders, and he is happy if 

he makes the circuit in one day. This wondrous ship is called the 

Mannigfual. It keeps to its secret course, only in the far North and in the 

deepest shipping channels, for otherwise it could soon, being close to land, 

run aground. At one time, however, the ship was driven southwards so that 

it found itself in the Atlantic Ocean and entered the channel between Dover 

and Calais. There the fairway was too narrow; it almost completely filled the 

channel, and the French could have walked to England dryshod over the 

ship. Then the captain had a good idea: he had the port side, facing Dover, 

completely smeared with white soap, and it did the trick – the Mannigfual 

now safely slipped through the strait and came into the North Sea. But the 

soap that had been scraped off and the lather it made has lent the cliffs on 

the British coast at Dover their white colour to the present day. 

 Once, the Mannigfual got into the Baltic, God knows how. The water 

there was far too shallow. The crew cast their ballast, slag and ashes 
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overboard to keep the ship afloat. From this there arose the island of 

Bornholm, and the isle of Christiansoe, which lies beside it, was formed 

from the waste of the caboose. 

 

The Money-Spring (171) 

 Near Marne in South Dithmarschen, a bright spring rills over the 

marsh, gleaming like silver. Close by there stood a village that was at first 

devastated in the Great Northern War,57 and then came pestilence, and the 

whole population died out save for one man alone, who was the herdsman; 

and he now inherited all the money and goods the deceased had had to 

leave behind, yet this was of no further use to him, for he did not leave the 

place. But it was his pleasure to gather everything together, and he sank it 

all in the spring, and then he died, leaving no heirs. But someone passing 

by must have seen what the herdsman did, for the matter came to be 

noised abroad, and the spring was called the Money-Spring. Whenever 

someone poked a stick into the spring, there was a hollow ringing, and 

every now and then one could see a little grey man in the depths, a black 

hat on his head and a burning candle in his hand, checking to see all the 

treasure was still there. If anyone ventured to reach down, the herdsman 

disappeared. One time, three men joined together to lift the treasure, and 

they dug deeply down into the spring, and then they came upon a large 

brewer’s copper which they could not lift out. So they placed a crab-bar 

over the hole, tied ropes to the ears of the copper, and began to winch the 

kettle up into the air; but they did this in total silence because one must not, 

 
57 1700-21. Called in German “Der Moskowiterkrieg,” i.e. “The Russian War.” 
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as you know, speak while raising treasure. All of a sudden they heard 

wheels rolling and axles groaning, and there was a cartload of hay driving 

by, drawn by six white mice. But none of the three said a word, nor made a 

sound, and the kettle was moving appreciably higher. Then a man with a 

three-cornered hat came riding up on a white horse that had only three legs. 

“Good evening!” said the old man, but the three were prudent and did not 

answer. “Do you think I could catch up with the haycart?” the man then 

asked, and from one of them the words slipped out: “Like hell you’ll catch 

up with it, you lame cripple on your living tripod!” Alas, the winch broke, and 

the kettle sank to the bottom, and there has never been anyone, for all the 

people who have since made the attempt, who has been able to raise it. 

 

The Battle on the Thousand-Devils’ Dyke (174) 

 King John of Denmark said to the Duke, his brother: What shall we 

do to bring the rich and free land of Dithmarschen into our power?”58 The 

Duke said, “We shall send a messenger to the Saxon Guard, and with their 

assistance we shall surely overcome the people of Dithmarschen.” And 

they also sent a messenger into Dithmarschen who announced to the 

people that the King wished to have three strong castles in the land, but the 

peasants would not under any circumstances allow this. And the 

messenger went back to Rendsburg, where the King had his camp and was 

assembling a mightily large army from Jutland, from Funen, from Holstein 

and from German lands, with a whole troop of mercenaries from the Rhine, 

 
58 King Hans I (1455-1513). He and his brother Frederik I (1471-1533) were joint Dukes of 
Schleswig-Holstein. This legend tells the story of the Battle of Hemmingstedt (17 February 
1500). 
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from Franconia and Saxony, who had united and called themselves the 

Saxon Guard.59 And when the Guard joined the King’s army, they asked, 

“Lord King, just where is Dithmarschen? Is it up in the heavens or on plain 

ground?” The King said, “It is not bound to the heavens by hooks, it is on 

the ground.” The Guard then spoke again, “Lord King, if Dithmarschen is 

not bound to the heavens by hooks, then it will soon be ours.” And the King 

had the flags flown and the drums beat, and moved with his army of twelve 

thousand men towards the low-lying land. At first, the army marched 

towards Windbergen, where it lay resting a short while; afterwards, it 

marched on to Meldorf and did all kinds of wanton and cruel deeds. They 

hung the King’s banner high out from the tower and hung their shields over 

the wall, all to mock the men of Dithmarschen. The latter had only a small 

troop of a thousand combatants, and they gave way until they came to the 

bridge at Hemmingstedt. A dyke was still there from the old Saxon times 

with deep ditches, and the ditches were quaggy and full of water. That night, 

the men of Dithmarschen made a bulwark, plugged the gaps in the old 

earthen dyke with moss and mud and rushes, made a palisade, and 

awaited the enemy. They came marching up in the early light, full of fighting 

spirit, and the men of Dithmarschen threw a hail of stones at them. The 

enemy tried to hurriedly bridge the ditches, tying spears together then 

throwing bundles of them across the ditches, and then over they went – but 

they were thrown and dashed back and down. Many attempted to gain the 

height of the wall by springing, and vaulted themselves up high using the 

shaft of their lances, but they sprang too short, and when the vault did 

 
59 Most commonly known as “Die Schwarze Garde” (“The Black Guard”) a body of soldiers as 
skilled in war as they were savage. 
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succeed, they found certain death on the wall from club blows. Many an old 

flail from the battle-days of Bornhöved60 shone bright again, and many a 

rusted blade from that time was ground clean on the enemy’s helmets and 

armour. 

 But look – suddenly cries of fear and horror broke out among the 

Dithmarschen irregulars: “Turned! Alas! We are turned!” An enemy swarm 

was approaching their rear, having clambered over the dyke at another 

place, and they now found themselves facing certain death. Then suddenly, 

without anyone expecting it, a maiden of Dithmarschen stepped forward, 

waving a flag with the image of the Saviour high in the air, and cried in a 

loud voice to the Mother of God: “Help us, Mary, Blessed Virgin, and I shall 

vow eternal chastity!” And “ Follow me!” she cried, “At them!” – and rushed 

with the flag and a sword and streaming hair straight at the enemy. Then 

there was a hard and terrible mêlée, and for long the battle was uncertain, 

but the superior numbers of the enemy were too great. Then, however, God 

had mercy and sent a flood. It surged up, crashed against the sluice, broke 

the sluice, poured over the fields of Hemmingstedt, and when the peasants 

saw the waves racing up, they rejoiced and their lust for battle was 

renewed; and taking a firm stand back behind the Thousand Devils’ Dyke, 

where they were safe from the flood, they struck out at the enemy, who 

were threatened on all sides by the waves. There was a leader of the Guard, 

they called him Tall Jürgen, who had good mettle in him, and he spurred his 

stallion on and landed safely on the dyke and cried, “If anyone dares to take 

me on, let him come here!” And there was a peasant called Reimer of 

 
60 The second Battle of Bornhöved (1227), in which Holstein and the Hanseatic League 
defeated Valdemar II of Denmark. 
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Wiemerstede who sprang forward, knocked Squire Jürgen’s spear to the 

side with his pole-axe, and cut into the squire’s armour with this axe, where 

it stuck so fast that he could not pull it back out. Then Reimer threw Jürgen 

down with the shaft of his axe and he stamped on the iron, stamping it 

down five inches deep into the Squire’s body. And countless numbers of the 

enemy lay dead after the savage battle, quite apart from the ones who were 

swallowed by the waves. Five of the house of von Rantzau survived, seven 

von Ahlefelders, and fourteen von Wackerbarths; and the King fled by ship. 

For long afterwards, songs about the battle were sung in the land of 

Dithmarschen, about the Saxon Guard, about Jürgen Slens, and about the 

valiant maid and Reimer von Wiemerstede. 

 

The Wild Huntsman in Dithmarschen (176) 

 The Wild Huntsman is known in Dithmarschen also, as he is by the 

Rhine, in the Harz Mountains, in Thuringia, in Vogtland and elsewhere. In 

Marne it is told of the Freeshooter61 that he had been a rather wild 

peasant-boy who loved the hunt above all else, and, after he had got 

married and begun to cultivate a small estate, he neglected this for venery, 

but hunting brought him precious little gain. Now at one time he was 

walking home through the forest in utter dejection, for during the whole 

livelong day he had not shot so much as a crow’s claw, when behold – an 

unknown fellow hunter was walking ahead of him, carrying a handsome 

gun and a bulging hunter’s pouch, and the peasant wanted to catch up with 

him. But he was walking at a blistering pace. In the end, the peasant gave a 

 
61 Freischütz: a hunter who used Freikugel, bullets given a special virtue by the Devil. 
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sharp, high hunter’s whistle, but the other completely ignored it and did not 

stop until he came to a crossroads; there, he at last stood still and waited 

for the peasant, and he was a very elegant, well-dressed companion. “You 

have certainly had better luck than I,” the peasant said to him, “I can tell 

from your hunting-bag, it’s well-filled.” “Yes,” said the stranger, “you can 

have that too, you can shoot bullets that always hit the mark – with your 

bullets, you’re sure to hit nothing. Fare you well!” And he would have gone 

on his way but the peasant-hunter held him back and asked him to teach 

his secret for always-hitting and never-missing, and promised him a rich 

reward. The other said, “I’ll certainly teach it to you, but you must swear to 

me not to betray my secret to a living soul, for if you did that, you would fare 

the worse for it.” He swore and raised his hand to the heavens, then two 

ravens flew up cawing and wheeled around the two men, and the unknown 

hunter told his secret. But the said secret was truly horrifying, a burden that 

made the peasant’s knees buckle and weighed upon his mind, and he did 

not try it out; instead, he completely forbore going out into the forest and 

stayed at home, but he was silent and wistful there also. His wife saw the 

change in her husband, and although she had not liked his going hunting, 

she liked his introspective behaviour much less, and she pressed him to tell 

her what was wrong with him. He stayed silent, but she did not leave off 

enquiring and entreating, begging and beseeching, until he finally confided 

in her, saying: “If I want every one of my bullets to find a mark, I am to load 

my rifle with a consecrated host instead of a bullet, then go into a clearing in 

the forest at the midday hour, spread out a white cloth there, step onto it, 

and shoot straight into the sun. From that time on, every one of my shots 
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will find a mark and I shall never want for game.” 

 This was indeed horrible to hear for the wife, but her horror gradually 

abated and as she fell ever further into want and the household headed 

ever nearer wrack and ruin, she thought he could try the trick just the once, 

it could not, after all, be so very big a deal, it was a hunter’s trick like many 

others, and if it proved effective, which she did not at all believe, it would 

deliver them from their distress – and whatever other persuasive words she 

used. And so he finally decided to venture it. But he had completely 

forgotten that he had already broken his vow by blabbing out the secret, 

and had therefore fallen forfeit to the Evil One. Now the hunter went to Holy 

Communion, received the sacramental wafer, kept it in his mouth, and then 

secretly loaded it in his gun. Then he did all that remained to be done 

according to instructions, going to the nearby forest that same Sunday at 

midday. The sun shone bright. The hunter took aim, and he shot at the sun. 

Then the sun went dark, black clouds sped up, lightning flashed, thunder 

crashed, and the two ravens were there cawing and beating their wings. 

Terrified, he leapt from his cloth and bent down to gather it up – the 

footprints where he had stood were full of blood. He dashed out of the 

forest, fear almost killing him, there was his house, burning with raging 

flames – the lightning had struck it, his wife and children rushed screaming 

and howling towards him. And the unknown hunter was there again, 

mocking him for being a bad Freeshooter who had not kept the secret. And 

now he would have to hunt until the Day of Judgement, his wife and 

children would have to accompany him as hounds – by day he would have 

to live with the two ravens in the forest, and by night dash through the skies. 
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 This happened and happens still, and the people call him the Wild 

Huntsman. If anyone hears him and mimics the bow-wow of the hounds, he 

throws bones down to them, or bits of rotten game and horses. It happened 

to a man from Bornhövede, also one from Meinsdorf, who were forced to 

eat of the roast. The Wild Huntsman commonly has many hounds, mostly 

small dachshunds, and a light sometimes burns on the hounds’ tails. At 

whiles he passes through the middle of houses, and he does nobody any 

harm if the people just keep their composure and do not mind him. 

 

Wode (178) 

 In the Duchy of Lauenburg the wild night-hunter is called Wode, and 

the name may well be an echo of the hold heathen god of the Saxon folk, 

Wodan. Wode hunts principally, like the Wild Huntsman of the Harz area, of 

the Thuringian Forest, and of Vogtland, in Advent and in Twelfthtide. He 

rides a sacred large white horse, and twenty-four hounds follow him. His 

horse has only three legs. Fences which Wode’s hunt runs into crash down 

at once but right themselves during the night. The hounds of Wode lie still 

at whiles from exhaustion, panting, howling, and whimpering: this has 

happened in Wulfsdorf, in Fühlenhagen, etc. On the next day, Wode 

fetches them back. If a woman leaves washing hanging outside at the time 

of the Wild Hunt, it will be torn to shreds by Wode’s hounds. If anyone 

bakes at this time, they may experience the breadloaves springing up and 

away as hunting-hounds. If anyone inadvertently leaves his front door open, 

he can expect Wode’s army to pass in and through, and the hounds to 

devour what they find, the bread-dough in particular. Yet Wode knows how 
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to compensate such losses. Once, a peasant pitiably lamented, What was 

he now to eat with his family, and was he to receive any reparation. Wode 

yelled, “Jo jo! Ho ho!” – smote a dead dog down from the air to fall at the 

peasant’s feet and cried, “Throw the carcass into the chimney!” The 

peasant shuddered and did this. The dead dog was heavy. The dog’s belly 

burst over the peasant’s stove, and gold coins rolled all over the kitchen. 

 Wode hunts, like the Wild Huntsman, in Vogtland, wights, 

wood-wives and moss-folk, little forest-women, gnomes and dwarves, 

whom the people in the land of Lauenburg call Subterraneans. He has 

pretty much wiped them off the face of the earth. His main hunting-route 

goes around Krumesse over the moor towards Beidendorf. 

 A peasant of Beidendorf was on his way to Krumesse one evening 

when a whole swarm of Subterraneans came running along. On this 

occasion, however, they were not in the least afraid, and they cried, “He 

can’t get us today, he’ll have to leave us in peace today, he hasn’t washed 

himself today!” When the peasant had walked a stretch further, Wode came 

riding along and asked him, “What were they crying out?” and the peasant 

answered, “They said you didn’t wash yourself this morning.” Wode 

immediately halted his horse, had it stale, and washed himself with that – 

then the hunt was on. Before the peasant reached Krumesse, he saw 

Wode already coming back: he had whole bundles of Subterraneans 

dangling on both sides of his horse like fieldfares in traps, and he had tied 

them together by the hair. Nowadays, Wode hunts only in the air, for he has 

by this time, many think, completely cleared the earth of Subterraneans. 

 The Wild Huntsman is called Wode in the land of Mecklenburg as 
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well, and many similar kinds of story are told about him. 

 

The Subterraneans (179) 

 The subterranean folk and the belief in them are more widespread in 

the north of Germany and further north than anywhere else. They live under 

the ground, frequently in the old barrows and passage-graves.62 They are 

called Biergfolk, Ellevolk, Unnervaestöi, Unnerbortstöi in Danish Schleswig, 

Önnererske in Sylt, Önnerkänkissen in Föhr and Amrun, and Unnererske 

and Dwarge in Holstein. They have lived in the land since time out of mind. 

The legend of their creation runs as follows: Christ the Lord was once 

walking on Earth when he approached a house in which lived a woman with 

five fine-looking children and five ugly ones. Too ashamed of the ugly ones 

to let her eminent guest see them, she quickly shut them up in the cellar. 

Now when the Lord entered the house, he said, “Woman, bring your 

children to me.” And the woman brought her five handsome children for the 

Lord to bless them. “And where are your other children?” asked the Lord. “I 

have no other children,” the woman lied. “Indeed,” said the Lord, and he 

laid his hands on the five children and blessed them and said, “What is 

down below shall remain down below, what is up above shall remain up 

above.” When the Lord had gone, the woman ran to the cellar to let her ugly 

children out, but they had disappeared. From them arose the race of 

Subterraneans. 

 Innumerable are the places named and known by the people in 

Schleswig, Holstein, Lauenburg, in Jutland and in the islands, where 

 
62 “Hünenbetten,” literally “Giants’ beds.” 
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Subterraneans are supposed to dwell, and far more innumerable are the 

manifold legends about them. The Önnerkänkissen at Amrun principally 

dwell in Fögedshoog near the dunes, where they skate on the water of 

Merum. A man hit upon the idea of digging for them, as one would dig for a 

fox or a badger; then there was a shout of “Fire!” behind him, and when he 

looked around, he saw his house engulfed in flames. He hurriedly left off his 

digging and rushed towards his blazing house; when he got there, no trace 

of a fire could be seen. He was wise enough to mark the warning, and he 

did not dig again. 

 The Subterraneans are also said to believe in God, but they know 

nothing of Christendom and so do not attain the bliss of Heaven. Many 

remarkable skills are ascribed to the Subterraneans: in particular, they are 

said to be the makers of those funerary pots which are found in such a 

variety of forms in passage-graves, and of all the beautiful jewellery and the 

bronze weapons which are discovered in the ground and frequently in 

these pots. To smash one of these pots does not bring luck and evinces low 

intelligence. Many a man has gone utterly out of his mind as a result of this 

needless trespass. Seeds sown out of such vessels grow more than others, 

hens given water from them do not fall ill, and milk placed in them gives 

more cream and more butter. 

 As there are legends in Germany of dwarves borrowing kettles and 

other utensils, particularly for their weddings and feasts, so does the 

converse custom take place in the North: the peasants borrow those from 

the Subterraneans and return them with the leftovers after use. 

 What the people of Zittau in Lusatia relate of the mountain-dwarves 
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who inhabit that region – that they invisibly partake in weddings, sitting 

between people and eating with them – is also told in Pinnebergischen and 

in northern Schleswig. Anyone who takes from the Subterraneans 

something that belongs to them will incense them and drive them away. 

The Subterraneans cannot stand the sound of noisy instruments, and least 

of all can they bear the ringing of bells, which has driven them away almost 

everywhere; and every land shares this belief. 

 The Subterraneans also often fetch mortal midwives down to their 

lying-in females and give them a seemingly slight reward, but if they do not 

imprudently throw away the negligible item – wood-shavings, sand ashes, 

coals, peas, leaves and the like – then it turns into gold. But most people 

throw it away, and only a trace clings to their apron or falls into their shoe, 

and too late do they discover their folly, and what wealth they have 

discarded. 

 Among the countryfolk, insomuch as they still believe in the 

Subterraneans, fear and aversion to them prevail over sympathy and love; 

they call them Untüeg, Unzeug (the Thuringians say Gezügk [nuisances]). 

 Whole books of legends could be filled solely with tales of humans’ 

intercourse with the Subterraneans, of war and peace, favour and malice, 

robbery and restoration, gifts which bring fortune, gifts which bring disaster, 

and the like. 

 Changelings are the unlovely fruit of Subterraneans. The latter steal 

newborn human babies before they are baptised and lay their shrivelled 

gnomes in the cradle. And there are many people going around who, on 

looking in the mirror, do not know if they were not perhaps exchanged. 
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The Kielkropps (180) 

 There were yet other uncanny beings of demonic kind, whose nature 

was related to that of the Subterraneans, both the good side and the bad 

side, but the latter moreso. Wechselbalg and Kielkropf are basically six of 

the one and half a dozen of the other. Both kinds are swapped children who 

do not grow, are ugly in appearance, who always whine and cry and mostly 

have a Subterranean, if not even the Devil himself, for father. It is 

predominanty maltreatment inflicted on the Kielkropp that forces its mother 

to take it back and return the child who was secretly snatched away from its 

mother. 

 Once, a woman had been struggling with such a Kielkropp for years. 

She had most likely forgotten to keep a light burning night and day, or to put 

on some item of her husband’s clothing, while she was lying in, up to the 

time of baptism. She had had this brat for seven years, and he ate a lot but 

would not grow, nor run, nor learn to speak; he had a large, fat head and 

little spidery arms and legs. Then an old gypsy-woman came to the 

peasant-woman, who told of the heartache the child caused her year in 

year out, and she gave the peasant-woman good avice on what to do in 

order to see if her child were a Kielkropp or not. The woman followed this 

advice, hollowing out a goose egg, filling it with beer, and boiling it over the 

lamp. All of a sudden, the Kielkropp, which had always been dumb up to 

then, began to speak, saying: 

  “I’m quite as old 

  As firewood in the forest, 
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  But never have I seen the like of that!” 

 “Indeed?” said the peasant-woman. “If you’re as old as the firewood 

in the forest, then you’re not my child!” And she took a piece of wood to 

beat the misshapen child with, but suddenly an old Subterranean came 

running in, took the child out of its cradle and said, “I won’t let my child be 

maltreated like that!” – then she was gone with her brat, and a fair, 

well-grown seven-year-old child, the woman’s true child, was standing 

beside the cradle. 

 Something similar happened to a woman in Jägerup near 

Hadersleben, who was advised by a clever neighbour to shove the 

changeling into the heated oven. When she was about to do this, the 

subterranean mother came quickly, bringing the exchanged child, and said, 

“I’d never have done so badly by your child!” And she took her child and 

vanished. 

 In the village of Böken, near the town of Lauenburg, there was a 

miracle-working wooden statue of the Virgin Mary which healed many sick 

people, Now, in a neighbouring village, a peasant had lived in childless 

matrimony for a long time, and because of this he used his wife very ill. At 

last, the woman felt herself to be in the family way, and the peasant was 

overjoyed, and he now treated her like a queen. But when she had given 

birth, the Subterraneans swapped her baby, slipping in a Kielkropp who had 

a head like a corn-sack and spindly limbs. And no part of him grew other 

than his head, which became bigger than that of the biggest man. Three 

years later, the boy’s head resembled a giant pumpkin, and besides this, he 

could neither stand nor walk nor speak; but squalling and whining the whole 
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day long, that he could do masterfully. One evening, when the woman had 

this golden boy upon her lap and was having a hard time of it with him, she 

said to her husband, “Listen, I’ve had an idea, perhaps there is help for us 

yet. Tomorrow is Sunday; take the child and the cradle, won’t you? And go 

with them to Böken and Mother Mary, put the cradle down before her, and 

rock the child for a while – that may possibly help.” “I’ll certainly do that,” 

said the peasant, and the next day he set off with the cradle and the 

Kielkropp well muffled inside. When he came onto the bridge of Böken, a 

voice cried up from the river-depths: 

  “Kielkropp, where are you off to?” 

and the child in the cradle replied: 

  “I’m going to have me rocked, 

  So I can grow big and strong.” 

The peasant was astonished out of his senses at his brat suddenly 

speaking; however, he did not dither, but slung the child and cradle down 

into the river and cried after them: 

  “You monster, if you’re speaking now, 

  Go back to the place you learned how!” 

And loud cries broke out under the bridge, as if a crowd of people were 

calling; and the Kielkropps merrily romped about in the water, while the 

peasant ran, as fast as his legs could carry him, home to his wife. 

 Almost the same legend is current in the area around Halberstadt, 

where the Kielkropp in the basket says, 

  “I’m going to Hackelstadt 

  to Our dear Lady, and have me rocked, 
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  So I may grow big and strong.” 

 

Swordman (184) 

 In a manor by the name of Rethwisch in Krempermarsch there lived 

in ages past another such ruffian [as Josias von Rantzau, in No. 183], but 

he was far worse, for his crazy capers knew no bounds; and he was called 

Swordman. On account of his evil deeds, he was made to walk as a ghost 

for a great deal of time, as a fire-spirit, and he scared and alarmed many 

people. 

 After Swordman did, he was seen travelling back to his house on his 

hearse. Swordman sat among the mourners at his funeral repast. He would 

look out, now here, now there, from a window, from a basket, from a 

dormer-window, with a frightful, repulsive grimace. When the priest and 

verger came with the intention of exorcising this ghost, he threw every bad 

deed they had secretly done in their teeth, even the very slightest. Finally, 

the schoolmaster got the mastery over him, having had much practise in 

mastering, and carried him to the wild marsh to exorcise him. Swordman’s 

ghost whispered in his ear, “Just not too deep in the swamp, do you hear? 

Just not too deep.” Now once Swordman had been exorcised thither, but 

not too deep, he walked around as a fire-spirit from time to time, frightening 

many people. It was his burning feet that tormented him most; wherever he 

found shoes, he put them on, because they alleviated the pain of his fire; 

and every shoe fitted him, he just could not wear any pair for a long time 

because he very soon burnt through them. He often even asked people for 

shoes, which vanished the instant they were placed down for him. In the 
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end, a journeyman baker caught this restless spirit in a dosser and sank it 

in the sea, and since then he has troubled nobody. However, his mad antics 

during his life and after his life have remained in people’s memories, and 

they proverbially said, when a place was all wild and mad and wicked 

behaviour: Swordman is King here. 

 If anyone should happen to fish up and open the dosser one day, he 

will see soon enough what kind of fish he has caught. 

 

Black Maggie and the Danevirke63 (185) 

 King Christopher I of Denmark had espoused the daughter of Duke 

Sambor of Pomerania, who was a wicked sorceress. She was called simply 

“Black Maggie”64 and had the sobriquet “Stallion.” She was the founder of 

the famous Danevirke, that huge and long dyke; to build it, she made a pact 

with the Devil and commanded him to complete the wall in one night, with 

entrance to it only through a single gate, and an iron one at that. In return, 

whatever stepped into the completed work first was to belong to the Devil. 

So the Devil put an innumerable host of labourers into the field, each of 

whom filled his iron hat with earth only three times, and then the dyke was 

finished; and the Devil stood on the lurk behind one of the gate-doors, when 

he saw a well-dressed horseman coming down the highroad, and he 

rejoiced in his catch. But the horseman just happened to have a poodle with 

him who ran on ahead, in the way of dogs, and the Devil furiously tore it to 

shreds, like the chamois on Reuß Bridge, the dog on Regensburg Bridge, 

 
63 The Danevirke was a 19-mile-long system of Danish defensive earthworks in 
Schleswig-Holstein. 
64 Christopher I (1219-59); Sambor II of Pomerania (1211/12-1277/78); Margaret Sambiria 
(c.1230-1282). 
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the wolf in Aachen Cathedral, and wherever else an echo is found of this 

legend. 

 Now because wild Black Maggie, named Stallion, generally led a 

godless, pernicious life, she was ordered by God, as punishment for her 

dreadful sins, to ride along her Devil’s Danevirke as a ghost every night. 

Many pepole have seen her there. Her garb is entirely black, but her horse 

is white and its breath is fire. Two ghosts in white clothes follow her, and 

these three run and leap from Hollingstedt to Haddeby like the Wild Hunter. 

This spirit will not suffer anything to be built on her dyke. In the vicinity of 

Haddeby, a section of the Danevirke is especially called Margaretenvirke 

after Stallion, and that is where she is seen most frequently. 

 At one time, she appeared to poor fishermen in Schleswig Holm, 

who were sad from having caught nothing while working through the night, 

in all her royal glory, adorned with pearls and diamonds, as seen in her 

portrait at Husum Castle, and she commanded them to cast their nets one 

more time, but they were to throw the best fish they caught back into the 

water. The fisherman threw the luckiest cast that had been thrown since the 

time of Saint Peter, and the best fish had emerald fins and scales of minted 

gold, and its nose was studded with pearls. One of the fishermen wanted to 

throw this splendid specimen back into the water straightaway, but avarice 

gnawed at the other’s heart, and he concealed the fish, against his 

companion’s will. They quickly rowed away, but all the other fishes began to 

also have scales of minted gold and pearls on their upper jaw and gems 

instead of fins, and the boat became so heavy, so heavy, and sank, and the 

avaricious fisherman had to drown, while the other saved his life by the skin 
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of his teeth. 

 

Princess Thyra (186) 

 In Thyrenburg Castle near the small Danevirke there lived, many 

ages ago, a Princess called Thyra, and the castle was named after her. 

Now at that time, a foreign prince came to press his suit with her, but he 

was so ugly that nobody could want to choose him for husband, and the 

Princess took a strong dislike to him. However, she was unable to turn him 

down. Finally, she thought up an expedient. Shortly before the wedding, 

she took a ride with her bridegroom towards Hollingstede on the old 

embankment, and at that time there was a bay of the North Sea there. On 

the way back, the Princess let her safeguard65 fall, as if the wind had blown 

it from her. The Prince said, “Princess, you have dropped your safeguard, 

are you not taking it with you?” She replied, “Well now, if you are an 

honourable knight, then you should, young Sir, dismount yourself and pick 

the safeguard up for me!” Then he rode over to the spot and bent down 

from his horse, and the Princess also rode there, and as he bent over, she 

swiftly drew his sword from its sheath and cut his head off. Now, when she 

came home and was asked where she had left her bridegroom, she said, 

“Oh, we were riding along the Old Embankment when the fiends fell upon 

us and cut the Prince’s head off, but I managed to ride away.” Then the 

dead man was searched for and laid in a Giant’s Grave in the Esperstorfer 

Field, which is now usually called the Dreibergen.66 

 

 
65 “Schürztuch” – an overskirt that protected the kirtle when riding on horseback. 
66 The “Dreibergen” (“Three Mountains”) is a group of tumuli near Albersdorf in Dithmarschen. 
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The Wandering Death’s Head (188) 

 Not far from the border with Jutland lay two castles, Fobeslet and 

Drenderup; these estates still exist. At Drenderup there lived a wild 

companion, Knight Adelbrand; at Fobeslet, a fair lady called Antolille. The 

knight loved the lady, and the lady hated the knight. She told him he looked 

like her father’s dog, and another time, that he was no better than an old 

slipper. This turned the knight’s love into fierce hatred, and he swore terrible 

revenge on the lady. For seven years he watched her castle; for seven 

years, she dare not venture out, and because she did not do this, he did not 

get her in his power. Then he abandoned his watch, being apparently tired 

of waiting, and rode away, and soon the rumour came that he had died. For 

seven years Lady Antolille had not set foot in a church, and she longed to 

be in one; and as she now believed herself to be safe, she left the castle 

with her retinue. Suddenly, Knight Adelbrand burst out of an ambush, 

scattered the servants, and seized the unhappy lady who had rewarded his 

love with such bitter scorn. He tied her to the tail of his horse and raced 

away with her thus, towards his castle. Her mother saw this from the castle 

battlements and died at the same time as Antolille. When Adelbrand had 

satiated his desire for savage revenge, he presently killed himself. The 

three bodies were buried in Drenderup. But Adelbrand’s skull found no rest 

in the tomb; having been so restless for seven years, so full of wicked 

thoughts, it haunted and rolled around, now here, now there, terrifying 

people and not staying in any grave. 

 

The True-Hearted Old Woman (192) 
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 One time in the past at Husum, a winter festival was to be celebrated 

on the ice, for the ice was firm. Tents were pitched on the splendid shining 

expanse between the seashore and Nordstrand Island, skates sped as fast 

as they could, ice-sleds flew along, music and dance, song and the clink of 

goblets glorified the fine day and the approaching brightly moonlit night 

which was to increase the merriment even further; indeed, the moon was 

already rising. 

 Anyone and everyone was out on the ice enjoying themselves, only 

an ancient little woman had stayed at home. She was past all earthly 

pleasures, and if she really wanted, she could look out and down onto the 

ice, for her cottage stood on the embankment. And she did this: she looked 

out towards evening and saw a small cloud approaching over the horizon in 

the West, and dread came over her, for she was a sailor’s widow and knew 

the sea and the signs of storm and wind. She cried, she waved – nobody 

heard her, nobody looked towards her – but the little cloud grew visibly and 

was a harbinger of the tide and a wind that would veer quickly from north to 

west. And if those on the ice tarried for only half – a quarter of an hour more, 

then they were done for, and Husum would be empty of people. As the 

cloud grew rapidly, now being colossal, and black – as she already felt the 

mild breath of the wind, so did the old woman’s unspeakable dread grow – 

and she was alone, sick, half crippled, helpless. Nevertheless, she plucked 

up courage, crawled on her hands and knees to the stove, took a firebrand, 

ignited the straw of her own bed and crept out the cottage door. Soon the 

flames were beating out the window, up to the roof, the breath of the storm 

fanned the brightly burning blaze, and “Fire! Fire!” was the cry on the ice, 
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and the tents were abandoned, the ice-skaters sped towards the strand, 

and the sleds headed for home. And then the wind was hissing over the 

surface of the ice, there was a thumping and banging down below, and the 

ice in the distance cracked with a sound like thundering cannon. The black 

cloud passed over the Moon and the entire sky, the widow’s house flared 

like a lighthouse and showed those hurrying home the safe path. When the 

last of them had reached the strand, the tide rolled its waves over the ice 

and tore tents and tuns, carts and drinking vessels into its roaring eddy. 

 The poor old woman had sacrificed her house to save the 

inhabitants of her town. We can be sure that this did not go unrequited. 

 

The Nocturnal Wedding Ceremony (195) 

 It happened near Apenrade that the priest of a village situated not far 

from the Baltic Sea was fetched from his bed one night by a couple of 

sailors, who held a purse heavy with gold pieces out to him and told him he 

would receive these if he followed them at once, in his vestments, to 

perform a sacred ceremony; if not, he would, without fail, die on the spot. 

The priest followed his rough conductors to the church, which stood alone 

some distance from the village. He saw it illuminated inside, and a crowd of 

armed mariners in foreign costume filled its spaces. He was conducted to 

the altar, where a young gentleman in rich apparel and a lady wearing 

bridal ornaments were standing. Behind them, however, a grave had been 

dug. Then the priest was ordered to unite the couple on marriage, and he 

did so, not without shaking; and once the couple were bound in holy 

matrimony, he was next enjoined to hold a funeral oration at the open grave, 
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as if he were burying someone, and this also he did not do without shaking. 

Now when he had completed all that had been demanded of him, he was 

made to swear a fearfully solemn oath not to say, neither now nor evermore, 

what he had seen here and what he had done. He then rushed home, 

seized with horror, his back to the church; but he had not left it far behind 

when he heard, from inside, a thunderous shot and a loud scream from a 

woman’s throat – he hasted away, utterly consternated and almost delirious, 

to his home. He could not find so much as a second of sleep, and at the 

crack of dawn he hurried back to that church. On the high sea he saw a 

stately three-master sailing and it had a Russian flag. When the priest 

walked into the empty church, he found everything in perfect order – but – 

in the open grave, by the side of which he had spoken the funeral oration in 

the night, lay the corpse of the bride whom he had been compelled to marry, 

shot through the centre of the heart. 

 This legend is also told at Anholt and, in a similar way, at Lunden in 

North Dithmarschen. It is likewise alive at Trotting on Zealand, and the 

famous philosopher Schelling has recast it into melodious tercets. 

 

Rapid Rider Death (196) 

 In the lands of Schleswig and Dithmarschen a legend circulates of a 

young pair of peasant lovers who were the world to each other, but God 

ordained that the bridegroom fell ill and died. His lover would not be 

comforted but wept and wailed the whole day long, and when evening fell, 

she went to his grave and wept and wailed the livelong night. Now when the 

third night since his burial came and she was sitting there weeping again, a 
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rider on a white horse appeared and asked her, “Will you ride with me?” 

Then she cast up her eyes and saw that it was her beloved, and she said, 

“Yes, I’ll ride with you, wherever you will” – and she courageously mounted 

his horse, and off it went, racing the wind into the blue beyond. Now when 

they had ridden a fair distance, the beloved said: 

  “The Moon, she shines so bright, 

  Death rides so swift this night, 

  My sweetheart, feel you no fear?” 

“No!” she said. “Why should I feel any fear? I’m with you!” And the ride went 

further and further, and ever more rapidly, but the girl sat tight on the horse 

with her arms around her beloved. Then he asked a second time: 

  “The Moon, she shines so bright, 

  Death rides so swift this night, 

  My sweetheart, feel you no fear?” 

“No!” she replied once more. “Why should I feel any fear? Aren’t I with 

you?” But she began to feel a little uneasy nonetheless; and when he asked 

her a third time: 

  “The Moon, she shines so bright, 

  Death rides so swift this night, 

  My sweetheart, feel you no fear?” 

then she began to feel fear, clasped him more tightly, and spoke not a word. 

Then the horse tore around in a circle, three times, with its mounts, and 

they were gone. 

 This is a far-travelled legend, which has also spread around in 

England and in Sweden. The German poet Bürger heard the Gothic verses 
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of the dead rider, and from them he span his gloomy ballad ‘Lenore.’ 

 

The Pirates (198) 

 There were two pirates who plied their trade on the Elbe, one of 

whom was called Klaes Störtebeker and the other was Göde Michel. They 

were equally feared on water and on land, and there is no end of songs and 

stories about them, as is the case with all famous robbers. They lived in the 

Engelsburg67 between Nindorf, Bargenstedt and Varewinkel, at Meldorf. 

On the island of Sylt was a pirate called Long Peter. His people wore pretty 

insignia and emblems, a gallows on one side of their clothes and a wheel 

on the other, to give themselves frequent reminders of their mortality. 

Attached to the island of Alsen is Kajnas Peninsula, where a feared robber 

called Kaj once lived. Another was called Bars, and he owned the isle of 

Barsöe. At the village and castle of Schwienkuhlen by Ahrensböck, Peter 

Muggel held great dominion; he plundered the land, having made a pact 

with the Devil, was stabbed to death, and his ghost still walks. Another land- 

and sea-robber had his seat at Castle Weseby and was called Weser; in 

the end, his castle was stormed and burned to the ground and he pitched 

himself down from a high tower into the flames with his sister. These 

robbers called themselves the Victual Brothers. 

 Störtebeker and his entire band were brought into fetters by the base 

treachery of a fisherman from Blanknes. They were all taken to Hamburg 

and there beheaded on the Grasbrook; there were no fewer than seventy of 

them. Blood flowed so high at the place of execution that the executioner 

 
67 A large cave in the eastern side of the Engelsberg hill. 
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waded in it up to his ankles. Some of the City Senate cried to him, “Well, 

Master, how do you feel after all that beheading?” It seems that the Master 

had enjoyed a drink or two, for he swung the sword of justice to describe a 

circle high over his head and cried: “Ho ho, I feel very well, gentlemen! I 

could keep on beheading away, and it would give me pleasure were the 

entire most prudent Senate to feel my blade!” A most prudent Senator of the 

City of Hamburg took such an answer amiss and in very bad part, and in his 

displeasure he had the impudent chatterer clapped in irons and then, after 

verdict and sentence, had his head struck off. 

 Now when the people of Hamburg had Störtebeker and his people 

held prisoner, they searched through his ship for treasures but found 

nothing; and as they did not desire that such a pirate-ship put out to sea 

again to appear in the open sea or on the Elbe, they sold it to a carpenter 

as a wrack to be broken up and put to everyday use. Now when the 

carpenter, intending to fell the great mast, began to saw it off near the 

bottom, he came upon something hard that blunted the teeth of his saw, 

and behold, the inside of the mast-tree was metal – all copper. The 

carpenter reported his find to the civic authorities, who now subjected the 

three-master to a more detailed investigation. Behold – the largest 

mainmast was pure copper inside, the second one silver, the third one gold. 

That was a good catch; and in the sail-yards and top-gallant sail-yards all 

kinds of wealth were well hidden. The carpenter was richly rewarded, and a 

crown was made from the gold which encircled St. Catherine’s Tower, so 

great was the abundance of gold. In the time of French occupation and 
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rule,68 which Hamburg cannot remember without a curse, and never will as 

long as it remains, this golden treasure was also taken by the enemy and 

converted into coin. At Jasmund in Rügen, Störtebeker and Göde Michel 

had deep caves. To this day, four swords of justice are shown in Hamburg 

with which these two and their entire bands were decapitated. 

 

The Bell of Krempen (199) 

 What sufficiency and surplus of gold the people of Hamburg 

possessed shines forth from this legend. At Krempen, a magnificent bell 

hung in the church-tower. Something special had occurred at its casting: 

when the bell metal had liquefied and all was ready for the casting, the 

Master, having other business to attend to, commended the care of the 

foundry furnace to his apprentice. Now here was a crucible in a cupel and it 

contained liquid silver, which the Master no doubt intended to use for some 

adornment or inscription, but the youth thought it had to be added to the 

mass of the bell to make it ring well and euphoniously, and so he emptied 

the crucible full of silver into the bell metal. The Master happened to arrive 

just then, flew into a rage, and struck the youth with his stick so hard that he 

fell down dead. The bell casting took place, and when the bell, having been 

christened Maria and hung in its cage, was rung, the silver gave it a very 

bright and clear sound, of a beauty such as no-one had ever heard; but 

through it there constantly rang and sounded the words, “Shame about the 

boy! Shame about the boy!” 

 Now because the bell sounded so beautifully, the people of Hamburg 

 
68 1794-1815. 
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came to envy those of Krempen and offered to by it. They offered, and 

offered, and at last offered a chain of gold long enough to reach round all of 

Krempen. The people of Krempen finally agreed to this, and good Maria 

was placed on a cart and driven away. But the cart came to a stop on a 

nearby hill and sank. No matter how many additional horses were put to the 

front, they could not move the cart forward. Then two horses were 

harnessed to the back of the cart, and behold – it and the bell could be 

pulled with ease, back down towards Krempen. So Maria soon hung back 

in the tower and let her mournful and sonorous voice ring out: “Shame 

about the boy!” In the war of the Russians with the Swedes, which rolled 

over this peaceful landscape also, the Swedes blew up the beautiful church 

of Krempen, but nothing has been discovered of the bell. The rumour goes 

that it sank into the ground and will doubtless be found again one day. 

 Legends of sunken bells have spread all over Germany, and those of 

bell-casting connected with the apprentice’s death are no less encountered 

in many places e.g. in the city of Breslau. Bells are heard ringing from 

watery depths both from towns which sank for their sins as well as single 

bells which were stolen away and then slipped out of the robbers’ hands, 

such as one at Haddeby, one from Gramm in North Schleswig, a 

chapel-bell from Neukirchen, one in Lake Flemhuder, etc. 

 

Ducks Give Sign of Murder (200) 

 Close to Glückstadt a large old oak-tree stands alone, and there is 

no second one to be found far and wide. At the place of this oak, there was 

formerly only a small bush, and a couple of men were sitting by it, and they 
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saw a travelling craftsman choose the same resting-place. But he did not 

see them, and believing himself to be alone, he counted his money. Quickly 

did the decision to commit an atrocious deed ripen in the men’s hearts. 

They fell on the craftsman and murdered him. Then a flight of wild ducks 

rose rustling from the water of the nearby pond; they flew honking over the 

bush, and the unfortunate man raised his hand in dying and cried, “Bear 

witness, you birds, bear witness to this faithless deed!” The murderers 

scraped a grave for the corpse under the bush and fled. At that place there 

grew a blood-red herb, and the horses which were driven thither to graze 

shied and reared up when about to pass this spot, and neighed and pawed 

with their hooves. They do this whenever innocent people have been killed. 

A long time passed by; one of those two murderers got married in a nearby 

village, the other served as a labourer at a farm, they were now old and 

grey, and their manner of life was irreproachable. One evening, the first one 

went for a walk with his wife and came quite by chance to the bush and the 

Red Spot – so had that place long been called, from the red herb that grew 

there and nowhere else in the entire surrounding area. And the 

farm-labourer also happened to come there, wanting to fetch a horse from 

its grazing-place, and then a flight of ducks flew up honking from the pond, 

and both men in their shock involuntarily cried out, as with one tongue: “Ha, 

the ducks, the witnesses!” – but then they fell silent and turned pale, and 

the wife looked searchingly at both of them, and the ducks squawked again, 

and the men trembled. And back at home, the married man became 

reticent and introspective and walked around despondently, and his wife 

complained of her sorrow and his affliction to her neighbours; and so did it 
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begin, there at the Red Spot, where the ducks honked and the men cried: 

“Ha, the duks, the witnesses!” 

 This came to the ears of the Village Prefect, and he secretly had the 

ground dug up at the Red Spot, and a skeleton was found, and the men 

were apprehended and confessed at their first interrogation to the crime 

committed forty years before. Repenting, they suffered the death of the 

condemned sinner at Glückstadt, and that oak was planted in 

remembrance which still stands today. Thus did ducks give sign of murder, 

like the partridge in the old German fairytale and the cranes of Ibycus in the 

Greek legend. 

 

The Hand out of the Grave (202) 

 Many hundreds of years ago, there was a statue of the Virgin and 

Child in a chapel at Marienstedt in the land of Lauenberg, and a river flowed 

past the chapel. Any invalid who bathed in it would recover his health 

through the miraculous power of the statue of the Virgin. Because of this, a 

great stream of visitors and pilgrims came to the miraculous statue, and 

nobody turned this to ridicule more than a neighbouring nobleman. He liked 

to take the devout believers for fools and coaxed them and played many a 

prank on them. Now this nobleman had a steward who was only slightly 

better, or not better at all, than his lord. When this steward’s horse fell so 

sick that no vet could help it, the nobleman thought and said, “Go, ride to 

Marienstedt and have the horse drink from the holy puddle and walk it in, 

seeing that it gets a good wetting, and I’m sure that will return it to health.” 

Now the steward had an old father who had often exhorted him to be good, 
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but the godless son always laughed at the old man, and when he spoke to 

him of God, he said, “I’ve managed without the good Lord for so long, I 

suppose I’ll be able to manage without him a while longer.” Now when the 

old father heard that his son really was going to ride his horse to 

Marienstedt, he warned him once more, saying, “God will never let you 

commit such a trespass unpunished, do not try God, He will not suffer 

mockery!” “Nonsense!” replied the son, “Is our horse not also one of your 

good Lord’s creatures, and is it not worth more than all the old cripples who 

go as pilgrims to Marienstedt day after day?” But the old man, seeing that 

no good was to be achieved with his wayward son through good words, and 

yet not wanting to see him exposed to Heaven’s scourge, placed himself in 

front of the horse when he was about to ride off and seized the bridle and 

would on no account let go of it. Then the steward took a strap and hit his 

old father on the head with it. The old man raised his hand to Heaven and 

cried, “May God punish you, you monster!” But the godless steward 

laughed at this and rode away and brought his horse to Marienstedt and 

watered it in the holy river. From that day on, the river lost its healing power. 

And the steward met a bad end. After he did these two monstrous deeds, 

he did not have another day of happiness or health, and shortly afterwards 

he died. When he had been buried and the sexton came to the churchyard 

early the next morning, he saw something white lying on the steward’s 

grave, and when he approached it, it was a human hand, and it was the one 

with which the steward had struck his father. Now they buried the hand 

again, but it did not stay in the grave, it always grew out again. So they took 

it into the church and placed it in a niche of the interior church wall, and 
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once every year the preacher holds up this hand and shows it to the 

children and says, “This hand was raised against its father, and so it has 

never known rest to this day.” 

 Such a hand is also shown in Oldenburg, likewise in Lübeck, and in 

the small town of Heinrich in the Thuringian Forest another one lies 

preserved in an ornate tabernacle. At Groß-Redensleben in the Altmark 

there hangs such a hand on an iron chain. Indeed, this legend can be found 

even in Poland. 

 

Bishop Blücher (203) 

 At Ratzeburg in days of yore, one of the line of the Blüchers was 

Bishop. He was just the living opposite of that Bishop of Mainz, that Hatto, 

being inordinately gentle and generous to the poor. At one time a great 

dearth came over the land, and good Bishop Blücher gave and gave until 

his granaries were empty and there was no grain left for him and his people. 

But there were still poor people who asked for grain and begged for bread, 

and the Bishop told his steward, “Give these poor people whatever 

remains.” “Your Grace,” the steward protested, “nothing at all remains, your 

corn-lofts are as empty as swept threshing-floors.” “Oh, but go, just go, my 

son!” said the Bishop, “I daresay that something, though it be but little, can 

be found. Just go in God’s name!” The bishop was of the opinion that the 

steward had laid a small store aside as a precaution, but there was in truth 

not a single grain left in the corn-lofts. The steward obeyed nonetheless 

and went up, and when he opened the doors to the granary, heaps of grain 

poured out towards him, and it could be bountifully given out to the poor; 
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and the Bishop went into his chamber and thanked God with tears of joy for 

this mighty miracle. 

 

The Dead Man’s Guest (204) 

 In ancient times there was one gravedigger for the whole parish of 

Großberkentime, and one evening at nine o’clock he had to dig a grave, for 

the dead man was to be interred the next morning. When he had been 

digging for some time, he came upon a coffin with a flat lid, and as this was 

in his way, he fetched it out and laid it to one side and made the grave 

deeper until there was room for one coffin on top of another. But the coffin 

was so pretty, almost like new, and the gravedigger, curious as to who lay 

inside, unscrewed it. The dead man had a very lovely pillow of red velvet 

under his head. “You seem to have been a fine gentleman, I’d like to be 

your guest.” The dead man answered: “You can have that honour.” Then 

the gravedigger replied, “You come to my house as a guest first.” “That can 

be done,” said the dead man. “Well then, come to the main churchgate 

tomorrow evening, I’ll receive you there.” 

 On the next day, the gravedigger said to his wife, “Mother, I’m 

bringing a guest home this evening.” “What kind of guest will it be?” the 

woman asked. “Well, you’ll get to see him,” the man replied, and he was at 

the church-gate at the stroke of nine, collected his guest, took him home, 

and ate and drank with him, as he would with anyone. When the guest was 

full up, he fetched him a pipe and tobacco, and he smoked a pipe as well, 

and after a stay of an hour the guest said: “Now you accompany me to the 

main church-gate, and tomorrow evening you’ll be my guest.” 
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 And on the following day, at the same strokes of the bell and at the 

same place, the guest received the gravedigger and went with him through 

a vault under the earth. There was a very lovely room, and this led into 

another room in which the most marvellous music was playing, but his 

underground host prevented him from entering there. And it was quite 

lovely enough outside, and the gravedigger said, “Oh, it is so splendid here, 

a man could spend a hundred years here.” Behold, some people came, 

they passed silently through the antechamber into that room from which the 

marvellous music sounded, and among them was the gravedigger’s father. 

“Hey, Father, wherever are you going?” he cried to him, but his father did 

not answer. It was not long before the gravedigger’s wife came, and he 

called to her, “Hey, Mother! Wherever are you going?” But she did not 

answer him, and also passed into the room with the wonderful, beautiful 

music. Now his eldest daughter came, again he called out, received no 

answer, and she passed silently in. There came cousins, neighbours, 

acquaintances, of all ages, even children, and everyone he called to did not 

answer. Finally, his youngest daughter came also, his favourite, and he 

cried, “My girl, where are you going?” But she also did not look at him and 

did not answer him, she walked silently on and went in. And now the 

gravedigger grew angry and said, “Ha, what kind of a devil’s hole have we 

here, that makes everyone run away from home towards the lovely music?” 

And he felt the desire to enter also, but then his host returned, and he 

thought the hour that he had wished to give him must be over by now, and 

his host brought him back before the main church-gate and bid him farewell. 

The gravedigger went home and knocked, the hour was just striking ten. 
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Inside an unknown voice cried, “Who’s out there?” “No need to ask, it’s me! 

Where are my wife and my daughters?” “What wife? What daughters?” the 

voice inside asked. “Mine, God damn it, aren’t I the gravedigger?” “No!” 

cried the man inside, “that’s me, you must have bats in the belfry! Clear off 

– or else!” The gravedigger was astonished at these words, and he cried, 

“Damnation! Then at least let me stay overnight, tomorrow morning we’ll 

see which of us two is the real gravedigger.” And he kept asking until the 

other let him in. And there he spent the night, sitting on a chair, and on the 

next morning he asked what the priest was called. The other named the 

name. “Hm!” said the gravedigger, “I don’t quite know that name, pray come 

with me to the pastor.” So they both went, and the pastor asked the old 

gravedigger for his name and consulted the church-book; the correct name 

was recorded inside, and in addition there was written: ‘This gravedigger 

left the parish, and nobody knows where he went.’ And that had been 

written a hundred years before. Then the pastor asked him if he would not 

like to receive Holy Communion, and he said yes. Thereupon the sexton 

was fetched to open up the church, and the priest administered 

Communion to him; the old man received it with a believing soul, and when 

he had taken the wine, he softly slumped down, and was dead. 

 

Till Eulenspiegel’s Grave (205) 

 Who would not know the merry vagabond and irrepressible vagrant 

of German folkbooks, Till Eulenspiegel? This Till was the first father of 

earthy German naturalness, roguishness and buffoonery, in whose mirror 

so many later jackanapeses can see their own face. Many deny that he was 
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a real person because his name has a symbolic ring, but just as there was 

someone called Regenbogen [Rainbow], Rabenzagel [Raventail], and 

Rosenblüt [Rosebloom] in the fourteenth century, in which Eulenspiegel is 

said to have lived, there could just as well have been someone called 

Eulenspiegel [Owl-mirror, Owl-glass]. Let it suffice that the merry 

companion finished his adventurous journey, which is described merrily 

enough, in the town of Mölln in the land of Saxony-Lauenburg and was 

buried in that place. And when someone dies and is buried somewhere, 

there really is some likelihood that he was alive before that. But as 

Eulenspiegel had made all kinds of mischief to annoy and spite many 

people his whole life long, so did it also happen that he made fools of 

people even in death: his coffin tipped over and slipped in the grave, in 

such a way as to make him stand upright inside. And the gravediggers, 

thinking if that was the way he wanted it, he might as well have his will, filled 

up the grave. The people of Mölln thereupon set up a gravestone for him, 

which they renewed several times. In the upper corners, an owl was carved 

on the left side, a mirror on the right, and in the middle of the previous 

century one could still read upon it: 

  This stone was carved in the year 1350, 

  Till Eulenspiegel lies buried hereunder. 

  Mark it well and call to mind 

  What I was on Earth; 

  All those who pass by here 

  Will be what I am now. 
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The Three Masters (207) 

 At Lübeck it happened that the executioner lost his life in a great fire 

and three Masters applied forthwith for his position, for it was a very 

lucrative post: on some days, there were thirty to forty poor sinners to be 

dispatched by the sword or the sharp board, and the honourable Senate 

payed one to two Rhenish guilders per man. Now it was decided that each 

of the three new applicants should give a specimen of their skill, and the 

one who did the best should have the position; and the Masters were well 

satisfied with this. There was no shortage of condemned criminals, and the 

trial executions began. The first Master put the criminal down before him, 

slashed his sword through the air, and people saw that the kneeling man 

had a red line around his neck and was blinking his eyes stupidly. The 

Master looked at the crowd, wiped his sword clean, and gave the 

condemned man a kick. He fell over and his head fell off. He had beheaded 

him suddenly, so quickly and masterfully that the criminal had not even 

noticed, and the spectators had not noticed either. Loud applause rewarded 

the great man who had raised his trade to an art. The second Master stated 

that, as he was now to make his trial, he must request two candidates for 

the scaffold; and then he struck the heads off two men with one stroke, 

extremely skilfully and masterfully, and he reaped much praise and 

applause. The third Master required only one malefactor, placed two iron 

rings around his neck, and between these rings he placed a pea on the 

man's nape. After that he swung his sword, and with a sure hand he sliced 

the pea into two equal halves and, cutting through the neck in between the 

two rings, separated the head from its trunk. That was declared to be the 
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greatest of all strokes of artistry, and this Master received the appointment, 

while the two others were dismissed with a substantial gratuity. 

 

The Rose of Rabundus (208) 

 On the north side of the choir-stalls in Lübeck Cathedral, the seat of 

Canon Rabundus is still shown to visitors. There was a long-running legend 

that a canon of that place, when he was about to die, would find a white 

rose on his seat-cushion. The canon who found this rose put his house in 

order and prepared himself, in devout silene, for his passing away into bliss. 

Now among the canons there was one by the name of Rabundus, who 

found the rose on his seat one morning; but he did not yet feel any desire to 

depart this life and be with Christ, he had much business to attend to; and 

so he took the rose and quickly threw it onto his neighbour’s seat, Canon 

Conrad Barner von Moislinghe. When this man came and found the rose, 

he was shaken to the core, and three days later, he was dead. But 

Rabundus took his wicked deed to heart, and when he felt his end was nigh 

he confessed it to his Father Confessor, and he swore that in future he 

would give forewarning of a canon’s approaching death with a different sign. 

And that is what happened. Now long after Rabundus had died, the death 

of another canon was imminent, and then there were three knocks under 

Rabundus’s gravestone which sounded like claps of thunder. Because of 

this, a club was engraved on Rabundus’s gravestone, together with the 

inscription: 

  Pulsibus in duris  (Through hard knocks) 

  Do signum morturis  (I give signal of death) 
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 And this knocking was heard subsequently, for as long as canons 

lived in Lübeck. The knocks burst out no less gently than a thunderstorm 

striking or kartouwe shots, and at the third knock the bang ran through the 

entire length of the church’s vaulting, enough to make people think that the 

whole building was about to crash and clatter down. Once, this seemed 

about to happen even in the middle of the main sermon, and the people 

were making to rush out of the church; but the preacher stood fast in his 

pulpit and exhorted the crowd not to let themselves be scared by a devilish 

phantom. 

 

Papa Döne’s Glockenspiel (212) 

 As Störtebeker and his gang of robbers and murderers had their 

secret lair at Jasmund, so did a similar crony live in a pathless forest near 

Ratzeburg. He, however, was no sea-robber, but a land-robber, called Papa 

Döne, and he had immense strength which he had procured himself by 

making a pact with the Devil. He roamed through the fields as a beggar, fell 

upon travellers, overpowered even the strongest man and dragged him with 

all his belongings to his hidden cave and murderer’s den. There he cut off 

his murdered victim’s brainpans, took off the skin, dried and bleached them 

and hung them on a string between trees, then he struck them with his stick 

and listened to see what kind of sound or note the brainpan gave out. And 

he found that no one of them sounded like another, and just as every 

person has a mind of his own, so does his cranium have a different sound 

from others; and from this, one can easily explain why so many people live 

together in such disharmony, namely because the notes of their brainpans 



203 

 

do not accord. From this invention, which Papa Döne called his 

Glockenspiel, he received the epithet Döne, it is said, because he searched 

for notes (Töne). Now when this musical man, the first founder of craniology, 

performed on the brainpans as on a wooden dulcimer, he also gave himself 

the pleasure of making these dance at the same time, while he sang a 

mocking dance melody in high spirits: 

  Dance away, dance away, dearest sons of mine, 

  Your father Papa Döne, he makes you dance in time. 

 This nefarious musician is said to have finally been thrown down by 

the Devil, who intended to take his soul along to a place where there’s an 

end of dancing and music, but Papa Döne was not willing and promised the 

Devil seven souls instead of his own poor one if he gave him a period of 

grace, and the Devil really was so stupid as to let himself be caught in the 

net of Papa Döne’s guile. No sooner had the Devil departed than Papa 

Döne went to Lübeck, visited a monk, confessed his sins to him, and 

sincerely asked him to protect him against the Devil. The monk promised 

this if Papa Döne would confess all his misdeeds, seriously repent of them, 

and offer his life to the powers of punitive justice in expiation. Papa Döne 

was anything but delighted by this last condition, but the salvation of his 

soul was at stake. Now when the Devil came, a while later, and was about 

to make enquiries about the seven souls, Papa Döne had become devout, 

and hugging and kissing a crucifix, he held it out to the Devil for him to kiss 

it too. This sort of thing had never happened to the Devil before; he hissed 

fire, let off a stink, and departed. But on the next day, when Papa Döne was 

led to the gallows, to die thereon as a penitent sinner, the Devil was lying in 
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wait for his soul. How did the Devil feel, however, when he saw two angels 

whom the pious monk had prayed down from Heaven, and which received 

the soul the instant it passed out of the body, and bore it up with them to 

Heaven! The Devil was so enraged that he turned black, and black he has 

been ever since. 

 

The Ages-Old Woman (212) 

 In those days when wishing was worthwhile, for nowadays it is of 

amazingly little use – and even then, the fulfillment of wishes was not 

always beneficial – there lived at Lübeck a woman who was brisk and 

cheerful, and healthy and strong, and she liked her food and liked her drink 

and had everything her heart desired. And because her affairs went on so 

well, she liked the world very much indeed and wished never to die but to 

live for ever – not, however, in a life of eternal bliss, as other pious 

Christians wish and hope for, but down here in this earthly world with good 

food and drink. And because there was something to wishes at that time, 

that woman’s wish came true, and she lived on and became a very sprightly 

old woman; but she had forgotten something when making her wish, 

namely to stipulate bodily vigour as well. Now all went tolerably well up to 

her hundredth year, but once she had loaded herself with a hundred years, 

they pressed down on her very hard, making the old woman shrivel up, 

more and more; and first, she could walk no more, then stand up no more, 

and afterwards eat and drink by herself no more, and yet she could not die. 

People had to feed her like a small child and lift and carry her. But even that 

was not all; afterwards, she shrivelled up ever more and more, and in the 
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end drank and ate nothing at all. Finally, she was able only to stir a little 

every now and then, at which point the people thought it would be best if 

they got her out from under their feet; but because there was life in her yet, 

they put the little shrivelled old woman under a glass and hung her up in the 

church. She still hangs there, in the Church of our Lady at Lübeck; she is 

the size of a mouse, and moves only once a year. 

 

The Devil’s Grid (215) 

 In the Church of Our Lady at Wismar, an iron grid has been placed 

around the font.69 The blacksmith accomplished this with Satan’s help, and 

it is so ingeniously crafted that nobody can imitate it or find where it begins 

or ends. Another such grid, but around the pulpit, is shown at Lübeck, and 

the same ingenious Master is named as at Wismar. The Devil is said to 

have fabricated it in one night. 

 There was also a priest at Wismar who had a peculiar predilection. 

He made up a book in which he wrote the names of rich people in the city 

together with certain amounts of money, as if they owed him these sums, 

and then he went and stole from these rich people, one by one. And when 

he had robbed one of them, he wrote dedit [he has given] beside that man’s 

name in the book with grateful satisfaction. At last, the affair came to light, 

after the sly dog had stolen in this way for many years, and the perpetrator 

was reprieved from the hanging he deserved and imprisoned for life. 

 

 
69 This font was cast in 1335. Unlike the old Marienkirche (Church of Our Lady), it survived 
World War II, now being in St. Nicholas’s Church. 
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The English Sweat70 (216) 

 In the year 1529 there came from England a dangerous sickness 

which was called the Sweating Sickness or the English Sweat. It first 

landed on the mainland at Hamburg and carried off a thousand people 

within twenty-two days. From there, it progressed to Lübeck, Wismar, 

Rostock, Greifswalde, Stettin, Danzig, and spread far around in the land. It 

flew, as it were, through the towns and states in a flash. Its cause was 

ascribed to the peculiar weather that year: a mild winter, dry May, cold, wet 

summer, and then such heat that it was impossible not to sweat, even if one 

had been naked, and this paraysing heat brought the sickness. 

 At Lübeck there was a doctor called Varus who had been forced to 

flee England on account of his faith, and he cured many who had the 

Sweating Sickness. Now as Doctor Varus, being a pious man and zealous 

in religion, perceived that the clergy and their adherents would not accept 

the Gospel according to the new teaching71 and allow it to be spread, so he  

betook himself to a high member of the Senate with a book in his hand and 

asked him: Would he not like to earn Divine Reward and help a pious man’s 

testament to be confirmed and acquire the force of law? Thereupon the 

Senator said, “If the testament is properly made, I am sure an honourable 

Senate will confirm it.” Then the doctor spoke again: “He who made it is a 

good and pious man and is called Jesus Christ. He confirmed his testament 

with his death and his Resurrection, now if the honourable Senate at Erfurt 

will confirm this, it will be doing God a great service.” The Senator turned 

 
70 A mysterious disease, which afflicted England on five occasions, in 1485, 1506, 1517, 1528, 
and 1551. The deadliest outbreak, in 1528, spread throughout Northern Europe, whereas the 
earlier visitations were largely confined to England. 
71 i.e. Protestantism. 
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around and left the doctor standing there, and Varus was ordered out of the 

city the next day. 

 The Sweating Sickness held such violent sway that more than one 

house had to be completely abandoned and locked up. At the University of 

Rostock, not a single student matriculated in the year 1529. Within 

twenty-four hours the sickness took a turn towards life or towards death. 

The expedients that helped against this sickness, which gripped neither 

children nor the old, but only the vigorous and the most vigorous, were: a 

bed not over-warm, but protection from all draughts, the simplest fare, 

eating rhubarb to move the bowels, clean air, attentive nursing; the invalids 

should not cool themselves by rolling around or let any air come under their 

arms. The stiller the invalid lay, the better; and while turning him, when this 

was absolutely necessary, he was to be protected from draughts. People 

should also speak words of comfort to him – his tormenting sweat would 

last only a short time and he would then recover – and should rub his head 

behind his ears and over the nape of his neck and on his temples with 

scented rose-water, and have him breathe in strong wine-vinegar through 

his nose. The vinegar was far more effective, the Sweat-Doctors said, than 

camphor and opium. For a refreshing draught, no malmsey, spiced wine, 

Pomeranian brandy or Ratzeburger Rommeldeus, that strong beer, but thin 

cofent sucked through a straw. Another good drink was oxtongue– and 

borage water with rock-candy, a little at a time, barely a spoonful, through a 

straw. At the beginning of the sickness, the invalid had to be kept from 

sleep, for sleep was halfway to death. People should not try to stop the 

nosebleeds which occurred not infrequently. After twenty-four or 
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twenty-eight hours had passed, a careful change of linen, warmed up; later, 

Einbeckisch and Güstrower beer to drink; and finally, whatever the invalid 

liked to drink, and whatever he could take. 

 

The Guest of the Whitsun-Dancer (218) 

 At Kessin a lively Whitsun roundelay was being danced, the 

Whitsuntide beer was good, and the joy was great. A cheerful peasant-lad 

was one of the dancers; he had come from a distant village and danced 

along for all he was worth. But when it drew near to midnight, he would not 

stay longer; although the dancers pressed him to and the girls intimated 

that they would be sorry if he left, he went. It was pitch dark on the lad’s 

path, but not having drunk too much, he was walking on his way with sure 

steps when the sky opened in flames and made everything as bright as day 

into the far distance, and a mighty burst of thunder rolled, and then all was 

pitch-dark again; yet the lad felt no fear, but walked onwards with faith in 

God. Suddenly there was a sound as of footsteps beside him, and in the 

darkness of the summer night he saw a tall man walking by his side. The 

tall man did not greet him, and the boy did not greet the tall man, for it is not 

the custom in the land of Mecklenburg to give many greetings. Now the 

silent wayfarers came to a narrow footbridge, and the tall man spoke up, 

asking: “How will you get over that?” “Following my nose! Is it any concern 

of yours?” the boy replied with the uncouthness customary to that land, and 

he walked over the footbridge. The tall one followed him. After a while, they 

came to a farmstead that was fenced round. “How will you get over that?” 

the stranger asked again. “Is that any of your business?” the boy asked 
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back. "Without help from you!" and he climbed over the fence. Then the tall 

man also clambered over the paling. Now the boy went to the house; the 

front door was locked. “How will you get in?” asked the tall man. “You won’t 

unlock the door for me!” replied the boy, and he knocked at the window. 

There was an old woman in the parlour, and she got up, struck a light, and 

tripped to the door and opened up. It was the lad’s mother; she bid him 

welcome. The stranger also walked into the house and into the parlour, 

uninvited, and the lad said, “Oh mother, here’s a stranger and he doesn’t 

feel well, pray go to our neighbour, the pastor, so he may come and comfort 

the gentleman with God’s words.” Then the tall man shuddered, every bone 

of him, and he was tall no longer; he shrank up and became small and ever 

smaller, and finally he crept through the chink at the bottom of the door like 

a mouse and was gone. And the boy and his mother rejoiced and thanked 

God that they were rid of the bad guest. 

 

The Corn-Usurer’s Guest (219) 

 On the farm of Großen-Mechling in the district of Mecklenburg there 

lived a miserly old tenant farmer who piled up crop after crop, and if the 

corn did not rise greatly in price, he did not sell, even though people begged 

him on bended knee. All of his chests and coffers with filled with money and 

goods but every single day he sought to scape more together, and it was 

only and solely through outrageous corn usury that he had become so rich. 

He did not go to church; he said, “I serve my god out in the open,” but it was 

the Devil, the god Mammon, whom he served. He surveyed the sown fields 

and calculated how much they would yield, and it vexed him that there was 
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corn in his neighbours’ fields as well and they too would have a harvest. 

And he was on one of these walks outside one day in Whitsuntide, seeing 

joyful growth everywhere, how God’s blessing was visibly near, and how he 

would end up having to empty his granaries; and he was deeply 

discontented, and blasted and cursed the cheap times, as all worthless and 

wretched corn userers do. Then a man came driving up sitting in a black 

coach, with a black coachman steering black horses; the man mockingly 

bid good-day and halted. He climbed out, and a long cloak hung over him 

which completely shrouded his figure. “A good prospect of a blessed 

harvest, wouldn’t you say?” asked the stranger, and the farmer grumbled, 

“So-so; you can’t praise harvest-month in Whit. A bird in the hand!”72 “You 

have birds, I assume?” asked the stranger. “Some, not too many,” was the 

reply. The stranger asked the price, the farmer demanded the highest price, 

and the stranger said, “Done! I’ll buy.” The farmer’s heart leapt for joy, and 

yet he was annoyed that he had not demanded even more; and he invited 

the stranger to breakfast with him. The stranger accompanied the farmer. 

When the two of them set foot in the farmyard, the hens and geese and 

ducks broke out into a wild medley of clucking and clanging and quacking 

and flapped up and away, and the farm-dog whimpered, put his tail 

between his legs, and crept into his kennel. The farmer’s wife was at church, 

but he had the maid serve them amply. The stranger was teasing the maid 

when all of a sudden his knife fell from the table, and the girl bending down, 

she saw the stranger’s feet, a vulture’s foot and a cloven hoof. The maid 

rushed out the door, came upon the farmer’s wife who had just arrived from 

 
72 “Erntemond” (“harvest-month”), i.e. August. “Vorrat ist Herr!” (“Stores are master!”), i.e. “A bird 
in the hand.” 
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church, and informed her of what she had seen, whereupon the woman 

sent her to hurriedly ask the pastor, who was just then coming out of church, 

to visit. He came in full panoply, as people say in that land – that is, in his 

stateliest vestments. The stranger gave a start, then impudently called out 

to the pastor, “Good day, priest! Do you still have the knife you stole from 

me, your fellow scholar, when you were a boy?” The cleric stepped back, 

utterly confounded, and the other said, “That’s how they are! They want to 

preach others into penance, but they themselves are not pure.” Then a 

cleric from nearby Brudersdorf was passing by the house, so the wife called 

him in, and he too walked into the parlour in full panoply, the Bible under his 

arm. The stranger trembled and shook, for he could not reproach this one 

with anything, and this cleric menaced him severely, calling him the Evil 

One, the Discord-Sower, the Roaring Lion,73 and finally he opened a 

window and cried, Get out, you unclean spirit, and make way for the Holy 

Ghost!” The stranger quickly flew out the window while thunder crashed, 

and steam and most rose out of the granaries, cloud on cloud, making 

people think there were fires up there, but it was only the corn worm, flying 

out in numberless millions after consuming three harvests which the corn 

usurer’s greed had withheld from the poor, all at once. So great is God’s 

might and avenging justice that He makes a little beetle the rod which 

chastises the wicked corn-usurer to the quick. The farmer was shaken to 

the core; he did some soul-searching and became a pious man, sold his 

superfluous corn for a fair price, and did not usuriously keep it back, for he 

worried that it would fly away from him again. In the present day, it is written 

 
73 1 Peter 5:8. 
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in books that the corn-usurer is a fable, a false belief. It is not called usury, 

but trade. Believe it who may! 

 

Saint Nicholas in Greifwald (222) 

 In one of the churches in Greifswald there stood a wooden statue of 

Saint Nicholas. A thief broke into the church during the night, intending to 

force open the Treasury74 and carry off the money it contained. The statue 

of St. Nicholas raised a threatening arm at the thief. But he, nothing 

daunted, said, “Dear Saint Nicholas, is the money in the chest yours or is it 

mine? You know what? We’ll run for it – whoever reaches the chest first, the 

money shall be his.” And he ran swiftly down the long church nave towards 

the choir, but just look – the statue ran also and was standing by the chest 

when the thief came up to it. “Hey, Saint Nicholas!” cried the thief, “In truth, 

you could be a running-footman for a Duke or a Margrave. You’ve won, but 

what earthly good is the money to you? If I were you, made of wood and 

never thirsty nor hungry, I wouldn’t desire any money! So have a heart and 

see reason and let me have the little bit of cash.” And with these words, he 

broke open the Treasury, shamelessly took the money, and bore it away. 

 But shortly afterwards the thief died and was given an honourable 

burial, for nobody knew that he was a church-robber. Then devils rose up 

from Hell, fetched his body out of the grave, and threw him down by the 

plundered Treasury; and then they hanged him on the vanes of a windmill 

outside the town. From that moment on, the sails of this windmill turned and 

rotated to the left, and they shall do so for as long as it exists, as a sign of 

 
74 “Gotteskasten” – a box with alms for the poor and money for church repairs. 
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wrong and wrongdoing. 

 

Vineta (223) 

 Near the island of Usedom there is a place in the sea, half a mile 

from the town of the same name, where a large, rich and beautiful city sank 

down into the depths, and it was called Vineta. In her time, she was one of 

the largest cities in Europe, the centre of world trade between the Germanic 

peoples of the South and West and the Slavic peoples of the East. 

Exceedingly great wealth prevailed in that city. The city-gates were of 

bronze and rich in skillful sculptuary, all everyday vessels were of silver, all 

table utensils of gold. But finally, discord among the citizens and the 

unbridled lifestyles of the inhabitants destroyed the ascendancy of the city 

of Vineta, which was the Venice of the North in luxury and splendour and in 

its situation. The sea rose, and the city was submerged. When the sea is 

still, sailors can see, deep down at the bottom, the alleys, the houses of a 

part of the city most neatly arranged, and the remains of Vineta that are 

visible here are still as large as the city of Lübeck. The legend tells that 

Vineta appeared as a phantom vision in the air,75 with all its towers and 

palaces and walls, three months, three weeks, and three days before its 

downfall, and knowledgeable elders warned the inhabitants to leave the city, 

for when cities, ships or people wafeln and show themselves double, this 

presaged certain destruction or death – but those elders were laughed at. 

 On Sundays, when the sea is perfectly still, one can still hear, over 

Vineta, the bells ringing up out of the depths with a mournful humming 

 
75 A Wafel is a phantom image of a person about to die or of a thing on the verge of destruction. 
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sound. 

 

Julin (225) 

 Where today Wolin lies, the town by the wide River Dziwna which 

connects the Great Lagoon76 with the Baltic, there lay in times gone by a 

large, rich and populous city called Julin. It rose to prosperity, particularly so 

after the downfall of the town of Vineta, and all kinds of trade were drawn 

towards it. Julin waged war on its own initiative with the Danish King Sweyn 

Forkbeard,77 who was a mighty king, and three times the warriors of Julin 

made this king their prisoner. The first time, he had to give for his ransom 

as much silver as he weighed; the Royal Treasury gave up the money. The 

second time, the King had to give for his ransom as much silver as he 

weighed in his heavy armour. The Treasury had no money left, so Crown 

estates had to be sold or mortgaged. But when King Sweyn Forkbeard 

ventured to fight Julin a third time, and was taken prisoner for the third time, 

the people of Julin demanded a weightier ransom, namely the King’s weight 

in gold. Now good advice was at a premium, for the Treasury had no money 

and the Crown estates lay in pledge. Then all the landed ladies of Denmark 

assembled their rich gold jewellery, and it sufficed to ransom the King; in 

gratitude for which, King Sweyn Forkbeard made a law that every woman 

was to have the right to inherit a third of her husband’s effects without fraud, 

whereas they had formerly been allowed only a very small portion. 

 When the town of Julin turned from heathen belief to the Christian 

faith, twenty-two thousand inhabitants presented themselves to Bishop 

 
76 “Große Haff” – the eastern part of the Szczecin Lagoon. 
77 Ruled 986-1014. 
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Otto78 at one time to be baptised. But afterwards, the people of Julin 

returned to profane ways, denied Christ, and fell back into the horror of 

heathenism; they looked out an old idol and celebrated festivals to him. 

Then the Lord God was wroth and made fire rain down, as on Sodom and 

Gomorrha, and Julin was burned down entirely, and He did not suffer the 

town to recover and rise again through rebuilding. Finally, in the year 1170, 

the Danish King Valdemar79 came down the Dziwna with a great fleet, 

plundered what remained of the town, and burned what had been newly 

built. Then Julin was abandoned, and its site remained desolate for ever, 

and the few fugitives who escaped the ruin built, in the vicinity of old Julin, 

the town of Wolin, which was never able to attain great prosperity. 

 Another thriving town, which had shared Julin’s fate a century earlier, 

was Jomsborg. It was built around a beautiful continental lake, very close to 

Lake Jamno, which is now a marsh and is called the Müsse. 

 

King Widewuto80 Sacrifices Himself (228) 

 When King Widewuto or Waidewut, as he is also named, had 

reached a great age, and his lands were all divided among his sons, and he 

felt he could no longer boldly stand against his enemies, he had a pile of 

wood stacked up near the sacred oak at Romove and animal sacrifices 

offered. He himself stood in all the glory of his kingly dignity holding a bowl 

full of mead, and pouring it over the gilded horns of a black cow, he uttered 

a prayer to his gods before the people standing around the blazing pyre 

 
78 Otto of Bamberg, later Saint Otto, 1060/61 – 1139. 
79 Valdemar I, or Valdemar the Great, who reigned 1154-1182. 
80 According to legend, a King of the Prussians in the 6th century who lived to the age of 116. 
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with burning torches: “To all of you, you gods of the earth and the sea, of 

the light and the darkness, to you, Thunderer Perkunos, to you, Pikollos 

God of Death, and to you, Potrimpos God of Battles, I call on you to turn 

your eyes and lower your gaze on me, on me, the King who offers himself 

as a sacrifice for his people, that they be victorious and live on in fame and 

honour for all time!” And when the King had spoken these words, he 

courageously threw himself into the raging flames and the people threw 

their torches over him and raised cries of lament and the song of battle, and 

the warriors beat their shields three times, making them boom and the air 

tremble with their sound, and the forests echo. 

 

Saint Adalbert (229) 

 The first Christian priest to carry the light of the gospel into Old 

Prussia was Saint Adalbert.81 He came from Poland, where he preached 

the teachings of Christ, and he proclaimed the Divine Word in what is today 

the district of Kulm and then in Pomesania. From there, he went on to 

Danzig and to Samland. But at the spot on the strand of the Baltic Sea, 

near the amber town of Fischhausen [Primorsk], where the ruins of St. 

Adalbert’s Chapel stand sombre and solitary, heathen priests fell on the 

holy man and killed him with seven wounds. When the King of Poland, 

Boleslaus Gorvin,82 heard of this deed, he wished to have the holy martyr’s 

body, but the priests demanded for it as much gold as the body weighed. 

So the King sent a large amount of gold, but it did not counter-balance the 

body – indeed, it did not even move the scales on which the body lay. Then 

 
81 c. 956-997; Bishop of Prague. 
82 Bolesŀaw I the Brave (c.967-1025), the first King of Poland. 
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the King’s envoys threw their own gold in, but in vain. Next, Prussian 

Christians whom Adalbert had baptised came and gave all their gold – but 

all in vain. Then an old woman came, and seeing that people were throwing 

gold onto the balance-scale, she wanted to offer her mite, but she had only 

two pennies. She threw them in with the gold, and behold – the pan 

instantly sank like a stone, and the body rose up high, and all the gold that 

had been put in had to be taken out again, and when there was nothing left 

in that pan but the woman’s two pennies, then both pans came into 

equilibrium, and thus was the sacred body equipoised. 

 

The Right to Amber (231) 

 In times gone by, the strand of the Vistula Lagoon was extremely rich 

in Nature’s noble gift of amber. But the avarice of men all too often 

diminishes the blessing from God. Formerly, anyone who wished to could 

gather the amber that the sea cast on the strand, but that was long ago. 

When the Order of Our Lady83 came into Samland, it appropriated the 

possession of amber to itself solely, and Brother Anselm of Losenberg, the 

Governor of Samland, made a new law that every collector who did not 

have permission or a commission from the Order was to be punished with a 

hempen collar. The people thought it very hard that they should not be 

allowed to pick up what lay strewn on the ground and was no man’s 

property – particularly the fisher-folk, for it could easily happen that a wave 

would cast a piece or two into their boat or skiff. But the Governor kept 

 
83 The Orden der Ritter Unserer Lieben Frau zum Schwan, often known as the Marienorden or 
Schwanenorden, was the oldest Prussian knightly order. Founded in 1440 by Frederick 
Irontooth, Elector of Brandenburg, it was abolished during the Reformation. 
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inexorably to his law, and everyone who was accused of picking up amber 

and confessed to it was hanged without mercy from the nearest tree. But 

after Anselm, the Governor, died, his soul was not in a good way of repose. 

On stormy nights, when the sea cast up the most amber, his ghost was 

seen walking the strand, and he was heard to cry: “Oh my God! Free 

amber! Free amber!” 

 And because so many people were incarcerated, tortured, and 

massacred for the sake of amber, the amount of amber has become much, 

much less, and the sea does not cast up the thousandth part of what it 

formerly did. There was a time when altars, statues of saints, magnificent 

reliquaries, and valuable vessels were made and carved from amber, high 

and wide and replete with exquisite decoration; that can be done but 

seldom nowadays, when only all kinds of small implements and trifles are 

made from it. 

 From time to time, coast-riders and watchmen greedy for booty see 

large, splendid pieces of amber floating near the shore, but when a crew 

row over with the witnesses and try to fish it out – it is a mere illusion, 

nothing but foam. 

 

The Nixie of Nidden (232) 

 The town of Nidden84 by the Curonian Lagoon could also be called 

Midden, for it lies right in the middle (mitten) of the Curonian Spit, the 

longest promontory to be found far and wide. It is unsettling to walk there 

alone in the evening. It has happened to many a man who was walking 

 
84 Now Nida in Lithuania. 
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along by the smooth surface of the Curonian Lagoon that he saw, not far 

from the edge of the shore, a green isle of no great extent, from which the 

scent of flowers and sweet, beguiling song floated over to him, and he saw 

a white maiden on the isle who beckoned to him while her veil fluttered and 

her voice rang out as delightfully as that of the Lorelei on the bank of the 

distant River Rhine. Now when a youth was enraptured by the omnipotence 

of this song, which exalted in words the happiness of dwelling with her, 

intimately alone with her, on her fortunate isle, and, lured by the magical 

beauty of the maiden who yearningly beckoned to him, and who came ever 

nearer, for she stood on a floating island, he strove to swim over to her, but 

the island fled before the swimmer so he never could reach its shore and 

never could gain firm ground, and finally he saw the maiden and island sink 

down before his eyes, and the eddy this gave rise to pulled him down into 

the depths. None of all those who have tried to win this faithless fortune has 

yet returned, and the water-fairy has not even given a body back from the 

deeps. 

 

 

The Glomssack of Memel85 (233) 

 A Glomssack is a bag in which Lithuanian Glomskäse 

(curd-cheeses) are kept. They are not as small as those at Suhl in Prussian 

Henneberg – which, being probably the smallest cheeses in the world, are 

called gaiter-buttons – and are especially mouth-watering and delicious. At 

Memel, the image of a Lithuanian cheese-sack, cast in bronze and 

 
85 Now Klaipéda in Lithuania. 



220 

 

weighing two hundredweights, hung on the outer drawbridge and served as 

a weight for raising and lowering it. At one time, Memel was sore 

beleaguered by King Erik of Sweden,86 and it defended itself with might 

and main, but it ate with equal vigour, and at last the provisions had 

reached their day of reckoning and Skinny Jack ruled the kitchen.87 The 

entire remaining store consisted of one middling curd-cheese, and the 

besieged thought: “We shall have to surrender in the end, whether we eat 

the cheese beforehand or not.” So they took the cheese and a glomssack, 

put it inside, loaded it on a trebuchet, and hurled it into the enemy camp, 

making the Swedes think, “Hell’s bells!88 What kind of diabolical bomb is 

this?” Now as it was a large cheese, the Swedes said among themselves, 

“If there’s so much to eat there, we can’t bring them our Swedish drink.89 If 

these cheese-scoffers have enough to throw away, while dearth prevails in 

our camp, we’d do better to withdraw from Memel.” So saying, they 

polished off the curd-cheese and withdrew. For grateful remembrance, the 

people of Memel had a glomssack with a curd-cheese inside cast in ore 

and hung up at that place from which the real cheese had been flung out of 

the city. 

 

The Castellan (234) 

 On the round castle mountain over Tilsit,90 hard by the banks of the 

 
86 Erik XIII (1381-2-1459). 
87 The provisions were “Matthäi am letzten,” “at the very end of Matthew” that is in the Bible, 
Matthew 28:20, where Jesus says, “I am with you always, even unto the end of the world.” 
“Skinny Jack” is a reference to “Schmalhans ist Küchenmeister,” which means the cook is skinny 
and, by implication, everyone is on short commons. 
88 “Bomben und Granaten!” literally, “Bombs and shells!” 
89 A foul drink, such as liquid excrement, poured through a funnel down the victim’s throat. 
90 Now Sovetsk in Russia. 
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River Memel, shepherd boys from the treasury village of Old Prussia were 

watching their flock, and they stood there regarding an opening which 

reached deep down into the earth, right in the middle of the mountain, 

telling one another this and that, what the story was behind that 

unfathomable hole: that in ancient times there had been a castle up here, 

full of immense riches, traces of whose deep moat and double walls yet 

remained; that this castle had suddenly sunk one night, and the hole was 

the chimney, which reached up to the height of the mountain; every now 

and then, the Castellan would appear, an old, grey little man with 

snow-white hair. And then the shepherd boys became very curious to know 

how deep this hole was, and if anything could be acquired from it. They 

dragged a rope over, tied it round the youngest of their group, in spite of his 

frantic struggles and screams, and lowered him down. The rope was twice 

as long as the tower of the German Church91 in Tilsit but it still hung taut, 

even though they had long ceased to hear the screams of their companion. 

Finally it felt light, and bent – he had reached the bottom. They called down 

– all remained silent; they waited long and anxiously – at last, they pulled 

the rope up – it was light and – empty. Terrified, they all ran away, and the 

next morning they did not dare go back to the summit of the castle 

mountain. They were walking irresolutely along the road when, behold – the 

boy whom they had let down into the mountain on the previous day came 

cheerfully towards them. His pockets and his cap were full of gold, and he 

now told his comrades, who were standing around him burning with 

curiosity, what had happened to him. 

 
91 Built in 1598, and demolished in 1965 having been badly damaged during the war, this church 
reached a height of 63m. 
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 “I came,” he related, “into a large kitchen, which was sparkling all 

around with splendid kitchenware and utensils. And then an old, grey little 

man appeared, it must have been the Castellan, I’m sure, he greeted me 

cordially and said: ‘It is nice of you to come and pay me a visit, now don’t be 

afraid,’ and he untied the rope off me and took me through the castle from 

one room into the other, and every one was filled with gold and treasure. 

Later, I grew tired, then the Castellan took me to a lovely bed, I had a 

superb sleep in it. This morning the little old man came, when I had just 

woken from my sound sleep, to my bed, bid me get up, filled my cap, 

pockets, and hands with gold, and said, ‘Receive this as a gift for you from 

the Castellan!’ then he brought me to a narrow gate, opened it, and bid me 

go out. Once I was outside, I found myself in the valley, and when I looked 

round, the gate, together with the Castellan, had disappeared.” 

 The shepherd boys were astonished at this tale. They envied their 

comrade for the great amount of money he had been given, which they had 

actually helped him to against his will, and they thought there was no better 

shortcut to money in the world than the way down the chimney into the 

castle of gold. They therefore hurried to the mountain, as fast as they could, 

drew lots to see which one of them was to be lowered down first, and the 

one on whom the lot fell was let down by the others on condition that he 

share what he received. The end of the rope came up empty as expected, 

and the next morning they walked expecting to meet their comrade. But he 

did not come; and he is yet to return. 

After that, nobody felt a great longing to be lowered down into the 

depths. 
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The Flying Dead (236) 

 In the city of Ragnit [Neman] there are two churchyards, one for the 

German community and one for the Lithuanian, one to the east of the city, 

one to the southwest; yet they are so situated that there is neither house 

nor hedge, neither tree nor fence nor wall between them. And it comes to 

pass, particularly on stormy nights, that the dead of each community who 

knew each other well in life visit one another, flying through the night in their 

hundreds, indeed in their thousands, from one churchyard to the other, not 

that high over the ground and in a straight line. It is not everyone who is 

capable of seeing them, but those who were born on a Sunday in the 

midnight hour see the horrifying flight of the dead. And nothing can stand 

against it. A stranger moved to Ragnit and settled down there in a pretty 

and strongly-built house at the southern end of the city, but the first stormy 

night flattened it, while several old, already half-dilapidated houses, which 

stood off to the side, remained untouched. The stranger had the house 

rebuilt, and exactly the same thing happened. Then a man who had been 

born in the midnight hour between Saturday and Sunday told him that his 

house stood in line with the way of the Flying Dead, and he showed him a 

barn on the same line, only a roofpeak of which projected into it, yet it was 

torn down again and again, as often as it was restored. Then the stranger 

moved his house ot the side and out of the way of the Flying Dead, and it 

stands there still today, never having taken any more damage. 

 

The King in the Mountain (239) 
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 On a height near Lauenburg in Kassuben, an immense fissure 

opened up in the year 1596. The Council wished to discover how deep it 

was and what it was like inside. Now, there were two prisoners at 

Lauenburg who were malefactors that had been condemned to death. The 

Council offered them their lives and freedom if they would dare to descend 

into the depths and bring up news of what they had seen down below. 

These malefactors wernt down, deep, interminably deep, and when they 

finally arrived at the bottom of the mountain, they descried a large and 

beautiful garden, and in the garden there stood a tree with delightful white 

blossoms. And under the tree stood a child, who beckoned to the men and 

led them over a wide plain to a castle. The music of many varieties of 

stringed instruments could be heard delightfully resonating out from it, and 

when the child opened the gate to the men, they saw in the hall inside a 

king sitting on a silver chair, holding a golden sceptre in the one hand and a 

letter in the other. This letter the king gave into the child’s hand, and the 

child gave it to the malefactors. They brought it up, and then eternal silence 

was enjoined on them, and they were set free; and nobody has ever 

learned what the letter said. 

 

Danzig (240) 

 There are various legends about the origin of the name of the city of 

Danzig, many of which are quite unfounded and were clearly made only at 

a later date. The name perhaps comes from Tanz [dance], which was 

formerly written Danz, and perhaps it does not. There is a village with the 

name Hochzeit [wedding] near Danzig – why should the dance be far from 
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the wedding? But it is told that a noble Dane lived in the village of Wiek on 

the shore of the Baltic Sea. He was a great pirate and made hi sname 

feared, and he hid his stolen treasures in Wiek. So the neighbours gave the 

place the name Danske-Wiek, the Dane’s Wiek, and with time and the 

changing language this became Danswieg, Danzig. Now whether it was 

this Dane who came to be lord of the surrounding land, or it was one whom 

legend names as Hagel, who lived on the nearby Hagelsberg and ruled as 

a tyrant, remains uncertain. But the inhabitants of the village of Wiek came 

to the lord of the land and laid before him their request to build a town: he 

should grant them only as much earth and land as they could encompass 

with their arms. Others name this lord of the manor as the first Duke of 

Pomerania, Sobieslaw, who did not yet have a permanent abode when 

King Valdemar92 of Denmark carried war into his land, and consequently 

wished to establish one. He therefore offered to provide the people of Wiek 

with the land and the wood needed for such construction, and the 

inhabitants then requested he give them as much land as they could span 

with their arms. And when this was granted, all the inhabitants of the village 

assembled on the appointed day, both sexes and all ages, everyone who 

could walk, and they took each other’s hand and circumambulated a vast 

plot, surrounding as much land as the Old Town of Danzig later covered. 

That was the first and also the largest ring ever to be danced, and the 

ring-dance may well have been born from this. 

 

The Church of Our Lady at Danzig (241) 

 
92 Sobieslaw I (d. 1177/1179); Valdemar I (1131-1182), 
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 The Church of Our Lady at Danzig contains much that is marvellous, 

tales of which are told far and wide. Over St. Heding’s Chapel, others say 

before the Chapel of the Eleven Thousand Virgins, is a carving of the 

crucified Saviour insurpassable in its beauty and gruesome in its realism. 

The artist who carved this statue had, so the legend goes, won over a 

handsome youth, enticing him with many promises, including the one to 

give him his daughter, whom the youth loved, to wife; but then, in order to 

have a realistic and true-to-the-life model for his work of art, he first stunned 

the young man, then nailed him to a cross, observed his dying, and 

completed his image. But because the death of her beloved broke his 

daughter’s heart, the artist was gripped with regret and he ended his life 

through suicide. 

 A tabernacle in this church encloses a wonderfully charming clay 

figure of the Virgin. The artist who made this did it while imprisoned on a 

capital charge. When he had completed the figure, he sent it to the City 

Council as a remembrance for the Church of Our Lady. Everyone who saw 

the figure was moved by its beauty and the maidenly charm it displayed. 

Then the fathers of the city through, and all the people thought likewise, 

that this artist was a man inspired with a pious and noble spirit, who must 

be forgiven his trespass. And this duly happened, and the artist lived long 

and was held in honour. 

 As in the cathedral at Strasbourg, so was there a superb mechanical 

clock in the Parish Church at Danzig. It was made by a Master from 

Nuremberg who was called Hans Düringer. Two large discs showed the 

courses of the Sun, the planets, and the Moon, images of the Zodiac and 
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the holy festivals and times. The Evangelists appeared and walked, in the 

form of ingenious statues, before the eyes of the pious from Sunday to 

Sunday. The twelve Apostles stepped out in a circle, indicating the hours of 

the day; above them, Adam and Eve struck bells to mark the hours and 

quarter-hours, and the seasons were also skilfully represented. The clock 

was magnificent in motion and admired by all the world. Then there 

happened what occurred also at Strasbourg. Envy awoke, the artist must 

not make a second work of this kind – he was blinded – he gave out that he 

yet had to check something in the clockwork – he was taken in, where he 

arrested the clock’s motion for ever with a single touch and then cast 

himself down from the tower. 

 The greatest pride and greatest achievement of the Church of Our 

Lady is a painting of The Last Judgement, completed by the artistic hands 

of the famous painter Johann Van Eyck and his brother George. The Pope 

had ordered this splendid painting for Rome, but Heaven ordered it for 

Danzig. A pirate captured the ship on which it was being conveyed to the 

Sacred City, but a mariner from Danzig did battle with the pirate ship, 

gained the day and the ship, and presented the painting to his native city. 

Others say that a Dutch ship had foundered and the painting, together with 

its chest, were found floating far away on the sea by a shipman from Danzig. 

The King of France supposedly offered a ton of gold for the painting in vain. 

 Petrified bread is also shown in the Church of Our Lady at Danzig, 

and more than one legend tells of this. Once, in a time of great dearth, a 

monk carried a loaf of bread in his cowl, and a starving woman implored 

him for a breadcrumb for her starving baby, but he said he was not carrying 
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any bread, he was only carrying a stone; and as the woman cried out in 

distress, the bread turned to stone on the instant. 

 But it is also said that a rich woman of Danzig, in this same time of 

dearth, wiped her fair and much beloved little child with roll-crumbs after he 

had soiled himself, for to her mind, cloths and sponges were not soft and 

gentle enough for the child’s delicate skin. But in her hand, the crumbs 

became a rough stone which tore the child’s skin all bloody, until he died 

from the never-healing wound, and this plunged the mother into madness. 

 Sounding very similar to the legend of the bread-stone of the Danzig 

Monk, there is a legend about a bread-stone in Oliva Monastery near 

Danzig, where the bread-stone still hangs and many other legends are told 

about it. People even say that it still smells of bread. 

 

Hel (243) 

 Due north of Danzig and the mouth of the Vistula, there lies on the 

uttermost end of the promontory which separates the Bay of Puck from the 

Baltic a small town that bears the name of Hel. This is a sad and gloomy 

name, for the Goddess of Death in Scandinavian mythology was called Hel, 

an abstraction of torpidity, coldness, and the kingdom under the earth, and 

many will have it that even the German word Hölle [Hell] is derived from this 

name. But at that place where Hel lies, and, in particular, several thousand 

steps away at the furthermost eastern shore, there was no Hell in times 

gone by but only worldly radiance and splendour – but that was, admittedly, 

hundreds of years ago – a rich, large and magnificent city was there, alive 

with trade and traffic, visited by all the people of the Orient and the Occident, 
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like Stavoren and Vineta and Julin; but as it happened in these thriving 

cities, so did it happen in Hel also: increasing wealth made the people 

profane. But it is written: He that trusteth in his riches shall fall93 – and Hel 

fell in the midst of its sins. This fall is said to have been brought about by 

roaring ocean waves in the one night from the first to the second day of 

Whitsun, because the city had reached the point where the spirit of trade 

and business no longer respected any Sundays or holy days but made 

working days out of them – which the modern era is also heading towards, 

taking their Sunday from the poor working folk – and only on this high day 

can Hel, swallowed by the sea, be glimpsed now and then, when the waves 

are calm. And then, one sees the inhabitants bustling along in their Sunday 

best and doing business in the rich streets, and can hear the hours striking 

and the bells ringing, but nobody can be seen going to church because the 

people had forgotten this from chasing after Mammon. 

 When the first day of Whitsun is calm weather and allows a 

downward look at Hel, a northeasterly rises with the sunset and churns up 

the sea as though the old Whitsun storm were to be revived and it would 

swallow the entire promontory. Then sailors and fishermen make haste to 

save their vessels and skiffs and gain the safety of the shore, for once 

stirred up, the waves of the Baltic rage fearfully on this north-eastern coast. 

 

Beaked Shoes (247) 

 At the same time that the twelve Johanns in Königsberg94 conjured 

the Devil [No. 246], the Fashion-Devil had instigated a crazy wearing of 

 
93 Proverbs 11:28. 
94 Now Kaliningrad in Russia. 
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pointed shoebeaks. They were first worn a finger long, then a span long, 

and many people wore them half-an-ell long, thinking themselves thereby 

to cut so fine a figure, as did soldiers in later times with their Turkish 

trousers and, in recent times, nobles with Chinese fingernails. Then it came 

to pass that a captain’s son from Marienburg was possessed by a devil, and 

this devil – the one who possessed the youth – was conjured to come out, 

and the devil said from inside the youth: “I’ll certainly come out, but before 

that, I need to know where I’m supposed to go into. Won’t you allow me to 

enter the beaked shoes? I’d say there was room in them for ten thousand 

devils, and as the Devil has to foot the blame for other’s actions so often, 

it’s only fair he put himself in their shoes for once.” This request of the devil 

was granted, and he passed into a pair of beaked shoes. When news of this 

spread around the land of Prussia, nobody wished to wear such shoes any 

longer, and the fashion declined and at last ceased completely. But as to 

where this devil subsequently went, when there were no more beaked 

shoes, no certain information has been preserved, unless it be that he 

entered the Kreuztor [Crossgate] at Königsberg, which stood at the end of 

the Burgfreiheit, where the Roßgarten95 begins. To the right hand side of it, 

in a corner, there was an old monastery, At the Holy Cross, and the gate 

was always shut. But later, when the monks were driven out, the Devil 

passed into the gate and made so it always stood open, no matter how 

carefully one might try to keep it shut. Finally, in the year 1705, it was utterly 

demolished. 

 

 
95 The Burgfreiheit and Roßgarten were both quarters in the north of the city. 
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The Treasure-Hunting Monks (248) 

 Near Königsberg [Kaliningrad] there stands an isolated 

mountain-peak which affords lovely prospects, called the Galtgartenberg or 

the Rinau, and there being but few hills thereabout, you can look out into 

the distance from the summit of the Rinau, with the old royal city lying below 

you and a countryside strewn with villages to the north, and beyond that the 

Curonian Lagoon to the right and the smooth, endless surface of the Baltic 

Sea, and between the two, in the duskening distance, the green line of the 

Curonian Spit; and to the southwest, the Vistula Lagoon. On this peak, 

there was a pagan shrine in times gone by, and it was in particular an idol 

by the name of Ligo who is said to have been worshipped there, a god of 

Spring and of joy, of whom little information has come down to us; he is 

perhaps one and the same god as that one whom the Poles named Ligicz, 

a peacemaker and conciliator. Chaste maidens had to keep a sacred fire 

burning for him. Later, so the legend, the Lords of Samland, descendants of 

Samo, who was a son of King Waidewut [No. 228], lived on the mountain 

and worshipped their gods up there in a sacred grove, and principally the 

god of the Pleasures of Table Curcho or Gorcho, and the god of herds 

Warskaito, as also the god of fowl Ischwambrat, which divine trinity 

occupied the second rank in ancient Prussian myth after the highest gods 

Perkunnos, Pikollus and Potrimpus. Finally, the Teutonic Knights 

conquered Samland also and destroyed the heathen shrines, and in a later 

age the teachings of Luther thrust aside the Order of the Queen of Heaven, 

the convents were abolished, and the monks and nuns became flocks 

without shepherds. 
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 There were fourteen monks who no longer had anything to live on 

but they did have much knowledge of secret things, and they knew for 

certain that there was no small amount of treasure buried on the Rinau. 

They walked up, very well provided with all that was necessary for digging 

up treasure, and coming upon the ruins of old walls, they started to dig. 

They found a vault in which there stood large urns, but beside every urn 

there lay a black dog, and smoke came out of every dog’s mouth, and it 

was so poisonous a miasma that five monks fell down dead on the spot and 

the others, who fled with the rest, died the following day. Then the six 

remaining monks saw that they had not, after all, taken everything they 

needed for treasure hunting, and they concerted with one another to yet 

venture it one more time, but with better equipment; and they went up again, 

carrying images of saints anointed with holy oil and the Blessed Sacrament, 

which they held by the pit and read a Holy Mass and sang litanies. Then the 

dogs disappeared, and there was no further trace of their poisonous breath, 

and the urns could be taken away without any difficulty; only, they were very 

heavy. The monks were overjoyed, and it was a fine sight to see, each 

monk carrying a large and heavy urn down the mountain, sweating and 

panting, for these pots were several feet high and had stomachs almost as 

big as the monks’. In the presence of the bishop and the 

House-Commander of the Order, the monks now proceeded to a careful 

investigation of the contents of these old heathen urns. They contained all 

kinds of fine things: loam, sand, small coals, skeletal remains, ash – but not 

so much as a fragment of metal, let alone of a precious one. And the monks 

pulled long faces, for they were no archaeologists, otherwise they would 
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have taken great delight even in the empty urns and would have been 

happy to have brought them down whole and undamaged from the Rinau. 

And because there was nobody there on whom they could vent their 

vexation, the Devil had to pay for it. He must have changed the gold in the 

pots to paltry ashes and coals – and yet, he had not had the slightest 

thought of doing this, the poor Devil, who gets everything laid at his door. 

 

Judoc’s Oak (249) 

 Not all that far from Königsberg lies the town of Labiau [Polessk], 

where in former times a great oak stood hard by the river, and it was 

dedicated to St. Judoc [c.600-668], a guardian of waters. And the oak had a 

hollow into which the boatmen who sailed on the River Deyman threw a 

sacrificial penny as they passed by, and everyone who did this was secured 

and protected from storms by the saint, and each boatman readily 

sacrificed his penny, for they had inherited a quite wonderful feeling from 

the times of their forefathers: this old-heathen reverence for sacrosanct 

oaks. Then one day, a villain was seized with the desire to reach out his 

covetous hand for the treasure, and he stole everything he found, close on 

forty marks. From that hour on, the oak withered; but as the oak withered, 

so did the robber’s hand. But the boatmen still know the spot where the oak 

stood, and those among them who are still pious still throw their sacrificial 

penny into the river at that spot, even though there has long been hardly 

anyone left in that region who remembers St. Judoc. This water-saint is 

depicted thrusting his staff into the ground, out of which a spring rises. 
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The Hunger-Dungeon in Tapiau (250) 

 Deep under the castle at Tapiau there is a vault which formerly 

adjoined the sacristy of the crypt of the Ordenskirche [Church of the 

Teutonic Order]. There are spine-chilling legends about this vault, about all 

the atrocities the Teutonic Knights committed in it. In the time of the Grand 

Master Heinrich von Richtenberg, there lived a pious and learned man, 

Dietrich von Cuba, who was Doctor of both laws under two Popes, Paul the 

Second and Sixtus, his successor, and the latter appointed him to be 

Bishop of Samland.96 But that happened completely contrary to the wish 

and will of the Master of the Teutonic Order and his Chapter, and the 

appointee was hated by them, for the Order was degenerate and wanted no 

romish Pope’s minion and wished rather to live a knightly life than a spiritual 

one. The bishop had it in his mind to improve and reform the corrupt Order 

under the Pope’s protection; and anyone who wants to make successful 

reforms in the world must have an iron fist, a brazen brow, and a fiery heart, 

or he will never succeed, for the world does not want to be reformed and 

improved. And Bishop Dietrich von Cuba did not possess the qualities 

required to oppose a numerous knightly, proud and high-spirited military 

clergy alone. The commanders of the Order captured him and had him 

taken to the castle at Tapiau, where he was held in honourable custody as 

befitted his rank. But there, base treachery wove its web around the captive 

bishop: he was persuaded to attempt to flee, discovered, and then his ruin 

was decided. The Grand Master and the Chapter of the Order condemned 

 
96 Samland was a district in East Prussia. The seat of the bishopric was Königsberg [now 
Kaliningrad], while the episcopal palace was at Fischhausen [now Primorsk]. Dietrich II von 
Cuba was Bishop from 1470 to 1474; Heinrich von Richtenberg was Grand Master from 1470 to 
1477. The popes are Paul II (1417-71) and Sixtus IV (1414-84). 
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the unhappy man to death by starvation. He was taken into the 

aforementioned vault, chained to the wall, and left without food or drink 

from that time on. For eight days he languished there in endless torment. 

On the eighth day, the sacristy door having by chance been left open, the 

people in the church heard a hoarse voice giving a whimpering cry, “My 

God, my God, why have you forsaken me?97 My God, my God, have mercy 

on me!” This voice was often heard afterwards, long after the bishop’s body 

was interred, which happened in Königsberg. The atrocity became known, 

and the Pope was furious with the Order, but they swore that their hands 

were clean. A while later, the Grand Master fell seriously ill. He was on the 

road to recovery when all of a sudden he started up and cried, “My armour! 

My horse! The bishop! I must away! The bishop has summoned me before 

God’s judgement seat! Lord, my God, have mercy on me!” And he sank 

down, dead. 

 

The Castle-Mountain near Kreuzburg (251) 

 In times gone by, a castle of the Teutonic Knights stood above 

Kreuzburg. Its ruins can still be seen, and the mountain is an eerie place. A 

white maiden walks there hoping to be released, one such as legend 

attaches to so many castle-mountains and ruined castles. Under the ruins, 

there still lies much hidden treasure. The white maiden appeared to poor 

children who had got into one of the half-dilapidated cellar-vaults quite by 

accident while playing, and filled their caps with gold. They triumphantly 

took the gift back home, and their hard-pressed parents were happy. Others 

 
97 Psalm 22:1; Matthew 27:46. 
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envied them this gift and crept through all the vaults, but only toads and 

snakes appeared to them – no gift-donating maiden. One evening, the 

shoemakers had been celebrating their feast day98 and they were 

thoroughly sozzled. Two journeymen thought it really would be a splendid 

idea to call on the lady in the castle-mountain, they had the courage to do it; 

and they staggered up the mountain in the night. And they did in fact find 

the maiden sitting; her dress seemed downright strange to them, she had a 

brewer’s copper full of gold before her and a silver ladle in her hand. The 

journeymen cobblers very handsomely gave her good evening and asked 

for a penny for the road. The maiden signalled to them to hold out their 

leathern aprons, and she ladled the heaped-up gold in the brewer’s copper 

into these aprons. They had great difficulty carrying this load. The masters 

and journeymen at the inn waited full of curiosity for their audacious 

comrades. Who finally came, rejoicing, although their heads had become 

heavier and their aprons ever lighter. Now the shook the treasure out onto 

the table – oh me, oh my, Hell’s bells! – what kind of gold was that? Yellow 

salamanders, green frogs, brown toads, rotten wood. And the vermin crept 

around and even hopped into the Putzig99 beer and the Danzig brandy – it 

was enough to make you sick. Then both the journeymen were drubbed 

black and blue, for the trade held this to be an affront and a trick that the 

two had wanted to pass off upon them. 

 

The Ghosts on Christburg (265) 

 Where the town of Christburg lies today, there was a heathen 

 
98 October 25th, St. Crispin’s Day. 
99 This is the German name for the Polish town of Puck. 
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stronghold which the Order of Our Lady long kept in a state of siege. At last, 

one Christmas Eve, the stronghold was captured by the order, and 

possessed by it from that time on, and it received the name Christburg 

[Castle of Christ] from that day. The castle was rebuilt and fortified more 

and more, and was for many years a strong and impregnable bulwark 

against heathendom. Then came the time when the Order discussed 

waging war on the brave Polish King Jagiello100; there was a Commander at 

Christburg, called Otto von Sangerwitz, who foresaw the disastrous end of 

this war and advised against it. But he was outvoted and had to set out with 

the others. When the departure began, a Canon asked the Commander, 

“To whom will you now entrust the care of this castle?” and Otto von 

Sangerwitz replied with great vehemence, “To you and all the evil spirits 

who advocated this war!” The Canon gave a violent start at this answer, fell 

into a burning fever, and was dead the next day. From that time on, his 

ghost had to haunt Christburg Castle. 

Now when the disastrous battle had been fought at Tannenberg,101 

in which the Commander of Christburg fell along with so many other brave 

soldiers, the spirits of all the Teutonic Knights who had advocated this 

ruinous war, which almost utterly annihilated the Order, returned to 

Christburg Castle and haunted it horribly. They left nobody in peace; 

everything was pandemonium. The horses would suddenly be standing in 

the kitchen when the cook wished to go about his business, and when the 

servants went to the hayloft to fetch fodder for the horses, the wine-barrels 

would be lying up there; the Master Cellarer, when he entered the cellar, 

 
100 Vladislav II Jagiello, King of Poland 1386-1434. 
101 The First Battle of Tannenberg, also known as the Battle of Grunwald, in 1410. 
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would find a fountain trough and a water-bucket. A new commander, by the 

name of Frauenburg, could not stick it out in the cursed castle; the ghosts 

hung him in the well, set him down on the ridge of the highest roof, set fire 

to his beard so that he burned like a bunch of straw – at last he departed 

that place, and no knight remained there, and so the castle was deserted 

and fell to ruin. 

A few years later, a blacksmith of Christburg came home from a 

pilgrimage and heard about the hauntings, and how it happened up there in 

the castle that the Knights of the Order, when they were about to eat, had 

found their bowls full of blood, and when they had wished to pray, they were 

holding cards in their hands instead of breviaries; and then the blacksmith 

thought that he might venture up to the desolate castle just the once. 

However, he wisely did not go up in the evening, but at high noon instead. 

And when he came upon the bridge, he suddenly met a man he knew, a 

good friend who had stood godfather to one of his children and was the 

brother of the Commander Otto von Sangerwitz. The blacksmith cried out 

to him in joy, and was delighted to see him again – for he seemed to have 

heard that his friend had been one of those to fall in the Battle of 

Tannenberg. And how did it come about that the people down in the town 

told such strange tales of the castle? The knight spoke: “Follow me, I’ll 

show you how it has all come about.” And he led him over spiral staircases 

and through chambers and halls, and showed him so many scenes of riot 

and horror that the blacksmith’s hair stood on end. Then they went back out 

of the castle, and behind them there rang out a howling and lamenting like 

the howling of the damned, and it could not be more horrifying or more 
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terrible in the uttermost Hell. And then the knight said to the blacksmith: “Go 

forth and tell the new Grand Master what you have heard and seen here, 

for such was our life, and such is now our everlasting misery; and tell him 

he should amend the Order.” And when these words had been spoken, the 

figure of the Commander’s brother vanished right before the blacksmith’s 

eyes, and he shuddered, for he now perceived, for the first time, that he had 

been dealing with a ghost, and this brother really had fallen in the Battle of 

Tannenberg. 

To carry out his commission, the blacksmith went to the new Grand 

Master and faithfully told him everything, but such a report made him 

furious, as if the blacksmith wished to dishonour his most venerable Order, 

and he had the man seized and then sentenced him to death by drowning. 

 

The Barstukken (257) 

 There are also men-dwarves in and near the town of Rastenburg 

[Kętrzyn], where they have the name ‘Barstukken’ or ‘Fingerlinge,’ and they 

are not as malignant as those who live further north. They live principally in 

a hill near the village of Heiligelinde, where a colossal lime tree is said to 

have stood in pagan times, and the gods were worshipped under its 

branches according to the popular custom. 

 The Barstukken appear as good and helpful house-spirits who sit up 

with the sick when the nurses slumber, particularly by moonlight. To those 

whom they are well-disposed towards, they secretly convey what they have 

taken from those who have proven to be unsympathetic to them. It was 

necessary to lay a clean table for them and place simple fare on it: bread, 
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butter, cheese, beer, milk. They were satisfied with this and ate it all up. If 

everything remained untouched, that was no good omen: the Barstukken 

wanted nothing more to do with the owner of the house and would do no 

more work for the servants. The Barstukken, also called Berstuken, had a 

god over them who was called Puschkait. His and their above was under 

elder-bushes. 

 

The Buttermilk Tower (263) 

 At Lichtenau, not far from Marienburg, there lived wicked peasants 

who were full of pride, malice, and iniquity, because they were rich. For it is 

written: Riches lead into sin and hinder the road to salvation.102 Many 

stories of their wicked and malicious tricks are still told in the region, and 

they played one of the worst of them on their priest, doing to him what the 

wicked people of Runghold had done at Nordstrand by trying to force him to 

give a sow Holy Communion, and this because the priest, whose name was 

Wolfgang Lindau, had held the mirror of harsh truth up to them and 

unreservedly denounced and reproved their sinful life. Now when the priest 

evaded this ignominy through a ruse and – while those of Lichtenau sat by 

their jugs and boozed away – rode hurriedly to Neuenteich, where the 

steward of Marienburg lived, the peasants carried on more and more 

recklessly and themselves administered a host to the sow which they had 

cut out of a turnip, like those students at Halle whom Divine Justice smote 

with a terrible punishment. Just then, the steward arrived with a troop and 

laid into them, but the peasants, who were not slow off the mark and were 

 
102 Provers 18:23; 1 Timothy 6:9; Matthew 19:23. 
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moreover blotto, turned the tables, unscrewing the chair legs and beating 

the steward’s men into ignominious flight. They captured the steward 

himself, tugged at his thick beard, pulled it through a knothole in the door 

and bunged it up with a wedge, and then they poured over him such scorn 

and such vileness as only wicked, besotted peasants can ever bring forth. 

But in the meantime, there approached from Marienburg, whither the 

steward had sent an express messenger, and whither his men had 

hurriedly fled, a larger force of Knights of the Order, who liberated the 

steward and routed the peasants. All the culprits and participants in their 

heinous outrage were taken as pirsoners to Marienburg, where they were 

thrown into the deepest dungeon. Then the peasants’ punishment was 

solemnly decided: They had to pave all of the road from Kruge to Lichtenau 

and up to Marienburg Castle with St. Mary’s groschen, one by the other; 

and this was a draught that considerably diminished the Spring of Pride. 

They then had to build a tower by the River Nogat and they were not to mix 

the mortar for it with water, but with buttermilk, which makes for a firmer 

cement, as everyone knows. This buttermilk had to be delivered by 

Lichtenau only and solely. The tower was consequently called the 

Buttermilk Tower and it still stands today. And when the tower was finished, 

and built very good and strong, the peasants of Lichtenau, the 

sow-communicators, had to creep into it, and they stayed stuck inside for a 

year and six weeks and were given nothing but bread and water. And this 

comprehensively cured them of their hankering for wicked pranks and 

outrages. 

 Many people tell a different tale about how the Buttermilk Tower 
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came to be. The Voivode Stanislaus Kostka had sent to the peasants of the 

village asking for some buttermilk; the peasants laughed the messengers to 

scorn and on the next day had a whole barrel of buttermilk taken to him. 

However, the Voivode did not see the funny side, and he had the bearers 

seized and thrown into a tower, and their barrel of buttermilk was placed at 

their own disposal in that place. They had to consume the milk and, when it 

had turned to curds, consume these also to the last drachm, and then they 

were released. No wonder that, when they came out, they looked rather 

cheesed off. 

 

The Women of Kulm103 (269) 

 In Pomerania, over the land of Kashubia, there ruled a duke by the 

name of Swentipol, who had converted to Christianity but remained a 

heathen at heart, for which reason he kept up a secret friendship with the 

heathen Prussians, and at last, through open apostasy, he showed himself 

to be a true adversary of Christianity and the German Order. As such did he 

fortify his castles on the Vistula and wage open war against the Order; but 

he also did not disdain to use cunning, when it was simply a matter of 

getting many Christians in his power so he could butcher them. Thus he 

came before Kulm with a great force and would dearly have liked to gain 

mastery over the town, but not being able to achieve anything against it 

through assaults, he made a seeming retreat and lay with his men in 

ambush in a miry bog called Ronsen; for he reckoned that the besieged 

would soon come out to requisition new provisions from the villages. And 

 
103 Now called Chelmno. 
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that happened as he had expected. Swentipol burst out from his 

hiding-place with his people and slew all the knights and squires, and he 

thought it would now be an easy task to capture the town. But news of the 

enemy’s attack and approach had reached the town through a fugitive, and 

the wives and maidens gathered together, threw on men’s garments and 

armour, and occupied the walls, determined to defend the town to the death, 

for they could well imagine what fearful treatment they would receive at the 

hands of the heathens. Now when Swentipol saw this imposing and 

well-armed body of soldiers on the walls from a distance, he thought that 

Kulm could hardly be won without heavy losses on his side, and he 

withdrew. The wives and maidens of Kulm gained great glory and honour 

for their bold and brave readiness to repulse the enemy, and posterity has 

not forgotten them. 

 

Swentipol’s Joke (270) 

 At the time when Duke Swentipol had risen up against the German 

Order, he was encamped in Pomerania, at a pleasant spot by the Vistula, 

roughly between Kulm and Thorn, and he was in good spirits. Now there 

was a man at Swentipol’s court who feared the Teutonic Knights almost 

more than he did the Devil, and Swentipol was always making fun of him for 

his timidity. So the Duke thought up a good practical joke: a trusted servant 

was to come rushing in to table and yell, “The Knights! The Knights are 

here!” and then Swentipol would revel in the courtier’s faint-hearted 

behaviour; he also told his generals that they should remain perfectly 

composed while the servant yelled. Now when everyone was sitting eating, 
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and the servant stood outside, ready to execute his lord’s command at the 

right time, he happened to look out into the fields and saw that the Knights 

of the Order really were riding towards the camp; so he sped into the 

dining-room, all terror and anxiety, and yelled: “The Knights of the Cross 

are coming! Really and truly! They are coming! Save yourselves!” The timid 

courtier no sooner heard this cry than he stood up from the best bites and 

took to his heels with the utmost haste, and his flight was a complete 

success, for he reached a nearby coppice and saved his life. But Swentipol 

and his captains all laughed at the coward, while the servant yelled again 

and again, “Up! Up! The Knights are coming!” Swentipol cried to him, “It’s 

time you held your tongue, you stupid fool! Can’t you see that that’s 

enough?” “But they are coming, the Knights! They are coming!” the servant 

kept yelling – but he did not yell much longer at all, for the Knights were 

really there and struck out furiously at their enemies, who had not been 

expecting an attack, and all except Swentipol were slain; he himself, and 

only one of his men, saved themselves by the skin of their teeth by reaching 

the Vistula, flinging themselves into the river, and swimming away. 

 

A Thief Saves Thorn104 (272) 

 During the Thirty Years’ War, in which armies rolled in devastating 

waves over many lands, including Old Prussia, the Swedish Colonel 

Helmold Wrangel,105 generally called Mad Helm, approached Thorn at 

speed, intending to take the city unawares and capture it in his madcap way. 

And he might well have succeeded in this, but he had chosen no good day 

 
104 Thorn is the German name for the city of Toruń in Poland. 
105 1599-1647; died from his wounds at the Battle of Triebl. 
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and no favourable hour, for it happened quite by chance that the people of 

Thorn were going to hang a thief, and as the thief was standing there on the 

ladder, the noose about to be placed around his neck, he looked far out into 

the open country and saw the enemy hosts approaching, and so he 

screamed out at the top of his voice: “The enemy, the enemy!” Then the 

people ran towards the town, and the town counsellors ran, and the officers 

of justice ran, and the hangman let the thief fall from the ladder and ran, 

and the thief ran as well, and inside Thorn they sounded the tocsin and 

reached for their weapons to repel the enemy, and when Mad Helm came 

to the gate, it was closed, and unfriendly greetings banged down from the 

walls, so Colonel Helmold von Wrangel had to turn about and show the city 

of Thorn his back. The poor thief, who, after having stood before the gate 

not knowing what to do for the very body and life of him, had joined the 

others running into the town, was readily pardoned. 

 

The Kobolds (274) 

 As Old Prussia has its Barstukken, so do northwestern and the more 

southerly parts of Germany have their kobolds, whose names are many 

and various, such as Heinzchen (to Aachen), Hütchen and 

Hinzelmännchen (in Münster), Knechtchen, Kurd, Chiemchen, Heimchen 

(in Vogtland), Hütchen and Wichtlein (in Thuringia and Franconia, as far as 

Bohemia). They perform the same duties almost everywhere: service in the 

house, kitchen, loft, cellar, and stables; their reward is a little bowl set down 

with food or milk. It vexes them to be seen by human eyes – they mostly 

appear ill-favoured, often terrifying, naked, in the form of a small child, a 
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butcher’s knife stuck in their back. 

 A kobold in a castle at Flügelau was called Klopfer [Knocker]. For a 

long time, he faithfully did all his duties, until one of the house-servants 

insisted on seeing him, when Klopfer angrily shot up out of the chimney as 

a flame and set the entire castle alight, causing it to burn down to the walls. 

A similar house-spirit in Calenberg Castle was called Stiefel [Boot]; yet 

another one in the village of Elten in the Duchy of Cleve was called Ekerken 

[Squirrel], who had the true kobold nature, rather mischievous and 

malicious than helpful; all that was seen of him, every now and then, was a 

small hand like that of a child. 

 But the kobold of all kobolds was the much-mentioned Hinzelmann. 

 

Hinzelmann (275) 

 In the land of Lüneburg, at Hudemühlen Castle over the Aller, the 

inhabitants began to experience a poltergeist in 1584, who gave notice of 

his presence through all kinds of knockings and noises; however, he did not 

leave it at that for long, but began to talk and to speak, first with the 

servants, then with the lord of the castle as well, and finally also with guests. 

Initially, it made everyone’s flesh crawl to unexpectedly hear a voice 

speaking beside them in a room or in the kitchen and yet not catching sight 

of a speaker. But as this voice was very soft and high-pitched, like that of a 

child, and as the brownie insulted nobody, tending rather to laugh, amuse 

himself, and sing, so the inhabitants of the castle gradually grew 

accustomed to him, and no longer felt fear or dread, but actually ventured 

to ask him who he was and where he was from, what he was called, and 
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what he was doing in Hudemühlen of all places. To this he replied that he 

came from Bohemian mountains; his people were there, but they would not 

suffer him to stay, so he had emigrated until there was an improvement in 

his affairs in his homeland. He was called Hinzelmann, also Lüring, and had 

a wife who was called Hille Bingels, from whom he now lived separated. 

One day he would show himself to sight; it did not suit him to do so yet; and 

he was as good and honest a house spirit as any other, and much better 

than many bad ones. 

 The lord of the castle and the servants at Hudemühlen heard this 

with astonishment, and it was quite horrifying for them to live together with 

so wondrously strange a companion, who had no thought of taking his 

leave any time soon; and so the lord of the castle thought, “Best to evade 

him and travel towards Hanover.” On the quiet, deserted, uninhabited 

stretch of road between Essen and Brockhof, the coachman and servants 

saw a small, white down-feather always floating along beside the coach, 

and they had no idea how this constant accompaniment came about. Now 

when the lord of the castle had spent a night in Hanover, his golden 

necklace was gone, and he kicked up a fuss and accused the house 

servants of theft, but the innkeeper stood up for his people and demanded 

either proof or satisfaction. The lord of the castle was sitting in his room, 

heavily out of temper at this, when a voice by his side asked, “Why are you 

said? Because of the chain you’re missing, no doubt?” “What? You’re here, 

Hinzelmann? You followed me? And why? Where is the chain?” “Didn’t you 

see the white feather that flew beside your coach?” the spirit asked. “That 

was I, and I followed you for your own good! You yourself hid the chain 



248 

 

under your pillow last night.” And behold, it was indeed so. Now, the lord of 

the castle was glad that his chain was there, but he was not at all glad that 

Hinzelmann was there as well; he was vexed with the spirit, and decided to 

travel back to Castle Hudemühlen, as he could not escape from the goblin 

who seemingly wanted to chain himself to his person. Now at Castle 

Hudemühlen, Hinzelmann managed the kitchen duties in exemplary 

fashion: he washed up, swept, scrubbed, cleaned, and exhorted servants 

and maids to industriousness, administering boxes on the ear when 

necessary. He also looked after the horses, washing, combing, and 

currying them so that they thrived and looked as smooth and shiny as eels. 

High in an upper floor of the Hudemühlen residence, Hinzelmann had 

chosen a little chamber for himself, in which he had a small round table and 

a chair, whose seat was made of the finest straw-plaiting that one could 

hope to see, and which he himself had artfully fabricated; there was also a 

small, prepared bed, which was, however, never disordered; only a dimple 

such as, say, a cat makes when it lies on a bed, was to be found in it every 

morning. On the little table was placed a bowl of sweetened milk with 

breadcrumbs, which Hinzelmann licked and lapped as clean as a cat does 

its bowl. Every now and again, the spirit would dine at table, where a setting 

was kept ready for him. Hinzelmann liked to be merry in merry company; he 

sang rhyming verses and comic songs, yet never one that would be 

disreputable; he liked to tease, but without malice, and it gave him great 

delight when the servants exchanged sharp words, and he spurred them on, 

and let the blows that were then given by both parties develop into red 

weals and blue bruises, but no further, so there was no danger to health nor 
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to life. When guests quarrelled and tried to draw, they could not take their 

rapier out of its sheath, or there was no deadly weapon there because 

Hinzelmann had hidden them all. A nobleman who presumed to drive 

Hinzelmann away with the help of several armed retainers was made to 

look a proper fool by the spirit, who terrified him in the form of a great snake. 

Another one, he laughed to scorn, and told him – what this nobleman 

seemed not to know – that he was a great fool. But when an actual exorcist 

came, intending to babble him away with incantations, the spirit tore his 

book of exorcism into a hundred shreds, threw these all around the room, 

and scratched the exorcist all bloody, just as if he were an angry cat. The 

spirit professed the Christian creed, even if he skimmed much when 

reciting it in a low and hoarse voice; he also sang hymns with those to 

whom he was well-disposed, and these in a high, clear voice – suffice to 

say, he was a quite singular spirit. A friend of the house who was passing by 

on a journey and had himself announced in the castle, but who declined the 

invivtation on account of Hinzelmann because he had no wish to sit at table 

with a devilish sprite, was threatened with revenge by Hinzelmann; he 

made his horses shy some time later on his journey, bringing him into 

anxiety and terror, and throwing coach, luggage and traveller into the sand 

between Hudemühlen and Eickelohr. 

Hinzelmann was very partial to the female sex and very friendly and 

sociable with them. The young ladies of the castle, Anna and Catherine, 

enjoyed his particular favour; he liked to converse with them, accompanied 

them as a down feather when they travelled overland – indeed, he slept at 

their feet on their feather quilt. However, this fondness of the spirit for the 
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two young ladies was of an extremely troublesome kind, for he frightened 

away all their suitors, and the end result was that they both remained single, 

and lived to a ripe old age. Hinzelmann gave many people warning of 

misfortune and harm, such as a brave colonel who paid a visit to 

Hudemühlen and was a good shot and a great lover of the hunt. He was 

preparing himself for a hunt when Hinzelmann’s voice was heard: “Thomas, 

take care when you shoot, or you will meet with misfortune.” The colonel 

gave no further heed to the warning; in the first hunt, his gun burst when he 

fired at game and took off his thumb. Another courageous soldier paid a 

visit, a Herr von Falkenberg, who often entered into conversation with 

Hinzelmann, teasing him and levelling all kinds of mocking remarks at him, 

to the spirit’s vexation. At last, Hinzelmann said, “Falkenberg, Falkenberg, 

you are jeering and laughing at me now! Just you enter a battle, and you’ll 

be laughing on the other side of your face!” These words greatly disturbed 

the Herr von Falkenberg; he held his tongue and left the spirit in peace. 

Shortly afterwards, Falkenberg went on campaign in the service of a 

German Prince, and in the first battle a falconet ball tore off his chin; he died 

of this wound three days later in the most acute agony. Hinzelmann 

befooled and tormented an arrogant and haughty scribe in manifold ways, 

disturbing him in his love-intrigue and harassing him at night. A maid who 

had scolded Hinzelmann was shut up in a cellar by him and kept under lock 

and key for a whole night, where she almost died of fright. 

 As the lord of the castle repeatedly pressed Hinzelmann to show 

himself to them just the once, or at least allow himself to be felt, 

Hinzelmann finally yielded to the persistent asking and urging, saying: 
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“Look, here is my hand.” The lord of the castle felt at that spot, and it 

seemed to him that he was feeling the fingers of a child’s small hand, but 

they were cold – and the spirit withdrew them in a flash. Now when the lord 

also asked to be allowed to feel his countenance, and Hinzelmann gave his 

permission, the lord touched a small, cold pate, which seemed to him to be 

without flesh, but before he could feel quite clearly the pate was withdrawn. 

The cook’s mind was in a continual fret, for she also wanted to see 

Hinzelmann once, at all costs, but he always told her it was not yet the right 

time and she would bitterly regret her excessive curiosity; but she persisted, 

like the Woman of Canaan,106 until in the end Hinzelmann said she should 

go down into the cellar before sunrise the next day, but carry a bucket of 

water down with her in each hand. She thought that a strange provision, but 

her pricking curiosity outweighed all hesitation, and she went to the cellar, 

taking the water with her. At first she saw nothing at all, but eventually her 

eyes fell upon a trough in the corner, and in it there lay a naked dead child, 

perhaps three years of age, with two knives forming a cross stuck in his 

heart, and blood had run all over the little body. This sight so horrified the 

maid that she screamed out loud and then fell senseless to the floor. The 

spirit took the buckets of water and poured their contents over her head, 

one after the other, and she came to her senses, saw the trough and the 

child no more, and heard only Hinzelmann’s voice: “Do you see? Without 

the water, you would not have returned to your senses and would have died 

here in the cellar!” 

 As reluctantly, and as rarely, as Hinzelmann showed himself to 

 
106 Matthew 15:21-28. 
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adults, and then mostly in a terrifying form, just so readily did he join in with 

children, visible as a pretty child, and play with them; he had curly yellow 

hair hanging down over his shoulders and wore a red velvet-frock. However, 

when adults perceived him, he instantly disappeared from the circle of 

children. When the spirit had spent four years at Hudemühlen, he left of his 

own free will and, before his departure, presented the lord of the castle with 

three mementos, which were: a small cross, woven of silk, the length of a 

finger and hollow, which made a sound when shaken; next, a very artfully 

woven straw-hat; and finally, a leather glove with pearl embroidery in 

striking figures. As long as these three items remained together, well kept, 

the family line would flourish and grow, but if they were disesteemed and 

scattered, then the opposite would take place. These items later came into 

the possession of the two old maids Anna and Catherine and were greatly 

revered by them until their death, being shown only seldom; then they 

reverted to their brother, who outlived them, came to his only daughter, who 

got married, and were then probably dispersed. Hinzelmann departed from 

Hudemühlen in 1588 and is said to have later taken up residence at Estrup, 

also in the land of Lüneburg. 

 

The Count of Hoya (276) 

 It is three gifts that legend has dwarves and goblins bestow, in 

manifold forms, on noble houses in general, and legend ties the duration of 

these gifts to the prosperity and durability of the houses. As Hinzelmann 

gave the Lord of Hudemühlen a cross, a hat, and a glove, the Lady of Hahn 

received three kinds of golden articles, the last Count of Orgewiler was 
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presented with a marking gauge, a goblet, and a jewelled ring by a fairy, as 

also the Lady of Rantzau was the recipient of counters, a herring, and a 

spindle from a little man or woman as mementos of the Underground Folk, 

and others received similar items, so did it happen on a time to a Count of 

Hoya that a little man came up to him in the night and, seeing his horrified 

expression, addressed him with the words: “Fear not, and listen to what I 

have come to solicit of you, and do not refuse my request.” “What is your 

desire?” asked the Count, adding, “So long as I can grant it without injury to 

me or mine, I promise my consent.” Thereupon the little man spoke as 

follows: “Tomorrow night, several of us wish to come into your house and 

make use of your kitchen and your hall, without any inquiries or 

eavesdropping on the part of your servants, none of whom are to learn 

anything of this; it will benefit you and your line, and nobody shall be 

harmed in any way.” The Count gave his word to fulfil the dwarf’s wish, and 

he saw to it that his servants all went to bed and none of them was in the 

way in the area of the kitchen and the hall. That night, the little people all 

came in a mass, like a cavalry train, and swarmed over the bridge up into 

the castle and into the kitchen, and set to and made ready, boiled and 

roasted, and carried dishes up into the dining-hall; what else took place 

there, no one has ever learned. Towards morning, the same little man who 

had first spoken to the Count came again, politely thanked him, and offered 

him three gifts, which were a sword, a salamander-sheet, and a golden ring 

with a red lion engraved in it; the Count should take good care of these 

three articles and not let them leave him or his house, and so good fortune 

would come to him to stay. Afterwards, the Count perceived that the red lion 
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in the ring-shield turned pale every time a death was imminent in his house. 

However, some time later, the articles were lost after all, and the Count’s 

line then died out, the Countship of Hoya falling to the House of Hanover. 

 

Grinkensmith (277) 

 Three leagues from the city of Münster there lies the Detterberg, 

where a wild man lived in ancient times, and people called him 

Grinkensmith. He lived in a deep hole in the ground that was completely 

overgrown with grass and shrubs, so that anyone who did not know where 

it was would never be able to find it. And he had his smithy in this hole and 

worked superb and rare artifacts which lasted for ever, and none of his 

locks could be opened by anyone without its particular key. One of his locks 

is said to be on the church door at Nienburg and to have had the property of 

instantly gripping the thieves who wished to break it open and holding them 

prisoner. Now whenever there was a wedding in the neighbourhood, the 

peasants came to Grinkensmith and borrowed a spit from him, but they had 

to give him a roast for it. Just such a peasant came up to the hole and cried, 

“Grinkensmith! Give me a spit!” Grinkensmith called back, not trusting the 

peasant: “You’ll get no spit unless you give me a roast first!” “You’ll get no 

roast, keep your spit!” the peasant called down. In his hole, 

Grinkenschmied waxed furious at this, and he shouted after the peasant, 

“Be careful that I don’t take a roast myself!” The peasant went back home in 

perfect peace of mind, but as he approached his house loud wailing rang 

out to meet him, his best horse lay dead in the stable, and one of its 

hindlegs had been taken out, haunch and all, as if a venison-butcher had 
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been skilfully at work, and – it was missing, it was gone. That was 

Grinkenschmied's roast. 

 

Hunters’ Tricks (278) 

 In the region of Münsterland, a nobleman possessed extensive 

forests, and it so happened on his estate that the forester was insidiously 

shot dead, and when another man received this post, the same happened 

to him, and likewise with the others who followed, so that in the end nobody 

wished to be forester in this wood, for the word had spread round the entire 

region, and the way in which these mysterious murders took place was told 

with great exactitude: the moment the new forester set foot in the wood, a 

shot rang out in the far distance, but the bullet always struck him in the 

middle of the forehead, from which it could easily be grasped that there 

must be something supernatural, some dreadful mystery, at play here. 

Consequently, the forest remained almost completely without supervision 

for several years until, at last, a wandering hunter presented himself, who 

looked for all the world as if he feared neither the Devil nor his grandmother. 

The nobleman told him in all honesty of the peril attached to the forester’s 

post, stating that he could hardly advise him to take it on, however much he 

would like to have his woodland back under forestal supervision: for in 

those days it was known – what in recent days is intentionally forgotten 

here and there – that all forest management is of no use and only causes 

harm if it is not conducted by forestry experts, whereby many communities 

in several various places have properly shot themselves in the foot. But the 

huntsman said he would venture it, he did not fear the invisible 
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sharp-shooter, he too knew some hunter’s tricks, and for the man who 

wished to take his life, he had had a certain bullet cast and put in his rifle; 

and so he took over the position and the forest. On the next day, the 

nobleman assembled several hunting companions to accompany the new 

forester on his first passage into the forest, but no sooner had they entered 

it than a shot rang out in the distance; however, at the same instant the 

hunter threw his hat up into the air, and when the hat, having fallen to the 

ground, was picked up, it was seen to be pierced through by a bullet right at 

that place which had rested on the hunter’s forehead. “Now I’m coming, 

says the clown,” the hunter remarked, and unshouldering his rifle, he cried: 

“For the greeting, a return greeting!” and fired. Everyone there was greatly 

astonished, and followed the hunter into the depths of the forest until a 

mill-house appeared at its end, from which a wailing resounded. When the 

hunters walked in, they found the miller dead there – a rifle bullet had 

passed through the middle of his forehead; he had been the marksman 

versed in hunting magic who had shot every forester from a distance with 

enchanted bullets so he would be the sole master of the game in the forest. 

The nobleman was horrified at these arts, which his new forester practised 

no less. This man could make partridges fly into his bag, as many as he 

needed. He entranced the game, compelling it to stand still where he 

wished it, fairly on a line with his gun. The hunter was always sure to hit the 

mark, even at the most incredible distance. Wherefore the nobleman made 

use of a suitable pretext and shortly afterwards dismissed him from his 

service. 
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Spinster Eli (279) 

 Many ghosts and poltergeists have been exorcised to the Davert, a 

forest in the district of Münster, and being unable to leave, they haunt the 

whole forest all the more horribly. One of these spirits was that of a 

housekeeper who served a pious abbess in the Abbey of Freckenhorst in 

Münster, but she herself was anything but pious, being rather downright 

wicked, avaricious, and godless. This housekeeper was called Spinster Eli. 

She chased the poor out the abbey gate with a whip; she tied the bell on the 

door tight so no beggar could ring it; she tormented and scolded 

serving-lads and maids, and did not let the latter want for cuffs and stingers. 

Spinster Eli wore a green hat with white feathers on it, and like thus was 

she often seen walking or sitting in the garden. One day, a convent-maid 

came in haste to the priest – Could he come to the abbey right away, 

Spinster Eli was on the point of death. The priest made haste; his way took 

him through the garden, and there sat Spinster Eli in her green hat with 

white feathers in an apple-tree. The priest entering the house nonetheless, 

the right reverend Lady Abbess led him to the invalid’s bed, where Spinster 

Eli lay and stormed and barked, “The stupid girl said I was going to die, it’s 

not true, I don’t want to die, I won’t die, I won’t stand for it! Go to the Devil!” 

But in the end, Spinster Eli did have to die, whether she wanted to or no. At 

the moment of her death, one of the abbey bells burst, and soon afterwards 

Eli’s hauntings began through the kitchen and stables, over steps and down 

passages. She whizzed and fizzed around all the abbey buildings like a 

whirlwind; indeed, she was even seen by woodcutters in the abbey forest, 

flying from one branch to another. Now and then she carried, as she had 
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formerly done, a lovely torte from the kitchen to the Abbess’s room, showed 

it to the maids, offered it to them, and because they were horrified, Spinster 

Eli burst into a laugh that set the pots rattling and threw the torte at their feet 

– and it was, all in all, a round cowpat. Even the Abbess did not escape 

being tormented; on a journey to Warendorf, Spinster Eli’s ghost wanted to 

join her in the coach, and the Abbess could escape her only by a ruse, 

dropping a glove and, while Spinster Eli bent down for it, ordering the 

coachman to race away. Finally, the Abbess summoned the clergy from the 

entire region to exorcise the ghost. The ecclesiastics arrived with all the 

equipment needful for conjuring and driving out devils, and they began their 

invocations in the choir of the abbey church. Then a voice cried, “He he hick, 

he he hick!” And it transpired that a boy had sneaked into the church and 

listened. The boy was chased out, and once outside he burst into diabolical 

laughter, for he was actually Spinster Eli and had been liberated from the 

exorcism by the clerics themselves. Yet that did not avail her, for a more 

powerful conjuration was quickly employed and Spinster Eli exorcised to 

the Davert. Once every year, according to the legend, Spinster Eli flies with 

alarums and excursions, like the Wild Huntress, over the Abbey of 

Freckenhorst, throws some chimneys down and shatters windowpanes in 

pieces, and with every High Feast day she comes a cock’s step nearer to 

the abbey. 

 Coming a cock’s step nearer is also mentioned in the legend of a 

farmer whose spirit walks near Bassum. 

 

The Three Imposts (280) 
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 A Count of Tecklenburg was appointed as Church Advocate of 

Osnabrück with all kinds of rights. One of these was that the butchers had 

to let him set their prices. This price was always brought down to the town 

by a small castle-dwarf on a donkey, and until he arrived with the price, the 

butchers were not allowed to sell a pennyweight of meat, which was always 

a great inconvenience to them – for once the buyers had left the market, the 

butchers would have to eat their meat themselves. In vain did they warn the 

dwarf that he had better get a move on, and finally, when there was no end 

to his delaying, they seized him and chopped him up and placed the pieces 

in the donkey’s pannier and made it go up to Tecklenburg on its own. The 

Count’s rage was terrible; he made war upon the town, did it every kind of 

injury, and harassed it until such time as the people begged for mercy. 

However, the Count of Tecklenburg was not of a mind to exercise mercy, 

but he said derisively that he would show mercy to treacherous Osnabrück 

if the town, within the period of one year, delivered him two bushels of 

Wiefelinghöfer – these were small silver farthings which a previous bishop 

from the line of the Count of Weckelinghofen had had minted, and which 

were now seen but seldom – and then two blue greyhounds and two 

rose-trees without thorns. Messengers were sent out far and wide; there 

were bad pennies a-plenty, but no Wielinghöfer; blue-sky ideas enough, but 

no blue greyhounds; rose-trees enough, but no thornless ones anywhere, 

for as the common proverb expressly states: “There is no rose without 

thorns.” For the coins, an expedient was eventually found: the Council of 

Osnabrück had the announcement made that it would pay agio on the 

Wiefelinghöfer pennies, whereupon beggars came streaming from all 
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neighbouring lands to the diocese of Osnabrück like sand to the sea and 

handed over Wielinghofer, until the Council had enough and lowered the 

exchange rate again, like a Rothschild. In the meantime, a couple of white 

greyhounds had been brought into a room which had windows of blue glass 

and was painted blue; and they were fed with bluetits, bluethroats, and blue 

cheese107 in blue dishes by blue-coloured keepers dressed all in blue. 

Then the greyhounds had pups who had turned somewhat blue, and these 

pups in turn made pups who were bright blue. Meanwhile, the Council had 

thought up the expedient of having rose-shoots grow through narrow glass 

pipes, so that the thorns, having no room in which to push forth, would stay 

inside. And so the people of Osnabrück accomplished the three imposts 

with trouble and toil, and they could live in peace henceforth; but the guild 

of butchers was given to understand that they should not practise their 

chopping skills on dwarves any more. The line of blue greyhounds soon 

died out, but the thornless rose was propagated and has spread out from 

Osnabrück into every German garden. 

 

Köterberg (284) 

 The mountain Köterberg, on the boundary of the districts of 

Paderborn, Corvey, and Lippe, could well have been called Götterberg 

[Mountain of the Gods] in past times. Legend has much to say of it: that it is 

full of treasure inside, that there was a Harzburg Castle on its southern, 

forested foot whose remains are still to be seen, and that there was a 

Giant’s Castle near Zierenburg, two leagues away. The giants who lived on 

 
107 In the German, “Blaukohl,” which is red cabbage. 
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these castles would often throw hammers back and forth. 

 To a shepherd, who was watching his flock on the Köterberg, there 

appeared a charming maiden in royal robes and carrying spring-wyrt in her 

hand. She offered it to the shepherd and said, “Follow me!” So the 

shepherd followed her, and she led him through a cave into the Köterberg 

until an iron door at the end of a deep passage prevented their going any 

further. “Hold the spring-wyrt to the lock!” the maiden commanded, and the 

shepherd obeying, the door flew open with a crash. Now they walked on, 

deep, deep into the bowels of the mountain, into its very heart. Two 

maidens were sitting spinning at a table there, and the Devil lay under the 

table, but chained. All around there were baskets of gold and jewels. “Take 

what you wish, but don’t forget the best thing!” the maiden told the 

shepherd. And he laid the spring-wyrt on the table, filled his pockets, and 

left. But the spring-wyrt he left lying on the table. As he stepped through the 

doorway, the door slammed resoundingly shut behind him and struck his 

heels hard. With difficulty, the shepherd crawled out of the cave and 

rejoiced, in daylight, in the treasure he had gained. When he had counted it 

over, he thought he would make a mental note of the way, so that he could 

fetch more whenever the opportunity arose, but when he looked around, 

the entrance or exit through which he had passed was nowhere to be seen. 

He had forgotten the best thing, that is, the best thing for a return to that 

place – the spring-wyrt. 

 

Triangular Wewelsburg (287) 

 High over the Alme Valley, downstream from Paderborn, the ruins of 
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old Wewelsburg rise on a steep rocky mountain above the village of the 

same name. A knight, Wewelo von Büren, is said to have given it this name 

when he built himself a hunting lodge on the site of a much older castle, 

which Saint Meinulf,108 a Saxon by birth, whose godfather had been none 

other than Charlemagne, possessed and occupied. Wewelo’s hunting lodge 

later became another strong castle-seat, and as such did the castle enclose, 

as a prison, Saint Norbert,109 when the holy man languished in a deep 

oubliette which is still shown today and is called Norbert’s Hole. At that time, 

Frederick Count of Arensberg possessed the fortress, and it was he who 

held Norbert so straitly confined. Arensberg could not have been more 

obstinate in his resistance to all representations to set Norbert free, and he 

swore solemn oaths to this effect at a feast that was held at the castle. But 

then something very unexpected and most dreadful happened before the 

eyes of every guest, for Frederick of Arensberg suddenly cried out, “Help, 

help! I’m bursting!” and he did burst there and then, and his intestines fell 

out from his body down onto the ground. Norbert was released forthwith. 

 Wewelsburg is built in the form of a triangle, and it was the cause of 

many a feud and many a battle. It passed from the Arensbergers to the 

Counts of Waldeck, then to other owners, and finally to the Prince-Bishopric 

of Paderborn. The Prince-Bishop Dietrich built a new and beautiful castle 

on the old ground of the Wewelsburg. Not counting the socage and 

transportation, it cost thirty-six thousand dollars, but the Swedes under 

Krusemark sacked it in the most abominable manner forty years later 

 
108 His name is spelt in various ways (Magenulf, Meinuph, etc.). Archdeacon of Paderborn, d. 
c.857. 
109 Saint Norbert of Xanten (c.1080-1134), Archbishop of Magdeburg. 
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[1646]. The Wewelsburg has also been granted a role in the old and 

forgotten Romance of Chivalry Kuno of Kyburg,110 and what took place in it 

at that time when Kuno of Kyburg made waves in reading circles is not 

without interest. A rich lord in England owned a castle built in triangular form, 

and this oddity seemed to the oddity-loving son of Albion to be an 

invaluable possession. He thought, said and believed that a triangular 

castle was to be found nowhere in the world but only and solely in England, 

and there only and solely in **shire, and it was his, the Lord’s. Then 

adverse destiny brought to the Lord a French emigrant who had seen the 

world and had been in Germany, Westphalia, and the Wewelsburg; and so, 

when the Lord spoke such high praise of his triangular castle, the emigrant 

said that there were more such castles, he knew of one in Germany. The 

Lord would not on any account believe this, no, there could not be any other 

triangular castles, the Frenchman must come travelling with him, the Lord 

must see this castle, he said, and he would bear the costs, he required 

nothing more than that the Frenchman abashedly confess that only the 

Lord possessed a triangular castle. 

 So both gentlemen set out on the journey together and travelled 

night and day, over the Channel and to Amsterdam, through Holland and 

through the beautiful land of Overijssel into Westphalia, to Münster and 

Telgte, past Warendorf to Rheda and Wiedenbrück, through Rietburg over 

the Lauer Bruch,111 until they reached the place where the Lippe and the 

Alme come together, and finally they reached the Wewelsburg. And the 

Lord took a good and proper look at the castle, and then he said, it was, 

 
110 Kuno von Kyburg (1800) by Heinrich Zschokke (1771-1848). 
111 A marshy area in North-Rhine Westphalia. 
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alas, true, he was not the sole triangular-castle owner, and he travelled 

home in an evil temper and had his castle pulled down and a new square 

one built because he could not longer be the only person to possess a 

triangular castle.112 

 

The Casting of the Bell at Attendorn (288) 

 A widow, who lived in Attendorn in the land of Westphalia, had an 

only son, and he travelled abroad to Holland, where he worked faithfully 

and industriously, supporting his mother and also laying something by for 

himself, all of which he sent home to his mother so she could keep it safe 

for him. Then one day there came, among other things, a small, black, but 

very heavy metal plate, which metal the woman, who kept a small shop, 

placed under the bench, as she did not rightly know where she should store 

it, and she also did not regard it very highly. Now it came to pass that the 

people of Attendorn wished to have a new bell cast, and so men from the 

community went from house to house requesting old metal, bronze, brass, 

copper, tin, and every manner of pots and pans and household utensils 

which were broken or in shabby condition and would be good for bell metal; 

and the widow happening not to have anything of such a kind that she could 

do without, she thought of her son’s old black metal plate, and she handed 

this over to the men. Shortly afterwards, the bell-caster travelled to 

Arensberg, where he had another job, and meanwhile his journeyman 

prepared everything at Attendorn for the casting, until the time appointed for 

 
112 It seems that the Lord was the 2nd Earl of Radnor (1749-1828), owner of Longford Castle in 
Wiltshire and clearly ignorant of the existence of the 13th century Caerlaverock Castle in 
Dumfriesshire. 
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the master’s return, shaped the bell, and fused all the metal. And behold – 

the master failed to return, prevented by other work, and the journeyman 

had no choice but to complete the casting; and he was a skilled hand. And 

the work succeeded splendidly, and now, when the bell was rung, it had a 

remarkably magnificent chime, so that everyone – and his work most of all 

– praised the master, although that particular master was but a journeyman. 

In high spirits, he thought he would now ride to Arensberg to help his 

master there, and when he departed, many good companions escorted him, 

and behind him there resounded the superb chimes of his bell, to thank and 

honour him. Now when the travelling journeyman was approaching Castle 

Schnellenberg with his escort, he met his master on horseback on a stone 

bridge. The master had already heard that the journeyman had 

accomplished the casting of the bell marvellously without him, and full of 

rage and fury, he bawled at him the words, “What have you done, you 

beast!” and shot a bullet through his head on the spot, then said to the 

shocked escorts: “That fellow cast the bell like a scoundrel, it must be 

recast!” And he rode speedily, as if he had simply done what was right and 

just, to Attendorn, with the intention of actually recasting the bell. But the 

witnesses to the murder accused him to the Town Council, and the Council 

had him instantly detained, and it was intimated to him that it was not the 

custom in the realm for a master to be the executioner of his journeyman; 

and he was asked what had impelled him to such an abominable deed, for 

a most prudent Councillor at Attendorn perspicaciously realised that there 

must be more behind this than sheer anger and jealously over a 

superlatively accomplished piece of work by the journeyman. At first, they 
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asked him kindly, then painfully, and very painfully with such iron 

interrogatories as there were: thumbscrews, Spanish boots, the larded 

hare113 and the like, and then the Master bell-caster confessed that he had 

been so enraged at his journeyman because there had been, among the 

metal submitted, a heavy, black-coloured plate of gold, which he, the 

Master, had wanted to pinch off and keep back for himself; the journeyman 

had unwittingly melted this down together with the other metal, and it was 

that which gave the new bell its splendid sound. For that reason he had 

intended to melt the bell down, remove the gold, and recast it. The Council 

at Attendorn was satisfied with this answer to their questions and ordered 

the Master’s head to be struck off, and a stone cross to be erected on that 

bridge in memory of the murdered journeyman. But nobody could think 

which person in their town had made such a valuable contribution to the 

bell. Then the widow’s son returned from Holland with a fair load of 

possessions and soon asked his mother where she was keeping the heavy 

plate of gold that he had sent her. “Gold? That was gold?” cried the widow; 

and she turned pale and almost fell faint with fear; and she confessed, 

trembling all over, that she could not possibly have known it, that she had 

given the black plate away for the casting of the bell. Then the son said, 

“Just be at ease, my dear mother! It was given to God’s honour.” And now 

the woman told her son the story of the bell-casting, and how it had come 

about that, through that gold, two people had suffered the loss of their lives, 

one of them innocent and one of them guilty; and that the thought had 

never entered her mind that the gold which was on everyone’s tongues had 

 
113 A roller armed with spikes over which the body of the victim was drawn backwards and 
forwards. 
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come from her hand; and the son said, “God predetermined it so; let us not 

lament the loss, but rather mourn the misfortune which was born of that 

gold.” 

 Many years later, a thunderbolt set fire to the belltower at Attendorn, 

and the bell melted in the fire. Then the metal was gathered and tested, and 

found to be so auriferous that its value was sufficient to have the whole 

tower built anew and covered with lead. 

 Many more similar legends of bell-caster’s journeymen killed by the 

hand of their angry master are current in Germany, such as in 

Groß-Möhringen in the Mark, in Waltershausen in Thuringia, and in many 

other places. 

 

The Golden Skittle (292) 

 Near Ärzen, between Pyrmont and Hamelin, lies the Lüningsberg, 

where white ghosts played at nine-pins with golden bowls and golden 

skittles on a lovely green sward at night. There was such a rolling and a 

clinking that birds awoke from their slumber at whiles and the beasts of the 

forest came and looked, full of curiosity, out of the undergrowth; but men did 

not venture there, for a secret horror came over all who considered making 

the attempt. Finally, however, a bold journeyman weaver, thinking that one 

of these golden skittles was worth more than a wooden loom, plucked up 

courage and wished to try his luck the once with the ghosts. On a mild 

summer’s night he climbed the Lüningsberg, entered the forest, came to 

the ghosts’ sward, and saw the mountain’s small white spirits eagerly rolling 

the bowls without any need for a skittle boy, for the bowls rolled back by 
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themselves and the skittles righted automatically and set themselves up. 

The bowls rolled swift as an arrow and clinked, the skittles fell down with a 

resounding echo, and the beasts listened, and the birds darted in among 

the branches. Whoosh – a skittle went flying, and it rapidly rolled towards 

the journeyman weaver, who lay anxious and trembling in the bushes, and 

then he was holding it in his hand, he did not know how, and the next 

moment he was up and away. The instant the ghosts noticed the loss of 

their skittle, they set off after the thief, who was by this time running over the 

meadow at the mountain’s foot where the Humme flows, and a tree-trunk 

lay over it as a bridge from one bank to the other. As the journeyman 

weaver stepped on the rotten trunk, he saw the ghosts right behind him, 

missed his step, and leapt down into the stream. Then voices cried, “That 

was lucky for you! If we had caught you on land, we would have wrung your 

neck!” And they floated away. The young man kept a firm hold of the skittle, 

came safely home, built a house from the gold it contained, wed his girl, 

and became happy. The house is still shown at Mühlbach, and a large 

lime-tree stands before it; the ghosts’ skittle-alley is still shown on the 

Lüningsberg; but the ghosts never played at skittles again after their ninth 

pin was stolen. 

 

The Children of Hamelin (294) 

 It happened in the year 1284 that a man of singular appearance, in 

motley clothes, came to Hamelin; he was a rat-catcher, and he promised to 

free the entire town from vermin – rats and mice – for a certain amount of 

money. He was assured of this by the High Council and the citizens, 
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whereupon this man took out a small pipe, walked through the alleys, and 

piped, as shepherds and nightwatchmen pipe nowadays, for blowing the 

cow-horn does not sound sufficiently urban – and behold, the rats and mice 

came leaping out of all the houses and ran behind him in droves, as rats 

had run after the bishop Hatto of Mainz in times gone by. Now when the 

rat-piper had gone through all the alleys, he walked out of the Weser Gate 

towads the river with his grey followers, tucked up his garment, and 

stepped into the Weser; and the rats and mice blindly followed him and 

drowned, like Pharaoh’s army in the Red Sea. Now, the citizens of Hamelin 

at that time were just as frightfully clever as many people are yet today, not 

only at Hamelin but all over – they did not take the art and knowledge one 

called one’s own as a yardstick for reward, but rather the labour and pains 

one took to complete something, and so they said among themselves: 

“It really is a hellish amount of money this rat-catcher has stipulated, for so 

little effort; now, if he had set traps and placed poison in every house, that 

would have been something – but like this! And it is not wicked that he has 

lured the vermin into the Weser, where the fish will now eat it? Other people 

are free to eat fish from the Weser, as for us, thanks but no thanks. And 

how did he accomplish it? With a devilish trick! It may have been only an 

illusion; once he has the money and has gone we shall end up with our rats 

again. We shall give him only half the money, and if he is not happy with 

that, we’ll throw him into the tower as a sorceror and wait to see if the rats 

and mice come back.” Thus did the prudent and wise, but also extremely 

frugal, citizens and councillors of Hamelin speak among themselves at first. 

They then told the rat-catcher everything and offered him half the money 
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and threatened him with the tower. The virtuoso took the money and 

departed in anger.  

It then happened, at the Feast of John and Paul, the holy martyrs, on 

the 26th day of June, when the people were in church, that this same 

rat-catcher was seen again in the streets of Hamelin, but in a hunter’s outfit, 

with a fearful countenance, wearing a peculiar red hat and piping through 

every alley. Now, no rats or mice came out of the houses, for they remained 

expelled and exterminated, but the children came out, boys and girls from 

four years of age upwards, and ran after the rat-catcher, among them a 

daughter, already grown quite tall, of the Mayor, who had been foremost in 

snarling at and threatening the maestro; and the children followed him with 

delight, leading each other by the hand and having a great time of it. Even a 

blind boy and a dumb boy went along at the very end of the train, the dumb 

boy leading the blind, and after them came a nursery-maid who carried a 

baby in its coat and wanted to see whither everyone was going. The swarm 

proceeded up the narrow alley to the Oster Gate, the hunter at the head, 

and then out towards the Koppelberg; it opened, the piper led the way in, 

the children followed, only the dumb boy and the blind boy he was leading 

remained outside, for the blind boy could not hurry very much – then right 

before them, the mountain suddenly snapped shut, and the nursery maid 

turned round and set up a cry in the town that the children had been taken 

into the Koppelberg. What awful horror! The church was closed, the parents, 

filled with fear, rushed out to the mountain, where they only managed to find 

a narrow cleft remaining as proof. One hundred and thirty-eight children 

had gone into this entrance, and they never came back, and all over the 



271 

 

town there was heartbreaking lamentation and wailing, and it once again 

became painfully evident that idiotic avarice and the foolish obsession with 

saving money are the roots of all evil. For long, for long did Hamelin mourn 

its lost children – two stone grave-crosses were dedicated to them at the 

place where the mountain snapped shut behind the children – one to the 

boys and one to the girls. In the last street that the procession passed 

through, the beating of drums and the sound of music were never again to 

be heard, even the music of bridal processions having to fall silent, and that 

is why it is called Bungen (Drum) Street to this day, no drum being allowed 

to be beaten in it: lucus a non lucendo.114 

 The disastrous day was dolefully recorded in the annals of Hamelin; 

the Town Hall perpetuated its memory in these lines of a stone inscription: 

  In the year of our Lord 1284 

  A piper led a hundred and thirty-eight 

  Children of Hamlyn out the city gate 

  Into Mount Koppel and they were seen no more. 

 The story was written in stone, in Latin, on the new gate; in the year 

1572, the Mayor at that time had the wondrous tale renewed in pictorial 

form in the stained-glass of the church-windows – which tale, passing from 

mouth to mouth, lived on, undying, even without this visual representation. 

 A legend is still current that the children of Hamelin were led away 

under the ground to the land of Siebenbürgen, where they returned to the 

light of day and there, once they had grown up, founded the Saxon-German 

tribe. The cruel rat-catcher and devil-piper has never been seen again, but 

 
114 The Latin phrase implies that this is an absurd derivation. 
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after him, all the rat- and mouse-catchers of the Holy Roman Empire have 

donned a hunter’s outfit and named themselves Pest Controllers of the 

Chamber, just as there were, and still are, Grooms of the Chamber, 

Messengers of the Chamber, and any title you please of the Chamber. 

 

The Gifts of St. Vitus (295) 

 There are many fine legends about Corvey Abbey at Höxter on the 

Weser. The abbey was dedicated to St. Vitus, and its monks were poor but 

very pious. They held a banquet only once a year, and that was on St. 

Vitus’s Day, to honour their patron saint; and it was a moderate feast with 

limited fare, for the monastery’s revenues were but slight. It once happened 

that St. Vitus’s Day, which is the 15th of June,115 came round, and the 

monastery sadly lacked almost everything necessary for a feast – fish, 

game, and wine; only vegetables were available. In vain did the monks 

ponder how they were to celebrate their feast without the most essential 

things, when – behold – there was a splashing in the monastery well, and 

two large carp were swimming in it; and two magnificent stags appeared in 

the courtyard, both of them fat before the season. What delight! Brother 

Abbey-Cook could have danced for joy. And then Brother Cellarer came, 

his face beaming, carrying two large jugs he had filled at the spring which 

issued behind the altar in the church, and he announced that the water of 

this spring had been changed into wine. Now when the news of this great 

miracle was reported to the Abbot, he said: “Brothers, let us humbly and 

gratefully partake of these gifts from God and our holy Saint. But one stag 

 
115 In the Julian Calendar, that is. June 28th in the Gregorian Calendar. 
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and one fish shall suffice for us, and everyone shall fill his goblet with wine 

no more than twice.” The brothers, without any dissent, let one stag run free 

and put one fish into the Weser, and in their hearts they blessed the good 

Abbot for allowing them two jugs of wine instead of only one, and 

celebrated their feast in honour of St. Vitus in harmony and love. Afterwards, 

this donation of the saint was made anew on every anniversary, and every 

time the monks acted as they had that first time. Finally, however, the good 

and pious Abbot died, and another was chosen whose god was his belly 

and whose saint was Bacchus, that renowned and worthy man; and when 

St. Vitus’s Day came round again, the Abbot had both stags slaughtered, 

and both fish, and wine poured in profusion, and he drank his whack in 

honour of St. Vitus. And when the next anniversary came, neither stag nor 

fish came with it, and the altar-spring gushed very clear fresh water as 

before, and the kitchener in Corvey Abbey was called Brother 

Small-Commons. 

 

Angels and Lilies (296) 

 In the church at Corvey Abbey there appeared eveyr year, and 

doubtless on St. Vitus’s Day, two angels or even more, and when the 

choirboys sang the Gloria, the angels on the tomb of St. Vitus began to sing 

the responsory in marvellous voices. At one time, there was a Prior in the 

abbey who did not believe in angels, and when the heavenly song sounded 

out once again, he strode up to the cenotaph of St. Vitus and impertinently 

asked, “Why are you singing here? Who are you? Where do you come 

from?” And the angels sang in reply, “Come, and let us return unto the Lord! 
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They shall praise the Lord that seek him!”116 After that, angelsong never 

again resounded through the abbey-church, as it had always done for three 

hundred years, and the abbey fell to ruin, and its star of glory, which had 

shone so brightly and so far, now went out. 

 That which had happened in the cathedral at Lübeck with the 

prophetic roses of death and the monk Rabundus, also occurred in Corvey 

Abbey with lilies. In the church choir there hung a brass wreath, and in the 

wreath there was a lily, and when one of the brothers was to die, this lily 

miraculously came down, every time, and lay in the seat of the brother who 

was fated to die for the three days preceding; and he then gravely and 

quietly prepared himself to pass into bliss. This miracle had been going on 

for several hundred years when a young monk, coming into the choir earlier 

than the others, saw the lily on his seat and thought to himself, trembling all 

over, “Am I to die already, I who am still so young? Would it not be better 

and more suitable if death went in regular order, the old ones first, so the 

young could win time to become old also?” And then the lily was in the 

young monk’s hand, and then it was lying on the oldest monk’s seat. Now 

when he came and saw the lily, he was horrified almost to death, for 

advanced old age likes to die the least, because life is so beautiful and 

appears to the eldest as but a short span; and he fell sick, but not fatally so. 

Three days later, however, the young monk who had tried to deflect the 

emblem of death, the lily, lay cold and stiff on a board, carried suddenly off 

by death. 

 

 
116 Hosea 6:1 and Psalm 22:26 respectively. 
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The Lady of Willberg (297) 

 Near Höxter, the situation of the three villages Godelheim, 

Amelunxen and Ottbergen forms a triangle through which the Aa flows. 

Opposite Godelheim lies the Wiltberg or Willberg, a sinister place; in former 

times, giants lived on it, and they and the giants on the nearby Brusberg 

would hurl hundredweight stone balls at each other. In the middle of the 

valley, the deep hole can still be seen which one such ball, which was not 

thrown far enough, made in the ground. A lady walks around on the 

Willberg, appearing at whiles and bestowing gifts on people if they are 

sensible. 

 Two young lads from Wehrden, they were called Peter and Knipping, 

went birdnesting in the forest. One of them, being astonishingly lazy, lay 

down under a tree and fell asleep; and that was Peter. Knipping went off in 

the forest looking for nests. Then something pulled at Peter’s ear. He woke 

up, looked around, but saw nothing. After lazy Peter had gone back to sleep, 

this happened a second time, and finally even a third time. Then Peter no 

longer wanted to lie in such an unquiet place, and he stood up to seek a 

quieter one where he could sleep in peace. And look – a white maiden was 

walking before him, cracking nuts, throwing the kernels to the ground and 

putting the shells in her pocket – and then she disappeared. Peter picked 

up the nuts and ate them, and he was pleased not to have the trouble of 

having to crack them himself, for that would really have been too much 

work for him. Now when Peter found Knipping again, he told him about his 

encounter and showed him the place where the walking maiden had 

disappeared. After this, they marked the spot, fetched a couple of 
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companions, and dug there. And they found their fortune – a great deal of 

money, as much as they could fill their pockets with. On the next day, they 

wanted to fetch more, but everything had disappeared. Peter was happy as 

could be: with his money, he built himself a house in which he could sleep 

like a lord. 

 Another, older man, also from Wehrden, went to Amelunxen to grind 

corn in the mill there. On the way back, he was taking a little rest by a cool 

pond when the Lady of Willberg appeared and said to him, “Carry two 

bucketfuls of water up to the peak of Willberg for me.” The man did this, and 

when he had brought the two buckets filled with water to the summit of the 

mountain, the lady said, “Tomorrow, go to Ottbergen, look up the shepherd 

and ask him for the nosegay he wears on his hat, then come back here at 

this hour.” The man did this also; the shepherd gave him the nosegay 

reluctantly, for a beautiful young lady had given it to him, but he had not 

know what to do with it – he had not know that the Lady of Willberg was the 

giver and the nosegay contained the Wonder-Flower which opened all 

locks and bolts. When the man came with the nosegay to the lady on the 

mountain-peak, he descried an iron door he had never seen before, and 

when he held the nosegay before the lock as he was bid, the door sprang 

open. The man saw an ancient grey mannikin sitting in a cave, whose 

beard had grown through the table, and there were piles of treasure all 

around. A golden chandelier hung over the table. Now the man began to fill 

his pockets and, to have his hands free, he laid the nosegay on the table. 

The lady said to him, “Don’t forget the best thing.” The good man reached 

for the golden chandelier. Then the grey mannikin raised his hand and gave 
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him a box on the ear. Alarmed out of his wits, the man hurried away, leaving 

the nosegay lying there and not heeding the lady’s reiterated cry, “Don’t 

forget the best thing!” The door of the vault flew to behind him with a bang. 

When he was at the foot of the mountain, facing Godelheim, he thought he 

would count his treasure – and he found in his pockets, instead of money, 

nothing but paper notes, with a coat of arms and a monetary value on each 

of them. But the good man could not read what was on them, and he threw 

the paper into the Aa, and away it flowed – his fortune. It was the first paper 

money. 

 

The Nag from the Lake (298) 

 Near Dassel, there lies a lake of which legend says, as of the 

Teufelskreis [Devil’s Circle] on the Schneekopf in the Thuringian Forest, 

and of the Black Moor in the Rhön Mountains, that it is bottomless and a 

habitation and playing-ground of the Devil. A peasant who never could have 

enough lived at Leuthorst, and he had a field by the lake which he was 

ploughing one Saturday; and not finishing his work before close of day, he 

kept on ploughing. The church bell rang for prayer, but the peasant paid it 

no heed: he did not stand still like others for the thrice three ceremonial 

strokes, did not take off his cap, and spoke no pious Our Father, but rather 

called to his horses, “Gee up, you knacker’s jades! Are you going to pull, in 

the Devil’s name, so we can finally finish this?” He also had his boy with him 

who had to run beside the horses and strike and drive them, and in the end 

he himself beat the horses and the boy like a madman and wished them to 

the Devil. Dusk was beginning to fall when a large coal-black nag very 



278 

 

slowly rose out of the lake, and when the peasant saw it, he was happy for 

the help and cried to the boy, “Go over there, catch the nag and harness it 

to the plough in Hell and Damnation’s name so we can make an end of this 

bloody field!” The poor berated and beaten boy howled and screamed, but 

he obeyed and fetched the black nag as an additional horse, and now the 

team went quick as a flash; the ploughshare tore furrows in the field as 

deep as a roadside ditch, and the peasant could not take his hand off the 

plough-handle and had to run, and when he came to the end of the field 

and wanted to turn round, the nag would not allow this but pulled ever 

onwards, vigorously and powerfully, as far as the lake, and he went into it 

with peasant, plough, and horses, and none of them were ever seen again. 

 In the same Devil’s lake there lies a golden bell which comes from 

the church tower at Portenhagen, and because it had such a delightful 

sound, which nobody could resist, everyone being drawn to the church as if 

by magic (now, sadly, such bells no longer exist), the Devil, from spite and 

vexation, fetched it and threw it into the lake. At one time, a diver ventured 

to go down into the lake to bring up the bell if possible; he saw a table in a 

green meadow, and the bell was on the table, but under the table lay the 

Devil as a black dog which flashed its fiery eys at him and stretched out a 

fiery tongue as long as an arm towards him, and beside it there was a 

green mermaid who cried, “The time has not yet come! The time has not yet 

come!” Then the diver made haste to come back up, and since then nobody 

has ever seen the golden bell. 

 In the old Countship of Dassel there is also a village, Coenhausen, 

and in its church-tower hangs a bell whose peals, so the people firmly 
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believe, drive away thunderstorms. This bell has the famous inscription 

which can be read at the head of Schiller’s ‘Poem of the Bell’: 

 Vivos voco, mortuos plango, fulgura frango.117 

 

The Dwarves’ Cradle (301) 

 Although legend has it that a giant founded Hiddesacker or Hitzacker, 

in Hitzacker itself the people have little or nothing at all to say about giants, 

but all the more about dwarves. These were observed there very frequently 

and at all seasons, until there came, at last, a time when they emigrated, for 

what generally happens to emigrants happened to them: they no longer 

liked the place where they lived, in the mountains and particularly in the 

Schlossberg at Hitzacker. For a long time, they stood on very good terms 

with the inhabitants, and they did not, like the Heinzchen at Aachen, borrow 

pots and pans from the people, but the people borrowed such things from 

the good dwarves, and even brewing-coppers, and for this the dwarves 

required only that the people return their utensils neat and clean to the 

place from which they took them, with perhaps a jug of green beer besides 

and some fresh bread. But one day, a travelling journeyman who found one 

such copper set down, ready to be taken back, ate the dwarves’ bread and 

drank the dwarves’ beer and did something unclean in the copper, and this 

so roused the ire of the dwarves that they stopped handing over their 

utensils and fetched their beer from the cellars by themselves. Later, they 

liked to exchange children, and this very nearly happened to the Mayor 

Johann Schultz himself when his mother was lying-in with him. For waking 

 
117 ‘The living I call, for the dead I knell, lightning I repel.’ 
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up during the night, she saw a whole herd of dwarves sitting in her room, 

warming a changeling and grabbing at her baby; but because she had 

marjoram and snapdragon in the bed with her, they could not do her or her 

baby any harm, although the latter received a birthmark. Marjoram and 

snapdragon are really good herbs; the first is also called oregano, and it 

drives away adders when strewn on the floor; the name of the second is 

common to many plants: cat’s mint, lion’s mouth, millfoil and horehound, 

the last one being the proper name.  

When the little people moved away, a ferryman took them over the 

Elbe; the boat was absolutely teeming with them, and the ferryman 

received a good reward. In the vineyard near Hitzacker, the dwarves left 

behind a golden cradle that had been made for their King’s baby. It can be 

seen once every year on Midsummer’s Eve from twelve to one o’clock by 

anyone who finds the exact place and dares to go on the mountain at this 

time of night. A black dog with fiery eyes guards it. He who would fetch it 

must not speak and must not fear the Devil. Two courageous lads wished to 

take the venture, and they saw the cradle and the dog all right, but they also 

suddenly saw that they were standing under a gallows, and up on the beam 

sat the Devil, fishing for their necks with nooses; and they cried out in terror, 

and on the instant cradle, gallows, and Devil all disappeared. 

 

The Bride-Stone (302) 

 One comes across, in the broad, level tracts of land in Northern 

Germany where far and wide no primitive mountains meet the eye, many 

granite rocks which stand alone and are often very large: scholars call 
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these “erratics.” One such erratic, or stone, lies in the vicinity of the little 

town of Lüchow on Kolborn Heath; it is sprinkled all over with red and rises 

to a height of four feet above the ground. 

 A pair of noble lovers who were compelled by an act of fate to say 

their farewells to one another, for the knight had to go to war, sat on this 

stone, which lay in the middle of a small birch forest, and mutually vowed 

everlasting fidelity. On the earth all around, a low shrub was in full bloom 

with white flowers. The knight casually threw into the conversation his 

concern – would his beloved really stay faithful to him? But she felt sorely 

wounded by this question and swore that, if she proved faithless, this rock 

would move and become her gravestone. The vehemence of this oath 

satisfied the knight, and he parted from his beloved bride with his mind at 

rest. 

 But it came to pass after a time that the beloved bride very neatly 

forgot her faraway bridegroom, as tends to happen ever and anon, and had 

a new paramour, and went walking with him on Kolborn Heath into the little 

birch forest, and they chanced to come to the rock and sat down upon it 

and conversed of neighbourly love. Then all of a sudden the stone rose, 

gigantic, out of the earth, falling back the while – the male lover fell down 

onto the verge of the pit which had been made, while the faithless one 

plunged down as into an open grave and was so utterly crushed by the 

stone, which rolled on top of her the next moment, that her blood sprayed it 

and the white flowers all around. 

 After another while, the knight returned home, and his way led him 

through that little wood; and when he came to the stone, he saw that it was 
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bespattered with red stains and veins and those flowers were red which 

had previously been white. Then he had an inkling that all was not well, and 

he drew his sword and struck the stone with it, and a stream of blood 

gushed out and a cry of lamentation sounded from the depths. Then the 

knight picked flowers for a bunch, mounted his horse, and went back to war, 

from which he never returned. The flower, which was white at first but later 

bloomed red, is heather. And the stone was later called the Bride-Stone, 

and heather Bride’s-Fidelity [Brauttreue]. Only rarely does one find, here 

and there, a stalk of heather with white flowers. 

 

The Wailer (303) 

 On Luneburg Heath on stormy nights, the wailing woman walks, a 

giant, hollow-eyed, deathly-pale spectre in a flapping winding-sheet, and 

she keens with bloodcurdling wails through the night. The spirit stretches its 

long, bony arm over those houses in which there is one destined soon to 

die, and before the moon has come to the full there is a corpse in the house. 

This phantom of the night is also spoken of in Thuringia, where it is called 

Wailer, likewise in the cities of Weimar and Erfurt and over into the Harz 

region. As dark as the time at which it appears is the origin of this spirit, and 

cloaked in horror. Specific legends about it are few indeed. 

 

God’s War (307) 

 In the year 1349, a heavy fate fell upon the good city of Bremen. The 

plague raged within its walls, and outside there lay an enemy, Count Martin 

of Oldenburg, who was besieging the city and pressing it hard. In the end, 
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the disease brought the citizens into such extremity that they no longer 

defended the walls, and locked the gates no more, but spoke among 

themselves in despondent surrender: “We’re going to die anyway, it makes 

no difference how – let it come as it may.” Now, when the captains came 

before their commanders and said, “The city is open and undefended, let us 

fall in and capture booty according to the custom of war and the right of the 

conqueror,” then Count Martin of Oldenburg replied, with grave dignity, 

“That shall not happen by any means, for God, the highest King of all, being 

at war with the city of Bremen, and it finding itself in the direst extremity, it is 

not proper that we inflict further harm on it. Let us pass in as humane 

conquerors, for we are enemies of the city of Bremen now, but we may 

subsequently become her friend again." And thus did it come about that the 

Count passed in, and none of his men was allowed to lay so much as a 

finger on the people of the city or their property. 

 

Hatty (Hütchen) (310) 

 When Bishop Bernard ruled at Hildesheim,118 there came to his 

palace a singular imp, who did not have the preference that polymorphic 

spirit Hinzelmann had for remaining invisible, but rather showed himself, in 

peasant’s clothing, to everyone; he appeared to be very pious and 

good-natured, and constantly wore a pointed felt-hat low down over his 

face. And because of this, the servants soon called him by no other name 

than Hödeken, that is ‘Hatty’, because the hat was all that could actually be 

seen of his head. This strange spirit readily entered into various 

 
118 He was Bishop from 1130 to 1153. The double murder mentioned later occurred in 1152, 
perhaps at the instigation of Bernard. 
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conversations, gave good advice, asked and answered questions, and 

showed himself to be pleasant and helpful. At the time when Count 

Hermann of Winzenburg, on account of a bad quarrel and an atrocity he 

had committed, was murdered together with his wife by one of his vassals, 

which had the consequence of leaving the Count’s land without a lord, he 

having been without issue, Hatty entered the bishop’s bedchamber the 

same hour that the deed was done, woke him up, and said, “Get up and 

arm yourself; the Countship of Winzenburg is vacant. Take your men and 

win it for yourself and your diocese.” Then Bishop Bernard set out in haste 

with his soldiers, rushed into the Countship, took possession of it, and had 

it enfeoffed to Hildesheim in perpetuity by the Emperor.  

Later, a legal heir turned up, and not to stint him overmuch, he was 

given the Countship as a fee by the Bishop. This Count of Winzenburg had 

two sons who were grown up and lived at loggerheads. It was laid down at 

the enfeoffment that it would not be the eldest who would hold the reins of 

power but always the son who solicited the new enfeoffment first. When the 

old Count died, the elder brother lost no time in mounting his horse and 

racing towards Hildesheim; the younger one, however, had no horse, and 

he was at a loss and utterly without hope. Then Hatty came in to him and 

gave him good advice. “Write a letter to the bishop,” he said. “Report your 

father’s demise and solicit the fief. The letter will arrive sooner than your 

brother.” So the younger Count quickly wrote a letter and pressed his seal 

on it, and Hatty took the letter, followed shortcuts straight over mountain 

and forest towards Hildesheim, and arrived one or several hours earlier 

than the other – early enough for a new, handsome deed of enfeoffment to 
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be written in due form in the bishop’s chancellery and the bishop’s and 

chapter’s oval seals, in tin cases, to be hung from it. The mountain path is 

called ‘Hatty’s Running Path’ to this day and is not easy to find. 

In such ways did Hatty render good and useful service and prove 

himself helpful to many. To a poor nail-smith he gave half a horseshoe, to 

forge nails from; but every such nail that the man made turned to gold. To 

the man’s daughter he gave a roll of lace that had no end, no matter how 

much of it was measured – yet a certain number of ells was not to be 

exceeded. A canon at Hildesheim, who had a greater thirst for wine than for 

wisdom and erudition, was delegated as an orator to a Church Assembly, 

which threw him into a dreadful flutter, for he himself was but too aware that 

he knew and prophesied only in part,119 and that he would not shine as an 

orator. He too was saved from fear and misery by Hatty, who made him a 

small wreath of laurel leaves, gladiolus, and victory onion, which the canon 

was to wear, and behold – at the Church Assembly, the canon from 

Hildesheim appeared as a great and brightly burning light of the Church, 

and everyone was astonished at, and edified by, the man’s gift for oratory, 

and many speakers in later times could have learned from him or counted 

themselves lucky if a clever Hatty had stood by them. 

At Hildesheim, a man had a pretty wife whose heart overflowed with 

love, and having to go on a journey, he entrusted the care and guard of her 

honour to Hatty. But the trouble Hatty had to discharge this duty of honour 

was more than words can tell. Joyfully did the spirit rush to meet the man as 

he returned home, saying: “Hooray and thrice hooray that you’re back! I’ve 

 
119 “For we know in part, and we prophesy in part” – 1 Corinthians 13:9. 
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guarded your wife once, and never again – I’d rather have to watch over all 

the pigs in Saxony at once than such a supersubtle and scheming woman!” 

However, besides his great complaisance, Hatty did at times show 

glimpses of the evil goblin nature, showed himself to be angry and 

vindictive, and severely reprimanded the servants for their mistakes, so that 

he became a burden to the servants and, eventually, also to the bishop 

himself; and so the Bishop of Hildesheim exorcised him with powerful 

incantations. 

 

Of Henry the Lion (312) 

 Duke Henry, Lord of the Land of Brunswick,120 was travelling over 

the sea, when a storm seized his ship and drove him and his crew into 

unknown waters; their food ran out, and hunger tormented them beyond 

measure. So one after another had to sacrifice himself to allay the others’ 

hunger, and lots determined who should give up his life. In this way did they 

prolong their lives for a while, and every time it was ordained by God that 

the lot should not fall on the Duke. Finally, only the Duke and a single 

servant were left on the ship, and there was no end to their hunger in sight. 

“Now let us draw lots for the last time,” the Prince sadly said, “and he on 

whom the lot falls, he dies.” “No, kill me instead, O lord!” said the faithful 

servant. “No, we draw lots,” replied the Duke. And then they drew, and the 

lot fell on Henry. But the servant said, “Never shall I kill my dear lord; I have 

another suggestion, I’ll sew you into an ox’s skin, with your sword – perhaps 

Heaven will send to rescue you.” The Duke was satisfied with this, and 

 
120 1129 or 1131 – 1195; Duke of Saxony and Bavaria until 1180. 
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when it had been done, a griffin came flying by and grasped the skin in his 

claws, believing he was carrying off an animal, and he bore his booty far 

over the sea into his nest; then he flew away, and Henry cut through the 

skin with his sword, and the hungry young griffins falling upon him, he cut 

their heads off with the sword, then he took a claw and climbed down the 

tall tree that contained the griffin’s nest into the forest. The Prince roamed 

long in this wild wood; at last, he heard a cry he had never heard before, a 

roaring that rang like thunder, and a clear, whistling sound – so piercing that 

the whole forest echoed with it. Now, as the Duke followed the fearful cry, 

he saw a huge lion and a hideous lindworm locked in a furious fight, with 

the lion on the point of succumbing. Then the Prince thought: The lion is, 

after all, a handsome and noble beast and the king of the animals, whereas 

the lindworm is a poisonous monster; and so he assisted the lion, freed him, 

and, after a lengthy fight, slew the lindworm. The lion, on seeing itself 

liberated and its life saved, lay down in gratitude at the Duke’s feet and left 

him only to catch meals, which it shared with him. In this solitude, in this 

company, and with this fare, the Duke was not always at his ease. As the 

sea was nearby, he built himself a raft, as well as he could, and made a 

rudder; and one day, when the lion had gone out hunting as usual, the Duke 

boarded his raft and pushed away from the shore. But the lion soon came 

back, found that his master was missing, followed his trail, came to the 

shore, and leapt at once into the waves, swimming after the raft, which it 

soon reached, and there it calmly lay down once again before its master. 

But there was no game to hunt at sea, and tormenting hunger came with 

thoughts of despair. Then the Devil appeared to the Duke and said to him, 
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“At your home in Brunswick, they’re having a merry time of it today, and joy 

is all around, while you’re floating here between water and clouds and 

starving; hunger is with you here, while at your home it’s a wedding day, for 

your wife is weary of your absence and is taking another young husband, a 

very handsome Count; she considers you to have long been dead.” Duke 

Henry took fright at these words, and the Devil continued: “You’d like to be 

present at that wedding, I’d say! Give yourself to me, then I’ll take you home 

today, and you can join in the dances.” “God, the Everlasting Light, would 

not wish that I turn apostate from Him and become yours,” said the pious 

Duke, and the Devil answered, “What your God wants or does not want, I 

don’t know. He seems not to want to help you, but I will, I’m here, think it 

over, before you come to rue it; one does not come to such a wedding 

every day, and tomorrow it’ll be too late.” “My soul would suffer harm 

everlasting if I followed you,” the Duke now said, and the Devil replied: 

“Your soul won’t go directly to Heaven anyway, it must suffer torment one 

way or the other. Your idea of my kingdom is quite wrong; it isn’t at all such 

a bad place to be, unless you want so-called bliss – look, I’ve been living 

there a long time now, and I’m doing just fine. I suggest to you that you 

agree to be taken home.” “But my lion,” said Henry, “he is so very good and 

loyal, I couldn’t do without him.” “I’ll bring him too,” the Devil promised, and 

he set the condition that Henry would only be his if, while returning with the 

lion, he found him asleep on the Giersberg near Brunswick. Other than this, 

the Devil demanded absolutely nothing for his great pains. Duke Henry, 

who longed for his wife with all his heart, as he longed to be saved from his 

desperate situation, finally consented to this condition and was at once 
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carried through the skies by the Devil to the Giersberg, where he was set 

down. “Stay awake, now!” cried the Devil, and springing back into the air, 

he departed to fetch the lion. The hero felt weak and deathly tired from 

privation and the journey through the air, and soon, able to fend off sleep no 

longer, he lay down in the grass and slept like the dead. Now the Devil 

came whizzing through the air from afar with the lion. With his Devil’s eye, 

he saw the sleeping man from a distance without end, and he clicked his 

tongue with joy, for he had foreknown that the Prince would not be able to 

avoid sleeping. But when he came closer, the lion saw his lord lying stiff and 

rigid, and thinking he was dead, it raised such a terrible roar that the people 

down in Brunswick said, “We’re getting a storm, it’s already thundering.” But 

this roar woke Duke Henry up, and the Devil, enraged at not finding him 

asleep, threw the lion hurtling down from the heights. But the lion, after the 

manner of cats, did not break a bone but landed safely on his legs, and 

soon afterwards followed his lord to the city and to his fortress, from which 

the sound of much music and jubilation rang towards him. It was the 

wedding festivities. The Duke, as a pilgrim, sent a request to the bride for a 

drink of wine, and she sent him her goblet. The pilgrim took a ring off his 

finger, threw it, once he had finished drinking, into the goblet, and asked the 

servant to give both to his mistress. Then the Duchess recognised her 

husband’s ring and summoned the pilgrim to her presence in the great hall; 

he came, and his lion followed him. Then she recognised her husband and 

fell at his feet and bade him welcome, and all the servants rejoiced, and the 

young bridegroom was compensated with a young bride. After this, Duke 

Henry, who was now called the Lion, ruled happily for many years, and 
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when at length he died, his lion lay down on his grave and died also. Then 

he was buried in the castle and an iron monument was erected to him. 

Others say that Duke Henry had this iron lion cast and mounted during his 

lifetime. As for the claws of the young griffins, Henry had them hung up in 

the cathedral as a token of his journey over sea and through the air. 

 

The Dead Bride (313) 

 There was a brewer at Brunswick who had a beautiful daughter, and 

she loved a young merchant from Bremen with all her heart. Both the lovers 

swore to be true to one another in life and in death, and if one of them were 

to break this oath, the other should admonish them even from the grave. 

One day, the merchant had to travel away from the city to make his fortune 

in the world and gain temporal goods, and he stayed away longer than his 

beloved had expected. Now her father, as it turned out, had not looked on 

this love with favourable eyes, and had wished to have a son-in-law who 

better understood how to brew good Brunswick Mum, and as he had a 

handsome and skilled journeyman, so he intended that this man and no 

other would become his son-in-law; and his daughter had no choice but to 

be betrothed to this man she did not love. But shortly afterwards, longing 

and grief cast her into a sickbed, from which she never arose. No sooner 

had she been buried than her earlier fiancé came, learned that his bride 

had died as another’s betrothed, and could not resist the yearning to see 

her one more time. He therefore induced the gravedigger, with money, to 

secretly dig up the grave and open the coffin. When this was done, the 

maiden lay there, pale and beautiful, a wreath on her brow, in the heavenly 
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peace that looks at us from the countenances of the dead, and the youth 

said, “Oh my darling, darling bride, could you really forget me? I now 

remind you, by our thrice holy oath, of the vow you made me!” After the 

young merchant had said these words, the dead girl awoke, opened her 

eyes, and sighed, “Yours, only yours, in life and in death”; and she raised 

her arms and embraced him closely. The gravedigger swooned from sheer 

terror, and when he came back to his senses, behold, the coffin was empty 

and nothing was to be seen of the two lovers; and never again did anyone 

see or hear anything of them. Now when this tale came to be in everybody’s 

mouth, the second fiancé, the Mum-brewer, was ashamed and vexed 

beyond measure, particularly as he thought to himself that the whole dying- 

and burying- and digging-up-business might have been just a put-up affair 

to snatch his bride away from him, and he could not come up with any 

better idea than to lay the blame for this at the Devil’s door – who is always 

said to have done every unjust or stupid thing that people did and people do. 

Consequently, he had a hideous caricature carved and fixed on the house 

cornice, right where everyone could see, in which a maiden rose out of a 

coffin and gave her hand to the Devil, who had a horse’s foot, and he had 

satirical verses written underneath which were just as unspeakably fatuous 

and smacked of sour Mum. The old house stood with its poem and carving 

for a long time until it was, at last, pulled down, but the legend concerning it 

lives forever among the people of Brunswick. 

 

The Dancers of Colbeck (314) 

 In the village of Colbeck near Halberstadt, there lived, many years 
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ago, a peasant who always preferred the beer-pot to the church and was 

one for getting up to mischief. Thus he had the nerve, one Christmas eve, 

to hold a dance with loud Hoorays! and Yippees! in the churchyard during 

Midnight Mass, together with fifteen comrades he had persuaded to join 

him. Then the priest came out of the church and solemnly reproved the 

dancers who were so heinously profaning Holy Christmas, but the peasant 

did not care a whit, and he mockingly cried to the priest: 

  “Your name is Rupert, my name is Albert, 

  You sing your melodies in there, 

  We’ll sing and dance our roundelays out here.” 

 Then the priest raised his hands and cried, “Well, then God and 

Saint Magnus will that you dance year after year!” And this curse was 

fulfilled forthwith. The dancers were unable to come to a halt, they could not 

stop, they were carried away by a supreme power, on and on, the morning 

came and the day passed away – they danced, and all through the night 

they danced, and on the following morning, and on and on perpetually, 

night and day. Rain did not strike them, the sun did not burn them, they felt 

no hunger or cold, no thirst or heat, their shoes did not wear out, and their 

clothes did not come apart at the seams. When the mad roundelay began, 

the sexton, whose sister was one of those present, tried to forcefully stop 

her and tear her away – and then he was holding her arm in his hand, and 

she danced on one-armed. And so it continued, night and day, for twelve 

full moons, and by this time they had danced themselves waist-deep into 

the ground, making a ditch through the middle of the graves. Finally, Bishop 
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Heribert of Cologne121 came and spoke prayer and formula over the 

dancers, and freed them from the spell laid for their sins. Many immediately 

fell down dead to the ground; the others fell seriously ill. Afterwards, as 

many stones were set in this place as there had been male and female 

dancers, and the village was called Tanzdorf [dancing-village], and people 

shuddered with horror at the mere mention of the name. 

 

The Count in Fire (316) 

 In the region around Halberstadt lies a mountain called the 

Feuerberg (Fire Mountain), in which the Devil has his haunt and torments 

the wicked. A bad Count owed a great deal of money to a man for many 

years, and the creditor never could receive payment. A while later, the 

Count was missing, and word was he had died in distant lands – the Devil 

knew where he lay. And he did indeed know where he had put the Count. 

Now that man set out once again to request what he was owed from the 

Count’s heirs, but they knew of no debt and threatened to pay the man in 

hard coin on his back unless he left and never showed his face again. Then 

the poor, cheated man was walking sadly in the forest when a stranger 

walked up to him and asked what was wrong. And so the man told him of 

his complaint and his sorrow. “If you would see the Count, then follow me,” 

said the stranger, and the man followed him and came onto a high, bare 

mountain-peak, which opened up, and he saw that the inside was burning 

and blazing brightly, and in the midst of the terrible flames the Count sat on 

a glowing chair and cried out to him, “Take this handkerchief, show it to my 

 
121 c. 970-1021, Bishop from 998. 
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family as a sign that you have seen me, and tell them how I must suffer,” 

and he handed it to the creditor, and his fingers and hands glowed and 

crackled and gave off sparks. After this, the man was taken back and was 

readily given his money. In later days, the bare peak of the Feuerberg was 

forested with oaks and fir-trees. 

 

Hackelnberg and Trump-Ursula (317) 

 In the land of Brunswick there resided a mighty Nimrod, who was in 

fact Chief Forester and Master of the Huntsmen, Herr Hans von 

Hackelnberg, and hunting was the only pleasure in his life. Once, he was 

spending the night in the very heart of his hunting-paradise, the forests, at 

the old Harzburg, when he had a disturbing dream. He dreamed that a 

monstrous boar attacked him, directing its terrible tusks at him, wounding 

him and running him down. Hackelnberg simply could not forget the dream. 

Not long afterwards, in the district of Vorharz, a boar really did fall in his way, 

although it was not as fearful as the one in his dream; also, the dream did 

not come true, for Hackelnberg felled the boar with a skilful thrust of his 

knotty boar spear, showing such artistry as only a Grand Master of the 

Venery should and may show when felling a wild boar. And now Herr Hans 

von Hackelnberg laughed at his stupid dream and gave the dead boar a 

hefty kick in the mouth, saying, “You won’t do for me just yet!” – by which he 

meant that the boar had no chance now of bringing him down, like the one 

in the dream had. But after he had kicked, he suddenly felt a sharp pain in 

his foot, and behold – with the violence of the kick, the sharp tusk of the 

slain boar had cut through the leather of his boot and wounded his foot. 
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Hackelnberg paid no heed to the wound and continued to hunt, but this 

badly aggravated it, his foot swelled up, and when Hackelnberg came back 

to the castle, his boot had to be cut off. The wounded man was now no 

longer able to ride but had to be driven to Wolfenbüttel, and in those days, 

the journey was not made with steam like today, but with hard knocks in the 

ribs, slowly and laboriously over ploughland, and the sick man never 

reached Wolfenbüttel. Near Hornburg, next to the village of Wulperode, 

there was a hospital, and the knight was brought into it, sorely complaining 

that he could not hunt any more and wishing lastly for nothing more than 

being able to hunt on Earth eternally, and the Good Lord might keep his 

Heaven for himself; and then he died from his wound and was buried in 

Wulperode, where his monument stands and his armour used to hang. 

 But Hackelnberg’s last wish was granted him: he not only may, he 

must harry and hunt until Judgement Day; he is the Wild Huntsman of the 

Harz Forest and moves around at nighttime, making a mad racket, in a 

manner to chill the bones. A spirit of the night accompanies him, or flies 

ahead of him, in the figure of a gigantic screech-owl and it is Trump-Ursula, 

so named from the horrible trumpeting clamour it emits. This owl was, in 

days gone by, a nun in a Thuringian convent and was called Sister Ursula; 

she had a voice that, when she sang, had to be run away from – if the poor 

nuns had been but able and allowed to. Because her voice sounded far 

more similar to that of a Trumpeter Swan than to a maiden’s, she was 

called Trump-Ursula. At length she died, and all the Sisters were happy to 

neither hear nor see her any more – for apart from her voice, she was no 

angel – but O horror, right after her death she trumpeted through a hole in 
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the church-tower and trumpeted along to the choral singing, in Matins and 

in Vigils. “Oh God, it’s Trump-Ursula!” cried a young nun, inadvertently 

breaking the vow of silence, and then the whole convent screamed and 

rushed out of the church and would all have preferred to die than to go back 

in so long as Trump-Ursula could be heard. Then a Capuchin exorcist was 

engaged from afar, from Austria, and he banished Trump-Ursula to old 

Dummburg between Halberstadt and Quedlinburg, where the Bode and 

Selke rivers run together, by the villages of Adersleben and Hadenleben, in 

the form of a screech-owl. That just happens to be Hackelnberg’s favourite 

hunting-ground and his chief seat – not surprisingly, for many a dreadful 

ghost invariably appears there – and a nearby mountain is called the 

Hackel. In that place, Trump-Ursula has joined herself to the Knight’s hunt; 

he hunts on horseback over and through forest and field, splashing through 

the swamps, and Trump-Ursula clicks after he splashes, and he cries 

Yahoo! and she cries Tu-whoo, and God have mercy on those who meet 

with this pair on their way. Anyone who sees them must lie down on his 

stomach and keep silent and let the noise rush over him. The hunter travels 

into the marches; indeed, at Dromling in the Altmark they boast that 

Hackelnberg is quite at home with them, and they make the threat: May the 

hunter take you! 

 In Meisenberg Castle in Selke Valley, a goblet carved out of wood is 

shown which represents Hackelnberg to the life. 

 When the Freeshooter122 is performed in the theatre, a large owl 

with fiery eyes tends, as a rule, to sit on a tree in the Wolf’s Glen scene, 

 
122 1821 opera by Carl Maria von Weber (1786-1826). Also called The Marksman in English. 
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where it keeps beating its wings most monotonously. That is Trump-Ursula. 

 

The Elbe-Maiden (323) 

 In the Elbe there lives a nixie, people in the Magdeburg district call 

her Elbe-Maiden. In earlier days, she often appeared in the figure of a 

commoner girl, dressed simply in a white apron, the hem of which was 

always wet. Besides this, she was seen sitting on the riverbank and 

combing her long, golden-yellow hair; but when people approached her, 

she jumped into the water before their eyes. She lured many to their death 

and drew down many a bold swimmer. There are also legends told of a 

water-sprite who resides in the Elbe. Once, the citizenry, the spring-water of 

Magdeburg being hard while that of the Elbe is soft, and the latter having to 

be fetched with considerable labour from outside the town, wished to build 

an aqueduct from the Elbe to the city. The construction began with piles 

being driven in, but then at the midday-hour, when nobody was at work, a 

naked man was seen standing in the water by the piles, and he shook them 

and jolted them and, once he had torn them out, let them float away down 

the stream. And the building-work that had been begun had to be 

abandoned. 

 It once happened that a noble youth of Magdeburg was betrothed to 

a beautiful lady, but one day he went out to bathe and did not return home; 

the Elbe-Maiden had lured him to her. All of his relatives, and above all, his 

bride, felt the greatest consternation, he was sought for everywhere, and 

search was even made in the river for three days, but in vain. Then a 

master of the Black Arts came to Magdeburg, and the bride’s parents asked 
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for his aid; and he used his art, after which he told them: “The Elbe-Maiden 

has the young squire, and she will never release him alive unless your 

daughter be willing to give up her own life to the Elbe-Maiden in place of her 

bridegroom’s, or both of them promise to be the nixie’s.” The bride was 

ready then and there to sacrifice her life for that of her beloved, but her 

parents did not find this high-minded resolve to be appropriate, or think the 

sacrifice to be so pressing; they rather urged the master of Black Arts of 

bring them the bridegroom dead or alive, dead if it could be no otherwise. 

The master thereupon conjured the Elbe-Maiden to release the man she 

had stolen, and she did so: she laid him on the bank, it was just a shame 

that he was dead and covered all over with the bruises she had given him 

from the squeezes and pinches of ardent and excessive love. 

 

Portents of War (325) 

 Magdeburg, more than almost any other German city, has suffered 

the ravages of war. Destroyed in ancient times by wild tribes invading from 

the east, it subsequently endured an over-sufficiency of afflictions and 

devastation. In almost every case, signs preceeding the disaster gave 

prophetic report of it. In the time of Emperor Henry IV,123 terrible 

phenomena were visible in the sky, a great battle between ravens that 

lasted a whole day was held over the marsh near the city, and the marsh 

was completely covered with the bodies of the ravens which had fallen in 

the violent fray. The bishop’s croziers in the chapels sweated as a presage 

of the cold sweat of the clergy and the citizenry; babies spoke in their 

 
123 Heinrich IV (1050-1106), Holy Roman Emperor 1084-1105. 
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mother’s body, and blood often flowed from freshly-baked bread when it 

was cut into; and after all these portents, there followed appalling woe. And 

this happened also when Magdeburg was at loggerheads with Duke 

George of Mecklenburg,124 who had invaded the land and was laying it 

waste. Then the townspeople armed themselves and passed out of the 

city-gate on the day of Saint Maurice,125 who is the Patron Saint of the city, 

with the mayor at their head, to fight a great battle with the enemy. And so 

they came into the open country between Hillersleben and Meseberg, on 

the far side of the River Ohre, a mile from the city, and there they 

encountered a man with the figure and dress of a peasant, very old and 

with hoary hair, but with a really youthful and handsome countenance, fresh 

and fair, who raised his hands towards them and said, “Whither would you 

go, citizens of Magdeburg? Do you not know that the day of your Patron 

Saint has never brought you good fortune? Was not the might of 

Magdeburg beaten and broken two hundred years ago on this ground and 

on this day,126 and later once again on the same day? Turn back and see to 

it that your city is well fortified, for disaster is near you!” 

 Some few of the citizens were astonished at this man’s words and 

were ready to take them to heart, but the always irrational multitude and 

majority of this militia, believing themselves wonderfully wise, were awfully 

courageous and thought they would devour and annihilate the enemy, 

leaving not a mote of him alive – and this was particularly the case because 

the captains of the citizen army were especially fired-up fighting cocks, in 

 
124 Georg von Mecklenburg (1528-1552) besieged Magdeburg in 1550. 
125 September 22nd. 
126 The German text gives the year 1350, but 1351 seems more likely, when the citizens fought 
with, and were defeated by, the nobility of the archbishopric. 
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spite of the rumbustious thumps received in this mad year. But half an hour 

later they were singing in a different tone; the battle was already over, like a 

swift storm. The men of Magdeburg lost twelve hundred dead and three 

hundred prisoners and eleven culverins and various other items of the 

menagerie of war, some eleven militia troops, and the scoffers and scorners 

of the grey-headed admonisher were all slain or captured or chased into the 

Ohre with a large part of the people they had led on; this bath of death was 

afterwards mockingly called the Magdeburg Christening. When inquiries 

were later made after that old man who had foretold the disaster, nobody 

had seen him either before or after, or was able to give any tidings of him. 

 When Magdeburg was hard besieged by Emperor Charles and, on 

his orders, Elector Maurice of Saxony,127 it was more fortunate. However, 

the following century sufficiently revealed to the city, through numerous 

portents, the next, approaching destruction under Tilly.128 

 

Magical Illusion (326) 

 A magician came to Magdeburg, set up his stall in the open-air 

market, and gathered many people around him; he also gathered a fair 

amount of money before he began his hocus-pocus and abracadabra. Now 

when the show was underway, there appeared, among other things, a most 

delightful, wondrously small horse which danced in a ring and diverted the 

crowd; towards the end, however, the magician lined his wife, his maid, the 

Jack Pudding,129 and the little horse up beside each other and began to 

 
127 Charles V; Moritz von Sachsen (1521-1553). 
128 In 1631, General Tilly’s troops sacked Magdeburg and reduced its population from 25,000 to 
5,000. 
129 German “Hanswurst” (“Jack Sausage”), a buffoon character who was popular in German 
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gab on, lamenting the ignorant and ignominious age in which everyone now 

lived, where people ran away when the plate came round and they were 

supposed to pay, and how an honest man simply could not achieve any 

kind of success. He and his loved ones had now had enough of this world, 

and of Magdeburg in particular, and would therefore up sticks and move 

away, towards Heaven first, and if he did not prosper there, towards 

Bitterfeld (between Dessau and Halle), which was also a very lovely spot; 

and then he threw a rope up into the air, which the little horse caught hold of 

right away and then rode straight up towards the sky, and the magician 

hastily grasped the little horse by its tail, cried, “Hup, hup, and away!” and 

rose up, and his wife hung onto her husband’s legs, and the maid onto the 

wife’s legs, and the Jack Pudding onto the maid’s skirt; and so the company 

soared up, and the magician cried down from the sky: 

  “If in this world our paths should cross no more, 

  We’ll meet again in Bitterfeld, I’m sure!” 

and the crowd all laughed and stared open-mouthed until he was lost to 

their sight in the direction of Heaven and Bitterfeld. Then a citizen of 

Magdeburg came walking up, and those who knew him told him of the 

miracle, it was a shame he had not see it, for it was not something you saw 

every day. But the citizen said, “That can’t be true, for I have just now seen 

the magician, his little horse and his people going into their lodging, so they 

haven’t travelled through the air, neither to Heaven nor to Bitterfeld.” 

 

Capistranus’s Cardinal’s-Pear (327) 

 

stage plays in the 17th-century and in the puppet-theatre in the 18th. 
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 When the zealous barefoot monk Johann Capistranus130 came to 

Magdeburg to preach repentance to its people, as he had in other cities, so 

they might cast off all vain ornament, Archbishop Frederick walked towards 

him with all of his clergy, with crosses and banners, to the ringing of bells, 

and many of the people followed after; and so he was given a splendid 

reception and a high pulpit was erected for him in New Market,131 from 

which he preached down. Then the men brought all their board, dice and 

card games, their masks and fool’s wands and fool’s cowls for 

masquerades, and the women brought their laces and veils and false 

braids and all kinds of frippery; then the zealous demagogue had a fire 

kindled and all the brought items thrown into it and burned to ashes. 

Capistranus preached so powerfully that people were moved to tears, even 

when they were standing too far away to hear him – how must those have 

wept who stood near the man! He opened the sluices of tears and made 

them run down ike rivers, a trick of his which others attempt to copy to this 

day. Now at the repast after the sermon, particularly fine pears were served 

up to Capistran, which pleased his palate exceedingly well, and all the more 

so, we may suppose, because his throat was very dry from speaking; so he 

blessed and consecrated these pears, and they received therefrom the 

name Cardinal’s pears. Now whether they are a superior kind, with a better 

taste, to Melanchthon’s132 pears, which legend tells have been cultivated 

for three hundred years in the Superintendent’s133 garden at Pegau 

because Melanchthon found them to be exquisite, that will no doubt be 

 
130 Johannes Capistranus (1386-1456), Italian Franciscan Friar. 
131 Now the Domplatz, or Cathedral Square. 
132 See No. 39. 
133 A high-ranking Protestant clergyman. 
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decided more easily by the pomologists than the theologists. 

 

Isern-Snip (329) 

 Near to the town of Gardelegen on the River Milde there lies a 

stronghold called Isern-Snip which is said to have its origin in the most 

distant days. Drusus, the Roman Commander-in-Chief, is named as the 

founder, who established a shrine inside to the goddess Isis. It was then 

consequently called Isisburg and Isenberg. In vain did the Wends besiege 

it; receiving many a hard knock, they had to withdraw with snip and nip, 

whence the stronghold was named Isern-Snip. Around this fortress the 

town was situated (gelegen), as in a garden, from which it received the 

name Gardelegen; but as an even better situation for a town presented 

itself, through the actions of a band of robbers who lived in a nearby copse 

and captured the people of Gardelegen, so they situated the new 

Gardelegen in that place where it still lies today. Three hundred years ago, 

an old stone cross with an illegible inscription yet stood on the site of the old 

town; it was erected to honour Saint Peter, and on Exaudi Sunday134 every 

year the entire town proceeded towards the cross in the area of the 

stronghold Isern-Snip and had joy of the day. 

 At the end of Castle Road, leading towards Isern-Snip, there was 

formerly a gate through which the lords of Alvensleben rode into the town, 

for they have jurisdiction over this street, possessing extensive lands in the 

vicinity, and mostly living in their main residence at Calbe. And because the 

Castle Road Gate, in consequence of the lords of Alvensleben having the 

 
134 The Sunday after Ascension Day, or the sixth Sunday after Easter. 
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opening rights, had to be kept open at their demand night and day, there 

arose dissension between them and the civic authorities of Gardelegen, for 

the authorities held the view that a town which kept its doors wide open day 

and night needed neither watchmen nor walls, and would therefore much 

rather have seen this gaping gate shut tight. Now it happened one day that 

a public banquet took place at the Town Hall in Gardelegen, at which the 

senior head of the Alvensleben family was also present, and everyone was 

merry and in good spirits and nobody started any arguments. Jokingly, the 

Mayor mentioned the gate, saying: “What would you think, my Lord, if we 

had it walled up?” “Ho!” said the Lord of Alvesleben, “just wait a little, I’ll go 

for a ride first!” “By the time you return, it could be all blocked up!” said the 

Mayor, and the knight raised his tankard, took a swig, and cried: “Do you 

have such brisk masons? I’ll walk my horse all around your paltry little town 

and I’ll still be back before there’s a threshold too high for me to leap over!” 

“Try it, Sir Knight!” “It’s a deal! I’ll ride!” cried the Lord of Alversleben, and 

having his best steed brought out, he rode out of the Castle Gate. But the 

Mayor had intentionally brought up the joke in order to turn it into earnest: 

he had everything, the masons and the stones and lime and mortar, at hand, 

and behind the rider the door of the gate was closed and stone was laid 

upon stone. The rider rode cheerfully over the Milde Bridge and around the 

town; he did not need a particularly long time to do this, for he had a 

splendid horse with the best temper, but when his goal came in sight his 

horse fell, though without injury; and the delay here, and the haste there, 

caused, in a very brief space, the people of Gardelegen to have one gate, 

and the lords of Alvensleben to have one right, the less. 
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The Stick Full of Ducats (331) 

 At Salzwedel, there was once a man who had borrowed a hundred 

ducats from another but felt no desire to pay the gold back. But he had 

already given him it, he would say to the admonishing creditor whenever he 

came; and so, in the end, an action was brought against him. Now the 

wicked creditor used the following ruse. He had a walking stick hollowed 

out, hid inside it the roulette with the hundred ducats, firmly placed so that it 

would not rattle, and then came to the Town Hall with this stick, where he 

found his creditor with the judge awaiting his arrival. After pleas and 

counterpleas had been made, the judge proceeded to the demanding of the 

oaths, which the faithless man was ready for; quickly pressing his stick into 

his creditor’s hand for that man to hold, because he had to raise his right 

hand and place the left one on a crucifix on top of a Book of the Gospels, he 

swore shamelessly and assuredly what was now indeed true: That he had 

given the hundred ducats, the full weight and the full number, back into his 

creditor’s hands. With this, the matter was settled, the creditor went home 

sad and abashed, while the debtor went home in triumph; only, it was a 

shame that he did not arrive home, for on the way the perjured man was 

overtaken by the rigorous justice of all-seeing God. He met with a miller’s 

cart, and the Lord sent a couple of hornets onto the horses’ necks, enraging 

them so that they ran away, knocking the man over and pulling the cart over 

him; two wheels rolled over his body, giving him the condemned criminal’s 

death of being broken on the wheel (without the ceremony), and two rolled 

over the stick, bursting it open so that the hundred ducats fell out, and the 
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deceitful trick came to light with them. Later, this story was depicted in the 

Church of St. Katharine in the New Town in Salzwedel. 

 

Tetzel and the Knight (332) 

 When Tetzel,135 the pardoner, was travelling around German lands 

with his coffer, he came to the Altmark and entered a village near the town 

of Salzwedel, called Flechtingen, where he set up shop, preached about 

the punishments for sin, Purgatory and the agonies of Hell, and vaunted the 

power of indulgences. Now there dwelt in Flechtingen a noble, called Herr 

Bernard von Schenk, who listened with reverence like the other people, and 

marked in particular that one could buy an indulgence not only for sins 

committed but also for intended and future sins, let them consist of any 

deed whatsoever; and the money, the moment it clinked in the box, would 

make his soul leap out of Purgatory and remain without sin for ever and a 

day. The indulgence-seller painted all of this in fiery and eloquent words, 

and the knight stepped up and bought himself a very fine-looking letter, 

printed on parchment, and Tetzel had to fill in his name and the date, and a 

seal was not forgotten, and the neighbouring nobles bought as well, and the 

coffer was quickly filled with quarter-dollars and golden guilders, and Tetzel 

departed from that place, with his coffer, in good spirits. But as he was 

passing through the Forest of Flechtingen, behold, there was waiting for 

him, having hurried on in advance, Herr Bernard von Schenk, who said, 

“Priest, be so good as to give me –” “My blessing, O pious son, you shall 

have it!” Tetzel interrupted him, and he raised his hands to bless him. “No, 

 
135 Johann Tetzel (c.1465-1519), a Dominican friar famously condemned by Martin Luther for 
selling indulgences. 
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your coffer, you can keep your blessing!” replied the knight. This put terror 

into Terzel, and he spoke the moving words, “So noble a knight will not be 

so dishonourable as to lay hands on the property of the Church, which she 

needs most urgently for pious works and for the restoration of decrepit 

Houses of God. Remember that robbing the Church is the most 

reprehensible kind of robbery and, beside patricide and matricide, the 

greatest and most heinous sin!” Then Herr Bernard von Schenk took out 

the Letter of Indulgence he had bought but shortly before and held it up to 

Tetzel’s eyes and said, “If it be a sin, here is my pardon for it, issued to me 

by you yourself, reverend Father, so go with God and leave the coffer to go 

with me, and receive my blessing also. If you wish, you may also give my 

regards to the Holy Father in Rome.” Now as Tetzel had but a weak escort 

with him, while several stout mounted soldiers had followed the knight, he 

had to part with the coffer full of money, giving it a sorrowful look the while, 

and continue on his way. Herr Bernard von Schenk took the money and 

showed himself to be the real deal as a donor (Schenk): he donated it to the 

construction of a church, which the village of Flechtingen lacked at that time. 

As for the large and bulky indulgence-box, he donated it to the church at 

Wittenberg, where it is still kept and shown. Tetzel had another coffer made 

for himself; that will be the one which later came to Goslar, in which place it 

is still to be found. There are other indulgence-coffers and Tetzel-coffers 

here and there, but the money has been taken out of them long since. 

 

The Spinning-Girl in the Moon (333) 

 In a village near Salzwedel – it may have been Wiebelitz –, there 
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lived a poor, old woman. She had an only daughter who was called Marie 

and, being a very dexterous child, helped to smooth over her mother’s 

poverty. Marie could spin nearly two skeins of yarn a day, and her yarn was 

incomparably straight and fine. But as great as was Marie’s industry, just so 

great was her zest for life, and she was always the merriest in the 

spinning-company,136 particularly when the spinning-wheels were moved to 

the side and the dancing began, which ended late enough. Her mother was 

not at all happy that her daughter often rollicked around until after midnight 

and took her admonitions so very little to heart. Now another winter was 

almost at an end, and Marie had been diligence itself, and the evening of 

Our Lady’s Candlemas arrived,137 when the spinning-company was to 

meet one more time to close the winter, for: On Candlemas, all sausages 

must be eaten before dusk – runs the saying, and the mother said to the 

daughter, as she was picking up her wheel, ready to leave, “Dear child, 

today is a festival of Our Lady, today no child may be disobedient to its 

parents or Heaven will punish it on the instant, so promise me that today 

you won’t stay out until after midnight again, but will come home before 

midnight, and that today you won’t go to the dance; I’m relying on you.” 

Marie promised, with wet eyes, to do as her mother had requested, and she 

took her wheel and left. Everyone span very busily, but then the young lads 

came, and they had found a couple of Prague musicians in the inn, which 

was something novel, and they had to come along, and now the dancing 

started. Marie wanted to go, she wanted to keep her promise to her old 

 
136 “Spinnstube” (“spinning-room”), defined as follows in Eber’s Dictionary (1799): “in some 
Provinces … every Village is divided into so many Spinning Companies, every such Company 
consisting of about four Families, these meet by Turns in one house there to spin.” 
137 February 2. 
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mother, but the lads and the girls did not let her go, she had to join in the 

roundelay; and besides, the musicians were piping and fiddling really too 

beautifully. And once Marie had begun dancing, there was no stopping her; 

the old woman would have a long wait, for dancing was Marie’s delight and 

her happiness. And so the midnight hour went past without her realising it, 

and when the merry company left the house, the maidens were taken home 

with music and given splendid serenades that resounded most delightfully 

through the bright moonlit night and the deep silence. Then they came past 

a churchyard whose door stood open, and there was an old lime tree in it 

and an open, level space under the tree, and the dancers and the 

musicians went in and began a new dance. At first, the lasses shuddered 

and shied away from entering, then they followed after all, half-compelled, 

and finally Marie came also. Her old mother waited at home and wept over 

her child, and as she heard sounds of rejoicing in the far distance, she at 

once thought Marie was sure to be there, and she got up and crept out of 

the house to fetch her child. And then she saw, to her horror and anger, her 

Marie among the leapers in the churchyard, and she called to her with a 

strict order to immediately follow her back home. However, the maiden 

cried, “But mother, the moon is still shining so bright and so lovely! You go 

on, I’ll soon follow!” 

 Then the old woman raised both her scrawny hands to the heavens 

and shook her grey hair, which hung down wildly over her head, and 

shrieked in savage fury: “Oh you unnatural child, may you sit in the bright 

Moon for ever, and have your cursed spinning-company always and 

eternally up there or with the Devil and his grandmother!” 
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 And when the old woman had spoken this curse, she fell over, dead. 

But Marie was not given time to wail and lament, for she and her 

spinning-wheel were rapidly transported up into the Moon, and there she 

sits, there she thinks, there she spins – when the Moon shines really 

brightly, you can see her very clearly; and she casts down from the Moon all 

of her wonderfully delicate, supremely fine spun yarn at the beginning of 

spring, when the spinning-companies end; and in autumn, when they 

began again and the evenings lengthen, the wind takes it hither and thither 

on bright days, and it floats white through the air and passes, shining with 

colours of the rainbow, from bush to bush, from flower to flower, and people 

name it Mary’s threads, Mary’s silk, gossamer. 

 

Arendsee (334) 

 The small town of Arendsee owes its name to a large and 

voluminous lake which lies hard by it. Before the small town was built, and 

before the large lake existed, there stood a large castle in that place, but it 

sank down one night, with men and mice, and only one man, who was 

called Arend, and his wife, who were quite far away from the castle, saw it 

sinking, for the wife suddenly heard a crashing and a tremendous roaring, 

and she cried to her husband, “Arend, see!” – and they both had to flee 

hurriedly so the waters did not catch them. They both subsequently stated 

that the waters had swallowed up the entire castle with all of its inhabitants. 

Why it did this has not been passed down to us, but it can hardly have been 

to reward the inhabitants for their virtue. Afterwards, that saved couple 

settled on the lakeshore and gradually founded the place which received its 
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name, Arendsee, from the wife’s exclamation to her husband. The lake 

freezes over only when the Belt does, and then it begins to smoke like an 

oven, and a howling and a cracking can be heard from its depths, and there 

is a racket in the air over it, sending shivers down the spine of all who hear 

it. Every now and then, when the sun shines really brightly, and when all is 

perfectly still, the walls and buildings of the sunken castle are glimpsed in 

the lake. At one time, when several people who intended to fathom the 

depth of the lake let down a rope, something suddenly twitched the rope 

from its bottom, and as they pulled it up, there was a note fixed to it on 

which was written, from Job, “Hast thou marked the old way which wicked 

men have trodden? Which were cut down out of time, whose foundation 

was overflown with a flood.”138 And the men who sat in the boat and read 

this trembled and abandoned their design. 

 

Mother Emerentia (335) 

 At Arendsee there was a convent of the Benedictine Order, only for 

noble maidens, which enjoyed a great and good reputation. The house can 

still be seen there, as can the church, which is ornamented with diverse 

statuary. When the first War of Religion erupted in Germany and the 

Catholic faith was ousted from these lands, this convent also faced the 

threat of attack and plunder, yet the enemy commander was moved, for 

special considerations, to grant the Mother Superior safe conduct. This 

noble nun was called Emerentia of Rietdorf, and when she was granted 

safe conduct, she expressed the further wish and request that she might be 

 
138 Job 22:15-16. 
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allowed to bring some things from the convent to safety with her, so much – 

and no more – as she would be able to hide under her cope. Now the 

commander supposed that the venerable lady was intending to drag the 

rich messal vestments and other ecclesiastical robes away with her, and he 

did not grant this request without hesitation and reluctance, for he was 

primarily set on plundering and despoiling the convent. When the Mother 

Superior stepped out of the convent, her cope swelled out far, far around 

her, and the enemy thought to himself: “Hey, she’s making too liberal use of 

the permission granted, why, she has laden herself like a camel.” But what 

did Mother Emerentia have under her cope? Ten pairs of feet were seen 

walking under it. She had wrapped the cope around the nine nuns of her 

convent, as a faithful hen covers her chicks with her wings so that no harm 

nor wrong would befall them. This brought great fame to the good Mother 

Emerentia. Her portrait was subsequently hung in the organ-loft of the 

preserved convent-church, showing her covering the maidens with her 

cope, and above this was written: 

 The assembly of the convent for young ladies at Arendsee. Among 

whom: 

 Emerentia of Rietdorf, Mother Superior. 

 Alheide of Eickstedte, 

 Anna of Baldenstedten etc. 

 

The Black Days of Osterburg139 (336) 

 At one time, when Emperor Lothar140 was travelling through the 

 
139 The title, “Osterburger Pech” puns on the word “Pech,” which means both “pitch” and 
“misfortune.” 
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Altmark, the town of Osterburg was desirous to have the honour of his visit, 

so they sent a delegation to the Imperial Lord and had him formally invited. 

The Emperor accepted the invitation and came, but he brought along an 

exceedingly numerous retinue, which number the good town had not in the 

least expected nor imagined. Nevertheless, everything that could be done 

to honour the distinguished guest was done, and he was content; not so, 

however, some of his retinue, who sought to pick a quarrel at the festival 

and, during a procession, poured particular scorn on the laudable guild of 

coopers, who, carrying along a large brewing copper full of beer, had begun 

a circle dance. This trade took the scoffing in bad part, and thinking that 

rude mocks call for hard knocks, they hammered and thumped at their 

opponents in cooperly fashion; and so the discord progressed to a brawl, 

and the brawl to a tumult, and the tumult to a battle, in which almost every 

inhabitant of Osterburg was slain and town and castle were reduced to 

rubble. That was an expensive visit. 

 A hundred years ago, it so happened that the vats of an Osterburg 

brewer were bewitched, so that not a single brew of his turned out right – a 

misfortune that seems to have befallen many a brewer outside Osterburg in 

recent times. Good advice was at a premium, and good beer was not to be 

had for the buying. The brewer turned here, there and everywhere for 

assistance, and he at length learned that there was a real sorceror living in 

Stendal who could do anything, and whom no evil spirit could resist. He 

therefore called this miracle-man, and the man came, purified and 

consecrated the pitch in a quite uncommon way, and began to burn out the 
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vats with curious ceremonial and incantations. But the good wizard must 

have overlooked something, or the spirit who resided in the vats must have 

been stronger than the miraculous powers applied against him, for all of a 

sudden the pitch set the vats alight, and the vats set the house alight, and 

the house the street, and in a few hours more than two-thirds of the town of 

Osterburg lay in ashes. Osterburg had the highest and most ingeniously 

built church tower in all Altmark, and this tower likewise fell sacrifice to this 

ruinous conflagration. Thus did this consecrated pitch put a stop, in the 

most forceful manner, to all the witchery in the brewing vats. 

 

The Fiddler in the Surplice (340) 

 Near Tangermünde lie two villages, no great distance from each 

other, Ostheeren and Westheeren, and between them stands their common 

church. The priest of this church, however, a long, long time ago, was a 

merry brother who held a full bottle more dear than an empty chalice and 

the fiddle than the organ. He himself knew how to play the fiddle very 

prettily and merrily and let his confessants enjoy the dance far more often 

than his good confreres in the spiritual office tend to do. And so he played a 

Whit-Roundelay on his fiddle for his parishioners one Whit, and they circled 

merrily under the tall lime-tree. A heavy thunderstorm was drawing near, but 

the happy dancers paid it no heed. The thick canopy of the village-lime 

offered protection from the falling rain for a long time. Thunder began to roll, 

but it could not be heard for the noise of the merrymaking. Why should the 

lads and lasses not have danced and whooped and exulted, when their 

priest did not prevent them? Suddenly a fearfully long thunderbolt flashed 
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down on the lime-tree, then a fearful thunderclap crashed over the dancers, 

stretched twelve dancing couples out dead, and threw the fiddling priest 

into the dust, reducing his fiddle with its bow into splinters and striking off 

his right hand, or the whole arm. He never fiddled for the dance again. 

 In Silesia, a similar event occurred, lightning striking an entire 

company of dancers dead. 

 

Dogs Spurn Bread (342) 

 There is a common proverb when people speak about someone with 

utter disdain: “He’s so bad that no beggar would take a penny from him, no 

dog a piece of bread.” This originates from a man who was 

excommunicated. In the Altmark there was a rich Count by the name of 

Heinrich, many say von Gardelegen, others von Osterburg. He was a 

wicked lord from his youth and gave the diocese of Magdeburg no end of 

trouble. Finally the Archbishop of his diocese excommunicated him. Count 

Heinrich laughed and jeered at this inordinately and it seemed ludicrous to 

him – but soon he felt, more and more, the terrible force of the 

excommunication. When the doors of the churches and chapels remained 

closed to him, when no bells rang any longer in his territory, when people 

avoided him, his servants drew away from him, no hand stirred to even offer 

him a drink of water, a strange feeling came over him. “People are devoid of 

reason,” he said, “give me animals instead. Verily, I believe that dogs have 

more sense.” And he took bread and called the dogs and broke the bread 

for them – but the dogs did not take it, though he threw it down before them 

or held it out to them. The Count now realised what a serious matter 
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excommunication was; he regretted his sins and did penance for them by 

vowing to build a magnificent cathedral at Stendal. Then his 

excommunication was lifted and the cathedral was built at Stendal, a 

beautiful work of art. 

 

The Desolate Towers (344) 

 Both St. Nicholas’s Cathedral and St. Mary’s Church at Stendal have 

two handsome towers, but only one of them serves as the bell-tower, and 

the other, which bears no bells, is named The Desolate Tower. The legend 

goes that the two desolate towers were connected together by an 

underground passage which stretched under the Cathedral Close, 

Hallstraße, and the marketplace, and Hallstraße [Echo Street] is said to 

have its name for the particular reason that it echoes and sounds hollow 

underneath. But this passage was considered to be impassable for a long 

time, and nobody knew for certain if it really did lead from one desolate 

tower to the other. Then the inclination arose to get to the bottom of the 

matter and the legend. A malefactor who was in prison awaiting execution 

was to walk along the passage and, if he completed this successfully, not 

be hanged at Stendal, but receive a modicum of money so he could get 

himself hanged somewhere else, in a place of his choosing. A miner’s light 

was fixed to his cap and a drum hung from his neck; he had to descend into 

the passage from the Cathedral’s Desolate Tower, and he was ordered to 

beat the drum so they would have a good idea of where he was. This 

happened precisely as planned, and the deep drumbeats were heard 

unmistakably under the ground for the entire length of the Cathedral Close, 
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and in the Hallstraße – but half-way down this, the drumming stopped all of 

a sudden – it was over. The drummer never came to light, and nobody 

dared to go in after him. Only the ghosts of the old canons and capitulars, 

perhaps also of regular canonesses, wander from one of the Desolate 

Towers to the other, and it will have been they, without doubt, who abruptly 

cut off the intruder in their mysterious realm. 

 

The Death-Bell (346) 

 At Calbe an der Milde, the seat of the noble lords of Alvensleben, 

stands the Fortified House, as the paternal and ancestral castle of this old 

and landed family is called, and in this house there hung a bell which began 

of its own accord to strike and to sound when a member of the family of the 

Alvenslebens was about to depart this life, even if they were in the most 

distant lands. As wonderful as the property of this clock was, just so 

unpleasant was it for the living family, whose many-branched tree 

blossomed in numerous limbs, when they suddenly, right in the middle of 

the finest breakfast or midday meal, heard the spine-chilling prophetic voice 

ring out. Then one of the family had the simple and, really, not bad idea to 

remove the bell. With one stroke it was gone, and to this day, nobody 

knows where it is to be found. 

 

The Lady of Alvensleben (347) 

 The chronicles report of a pious noble widow from the old house of 

the Alvennslebens that she was most kind, godfearing, benevolent, and 

helpful; in particular, she readily delivered the burghers’ wives of Calbe in 
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Werder. Now one night, a messenger appeared before the castle and cried 

up to the noble lady that she should kindly get up and get dressed and 

follow her to a lady whose life was hanging by a thread, and who had no 

idea what to do; and the woman in childbed lived nearby, outside the town. 

To this the noble lady replied: As she knew, it was the middle of the night, 

when the gates were kept shut – how then was she to get out? The 

messenger answered that the gate was now open. And so the Lady of 

Alvensleben went along. On the way, the messenger whispered to her that 

she should not be alarmed, but should make sure she did not accept any of 

the food and drink that she would be offered. The gate really had been 

opened for her, and it did not take long, passing over the open country 

outside, before they came to a mountain, which opened up, and although 

the Lady of Alvensleben now saw that this affair was none of the ordinary 

kind, she felt no fear and walked confidently on. Then she came into a 

chamber in which she found a little woman lying down and urgently in need 

of a midwife’s help. This help the Lady of Alvensleben now rendered the 

little woman, and after she had brought her business to a successful 

conclusion and helped to bring a healthy baby forth into the world, she 

prepared to take her departure; and she did not do as usual midwives do, 

who eat and drink readily and often and much, and take their roll away with 

them, but touched none of the things that were there ready prepared for her. 

The messenger who had brought her there now took her back, lighting the 

way for her with her lantern, as she had lit the way before. But she came to 

a halt before the castle gate, expressed gratitude on the part of the lying-in 

woman once more, and presented a beautiful golden ring from her, saying: 
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“Keep this ring for remembrance, as a sacred pledge, and never let it leave 

your line. As long as the ring is kept in your line, so long will they continue to 

prosper, but if it be lost, then your whole house will be extinguished!” 

 When, at a later date, the house of Alvensleben split into two lines, 

up until which time the ring is said to have been kept with care, then the ring, 

some say, was also divided, but little good came of this. For one half of the 

ring melted in a fire, and afterwards the line who had possessed it declined 

and fell and was not favoured by Fortune. But others say that the ring has 

been kept intact, and so that it might remain in very safe keeping, it was 

deposited in trust with a noble house in Lübeck. Yet others claim that it is 

still, to this very day, to be found in the house at Calbe and is not 

distinguishable, in any way, from an ordinary, plain gold ring. 

 

The Nobility of the Marches (348) 

 When the Emperor Henry the Fowler,141 also called the Founder of 

Cities, had his seat at Stendal, he had a mind to wage war on the Wends 

who were settled on the other side of the Elbe at that time, so he vigorously 

made ready for them, and the Wendish King Mizisla was no less vigorous in 

his preparations. This king had his chief seat in Brandenburg and sent a 

message to Henry which was couched in the haughtiest words. The 

Emperor thereupon had a mangy old dog brought out, brutally flogged, and 

then hanged from a tree before the envoy’s eyes, a symbolic reply which 

sufficiently told him Henry’s mind. The Emperor now called a great Diet at 

Stendal, calling together all the Saxons, Thuringians, men of the Marches, 

 
141 Heinrich der Vogler / Heinrich der Finkler (c.876-936). 
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and other allies, and he raised many brave and robust men, who did not 

belong to the rank of lords and princes, to knighthood and nobility, and said, 

“Nobles – be noble! Keep – your oath!” and gave them weapons and coats 

of arms; those who were previously captains and commanders were 

created counts and lords. In this way did Emperor Henry create for himself 

a powerful, grateful and devoted army, and he advanced with it in the 

middle of winter over the frozen Elbe before Brandenburg, pitched camp on 

the ice, stormed the town, captured it, scattered and slew the enemy host, 

and founded strong settlements for his people in the land of the Obodriten. 

Hence the numerous nobility in the marches, the many rich and thriving 

noble houses; hence the old, fast, unshakeable loyalty to their King and his 

house, which is not to be undermined by the lies and deceit of fanatics, 

which lives not only in the noble families but in all the people of the marches 

and is a rock and a true boundary-stone, over which the Italian tricksters 

and their apes may never stride. 

 After his victory in battle, Emperor Henry built a round church to the 

Virgin Mary on the Harlungberg. Further down, he built a blockhouse and 

called it Werben, because he wished to win [werben] further victories in that 

place. And he did achieve them, for all of the newly ennobled fought beside 

the old nobility like lions, and their valour won victory for the Emperor. 

 

The Lady of Wittenberg (349) 

 Down below the town of Werben there begins a district which has 

the name “in der Prignitz,” where there is a place called the Old Town, and 

over this spot, which is now cultivated fields, rises a high hill. This is said to 



321 

 

be the site where the castle of the lords of Wittenberg stood in earlier times, 

with old Wittenberg lying at its feet. These desolate places have an eerie 

atmosphere, and people say in particular that a cursed lady walks there. 

This lady, when she walked the earth as one of the living, was betrothed to 

a knight who had to leave her and go to war, and she broke her troth to him. 

When he returned home full of longing for her, he found her to be another 

man’s wife, and the wife of one of the lords of Wittenberg at that. This made 

the betrayed bridegroom so wrathful that he gathered an army, declared 

feud on the lord of Wittenberg, and attacked, captured, and destroyed 

castle and town. And because so many innocent people had to perish on 

account of her infidelity, the lady was cursed to wander around without rest 

until the end of days. From that time, the inhabitants of the town – as many 

of them as had fled – began to build the town anew at another location. This 

now has a famous railway station, and none of its inhabitants thinks any 

longer about the lady who walks. 

 

The Grave of Remus (351) 

 Close by the town of Rheinsberg there is a lake, and in this lake 

there is an island on which a huge stone-grave was found in times gone by, 

and in the grave there were the large bones of a mighty giant. One of the 

stones was of a beautiful marble, six hawks were engraved in it, and there 

was an inscription, but it was so badly weathered that nobody could read it. 

And it was soon visited by a clever and wise contrive-it-all – perhaps that 

same one who established the Temple of the Sun in Salzwedel and the 

Isis-Castle by Gardelegen with the force of his imagination – and he 
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contrived that, first, this tomb was a Roman one; second, the little town of 

Rheinsberg was certainly not called Rheinsberg in olden days, but 

Remsberg; just as, thirdly, the river that flows past said place was 

absolutely not the Rhine in fact or in name, nor Rhin or Rinne, but Rem. 

From this it follows, as clear as day, fourthly, that the name of the town was 

previously Remus and, no less clear as day, fifthly, that Remus, the builder 

of Rome, was not by any means killed by his brother Romulus because he 

mockingly leapt over his new walls, but went post-haste from Latium into 

the March of Brandenburg, the Comity of Ruppin, with some followers; and 

sixthly, he assuredly did not found and build the city of Rheims in Gallia, as 

others have claimed, but solely and exclusively, seventhly, Remus on the 

river of the same name, whereupon he died in that place and had himself 

buried on the island in Rem. Such singularly amusing nonsensicalities and 

absurdities did the learned contriver think up, with very great expenditure of 

overflowing knowledge, and this line has by no means died out. Many a one 

broods all his life over a couple of old urns and gives away good, noble coin 

to write and publish illustrated books full of mad nonsense about them, and 

so the Word of Scripture is fulfilled again, and again: “Though thou shouldst 

bray a fool in a mortar among wheat with a pestle, yet will not his 

foolishness depart from him."142 

 

The Walled-up Gates (352) 

 In many towns in the March of Brandenburg one can find the 

unusual phenomenon of a second, walled-up gate being visible beside the 
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open city-gate, and it can be seen at once that the walled-up gate is the 

original one, which led directly onto the streets, while the one that is now in 

use leads out onto them diagonally. Kyritz, Wittstock, and Wusterhausen in 

the countship of Ruppin have such a gate, Soldin has three, Friedeberg has 

two, Morin two, Berlinchen two, Königsberg two, Schönfließ two, and 

Landsberg an der Warthe, Beerwalde, Woldenberg, Fürstenwalde, 

Mittenwalde and Bernau. Gransee also has two of them. Nobody can now 

give the reason and cause of this new-gate building which took place in 

earlier times. In Gransee, the legend runs that when the previous 

inhabitants, Sorbs, had been driven out by the Germans and the latter had 

made themselves masters of the town, they held the Sorbs in so little 

regard that they walled up the gate behind them and knocked out new 

gates in the wall. An echo of this contempt for the subjugated tribe of Sorbs 

still sounds to this day in the following custom: in many villages, where 

Germans and Sorbs live side by side, the latter may enter church only 

through small side-doors. 

 

Rats Driven Away (353) 

 There are no rats in Neustadt-Eberswalde; in the past they were 

innumerable there and almost ate up the corn from the town’s mill. Then a 

man came from abroad who offered to expel this vermin for ever, and he did 

not want the reward for his art until after a year and a day; he wanted only 

two dollars in advance and eight dollars at the end of the year. The Senate 

at Neustadt-Eberswalde were very well satisfied with this proposal, and this 

man now applied his art. The legend does not tell us whether or not he 
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piped, like the rat-catcher at Hamelin, but he must in any case have had 

something up his sleeve, for the rats in Neustadt-Eberswalde, like the ones 

in Hamelin, felt themselves induced to leave the mill in droves and leap into 

the Finow, in which they sank down one and all, and not a single one ever 

returned. But the man returned, when the year was up, and demanded his 

outstanding pay. Then the Senate wisely remembered what had happened 

to the children at Hamelin and gladly paid the rat-hunter his due to the last 

penny. Afterwards, there was never again any trace of a rat, neither in the 

town nor in the town-mill. 

 

The Silent Frogs (355) 

 At Schwante in the vicinity of Oranienburg, there is the noble knightly 

seat of the von Redern family. The area around is extremely rich in frogs, 

for there are a great many swamps in the extensive nearby forests. Now 

there was a time when a Herr von Redern fell into a heavy sickness, and as 

the frogs made an inordinate noise with their croaks, particularly at 

ngiht-time, so the invalid could not pass any night in sleep, and his 

condition steadily worsened. Then one day a poor man came begging into 

the castle. The noble lady gave him alms with her own hand and wept. At 

this, the poor man asked why she was weeping, and she told him that her 

husband was lying so ill in bed, and there was no hope of his recovery 

because the croaking of the frogs did not let him enjoy a minute’s slumber. 

And the beggar said, “If the gracious lord can be helped by the frogs falling 

silent, then he shall be helped.” Then a sack filled with grain, as heavy as 

he was able to carry, was promised him if he could work such a wonder. 
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Now the beggar went out into the castle, walked around it in a large circle, 

as far as a frog’s voice could resound and be heard, and applied his secret 

art. And behold, the loud croaking of the frogs stopped completely and not 

one of them opened its mouth again, and the nobleman could sleep and 

make a recovery; and the poor man received his sack full of rye and said on 

departing, “It will be good for a hundred years, no longer – then let others 

see what they can do.” 

 The frogs at Schwante are still silent, which is a real bother to them; 

the hundred years are not over yet, but will be soon. From time to time, one 

or the other makes ready to test if they still have a voice, but soon 

remembers that the time has not yet come, and remains silent. But when 

the hundred years are over, Heavens, what fun, what a celebration there 

will be among the frogs! Then rejoice, Schwante! 

 

Tegel’s Haunted (356) 

  “We’re enlightened, don’t you know! 

  They pay no need to rules, that hellish host, 

  We are so wise, yet Tegel has a ghost!” 

 – old master Goethe has the Proktophantasmist say in Faust. Indeed, 

Tegel was badly haunted. Tegel is a former hunting lodge of the Great 

Elector,143 which is called Castle Tegel by the inhabitants of the area to 

distinguish it from the village of Tegel. There, at the close of the last century, 

a poltergeist nestled in, making a racket day and night and giving the 

residents no peace. At first, this spirit knocked [polterte] in accordance with 

 
143 Friedrich Wilhelm (1620-1688), Elector of Brandenburg and Duke of Prussia. 
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its nature, then it began to thrown stones at people, stones which, to make 

matters worse, were very hot and presumably came directly from the 

lime-kiln in Hell. It was also heard cracking whips in the rooms, and this 

made its company anything but agreeable. This spirit kindled the fire in the 

most dangerous manner; nor did it leave the provisions untouched. It also 

made itself visible from time to time, now large, now small, now black, now 

white, now as one, now as two – even as three, did it please to show itself. 

And yet this was a time when the Enlightenment was in full swing, in finest 

flower. All Berlin was full of this, all circles of society spoke of nothing but 

the ghost in Tegel, books were written about it – and in the end, the spirit 

went away, nobody learned whither. Some people said it had been 

exorcised into Lake Tegel. But scoffers claimed that the owner of the 

modest little hunting lodge at that time, the well-known bookseller Nicolai,144 

had exorcised it into the critical journal he edited, the General German 

Library, in which the poltergeist of Tegel subsequently made quite enough 

of a clamour. 

 

Sorceresses in Berlin (357) 

 In Berlin, there lived in the year 1553 two wicked sorceresses who 

could make hoarfrost and snow, ice and hail, and they made it to spoil the 

fruits of the earth. One day, they stole a female neighbour’s young child, 

killed and dismembered it, and boiled it in their cursed cauldron. The 

mother, noticing her child was missing, went in search and came upon 

these women unexpectedly; she cast a glance into the cauldron, saw her 
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lost child’s little limbs, and silently escaped to report the atrocity to the 

Senate. They promptly sent men who seized the women and took them 

away as prisoners. And when they were put to the question, what the 

purpose of their cookery had been, they confessed they had intended to 

brew up a storm and an ensuing frost with ice that would have spoiled all 

the blossoms and all coming crops. Then they were given their just 

desserts: they were dragged out of the gate on sledges while being pinched 

with red-hot pincers and then burnt alive out on the meadow. 

 A couple of other such witches and dearest paramours of the Devil in 

Berlin were together in an inn one time. Each of them had a pail filled with 

water before her, and they stirred the water then sprinkled powder into it, 

murmuring incomprehensibly all the while. The innkeeper, who did not trust 

these women as far as he could throw them, had a peephole in the wall, 

and he looked and listened to find out what they were up to. And one of 

them asked, “What d’you think? Shall it be for the grain or the wine?” “For 

both of them!” the other answered. “And when?” the first one then asked. 

“Tomorrow at earliest dawn, before the dew falls,” said the other. After this, 

the witches went to bed, and the innkeeper crept into the chamber, poured 

the pails out over the sleeping women, and cried, “For both of them!” In a 

moment the water turned to ice which enclosed the women and surrounded 

them like a bark, in which they froze and suffocated to death. But the fields 

and vineyards were saved. 

 

Strong Jochem 
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 In the time of Elector George145 there lived in Berlin a nobleman, 

called Joachim von Schapelow, who was called Strong Jochem for short on 

account of his immense strength. Nobody could wrestle him to the ground, 

although his build was anything but that of a giant. Then one day a foreign 

Prince came to the Berlin Court, and he had in his retinue an uncommonly 

large and very strong man who also had never been vanquished, and the 

Prince made a point of vaunting his strength to the Elector, asserting that 

his like would not be found a second time. “Hmm,” said the Elector, “my 

Schapelow will take on your Strong John for all that!” – and the Princes bet 

one another four kilderkins – that is two awms146 – of wine, and he whose 

man was victorious would win this wine. The wrestlers walked into the ring, 

the big foreigner and the small but robust man from the Mark. The bout 

began, and after a short struggle Schapelow threw his giant opponent to 

the ground so hard that his ribs crunched, and when he tried to rise to his 

feet again, strong Jochem seized him, held both of his hands in an iron grip, 

lifted him up and carried him to the window, intending to throw him out – 

which, however, the Elector prevented. Now, to recompense Schapelow for 

his efforts, he ordered him to fetch his reward from the Court cellar, taking 

as much wine as he could carry up at one go – that would be his to keep. 

This was most welcome to Strong Jochem, who went down into the cellar, 

had a look at the barrels, and helped himself without reserve. The Elector 

and his noble guest were standing up on the balcony over the courtyard 

and looking down when honest Joachim appeared on the cellar steps below. 

While in the cellar he had knocked the bungs out of two awms, and with 

 
145 Johann Georg von Brandenburg (1525-1598). 
146 A kilderkin (Eimer) holds 18 gallons, while an awm (Ohm) contains some 40 gallons. 
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one full awm under his right arm, and one under his left, he carried another 

awm on his right side and another one on his left side by having his fingers 

in their bungholes – where a man would usually have quite enough to carry 

with a single kilderkin. The lords laughed at this comical apparition and 

admired the enormous strength of the man, and the Elector cried down: 

“Has the Devil addled your wits, Schapelow? If you carry away the winnings 

of my bet, what’s my profit?” “Oh, Your Highness,” Joachim von Schapelow 

called up, “It’s nothing, really.” 

 

The Great Lottery-Ticket (362) 

 At Berlin there was a poor shoemaker upon whom a Jew palmed a 

lottery-ticket instead of cash for boots; the man placed the paper in the 

window and paid it no heed. When Sunday came round, he went for a stroll 

with his wife, but had reason to leave the children at home. The children 

had great fun gluing and pasting, and when they looked around for paper, 

they found the ticket on the windowsill. “Oh, a picture!” they cried, “it must 

go – with the other pictures – on the parlour door!” – No sooner said than 

done: the ticket received an appreciably thick layer of paste on its back – 

the less attractive side – and took its place beside a famous war-hero, a 

company of soldiers, and other thruppence- or penny-pictures which had 

been used to create the pictorial hodge-podge on the parlour door. During 

the next week, the shoemaker went out on business, and he came back 

home quite out of breath, his eyes shining – he rushed to the window, his 

hand reached for the paper – it had gone. “Where – where – where is the 

ticket? The paper? I laid it down here! By a thousand thunders” – his wife 
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and children trembled – the cobbler flew into a rage – his hand grasped the 

knee-strap, a terrible storm was in the air – then the youngest child, a little 

girl with roguish eyes, took her father’s hand, looked at him, pleading and 

trembling, and pointed to the door. There the ticket was stuck, nice and safe 

– a gust of wind might perhaps have blown it out the window. “My little 

treasure!” cried the cobbler, and he lifted the girl up and kissed her, and let 

the knee-strap fall to the ground. But the ticket sat firm, it would not come 

off – the attempt to soak it off with water would certainly have destroyed the 

thin paper. The lucky winner – his ticket had been drawn as the first prize – 

quickly made up his mind: he lifted the door out of its hinges and carried it 

pick-a-back to the Town Hall, where the draw had taken place. Everyone 

was astonished when the ticket came in so large and heavy, but as 

everything was found to be in order, the door was very soon made to serve 

the possessor of the lucky ticket as a money tray. Afterwards, this cobbler 

built a handsome house in the Wallstraße in Berlin, and over the front door 

he had himself portrayed carrying his parlour-door pick-a-back, similar to 

the hero Samson, who carried even a city-gate, but whose lot was an 

unhappy one. The house is number 25. 

 

The Adamites (365) 

 In the county of Mark in Thuringia, elsewhere in Germany, in 

Bohemia, and in Holland, there arose at one time a sect of people who went 

around unclothed because the first father Adam had had no clothes, who 

practised all kinds of strange customs, to the annoyance of other Christians 

and to their own shame, and who called themselves Adamites. They 
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performed dances in which they leapt around stark naked. There was such 

a company also in the village of Wirchow in the Neumark, who got two 

fiddlers and two alehouse-keepers to join them, they themselves being 

seven pairs, and the innkeepers and fiddlers had to run along naked as well. 

And the day on which they did this was Whit Sunday, the same day on 

which the Lord punished the impious dancers of Colbeck [No. 314]. The 

Adam’s Dancers, male and female, began their wicked roundelay on a plain 

before the village, wild and sinful and shameful, but when they began the 

third dance, there was a flash of lightning and a peal of thunder in a clear 

sky, and the clear sky suddenly became black as night, and the blood froze 

in the dancers’ veins from terror, and this paralysis spread, and none of 

them could move a limb, neither the Adam’s Dancers nor the innkeepers 

nor the fiddlers. Each and every one of them had become a bare stone, and 

they must stand thus from century to century; and only very slowly do they 

sink into the ground. They are now two to three and a half feet high; the 

innkeepers in the centre of the circle are two cubits high. The fiddles of the 

musicians, who stand outside the circle, can still be discerned. The people 

call them the Stone Dance or the Adam’s Dancers to this day. 

 In America there is, in our day, a numerous sect who suppose they 

are honouring God by dancing and making fool’s leaps, like the Adamites of 

yore. 

 

The Strawbridge (366) 

 Many people have doubtless seen a wooden image, or a small 

porcelain figure, which represents a young monk carrying a truss of straw 
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on his back, with a little head roguishly peeping out from the top of the straw, 

and a pair of little feet from the bottom, neither of which belong to a man – 

and without doubt, nobody who looked at it thought of a legend laying the 

foundation for this image. In the Uckermark, there was a monastery by the 

name of Himmelspforten (Heaven’s Gates), and close by it were two lakes 

called Modernitz and Sidow, which were connected by an arm of water; and 

this arm was crossed by a footbridge, over which passes the road from 

Himmelspforten to the village of Lichen. Now a long time ago, when there 

were still monks in the monastery of Himmelspforten, a monk had a 

sweetheart in the village of Lichen, whom he may well have considered to 

be his Heaven’s Gate on Earth, as she would open his way to Paradise. He 

therefore settled with himself and his sweetheart that he would pack her in 

a truss of straw and carry her pick-a-back into the monastery. Everything 

went quite splendidly, only the truss of straw was somewhat heavier than it 

would normally be. But when misfortune insists on having its sport, one can 

break one’s arm lying in bed; for there on the bridge, the stern Abbot of 

Himmelspforten was standing, and catching sight of the straw-carrier, he 

waited for him. Then the little monk began to sweat, partly from the load he 

was bearing, but moreso from fear, and he humbly greeted the Abbot with a 

pious salutation. “What is that you are carrying, my son?” asked the Abbot. 

“A truss of straw, my Lord Abbot,” replied the little monk, trembling. “And 

where did you get it from?” “Over in Lichen, my Lord Abbot!” “But I see, my 

son, that it grows too heavy for you, come, I shall take it off you!” “Oh no, 

my Lord Abbot, that would not become you.” “But it would, my son, for are 

we not brothers? And it is written: Let one bear the other’s burden.” So the 
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frightened young monk, seeing no help for it, untied the girth and let the 

truss slide to the ground, and when the little feet felt the earth, behold! the 

truss began to run for all it was worth down from the bridge and back 

towards Lichen. The Abbot crossed himself and said, “Apage Satana!147 

What sign is this?” The monk fell at the Abbot’s feet and cried, “Forgive me, 

my Lord Abbot! This truss of straw was not given to me – I – took it!” Then 

the Abbot punished the monk leniently and warned him against ever again 

committing so gross a sin. Under the bridge there was a peasant, who 

witnessed the miracle that had occurred – a stolen truss of straw had come 

to life and run back to the place whence it had been taken – and spread it 

among the people. Since that time, the bridge between Lichen and 

Himmelspforten has been called the Strawbridge. 

 A similar tale is told of a young monk in a Harz monastery. 

 

The Mannikin on his Back (370) 

 A ropemaker from Torgau, who had travelled abroad and was now 

walking homewards, came upon a boy in the open country, sitting on the 

ground and playing a board game in front of him. As the road was not wide 

and the boy was sitting right in the middle of it, the ropemaker stood on the 

board in stepping over him, displacing the stones. The boy cried, “Why did 

you disorder my board game? Just wait, my father’ll repay you for it!” And 

he thereupon shifted his stones back to their positions, and the ropemaker 

continued on his way. It did not take long – perhaps a hundred steps – 

before he was caught up by an ancient, grey, hoary little man, who seemed 

 
147 Away with you, Satan! 
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to be very tired, and said to him, He was so, so tired, he might be so good 

as to carry him. The ropemaker roared with laughter at this: Did the little 

man take him for a camel who had to carry an old ape? “But you must carry 

me, you must carry me! You disturbed my son’s game!” cried the little man, 

and he leapt onto the ropemaker’s back without so much as a 

by-your-leave and was so heavy, oh so heavy, and however much the 

ropemaker might shake and shrug, he could never shake or shrug the little 

man off. And so he carried him on his back up to the gate of Torgau, where 

the little man fell from him like a sack of nuts and disappeared. Weak and 

sick from anger, fear and faintness, the ropemaker reached his house, and 

ten days later he was dead. Now the ropemaker had a little son, who wailed 

and screamed inordinately; the little boy whose game his father had 

disturbed came to him and said, “Stop lamenting and crying. Your father 

has found happiness. Soon you and your mother shall follow him, for a 

most terrible time will come to Prussia, Meissen, and Russia.” This 

happened in the year 1669, and soon afterwards no shortage of troubles of 

war passed through the land, when the Elector of Brandenburg started out 

with an army of twenty-two thousand men foot and horse and took the field 

against the French, who had invaded Germany, other German peoples 

allying themselves to him. 

 

The Devil, a Counsel (372) 

 A lansquenet who was travelling through the March lay sick in a town, 

and he gave the purse full of money which he carried with him to his 

hostess for her to keep it safe. She was overcome with desire for the 
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money and concerted with her husband to deny the possession of it. Now 

when the lansquenet had recovered and wished to move on, he demanded 

his money. Then the woman yelled at him, What was he implying, What 

was his game? She knew nothing about any money, had not received any 

from him – and she rebuked him in the strongest terms. He, for his part, 

called the woman a faithless thief, and the innkeeper, who had come on the 

scene by this time, defended his wife and threw the lansquenet out the 

door; the lansquenet drew his sword, made thrusts at the door, broke into 

the house. The innkeeper shouted: Neighbours! - Very soon, quite a crowd 

had run up, the lansquenet was bound and taken to a secure joint,148 then 

judgement was pronounced upon him, and for breaking and entering and 

breach of the city’s peace, propter vim publicam,149 he was sentenced to 

death by the sword. Then the Devil came to the prisoner and said: “This is 

how things stand with you. If you’ll give yourself to me, I’ll save your neck; if 

you won’t, this affair will cost you it.” This lansquenet, however, was none of 

those lansquenets of ill-repute, but rather honest and pious, and as he 

knew himself to be innocent, he replied that he would rather die ten deaths 

than owe his liberation to the Devil. Now, the Devil describing to him the 

agonies of the death he was about to suffer in vain, the other remaining 

unmoved and steadfast, so the Devil said at last: “Then I shall help you 

nonetheless, without any conditions and without any promise or reward on 

your part, so you may see that the Devil is not always so black as he is 

painted, and can be disinterested also. Therefore, when you are 

summoned to court for your trial, demand a lawyer, a Counsel for the 

 
148 “Nummer Sicher,” lit. “Number Safe” here means “prison.” 
149 Literally: “because of public violence.” This refers to the crime of attacking a citizen. 
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Defence, and I shall be standing near by, in a blue hat with white feathers, 

in the midst of the other advocates: no Devil’s advocate, who are, as a rule, 

pitiful wretches, but the Devil of an advocate.” This courteous offer of the 

Devil did not seem to the lansquenet to be against God, and he accepted, 

since, after all, every man holds his neck dear; and so he called for a 

counsel and signified the gentleman in the blue hat. The Devil bowed 

decorously to the Court, requested permission to speak, received it, and 

began to speak as well as the best of them. He described the whole affair 

from the beginning, how the pious lansquenet’s trust had been abused in 

the most disgraceful way by his false hostess, how the innkeeper had not 

come upon the quarrel by chance but was in cahoots with his wicked wife 

and had been lying in wait. How, furthermore, the innkeeper – who was 

present, with his wife – had first inflicted actual bodily harm on the 

lansquenet and thrown him out of the house, whereas the lansquenet had 

not attacked anyone, but simply cut some inconsequential scratches in the 

front door, being carried away by righteous anger at the perfidy that had 

been committed against him: for which reasons, the vis publica that had 

been imputed to him should not by any means be charged to his account, at 

least not to incur the penalty of death. 

 Now the innkeeper stood up and raged at the Devil in uncouth 

words: All of this was tricks, contrivances, and cavils; everyone knew the 

saying, Lawyer’s Bench – Devil’s Stench (grumbling on the left, applause 

on the right side of the audience) – but the Devil might take him, the 

innkeeper, away that very moment if he or his wife had ever received 

money from the lansquenet or even only seen it on him, and a wise and 
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high court would not be deflected from its all-too just judgement by a – here 

a full sack of honorary titles would have been thrown at the Devil had the 

Chief Justice not called the innkeeper to order. The lansquenet’s Counsel 

smiled, bowed before the Court once again, and requested the floor once 

more. “My client,” he began, “has described his purse, together with its 

contents, to me as follows. It is made of deerskin, unclean through long 

usage, and there is a small brass ring around the cord which draws it shut. 

In the purse there are five and fifty electoral Brandenburg dollars with the 

image of Joachim,150 six Rhenish golden guilders, twenty 

Schreckenbergers,151 thirteen Saxony groschen, further a Spanish 

double-crown with the image of King Philip, a double-ducat of Duke Richard 

of Bavaria, Count Palatine of the Rhine, and besides this, two 

commemorative coins, one with the image of Emperor Maximilian, one with 

that of Charles the Fifth, and finally a copper medallion on which is 

inscribed: Before a man in need breaks trust and faith, He ought to freely 

give himself to death.” 

 All of the auditors were astonished at the Counsel’s superb memory, 

the lansquenet himself most of all, for he had not breathed a word to the 

Devil of the contents of his purse, and he did not have anywhere near so 

exact a knowledge of the coins and what writing was stamped on them – he 

could not read a single one of them. 

 “Now if the High Court,” the Counsel continued, “will be so gracious 

as to send two trustworthy messengers into this innocent innkeeper’s 

 
150 Joachim Ernst (1583-1625), Margrave of Brandenburg-Ansbach. 
151 Silver coins from the Schreckenberg mine in Saxony, worth 3 Groschen, or one-seventh of a 
Thaler, from 1498 to 1571. Revived and debased as one-twenty-first of a Thaler 1619-1623. 
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house, then the same need only feel at a height of three ells and a span, on 

the right-hand side, behind the last chimney in the back-house; they will get 

their hands full of soot, and among this soot the aforementioned purse of 

my client will be found.” 

 The innkeeper’s wife uttered a scream, and the innkeeper’s knees 

began to shake; they both turned as white as a sheet and fell to their knees. 

The messengers departed, and the Devil said: “By your leave, Gentlemen! 

Let us for once, contrary to your usual custom, make short work of this 

case! You can read the confession of these thieves in their 

condemned-criminal expressions – I had to have one of them, the guest or 

the host – the woman I leave to you, she is too dangerous for me. The 

innkeeper swore himself over to me, you are all witnesses of that!” Having 

said this, he grabbed the innkeeper by the nape, flew with him out of the 

window, and took him over the market and away, high up into the air, and 

nobody ever learned whither – but they could easily imagine. Thus was the 

lansquenet given justice and also, once more, his money. 

 

The Last Farthing (373) 

 In the Mark, near Poland, at a time when dearth was prevalent, a 

destitute peasant came to a noble lady and lamented his terrible plight to 

her: he had a sick wife and many small kiddies and not a bean to eat for 

them or himself, would the noble lady have the mercy to advance him a 

bushel of grain. But she flatly refused him: she could let him have such 

grain only in return for ready money. The man went away and begged and 

sought to borrow the money, and collected it with great difficulty; yet he fell 
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a farthing short. However, he went back to the noblewoman and counted 

the money out to her. “But it’s a farthing short!” she said in a voice of flint. 

The poor man begged and implored her to give him the grain for the money, 

for God’s sake, he had taken great pains to get it together and did not know 

how to find that farthing. But no benign star shone down its kind influence; 

the noblewoman insisted on the farthing. Weeping, the poor man went 

away, and went hungry, and begged anew – at last, he gained the final 

farthing – and he placed it in the hard-hearted lady’s hand. As he did so, the 

farthing slipped from her hand – she greedily and hastily bent over to 

snatch it back up, but the farthing changed into a large, horrible snake, 

which slid through her hand and coiled itself round her arm and wounded 

her with smarting bites. And no “Lordy!” and no “Oh God!” did any good. 

The snake remained on her arm, biting and tormenting her incessantly, and 

three days later the lady, raving horribly, departed this world. 

 

Luck in the Well (374) 

 At Schilda in the district of Torgau, whose citizens are known by the 

name of the Lords of Schilda, and which little town is famous far and wide 

on account of the entertaining words and deeds that are reported of its 

inhabitants, this true story took place in the year 1553. There lived in that 

town a citizen called Urban Ermtraut, who had a deep well in his courtyard 

but little water in it, and wanting to have it dug deeper, he contracted for this 

job with a mason by the name of Hemberg. On the 18th of November, the 

mason made his scaffolding over the water, and after putting the ladder in 

place, he climbed up and consumed his breakfast; now, not having a ruler, 
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he needed to make one before he could continue his work, but he had left 

his hammer lying down below. So he went down again to fetch it, and while 

he was at the bottom, the soil down there subsided, the stones at the top 

gave way, and the whole well caved in with a rumble like thunder, filling up 

with debris and stones to its rim. Everyone in Torgau was shocked. “He has 

gone to a good place!” said the wise Lords of Schilda, “leave him buried 

there!” And that was that. However, the Councillors were even wiser than 

the citizens: they discussed and deliberated at great length, and at last the 

opinion prevailed, “No!” The well must be cleared and the poor man who 

was buried down there fetched up and then laid to rest where it was proper 

that he, as a Christian, lie. This happened on the 21st day of November, and 

now people began to dig, taking turns in shifts, and they dug and dug. And 

on the next day, at two o’clock in the afternoon, the workers came upon a 

large stone, with a hole leading down, so they poked a pole down to see 

how deep it went – and there was a cry from the depths, “Ow! My nose!” – 

the buried man was still alive, and feeling himself touched in no pleasing 

way by said pole, he cried: They might have a care, for God’s sake, to help 

him out of the cold hole, it really wasn’t nice down there! 

 Now when the workers heard that the man was still alive, they 

worked most industriously until ten o’clock in the evening, when he came 

into view: he was behind the ladder, which had protected him from the 

stones, but he was up to his waist in the earth, and he cried, “Tell my wife to 

cook me a beer-soup, for I’m hungry!” But as he said these words, the earth 

under the workers gave another jolt, fell down over him, and buried him 

anew from top to toe. “That’s the end, it’s all over now!” said the workers, 
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and they leisurely climbed back up. But at the top stood the Mayor of 

Schilda, Herr Jakob Schmied, and he ordered them to work unstintingly: 

People should not say of Schilda, on top of the many lying tales about the 

town that were in vogue, that it buried its people in wells. – And so the work 

was begun afresh, with no hope – yet around midnight they reached the 

fallen mason, and he asked, “Is the beer-soup ready?” And they brought 

him up, bright and healthy, and he had been in the well four days and three 

and a half nights, eighty-eight hours in all; and he drank his soup of Torgau  

spiced beer with tremendous relish and praised God, whose wonders he 

had known in the dark, as it is written in Psalm 88, verse 12.152 

 

Castle Plesse (383) 

 On the Plesseberg, one and a half leagues from Göttingen, lie the 

ruins of the erstwhile mountain-castle Plesse. A great many legends are 

told of this castle. A child was interred alive in the walls when the castle was 

built, in order, after the deluded beliefs of earlier times, to make it 

impregnable. Fifty years ago, the little coffin was found with its bones.  

Behind the castle, there was a deep rock-well in whose walls a secret and 

hidden entrance led to an underground passage inside the castle, so that 

those in the castle could fetch water even in time of siege. A valiant knightly 

family named itself the noble Lords of Plesse after the castle, and although 

the once stately edifice now lies in ruins, the ghosts of the knights still watch 

over and protect their former residence. A mason who was knocking stones 

out of the castle walls to use them down below was so terrified by a strange 

 
152 “Shall thy wonders be known in the dark? and thy righteousness in the land of 
forgetfulness?” 
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and inexplicable sound that he all but lost consciousness, and finally 

hurried away without ever again desiring to come back up for castle stones. 

The last noble lord of Plesse was Dietrich VI. The line died out with him on 

May 22nd, 1571, and Plesse then became a bone of contention between 

Brunswick and Hesse, until the castle ended up, after many a battle, in 

Hanoverian hands. Just as large and brave knights lived up there above 

ground, so did a tiny little people live underground at that very same place, 

and a truly marvellous tale is told of them. 

 

The Quiet Folk of Plesse (384) 

 Deep under the earth at the castle-mountain of Plesse there lives a 

quiet dwarf-folk, helpful and beneficent to people, who are able to make 

themselves invisible and can walk through any locked door, through any 

wall, just as they please. The main entrance to the quiet people’s 

underground realm is by the deep rock-well. As the castle ruins of the two 

Gleichen153 and the singularly lovely and charming ruin at Plesse were 

favourite spots for the students at Göttingen to visit, so did a Göttingen 

student go there in the year 1743. He had brought a book with him, and 

finding himself alone in the castle square, which was covered with the 

delightful shade of picturesque trees, he lay down on the grass and read. A 

sweet scent, as of woodruff, lily of the valley, and lilac, lulled him to sleep. 

He slept long, until a clap of thunder and pouring rain woke him. It was dark 

around him, the crumbling ruins being illuminated only by flashes of 

lightning, and that with a wan light. The student prayed – for at that time, 

 
153 A German name, meaning “resembling,” for two (or three, as is the case in Thuringia) castles 
which resemble each other. Here, it refers to Neuen-Gleichen and Alten-Gleichen. 
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students still had the habit of praying, nowadays, I’m sure, only a few still do 

so – and a light came towards him. A little old man with an ice-grey beard 

was carrying it, and bid him follow. The dwarf led the youth to the well, in 

which there was a scaffold, and they both stepped onto it; and down it went 

into the depths, sinking, as softly as a stage, to the water-level. There, they 

arrived in a clean and dry vaulted grotto. The little man said, “You are free 

to abide here in the dry until the storm up above is over, or to follow me into 

the Realm of the Underground Folk.” The student declared that he would 

choose the latter, if no danger threatened him. The old, ice-grey little man 

set his mind at rest on that score, and so he followed him, as he would a 

guide, through a very low and narrow passage that was just high and wide 

enough for the little man yet was anything but comfortable for Brother 

Student, and he began to feel very sick. Finally, they both emerged from the 

passage and saw a broad country before them, through which there flowed 

a murmuring stream, with villages all of little houses like Chinese ones, and 

they were painted in many colours like quail houses. They entered the most 

handsome of these homes, and inside there was the ice-grey little man’s 

worthy family, to whom the Theological Student from Göttingen was 

introduced. Those present hereupon greeted him with a silent bow. Then 

the mannikin introduced his worthy family to the student: his father, who 

was an ancient with hair the colour of snow and likewise his mother, both of 

them so old that they had to sit on chairs and could no longer stand up and 

walk; then his grandfather and his grandmother, both of whom had not a 

hair left on their heads nor any flesh left on their bones, and had to lie down 

all the time; then the mannikin’s wife, who had left her twenties behind and 
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perhaps entered her sixties, and their little child of thirty to forty years and 

the little grandchild of about fourteen or fifteen years. Then the old 

grandfather spoke some words of greeting, the guest from the Upper World 

should feel free to look around and have no fear. After that, the youngest 

daughter, who was only a foot high, although thirteen years old, came and 

said: “Dinner is served.” The student was happy to hear that the quiet 

people served up dinner also. And it was a kingly table, with its utensils, 

tableclothes woven from asbestos, golden plates and spoons, silver knives 

and forks, and the like. The food was and tastsed good, and so far as the 

drink was concerned, it seemed to the student that he was drinking the 

most exquisite wine, yet the dwarves maintained that it was only water. 

Following the meal, the ancient father told the student much about the 

organisation of the underground realm. Everyone willingly and readily 

obeyed him and his family, as their lords by birth. The land had no local 

diets, and he, as sovereign, kept no ministers, each one of them being as 

expensive and as useless as the others. In this quiet kingdom there was 

only peace, content, and goodwill. Everyone did his duty of his own free will. 

There was no discord, no war, no so-called politics. Down here, there were 

no agitators other than the moles and the earth-crickets, and they issued 

from the underground kingdom.The old man had not finished speaking 

when a call rang out from a strongly blown horn: a call to prayer. Everyone 

folded their hands and fell to their knees and prayed quietly and softly. 

Evening came down, and candles were brought on large silver candelabras, 

and they went into another room. Everything that he had seen, heard, and 

perceived up to this point very greatly stimulated the student’s curiosity and 
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inquisitiveness. He thought it would assuredly be no bad speculation to 

compose and publish a traveller’s relation of this so well-ordered state 

under old Hessian ground, as whilom Nils Klimm154 had done, for the 

greater good of the Upper World; and he got ready to make observations in 

his pocket-book. But the old mannikin prevented him, saying: “Leave it! You 

up there will not learn to be happy; you understand how to order as badly 

as you do how to obey. Go hence and fear God, honour the ruler and the 

laws, and fear no man!” The seminarian found it strange that guests who 

had been invited were then bidden to leave, but he had to comply. He 

received some gifts to take back with him and suddenly found himself back 

above the well on the Plesse. A glorious morning had broken and the 

castle-forest resounded with birdsong. The seminarian looked at the gifts 

and found that they were of gold and precious stones of great value. If he 

made good and sensible use of this wealth, he would have enough to last 

him a lifetime. 

 

The Thresher and the Dwarf (386) 

 In the castle barn at Schweckhausen two threshers were threshing 

peas on the threshing-floor one day. The pods were large and gave a high 

yield, and after the threshing they winnowed the peas, but on finishing this, 

they could not see any heap. The peas had certainly flown through the air, 

and the chaff fallen to the ground, but no peas had ended up on the 

threshing-floor. "Listen, there’s something fishy about this,” one worker said 

to the other, who replied, “The Devil’s in it,” and he threw his winnowing 

 
154 Nicolai Klimii Iter Subterraneum (Niel’s Klim’s Underground Travels), a fantasy novel by the 
Danish-Norwegian writer Ludvig Holberg (1684-1754), first published in 1741. 
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shovel into the air in the direction of the place where they had flung the 

peas. All of a sudden a dwarf could be seen standing before them, holding 

a large sack wide open, and all the peas had flown into this sack. The 

thrown shovel had struck the cap of invisibility off his head, making him 

visible; one farmworker darted forward to take the cap away, and the other 

reached for his threshing-flail, which lay at his side, to belabour the dwarf. 

He, however, hurriedly fled from that place, leaving behind the sack of peas 

and his cap of invisibility as well. It was afterwards kept in the castle for a 

long time, and it gave the lords much sport. 

 

Count Isang (387) 

The last possessor of Castle Schweckhausen had a very pretty 

daughter called Bertha, and her hand was sought by Count Isang, a wild 

and dissolute knight, whose castle stood between Bernshausen and 

Seeburg. He also was the last of his line and had committed many 

atrocities which are best not put to paper. Beautiful Bertha was not at all 

interested in Count Isang’s suit, but his mother, being a powerful sorceress, 

cursed the maiden to have to walk around the castle grove at night sighing, 

“Help me! Help me!” until such time as someone should say to her, “May 

the Lord help you!” But even this, it seems, is not enough to release her: the 

son of a woman by her second marriage who has studied to become a 

priest and was still a pure youth when he delivered his first sermon – only 

he can release Bertha. And so poor Bertha has had to haunt on and on, for 

ages and ages. 

 Now, Count Isang became only worse and more wicked from that 



347 

 

time on, piling misdeed on misdeed and sin on sin. Then one day his cook 

brought him a silver-white eel, which was actually a white snake, and the 

Count was eager to eat some of it; and he forbade that any of the servants 

dare to eat of the white eel. Now when the Count had eaten of the snake 

and he came down into the courtyard, he heard many voices, for he heard 

the animals talking and understood their language. But what Count Isang 

heard did not warm his heart. The hens cackled, “Clear out, clear out, clear 

out of here!” The cockerel beat its wings and crowed at the Count, “Flee, 

flee, flee, flee!” The doves cooed, “The castle, the castle, the castle will fall!” 

Geese and ducks all quacked at once, “Count Isang, Count Isang! It’s all 

over, all over, all over. Where your house stands today, tomorrow all will be 

water, water, water, water!” A chill ran through the Count’s bones when he 

heard the animals speaking thus. Then one of his servants came rushing 

up out of breath and cried, “Did you hear it, Lord? Did you hear what the 

dogs are howling and whimpering? ‘Up, up, up! The house will sink in a 

flash, in a flash, disappear!’” And then the Count erupted in anger and drew 

his sword from its sheath, crying, “You are the dog! Did I not forbid 

everyone to eat of the white eel? Yet you did that, and you heard the 

nonsense and repeat it! Go to Hell, you Devil’s raven! You 

nonsense-croaker!” And with these words, the Count split the servant’s 

skull and rode out of the castle towards the little town of Gieboldehausen 

between Göttingen and Nordheim. Behind him, as the earth shook and 

thunder crashed, his castle sank into the ground and a deep lake filled its 

place. Count Isang entered a monastery at Gieboldehausen and, full of 

remorse, did penance for his sins and made rich donations from his 
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inheritance. And poor Bertha of Schweckhausen subsequently – albeit a 

long time later – found deliverance through an extraordinarily virtuous 

young priest. 

 

The Mines at St. Andreasberg (392) 

 Deep in the Harz mountains lies the mountain town of St. 

Andreasberg with its once rich mineworks. Of the mines – a great many of 

which have unfortunately closed down – St. Andreas and Samson, 

Katharine Neufang, Great Johann and The Golden Altar were the richest. 

The lesser ones also had fine names, such as Aurora, Sunset, Dauntless 

Knight, Angelsfort, Three Rings, Vine, and many more. There were also 

mountain-spirits in the mines. An honest foreman of Count Hohenstein, 

already old and aged, with ice-grey hair and beard, by the name of Jakob 

Illing, went down a mine one day and came upon a mountain-spirit, who 

breathed upon him. The old man came over all strange, and he expected 

imminent death. When he had returned to the surface, he prepared himself, 

as a Christian, for his approaching end, and all of his hair fell out, so that he 

became completely bald. But not only did he stay alive, he grew a new, fine, 

black beard and hair on his head, he grew visibly younger, became a 

gallant little man, wed anew, begot many children, and died only in great old 

age. Afterwards, his descendants managed the Grubenhagen mine as 

directors very laudably for a long succession of years. 

 Another pit foreman, at a time of good yields, put by some rich 

pieces of ore out of Great Johann and The Golden Altar, to keep them as a 

substitute supply for a time when the haul would turn out to be less. But his 
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companions, having observed this, believed he had laid the pieces of ore 

by for himself and accused him of misappropriation; and that being a capital 

offence at the time, the poor man was given short shrift. Now as he kneeled 

at the place of execution, about to be beheaded, he cried out: “God will give 

a sign to make my innocence known! A curse on the mine, until a Count is 

born with glass eyes and deer’s feet and stays alive!” Then the executioner 

swung his sword and the innocent man’s head fell, but instead of blood, two 

streams of milk gushed from the torso; that was the sign God gave, and at 

the same time a clap of thunder that shook the ground was heard in the 

distance. The beforementioned mines had caved in and were no longer 

passable. At length, it happened that a young Count really was born with 

glass eyes and deer’s feet, and there were hopes of renewed rich produce 

from those filled-in mines; but hope proved deceptive, the strange child 

could not be kept alive, he died, and the mines remain filled in for evermore. 

 

The Ghost of Scharzfels (393) 

 In the eleventh century, noble Counts of Lutterberg or Scharzfeld 

lived in Scharzfels Castle in the Harz, which was a true mountain fortress. 

One of these, who lived in the time of Emperor Henry IV, had a beautiful 

wife whom the Emperor liked only too well. Now in the castle there lived a 

house-ghost who had the same nature as Hatty [No. 310] and Hinzelmann 

[No. 275], but his name has been forgotten. He had helped to hew 

Scharzfels out of the rock and to build it, and every now and then he 

appeared as an old man, small and lame, in the costume of a miner or a 

pioneer. He had his abode in the watchtower and showed himself to the 
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castle-inhabitants from time to time, and he was lively and jocose when 

some pleasing event, but sorrowful when a disaster, was imminent. Then 

he would let himself be seen in the kitchen, in the yard, and in the stables. 

Now one day, when the Count and Countess came back to their castle from 

a courtly feast in Goslar, to which the Emperor had invited them both, they 

beheld the castle-ghost sad and with eyes full of tears, just as they were 

about to step through the gateway, and they felt a foreboding of disaster. 

Not long afterwards, a monk came from Pölde Abbey, who was a welcome 

guest at Scharzfels, as an emissary from the Emperor, and he summoned 

the Count to his Abbey, where his liege-lord the Emperor was awaiting him 

to dispatch him with a message to a distant place. Soon after the Count had 

gone, the Emperor came up to the castle, as though he just happened to be 

seeking shelter from a thunderstorm on a hunt. The monk, his confidant, 

accompanied him, and with his help the Emperor accomplished his 

disgraceful will on the unsuspecting Countess, who had not in the slightest 

expected so infamous a deed from her eminent visitor. But there instantly 

arose a terrible racket in the castle: the ghost was throwing the rooves off 

the towers and crying out to all the winds what the Emperor, with his abettor 

the contemptible monk, had perpetrated; and he pursued the monk so 

zealously and dreadfully that the latter hanged himself over the rocky bank 

of the Harz River, the Oder, in that place which is still today called the 

Schandenburg [Castle of Disgrace]. The Emperor regretted what he had 

done for the rest of his life. The ghost never again allowed rooves on the 

towers of Scharzfels. 

Many say that it was not a Countess of Lutterberg or of Scharzfels, 
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but a knightly lady by the name of von der Helden who met with such 

imprincely treatment from Emperor Henry. 

 

The Nixie and the Weingartenloch (394) 

 A league from the former Castle Scharzfels there lies, in the vicinity 

of the village of Osterhagen, a far-famed cave out of which runs a river they 

call the Ruma. Every once in a while the water gushes forth red, and that is 

the blood of a nixie who had been made unhappy, like other nixies here and 

there, by love for a mortal man. This river fills a small lake, called the 

Nixie-Pond, and a nearby farmstead is called The Nixy. There the nixie is 

said to have had her rendezvous with her young lover, who was a giant’s 

son, until the youth’s father, a fierce and uncouth mountain giant, 

discovered this and put an end to the love affair in a terrible manner. Since 

that time, the poor nixie has been confined in that large and fearful crystal 

cave, from which she ever tries to free herself, and during these exertions 

her blood mixes with the water that gushes out of the cave, which is called 

the Weingartenloch [Vineyard Cave]. It is said that Walkenried Abbey was 

built entirely from stone in the quarries near The Nixy. In the cave itself, as 

legend tells, there lie the richest treasures, but it is no child’s play to obtain 

them. Up to now, many people have brought death down upon themselves 

through the attempt: mountain spirits, mountain dwarves and mountain 

monks all walk around in there, strange voices echo, the metals speak, and 

hardly anyone finds the way back from the labyrinth of the cave, or he 

suffers some other disaster. It is not yet fifty years since a man came from 

Eimbeck and thought to get a good haul in the cave. He was well provided 
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with everything, brought companions along from Lauterburg, crept in – and 

behold, one of the passages through which he was squeezing his way held 

him fast as iron; he could not go forwards, nor go backwards. In vain were 

miners directed to hack and shovel him out – it did not succeed, as it had 

with the mason in the well at Schilda; in the end, he urgently besought them 

to make an end of him, for his situation was hopeless and as dreadful as 

could be – then extreme means were attempted, namely typing ropes 

around him and pulling him out for dear life. But actually, for death – 

because when they pulled with such great force, there was at last a jerk, 

and they had successfully freed the man. It was just a shame that his head 

was torn off in the process. 

 In the cave a large beam lies over the subterranean river, and behind 

it sits the Devil beside piles of gold and silver. If people wish to have some, 

they must come, with two others, and draw lots to see who shall be given 

over to him. Two are then free to go and may take as much of the mammon 

as they can carry. The third one, who drew the losing lot, the Devil tears to 

shreds. A couple of foreigners often came; they were Venetians who knew 

Black Arts and enticed people to go into the cave with them, and they 

cunningly played the Death-and-Devil Lottery so that they always walked 

out scot-free, yet laden with treasure. And then they persuaded a man by 

the name of Schlosser, from Osterhagen, and offered him a great deal of 

gold; he was very poor and had eight children, but he was afraid. Yet this 

man had a clever wife. She encouraged him with her words: He should just 

go along and have no fear. She would surely see to it that he returned. And 

she sewed marjoram into his jacket and bid him go in God’s name. The 
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magical herb protected him: the lot did not fall on him, however artfully the 

Venetians went about the business, but on one of them; he came back out 

of the cave with great wealth, moved to Andreasberg, and built himself a 

handsome house there. But the dreadful sight he saw in the cave, when the 

Devil tore that Venetian limb from limb, he never could forget all the rest of 

his days. 

 

The Well-Ghost at Regenstein (401) 

 Regenstein, or Reinstein, is an ages-old hilltop castle, built in the 

time of Emperor Henry the Fowler and hewn out of the rock. Counts resided 

there who had a stag’s antlers on their coat of arms. One of these, named 

Frederick, remained without heirs by his wife, and they both sorely grieved 

that their line was going to die out with them. Now in Regenstein there was 

a deep well in the rock into which the spirit of an ancestor had been 

exorcised, and every now and then he would give advice and foretell future 

events. Count Frederick’s wife therefore pressed her husband to go and 

ask the ghost if it was not possible for their line to beget future generations. 

And when Count Frederick approached the well, in the midnight hour of Our 

Lady’s Day, his ancestor’s ghost appeared to him and said, “That which you 

hope for shall come to pass.” Then the Count asked the ghost if there was 

no hope of peace and deliverance for him. “When the Reinstein is but 

rubble, then shall I find peace!” the ghost replied, and vanished. These 

were words that afforded little hope, for it seemed inconceivable that the 

castle, the house of rock, could ever be reduced to rubble. 

 In that same year, Count Frederick’s wife delivered him an heir, a 
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healthy boy, who was given the name Conrad. And in the following year, a 

second boy was born, who was named Helmold. At this birth, the ancestor’s 

ghost in the well showed himself and uttered, “This child will effect my 

deliverance, as certainly as he bears my name.” Thus was it revealed that 

the ghost in the well was that of the wild ancestor Helmold von Regenstein. 

The education of Helmold, the last-born, was neglected. He ran away, 

became a robber-captain, and demanded his share of the inheritance from 

his brother Conrad after their parents’ death; and this being refused, 

Helmold captured the castle with his troop and forced his brother to give 

him his inheritance, but was subsequently reconciled with him. However, he 

also led him down the dark path to highway robbery, and the consequence 

of this was the Duke of Brunswick besieging the castle, capturing it, and 

destroying all of the robber’s nest that did not consist entirely of rock. The 

ancestor’s ghost thereupon rose up out of the well at Regenstein for the 

final time and found eternal rest. 

 

Horse-Step and Cret-Slough (403) 

 No rocky ravine in the Harz mountains is the subject of so many 

legends as the horrid gorge through which the Bode, that wild forest river, 

surges and roars near to the village of Thale. In early, early times, giants 

inhabited the Harz Forest. One of these ogres had a beautiful daughter who 

loved a young giant’s son by the name of Wittig, and he had his residence 

opposite the rock which today is called Horse-Step; but her father would not 

hear of this love and strictly forbade it her. So the giant maiden resolved to 

flee in secret, and her father being unable to give any consideration to her 
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dowry in such circumstances, she decided to take it along with her. She 

therefore took, among other treasures, her father’s heavy golden crown and 

set it on her head, mounted a horse, and hurried towards the rocky 

mountains to hide herself near her beloved. But her flight was soon 

discovered and pursuers raced after her. On a high rocky ledge, which sank 

down into precipitious depths, with rock towering over rock all around and 

the black, swirling, foaming forest stream down in the valley, she saw 

herself surrounded, but she forced her horse to make the dreadful leap over 

the gorge and safely came across, whither no pursuer could follow her; only, 

the crown slipped from her head and fell into the depths of the swirling 

Bode. The place where the old Harz-King’s crown still rests in the deeps is 

called the Crown-Hole to this day, and as for the spot where the horse’s 

hoof pressed into the rock with the force of its leap, the mark has always 

remained visible and has caused the name Horse-Step to be given to the 

whole wildly beautiful group of rocks. A place nearby is called the Dance 

Floor; the giant’s daughter danced on it for joy at having escaped from 

pursuit and being united with her beloved. Others call this same place the 

Devil’s Dance Floor, a small offspring of his large one high up on the 

summit of the Brocken. 

 There was a time when the local residents wished to recover the 

Harz-King’s golden crown, and a diver was recruited who had to go down 

into the eddying Bode; he did not feel happy doing this, but he safely found 

the crown and raised his arm, and its golden points glittered over the water. 

But the next instant the crown slipped from his hand. Once again he dived 

down, once again he found the crown and showed its flashing peaks to the 
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assembled multitude – then it slipped from his grasp once more, for it was 

heavy. And again he dived down into the Cret-Slough, but he never came 

back up. A stream of blood burst out of the eddying water as a sign that the 

subterranean powers who guard the crown had killed him. A black dog is 

said to guard the crown now. A deep stillness reigns over the eerie ground; 

there is only the roaring of the Bode as its water rolls on, and on, over the 

dark stones. 

 

Falkenstein and Tidian (406) 

 The stately castle of Falkenstein in the Harz, standing over the Sekle 

Valley, is greatly renowned and is called by preference ‘The Castle’ far and 

wide. As long ago as ancient times, manly Harzgraves had their seat there, 

and a Count Hoyer von Falkenstein had the famous old lawbook, the 

Saxon-Mirror,155 collected and translated from Latin into the German 

language by a nobleman, Eike von Repgow. 

 In Castle Falkenstein there lived a castle ghost who was frequent in 

his hauntings. At one time, when many counts and lords from the 

surrounding region, among whom was a Count of Anhalt, were sitting 

gambling at Falkenstein and this Count had lost everything he had on his 

person, he gave one or several of the hairs of his beard in pledge, and lost 

them also. Nobody was so bold as to pluck them out, and he did not do it 

himself. But in the night, the castle ghost paid him a visit, demanded the 

pledge, and took it. Another noble lord, who was sleeping in a locked 

chamber, is said to have been thrown out of bed by this spirit, although this 

 
155 1220-1235; used up to the beginning of the 20th century. 
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might have been the work of the Wine-Spirit. Castle Falkenstein is still in a 

state of splendid preservation, and many curious objects are exhibited 

there. 

 Near Falkenstein lies Tidian Forest, in which there is a deep cave, 

called Tidian’s Cave, and there are many legends about it. Inside the cave, 

besides other rich treasures, there reposes a man entirely of gold; if anyone 

succeeded in removing a piece of this man, he had gold which, assayed by 

the goldsmiths, was of a purity and refinement that surpassed all others. A 

shepherd who was fortunate enough to find the wonder-flower also found 

Tidian’s Cave; the iron door opened for him, and he gained a great quantity 

of gold, which a goldsmith in Quedlinburg bought off him; and the shepherd 

made no secret of where he had obtained it. The goldsmith said to him, 

“Bring more,” and the fortunate shepherd, still in possession of the 

wonder-flower, went and found and brought more. Then a Count of 

Falkenstein came to the goldsmith to buy a piece of jewellery and 

demanded that it be of the very finest gold, whereupon the goldsmith said: 

“The finest gold comes from Tidian.” “From Tidian, from my forest?” the 

Count asked in amazement, and he now learned about the shepherd’s 

good fortune. The Count had no wish to share this, for counts and lords in 

every part and place have never, and not in the slightest, been ones for 

sharing with the common man, but he rather wished to possess it solely; 

and summoning the shepherd, he sharply asked him why he was taking his, 

the Count’s, gold out of the mountain – he must show the place where he 

had found it at once. The poor shepherd, who had not thought he was 

committing a trespass by taking what generous mountain spirits had 
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granted him, shook with fear, and his hat slipped from his hand; the Count’s 

monkey leapt over and took the hat, played with it, and bit and plucked the 

wonder-flower all into tiny pieces. The shepherd did obediently lead his 

stern lord into Tidian, and he did find the cave, but where the iron door to 

the interior had opened, rigid rock now blocked any forward step. 

 The legend says that Tidian’s Cave must and will keep its treasures 

until three lords are born and have lived at Castle Falkenstein, one of whom 

is blind, one lame, and one dumb; and this has not yet come to pass. 

 

Ancestral Castle Anhalt (411) 

 Not that far from Falkenstein Castle, only half a mile, there lie on the 

large Hausberg the slight remains of a castle which gave its name to a 

princely house that still flourishes, the rulers of this entire Harz region: it is 

Anhalt, built in time immemorial on a jasper rock without wood [ohne Holz] 

and so name On-Holt. The castle had a very deep well in the rock which 

had long been filled up with debris but has in recent times been cleared to 

its bottom. Treasure is hidden in the well, contained in a kettle, but as of yet 

nobody has been able to lift it out. A society once made the attempt by 

lowering a miner into the well. He recited all the necessary charms without 

mishap, and behold, the kettle really did move up, full to the brim with old 

dollars and golden guilders, so close to the miner’s hand that he only had to 

reach out and take it. But the moment he stretched out his hand to grab it, 

the kettle drew itself back, like a prudish belle, then it came near again and 

teased the miner once more, and so on and so forth until he grew weary of 

these antics and swore out loud. Crash! The kettle fell into the depths, and 
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for a long time the miner could hear the gold and the silver clinking and 

rolling and striking against the rock walls of the well. 

 In the vicinity there is a meadow called the Copper Meadow, and this 

name comes from a wort copper full of gold and silver that is hidden there. 

Indeed, the number of legends about hidden and enchanted mountain 

treasure in the Harz Forest is so great as to run into infinity. 

 

Doctor Faust at Anhalt (412) 

 One winter-time, the widely renowned Doctor Faust came to the 

Count of Anhalt, and on seeing that the Lady Countess was blessed in the 

womb, he asked her if she had not any craving or desire for some particular 

thing, as was not seldom the case with expectant women – he would 

willingly procure it for her by means of his magic arts. The Countess 

graciously accepted this friendly offer and replied that a great desire of hers 

would certainly be satisfied if, instead of dried confectionery and dried nuts, 

she could partake of fresh fruit such as grapes, cherries and peaches; now, 

however, in the harsh winter, neither he nor any other magician would be 

able to procure them. Then Doctor Faust took three silver bowls, placed 

them before the window of the dining-room, murmured a magic spell, and 

then directly brought in the first bowl filled with fresh fruit, apples, pears, 

and peaches, the second filled with cherries, apricots, and plums, the third 

filled with blue and green grapes, and he bid her eat without fear, which the 

Countess did with great satisfaction. 

 Now when the time came that Doctor Faustus wished to take his 

leave of Anhalt, he requested that the Count and Countess accompany him 
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on a stroll, for there was something new he would like to show them. This 

happened under the escort of the comital retinue, and when they stepped 

out of the Castle Gate, they saw, on a height called Rombühl, a newly-built 

castle rising high, on whose wide moat waterfowl were swimming; the 

castle had five towers, and when the company approached, they found two 

gates, and the outer ward enlivened by a menagerie of rare animals, who 

walked and leapt around in it without doing themselves any harm – apes, 

meercats, bears, chamoix, ostriches, and other animals. In a large room, a 

choice breakfast was waiting, at which Doctor Faust’s famulus, Christoph 

Wagner, stood servant, and where music was to be heard from an unseen 

source. The dishes and wines were of such a kind as to satisfy and satiate 

everyone. When the compan, havingy set out again from this beautiful 

castle after a stay of more than an hour, were approaching Castle Anhalt, 

not without looking back, they heard and saw the new castle go up in 

flames with the sound of shots and bangs as of guns and kartouwes, 

Faustus and Wagner had disappeared, and they all felt ravenously hungry; 

and hunger taking hold of them, they had to breakfast again, for what they 

had eaten had been nothing but an illusion. 

 

That is the Man’s Field (413) 

 When Emperor Henry156 was holding court at his Imperial Palace of 

Wallhausen in the Goldene Aue, he wished to bestow a favour on one of his 

men, and this man asked to have a plot of land, adjoining the Goldene Aue, 

as large as he could sow a bushel of barley around. The Emperor granted 

 
156 Heinrich IV (1050-1106). 
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him this request, and the knight then sowed anything but thickly, rather long 

and wide, and environed the area of a whole countship. This vexed the 

Emperor’s knights and retainers, and they grumbled that the warrior had set 

about the work somewhat immodestly, but the Emperor laughed and said, 

“A word is a word. What the man has sowed around, that is the man’s field.” 

From then on, the name of the new countship became and remained 

Mansfield, and in the coat of arms which the counts adopted, grains of 

barley were set, which heraldists later called fusils, because they had 

forgotten the origin and found the grains to be indistinctly expressed – in 

the same way as they had made a few insignificant reed’s-maces out of the 

original peacock’s tail fans in the hat over the coat of arms of the old Counts 

of Henneberg, and made other such blunders with a great many old family 

coats of arms. The old historians, who are as reliable as the old heraldists, 

have moved the ancestors of the House of Mansfield back long before the 

time of Emperor Henry: according to them, they cut shining figures even 

among the Knights of the Round Table. 

 

Castle Mansfeld (414) 

 The legend goes that on the site where Castle Mansfeld rose up, in 

an immense forest of lime trees, the lindworm lived which was slain by the 

knight Saint George. The mountain is called the Lindberg still today, and 

Saint George was zealously venerated as the patron saint of the County of 

Mansfeld. An image of him slaying the lindworm, on horseback and on foot, 

was stamped on the Mansfeld coins; in like wise, the church of the little 

town of Mansfeld was dedicated to him. Indeed, all the inhabitants revered 
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this saint so highly that they considered him to be a Count and Lord of 

Mansfeld and put his portrait up everywhere, even on window-panes and 

stoves, as on buildings, pillars and bridges. The castle was large, stately 

and strong, and every new century enlarged and decorated it and brought 

various sculptures. There is an emblem, still shown today, of a monk’s head 

and a nun’s head, and the legend tells that a pair of monastic lovers were 

held prisoner in the castle. The poor nun hanged herself in her dark 

chamber, and the monk leapt to his death from the castle wall, whereupon 

the spirits of both, in loving inseparability, applied themselves to the 

business of haunting. Cheerful drinking pictures also adorned many an 

entrance, for the noble Counts were manly carousers and were at least the 

equal of the Count of Klettenberg [No. 397]. Doctor Luther once visited the 

high lords, at their invitation, and wine flowed down the very steps towards 

him, and upstairs the drinkers teetered and tottered. Then Luther cried the 

prophetic words to them: “Oh, you lords, spread that manure nice and 

thickly! Grass will grow well here in later days!” And this came to pass. For 

logn now, grass has grown on the steps and the paths and in the yards of 

Castle Mansfeld, tall grass; the Counts died out long ago, and the Golden 

Hall of their castle is a ruin. 

 

The Ghosts at Arnstein (416) 

 Near the village of Harkerode, over the valley of the Eine, rest the 

ruins of the Mansfelds’ Arnstein Castle. A Count Hoyer resided in this castle 

in the time of Emperor Charles V, and he was this Emperor’s Field Marshall, 

a terror to his enemies like his illustrious ancestor, that Hoyer who fell in the 
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Battle of Welfesholz.157 But he was very harsh, cruel, and tyrannical, letting 

many prisoners rot in his castle-dungeon at Arnstein, and his wife had a like 

severity and hardness of heart. For this, they were often cursed while alive, 

and after their demise, the consequence of all the cursing was that they had 

to sit opposite one another in a nook high up in the castle wall whimpering 

and groaning. The Countess spins and spins, and she must spin without 

end until Judgement Day. 

 At the foot of the castle mountain walks the ghost of a monk, who 

comes up to the castle and storms through it once every seven years. From 

time to time he makes himself visible to Sunday’s children, never to others; 

but there is no profit and no joy in beholding this monk, for the sight of him 

arouses inexpressible horror. 

 

Nine Children at Once (417) 

 At Querfurt there resided a Count by the name of Gebhard, whose 

brother was Saint Bruno, the Apostle of the heathen Prussians along with 

Saint Adalbert.158 Count Gebhard was a harsh and grave master, 

stiff-necked and impetuous. Now at one time, when he was absent from his 

dominions for a while, his wife, a noble Saxoness, bore him nine children all 

at once at Querfurt House. She and her women took no little fright at this so 

very rich blessing and did not expect any good from their Count and Lord, 

for he was very whimsical and had often expressed an unfavourable 

opinion of women who had given birth to more than one child, perhaps two 

or three, simultaneously; now, a full three times three, that must seem to be 

 
157 A battle between Henry V and the Duchy of Saxony in 1115. 
158 Bruno of Querfurt (c.974-1009); Adalbert of Prague (c.956-997). 
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really too many to him and not in the natural order of things. They therefore 

agreed among themselves on the expedient of keeping one of the children, 

the eldest and strongest, and getting rid of the eight others, and one of the 

servant-women was ordered to carry the eight children away in a cauldron 

and sink the cauldron, weighed down with stones, in the nearby castle pond. 

This portress encountered Saint Bruno, who lived in Querfurt at that time 

and was pacing up and down by a lovely spring-well in the early morning, 

saying his prayers; and when he heard a baby whimpering, he asked her 

what she was carrying. The woman was startled and said, “Young whelps,” 

and she would have hurried past him, but Bruno compelled her to lift her 

cloak up from the cauldron, and he saw the eight babies and wrung a 

confession from the woman as to whom they belonged to, and she now told 

him the whole truth. Bruno imposed complete silence on her, even towards 

the mother, baptised the children in the spring-well, lying in the cauldron as 

they were, and named them all Bruno after himself. Then he housed them 

with good and loyal people to be looked after and brought up, and kept 

everything a deep secret until the time came when he was of a mind to go 

to Prussia again. The first child, who had been kept, was named Burkhard 

and later became grandfather to Emperor Lothar.159 Now when Bruno was 

on the point of leaving the land, he revealed the secret to his brother and 

made him promise not to make his wife pay for that sinful deed – she who 

knew no otherwise but that her little children were dead and had constantly 

felt remorse and smarting distress through the years since. Then he had 

the eight children, every one dressed like the others, brought into the castle 

 
159 Bernhard of Supplinburg was the grandfather of Emperor Lothar III (1075-1137). 
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and presented them to their parents, and they could clearly see from their 

figures and gestures that they were the real brothers of the first, and they all 

shared joy and sorrow together. Yet Count Gebhard did not leave his wife 

entirely unpunished. He had a pair of new shoes made for her, not of 

leather but of iron, and he had this iron heated red-hot; and the Lady 

Countess had to wear these shoes for a time because she had consented 

to the proposal to kill the children. Those shoes, like the baptismal cauldron, 

are still shown in the church at Querfurt, the spring-well is still called the 

Brunsborn, and the pond into which the whelps were supposed to have 

been sunk is called the Wolf’s Pond to this very day. 

 

The Eternal Raven (420) 

 In the castle yard at Merseburg a living raven is constantly kept as 

perpetual testimony to a legend. In that place there lived a bishop, called 

Thilo of Trotha,160 a violent and irascible lord, who kept a tame raven in the 

castle for his pleasure. The raven did what it could not refrain from doing – 

it stole like a raven; and so it also stole a precious, highly valued ring that 

belonged to its master, the bishop, and took the ring to its nest, which was 

atop a high tower of Merseburg Castle. But the bishop was convinced that 

his ring had been stolen and his old valet-de-chambre was the thief, and he 

had this servant put to the question, and after a confession of guilt was 

wrested from him by torture, he had him taken to the place of execution. 

With his hands raised to the heavens, the aged man protested his 

innocence – yet his head fell under the executioner’s sword. Then it 

 
160 1443-1514; Bishop from 1466. 
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happened, some time later, that a storm cast the raven’s nest down from 

the tower, and various golden and silver treasures were found inside, 

including the bishop’s ring for which the good valet had been executed 

though innocent. The stern bishop’s hard heart was struck as by a 

thunderbolt, and he did hard and heavy penance for his faithless act to his 

valet. He discarded his family coat-of-arms and adopted a new one, and in 

the escutcheon he placed a raven bearing a ring in its beak, and two arms 

and hands, the fingers of which grasped a ring, rose up from the crown 

above as a crest. Bishop Thilo of Trotha had this coat-of-arms mounted all 

over, to everywhere remind him of his atrocious deed and to exhort him to 

constant penance – inside and outside the episcopal palace, in the 

cathedral, on the walls, in the rooms, in the corridors. And he decreed that a 

living raven should be continuously kept at the castle, which happens yet 

today. And the new coat-of-arms can still be seen, and that most 

handsomely on the brass cenotaph that was erected in Merseburg 

Cathedral to Bishop Thilo of Trotha. 

 

The Bishop’s Cat (421) 

 At Merseburg there resided a bishop by the name of Michael who 

had a cat, with whom he was very intimate; this was, however, no ordinary 

cat, but a Spiritus familiaris. One day, Bishop Michael of Merseburg was 

travelling to Leipzig when he came to a hill, and he saw a whole swarm of 

cats on it, which surprised him uncommonly. Riding towards this assembly 

of cathood, he cried out, “Hey, you cats! Is this all of you together?” And one 

of the cats replied to him, “No-one is missing except Bishop Michael of 
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Merseburg’s cat.” When the bishop returned to his palace, he said to his cat, 

“Listen you, when I was riding to Leipzig, I saw a whole convention of cats 

on a hill by the road, and I heard that you were the only one missing! Why 

weren’t you there as well?” At these words, the cat spat horribly at the 

bishop, leapt up to the window, sprang out into the air and never came back. 

Afterwards, a glass-painting was made in that same window, showing 

Bishop Michael and his cat, and that hill was called the Katzenberg. 

 

Emperor Frederick (428) 

 On Mount Kyffhäuser, an old tower stands visible from afar, the keep 

of the Imperial Castle which this mountain summit once bore, a section of 

whose ruins can still be seen under the tower. All the people in the Goldene 

Aue161 call this tower, “Emperor Frederick.” When the real Emperor 

Frederick, surnamed Barbarossa, was excommunicated by the Pope, then 

all churches and chapels closed their doors to him, and no priest was 

allowed to read mass to him. So the noble hero donned a garment from 

India which had been presented him, put a small bottle of fragrant water in it, 

mounted his personal horse and rode into the depths of a dark forest. Few 

of his trusty followers were allowed to follow him, and he disappeared even 

from them, for in the depths of the forest he turned a magical finger-ring and 

wished himself out of their sight. Instantly he vanished before the men’s 

eyes, and none of them saw him again, and so the high-born Emperor was 

lost. Old peasants have said that he does show himself as a pilgrim from 

time to time, and he has announced that he will become powerful on 

 
161 A valley in Thuringia and Saxony-Anhalt. 
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Roman ground one day and put a stop to the priests and return the Holy 

Sepulchre to Christian possession, so that never again shall a sword be 

unsheathed for it; then will he hang his shield on the branch of a withered 

tree and establish sweet peace in the land and in the strongholds. He will 

bring the same rights to everyone, subjugate the heathen kingdoms, cast 

down the power and might of the Jews so they never arise again, and give 

the nuns to marriage and lead them to work. Once this has happened, good 

times will come our way, and the withered tree will burst into leaf again. 

 Such are the strains of legends, songs, and prophecies from dim 

and distant times, and the age that ensued fused the heroic image of 

Frederick I Barbarossa with the image of Emperor Frederick II, for the latter 

had also left his native German soil, never to come back, and although he 

was dead, yet the faithful people believed him to be alive and constantly 

waited for his return. And as he did not return, they said that Emperor 

Frederick had wished himself, with his daughters, with all his court-servants, 

with his men-at-arms and dwarves, deep in the bowels of the old Imperial 

fortress of Kyffhäuser, and there he sits in slumber with a long beard that 

has grown around his stone table, twice so far, but when his beard has 

reached around it a third time, the Emperor will return and reclaim his 

Empire. Around the mountain under which the Emperor sits enchanted and 

half-asleep, ravens are ever flying, and once every hundred years the 

Emperor sends a dwarf up to ask and see if the ravens are still flying. And 

when he returns and announces that the ravens still fly, the Emperor bows 

his hoary head more sadly than before and his eyes blink as he dozes. 
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Mountain Abduction (430) 

 In Tilleda, right at the foot of the Kyffhäuser, where there used to be 

one of the old imperial palaces in the Goldene Aue, there lived a poor, 

honest betrothed couple who were going to get married, but they had a lack 

of kitchenware for the several guests they had invited, and the girl’s father 

said, half in jest, “Just you go up the Kyffhäuser and borrow what you need 

from the Princess.” The couple went up, and the Princess was there waiting 

for them. She spent a long time showing them many pretty things and gave 

them household utensils, as many as they wanted, and they had a very 

heavy load to carry as they walked back down to Tilleda. Yet everything 

struck them as strange. They saw only unknown faces, a different style of 

clothing, and they were surprised at this, as the people were surprised at 

them. Because they knew absolutely no-one, they sought out the pastor, 

but he too was a stranger to them. Yet he asked them affably, “And who 

may you be, you good old people? Where have you come from?” “Why, 

we’ve come from Kyffhäuser,” the young lovers replied, and it seemed to 

them wondrously strange that the priest called them “old people”. “We went 

up two hours ago.” And they gave their names. The priest shook his head 

and looked in the church register, and behold, he found their names there: 

they had been enchanted in the mountain for two hundred years. Then 

these ancients had themselves recommended to God’s grace, and sat 

themselves down in the churchyard, on the graves, for they had no place 

on earth. And their bodies collapsed into ashes. 

A similar thing happened to Peter Klaus, the goat-herd of Sittendorf, 

who followed a goat that had crept away from the herd into the ruins; he 
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eventually found it eating oats, then he fell down a hole into the vault, and 

he heard the stamping of horses overhead. After this, he looked further 

around and came upon knights playing at skittles, and he had to set them 

up, and had to drink from a pot full of wine, which never became empty, 

until sleep came over him. When he woke up, he was lying outside among 

the ruins, in high grass and under trees he had not seen before. Klaus 

whistled to his dog, but no dog came; he searched around for his goats, but 

there were no goats to be seen any more. In a bad humour, he went down 

into his village; at the herd’s house, which was quite tumbledown, a lean 

dog lay and growled nastily at him, and a boy cried out, “Hey now! What’s 

the old rogue after?” He put questions to several people, and they looked at 

him sideways, full of curiosity, but gave no answer. “Where is Kurt Steffen 

living?” he asked at last. “Ho, old one!” cried a little old woman, “he hasn’t 

lived here for twelve years, he’s moved to Oldisleben under the 

Sachsenburg!” “And Walter Steier?” “Good Lord!” cried another woman, 

“He’s been lying in the churchyard these fifteen years.” Now Klaus caught 

sight of a young woman who was carrying a baby in her arm and leading a 

four-year-old girl by the hand, and the faces of all three resembled Klaus’s 

wife. And Klaus asked her, “What is your name, and your father’s?” “Marie!” 

the young woman replied, “and my father was called Klaus, God rest his 

soul! He went up the Kyffhäuser twenty years ago; his dog and herd came 

back into the village without him, he never came back, and we did not find 

him, though we searched for him night and day.” “Oh God!” sighed Peter 

Klaus, “My daughter, my dear Marie! It’s me! Don’t you know your father 

any more? So I’ve dreamed twenty years away up there with Emperor 
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Frederick? And yet it seemed to me but a few hours!” 

It happened to another herdsman, who was watching pigs on 

Kyffhäuser, that one head of his herd ran off, as the goat had done. He 

found it only after three days, when he saw it forcing its way out of a cleft in 

the mountain, which was difficult to do, for it had become a real porker in 

the meantime; before, it had been lean, and now it was so fat that it 

wabbled. It had been in the mountain and grown fat and fleshy in a short 

time. When word of this began to spread, the Count of Schwarzburg was 

very keen to know if there was any truth in it, so he had a prisoner who was 

condemned to death creep into the mountain cave to look and see what 

there was down below, and he did so at the peril of his life. He entered by 

the pig’s path and saw the Emperor, who regarded him very gravely, gave 

him a golden ring, and said, “Take this ring to the Count. He is never again 

to send a scout to a place where he has no business, and nought to seek.” 

The messenger brought the ring and these compliments to the Count, the 

first-mentioned being more handsome than the second, and was allowed to 

leave as a free man. 

 

Emperor Frederick’s Courtly Retinue (431) 

 Legend names all kinds of people and individuals who helped to 

make up Emperor Frederick’s underground royal household. The most 

noble person after him is the Princess, his daughter, but actually only a 

niece; she is served by a host of noble women and rides with them at night, 

on white steeds and in white clothes, over the comb of Kyffhäuser mountain, 

and probably joins the Wild Host and the women of Hörselberg. After this, 
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there is a group of knights, monks and dwarves, the Emperor’s courtly 

retinue, cursed one and all into the bowels of the mountain with him. Finally, 

another dweller down below is the Smith of Jüterborg, the hero of the 

children’s fairy-tale, to whom St. Peter made his way in person and gave 

three wishes, which the Smith made foolishly enough, but also effectively 

enough to confine Death and to give the Devil’s hide such a fearsome 

tanning that he was so sorely afraid, when the Smith had died and was not 

allowed to enter Heaven – for he had not wished everlasting bliss for 

himself – and came marching towards Hell, that he immediately had Hell 

barricaded and declared to be in a state of siege. Now as the poor Smith of 

Jüterbog could not enter Heaven and could not enter Hell, and did not have 

the least wish to remain in Purgatory – it was too hot for him in there – he 

sought a cool spot and went down under Kyffhäuser Castle; and he is there 

still, where he shoes the Emperor’s horses, and those of the Princess and 

the sky-riders, with horseshoes of shining gold. If they did not always ride 

through the sky, they would lose one occasionally; as they do, there is no 

hope of finding one. 

 Hundreds of Venetians, stone-seekers, treasure-raisers and 

devil-summoners have gone about their business on, in, and at Kyffhäuser, 

and there are many legends and stories about this also; on many an 

occasion, they were given a terrible fright by beings who belonged to the 

underground Court. On the Rothenburg, there was found the supposed 

statue of an idol, the far-famed Püstrich,162 which can still be seen in 

Sondershausen, and enough yarns have been spun about it to fill whole 

 
162 See No. 564, ‘The Mill-Idol.’ 
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books. To be precise, the number of little books, articles, and essays about 

the Püster is ninety-four net, and this is the ninety-fifth. 

 

Howls and Cries (434) 

 At Frankenhausen, the old salt-town, whose springs were claimed 

by the Franks in the early times when Saxons, Franks and Thuringians 

fought bloody battles against each other in this region, and which takes its 

name from the Franks, a remnant of the old fortifications against the 

Saxons can be seen in the Hausmannsturm, the Altenburg, and the old 

Frankenhaus. There was also a Cistercian nunnery, St. George, and its 

church contained a miraculous painting of the Virgin Mary. The painting 

showed a charming, angelic countenance and had a soft rosy sheen, and 

was fair to the eye in good and happy times. But when troubled times drew 

near, the painting’s colour and charming shimmer faded, and this is what 

happened in the year 1525, when the savage spirit of fanaticism drove the 

peasants to open rebellion and they burst into and plundered castles and 

abbeys and burnt them to ashes. At that time, the abbeys of Ilfold, 

Walkenried, Volkenrode, Kelbra, Sittichenbach, Oldisleben, and other 

places, with their magnificent churches, were utterly sacked, until the iron 

rod of discipline came down on the robber-hordes like a storm from God. 

That was the time when Thomas Münzter played the agitator, stirring up the 

people, and his rainbow banner fluttered, and he replaced the red it might 

be lacking with the blood of the Princes’ envoys he had treacherously 

murdered. From Frankenhausen and all the villages of the surrounding 
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area, the wives and children of those Gideon’s soldiers163 who were 

deluded into following Münzter also followed the peasant army, and they hid 

in a wood from where they could see the mountain over the town, on which 

the peasants had pitched camp. Now when the battle flared up with the 

captains of the Princes who had formed an alliance and advanced to meet 

the peasant army, namely Elector Johann and Duke George of Saxony, 

Duke Henry of Brunswick, Landgrave Philip of Hesse, the Harzgraf and 

other Counts, after the ambassadors they had sent out to reach an 

amicable agreement had been murdered, Thomas Müntzer’s lying oratory, 

with which he had beguiled and deranged the poor peasants, proved to be 

clear and utter deception, and more than seven thousand five hundred 

peasants covered the battlefield with their bloodied bodies, while the hero, 

all sewed up in buff, did as most of these braggadocios do, quitting the 

battlefield in the most ignominious flight and creeping into, or under, a bed – 

then there rang out, from the wood, terrible howls and cries of lamentation 

from the innocent wives and children of those citizens and peasants who 

had been led astray by the rebellious desires of Müntzer, who watched on 

as their fathers, sons, brothers, bridegrooms and friends were mercilessly 

butchered. From this, the wood was given the name ‘Howls and Cries’ and 

the mountain ‘Battle Mountain’ for all time. It happened on a Monday, after 

Sunday when cantatas were sung in the churches. The peasants sang 

before the battle as well, a very lovely song, ‘We now implore the Holy 

Ghost’ – but the Holy Ghost was as far from their deeds and doings as 

Heaven is far from Hell, and could not hear their pleas. 

 
163 A satirical reference to the 300 men who fought with Gideon against the Midianites (Judges 
7). 
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The King’s Adventure (444) 

 In the church of St. George at Mühlhausen there can still be seen 

many ancient stone sculptures. They represent the origin of the town of 

Mühlhausen, about which the people there tell a quite astonishing legend. 

 In times gone by, a King who ruled in Thuringia was out hunting one 

day when his greyhounds started to leap around a tree-trunk in the forest 

and could not be made to desist. Then one of the King’s servants was 

ordered to climb up the tree-trunk, which was hollow with an opening at the 

top, to see what was inside it for the hounds to bark so. And there was a 

small wild man inside, so they fetched him out, and the King, highly pleased 

with his strange adventure, had the wild man sit with him in the coach and 

let the hunt be. He named his captured wild man Noah, put him in an 

underground vault, and personally took care and charge of him. But at one 

time when the King had to go on a necessary journey, his son George was 

playing at ball in the castle, and the ball fell through a hole down into the 

vault. Then the little Prince cried down, “Wild man Noah, give me my ball!” 

The wild man replied as follows: “I can’t give you your ball, for if I threw it up, 

it would fly so far that you’d never find it again. But go into your father’s 

chamber, fetch the key and open my door, then I’ll give it to you.” So the 

Prince fetched the key from his father’s chamber, for no-one could open the 

vault any other way. He opened it, and the wild man came out, gave him the 

ball, and said, “You’ve helped me out of trouble, and if you get into trouble 

yourself one day, then come to the forest and call me, and I’ll help you out.” 

 Shortly afterwards the King came home, and the first thing he did 
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was to visit his adventure. But what a shock he got when he found the vault 

empty, and thinking that someone must have let the wild man out, his 

suspicions fell immediately on the Prince. He summoned him and asked, 

“George, I suppose you took the key, opened the vault, and let the wild man 

Noah out?” The little Prince candidly confessed he had done that. Then the 

King, in his anger, banished his Prince, for his oddity was dearer to him 

than all else. The Prince sadly parted from his father’s house and wandered 

around as a poor boy, until at last a shepherd took him in. This shepherd 

soon conjectured that the boy belonged to no mean rank, and he kept him 

on, teaching him as much as he needed to know to help with the flock. 

 Now when George, the shepherd-boy, reached the years of 

adolescence, it so happened that he made the acquaintance of a girl with 

fine features whom he designated to be his bride. At that time a monstrous 

beast dwelt in the region, which was called the Lindworm, and one person 

had to be sacrificed to this Lindworm every year. There was an ancient 

belief that this beast was a curse. If it did not receive its sacrifice on the 

appointed day, it roared like a thunderstorm that threatens devastation to 

the land. Now the time came round again for the people to be summoned 

together and the lot drawn; and the person on whom it fell would have to be 

the sacrifice to the Lindworm. The lot happened to fall on the bride of 

Shepherd George. Then he remembered the promise that the wild man had 

made him. Stepping forward, he asked for the sacrifice to be postponed: he 

would kill the Lindworm or sacrifice himself for his bride – and he ran 

hurriedly into the forest and called to the Wild Man Noah for help and 

assistance. Then the Wild Man came and gave him a white horse and a 
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sword and told him to don a white garment, seat himself on the white horse, 

lower the sword by the horse’s head and ride straight at the monster. It 

would greedily open its jaws wide; then George should run the sword 

straight into the beast’s mouth. 

 Everything happened just so, and in this way George’s bride and the 

entire land were freed from the monster. Great jubilation broke out among 

the people, the sounds of rejoicing were heard everywhere, and George 

was dubbed a knight. As people now began to inquire into George’s origin, 

so he confessed to being a Royal Prince and recounted his story. Then he 

was told that his father had died and he could safely go home and take 

possession of the Kingdom. Thus did a King’s son become a shepherd-boy, 

a shepherd-boy a knight, and a knight a King. When George had taken 

possession of the Kingdom, he travelled around the land to inspect and get 

to know his realm, and also to undergo adventures. Then he came upon a 

small village, a settlement around a mill-house, and it did not yet have a 

church. Now as the young King wished to give thanks to God, he had a 

House of God built for the community that had settled here, which received 

his name George, he being the founder, and the master-builder was 

commissioned to depict his entire story in stone. That was the beginning of 

the town of Mühlhausen. 

 

Herman of Treffurt (448) 

 Beside Treffurt, near Wanfried, on the left bank of the Werra, a 

mightily high mountain towers up, visible from afar, and slopes steeply 

down into Werra Valley. It is called the Hellerstein, and also the 
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Normannstein. At Treffurt there lived a pious knight called Herman of 

Treffurt, who was a perfect gentle knight, but for one fault, if fault it be: 

where love of women was concerned, he had a very open heart and was, to 

a high degree, what women call a bad and dissolute man, and he thanked 

God for it. This worthy knight never neglected, whenever he rode here or 

there, where he had an amour – and he rode much – to pray the hours of 

the Holy Virgin Mary, for she was the only virgin whom the knight Herman of 

Treffurt held in honour. One night, this knight was riding along, having 

perhaps been in Kreuzburg, where there are beautiful and gracious women, 

and because he had not only been in the nearby Mt. Venus, as a second 

knight Tannhäuser, but had also, one may presume, visited Mt. Bacchus, 

he began to slumber, and his horse turned into a by-road on the left side 

past Selmannshausen which was bad for the greater part, like everything 

lefty. Instead of leading him into the valley to Treffurt, which lay very close 

by, it bore him gradually long quite a roundabout way up to the heights of 

the giant Hellerstein, and ever on and on, up to a precipitous declivity – 

there, indeed, the horse came to a stop and sprang back, and its recoil 

woke the knight from a dream of blissful love. He thought: You stupid nag, 

what are you waking me for? And to punish the horse, he dug his spurs in 

hard. Then the horse leapt into the monstrous abyss, which was some 

three times as high as that abyss from Giebichenstein164 down into the 

Saale Valley, and when good Herman suddenly felt that he was riding no 

more, but flying, he cried out Louis the Jumper’s165 cry, “Help Holy Maria! 

Help your servant!” And then it seemed to him that a warm, soft woman’s 

 
164 A castle in Halle in Saxony-Anhalt. 
165 Ludwig der Springer (?1042-1123), a Count in Thuringia and builder of the Wartburg. 
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arm was slipping round him and holding him and lifting him – as his horse 

fell to its death and the knight’s sword broke into shivers in its sheath, like 

glass, from the fall – gently out of the saddle, so he did not injure the least 

vein or the slighest bone. After such miraculous salvation from sudden 

death in all his sins, the pious knight renounced all desire for worldly things 

and women, became yet more devout than he had been, and went to 

Eisenach, situated between Kreuzburg and the Venusberg, where he 

became a monk. He served solely, with prayer and loyalty, the Holy Virgin, 

whose saving arm alone had held and lifted him. And like that beautiful 

woman who sinned in the Gospel, much was forgiven him, because he had 

loved much. 

 

The Maiden’s Girdle (449) 

 Beyond Creuzburg in the Werra Valley, and opposite Mihla, where 

the ancient line of the lords of Harstall still flourishes, there lay a splendid 

abbey called Münsterkirchen. It was richly endowed and richly decorated, 

had high cupolas and towers, and the exquisite pealing of its bells was 

heard far up and down the valley. But the wars which devastated Thuringia 

have made the abbey of Münsterkirchen into a wasteland, and the word is 

that almost the entire country-town of Mihla was built with its stones. In the 

end, all that was left was a low green hill, and this site, which the river 

flowed around in a large curve, and often flooded, was simply called ‘The 

Sand.’ But on major feast days, and when devout pilgrims went down the 

valley to the Gehilfersberg, the great bell of Münsterkirchen was heard 

ringing deep in the bowels of the earth. This bell had the same name as her 
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famous big sister in Erfurt: Maria gloriosa. 

 Now it happened that a poor young girl was watching the herd on the 

meadow at the Sand, and she fell asleep under the alder bushes on the 

bank of the Werra. She dreamed that she saw two wild-looking men fighting 

one another on the nearby hill, and she also distinctly heard the sunken bell 

ring. And when she awoke, she saw two young bulls locked in violent 

combat with each other, stamping and churning up the earth with their 

hooves, causing clods to fly all around, and the herdswoman hurried over to 

separate the fighting beasts. Behold – in that place where the bulls had 

churned up the earth, the handle of the bell was rising up out of the ground. 

Delightedly surprised, the maiden quickly unfastened her girdle, tied one 

end to the bell and the other to a nearby bush, chased the bulls from the hill, 

and hurried over to Mihla to announce her find. Then the whole community 

came out and ceremonially raised the beautiful big bell of Münsterkirchen 

and carried it to their village. It is the biggest of Mihla’s bells. Only the 

maiden’s girdle possessed the magical holding power, for with anything 

else, the bell would have sunk back into the depths. 

 At Berka, between Creuzburg and Eisenach, another beautiful big 

bell hangs in the church tower, and it was found by children playing on the 

mountain over the village; the place is still pointed out, and nobody there 

doubts the truth of this tale. This bell also has an inscription, but, said the 

priest, the many scholars who have been there were not able to read the 

writing. The reason for this is that many scholars learn and know amazingly 

many things, just not German – for the writing is cast in German letters and 

is easily legible. 
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The Elbel (450) 

 In the region around Mihla and in that village itself, the Wild 

Huntsman is called the Elbel: of the highest significance for German myth. 

He lives in the rock-clefts above the wasteland of Wernershausen, where 

there was once a castle-seat of the von Wangenheim family, who are handy 

hunters yet today. Higher up, towards the Hainich, a long mountain forest 

which stretches from Unstrut Valley to Werra Valley and Hörsel Valley, are 

Elbel’s Stone and Elbel’s Pulpit. Elbel and his hunt dash and crash through 

Hainich Forest and the adjoining area; that is his hunting-ground. A Lord of 

Harstall at Mihla, who lived at the time of the Thirty Years’ War, had a 

huntsman in ordinary who was a wild companion of the chase. He was, 

however, called neither Max nor Casper,166 but Woodenhead, and while 

deerstalking one day, he met with Elbel and his hunt, and at its head there 

flew and fled in full career a beautiful maiden with streaming hair, who 

pleased Woodenhead so well that he wished himself a follower of Elbel on 

the spot. Vexed that such game was not for him, he fired his rifle at random, 

when the Wild Hunt had dashed past, and behold, the shot was a splendid 

success, for a roebuck, which he had not sighted at all up to then, burst 

through the undergrowth bearing a bullet, crashed down at his feet, and 

gasped its last. From then on, every shot that Woodenhead fired hit 

warrantable big game, and he now realised that the Elbel had accepted the 

pledge of himself he had made him. One day, when Woodenhead went on 

a hunt with his lord, he sat down and began to eat his breakfast. The Lord 

 
166 A reference to characters in Weber’s opera Der Freischütz. 
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of Harstall, who wanted to move on, crossly asked: “What is the meaning of 

this?” “Why, you can make yourself comfortable, gracious Lord!” said 

Woodenhead, “We’ll loose the hounds, but not fatigue ourselves.” And he 

did this, loosing the hounds, then took a swig, cocked the trigger, fired into 

the air, and straightaway a magnificent red deer, shot in the shoulder-blade, 

came running towards them, and Woodenhead handed the hunting-dagger 

to the Lord of Harstall with the words, “Gracious Lord, would you care to 

give this sixteen-horner the coup de grâce?” “Ha! You are a sorceror, a 

freeshooter!” cried the Lord of Harstall, and he threw the proffered 

deer-cutter from him, for he was truly a pious lord. “You’re dismissed, 

henceforth you may serve the Elbel, not me!” “Oh, I’ll do that, with your 

most gracious permission,” Woodenhead said haughtily, and he put on his 

hat, slung his rifle over his shoulder, took another swig, flung his glass 

down into pieces, and departed thence without a word of goodbye or 

gratitude. Since that time, this hunter has never appeared anywhere other 

than in the Elbel’s retinue, and he has often been seen in this company on 

the raised hide at Elbel’s Stone at twilight. 

 These days, there is not much left to hunt in Hainich Forest, which is 

cut through the middle by the new road from Eisenach and Mihla to 

Mühlhausen, and freeshooters have become rare. There is still a great 

number of woodenheads – for sure – but they are no sorcerors, more’s the 

pity. 

 

The Blacksmith in Ruhla (452) 

 Count Ludwig, who built Wartburg Castle and also walled the town of 
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Eisenach, who founded Reinhardsbrunn Abbey and did penance in that 

place as a monk, left behind him a son, also called Ludwig,167 whom the 

Emperor made Landgrave of Thuringia, and this son was, as a youth, very 

kind and humble towards noble and ignoble, and of a gentle character; 

which his vassals interpreted to be weakness and folly. He was unwilling to 

punish, and did not like to hear complaints; he had complete faith in all men, 

and he did not know that the nobles were outrageously oppressing his 

subjects, and burghers and peasants had to suffer much wicked violence at 

their hands, particularly as those around him knew how to prevent 

complaints from reaching the lord. 

 Then it happened one evening that the young Landgrave lost his 

way in the forest while out on a hunt, and he came into the vicinity of the 

village of Ruhla; and seeing the bright fire of a forest-smithy shining through 

the night, he went towards it and asked the blacksmith for a lodging. The 

blacksmith did not know him and asked him who he was. “I am one of the 

hunters of your lord, the Landgrave.” “Out upon the Landgrave!” cried the 

blacksmith, and he spat and wiped his mouth. “Whoever names him must 

wipe his mouth, or it will be polluted by the name. Out upon the barbarous 

dolt of a lord! Truly, I won’t give you lodging for your lord’s sake! Go, take 

your horse into the cart-house, then come here and sit down, eat and drink 

what there is, and rest on the hay, for bedding is not to be had here.” The 

Landgrave, utterly astounded at these rough words, did not open his mouth, 

but went and took his horse into shelter before coming back to the smithy. 

The blacksmith took next to no notice of him, but poked his fire, worked the 

 
167 The father was Louis I (d.1140) and the son Louis II, or ‘Louis the Iron’ (1128-1172). 
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bellows, fanned and heated his iron red-hot, quenched it, heated it again, 

and hammered, and cried again and again with each blow: “Landgrave 

Ludwig, harden up! harden up!” and he struck with his heavy hammer, 

making sparks fly, and he reeled off all the causes for complaint the 

subjects had, and he laid all the blame for what happened in the land, and 

all the injustice of it, on the shoulders of the Landgrave, and execrated and 

cursed him to the bottommost Hell. He sang the old song of the conceited 

counsellors who know everything better, holding themselves and their 

wisdom to be infallible, and leading the Prince to believe that all is well in 

the land, all of which turns out to be lies and deception, and then rebellion 

bursts out in glowing flames, and all the blame for the mishap that will 

ensue will be laid at the Prince’s door. The Landgrave’s heart skipped a 

beat when he heard, in this blacksmith’s harsh voice, how the people felt 

towards him, and he resolved to put a stop to the lawlessness his nobles 

had committed by putting the fear of death into them. Forged as hard as 

steel, he left the Ruhla forest-smithy, not having slept a wink, and his gentle 

disposition had been fashioned into one of iron. He took the reins of 

government into his own hands and pulled them so tight that the noble 

steeds foamed and gnashed their teeth and reared up, but the people 

breathed more freely, and their lives became better, for the knightly vassals 

were no longer allowed to trample upon them and fleece them. 

 

The Nobles’ Field (453) 

 Now when, in Thuringia, the manly Landgrave stood by his people, 

and lifted from them the burden of oppression by the councillors and the 
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administrators, of whom the blacksmith had said that they, as cunning 

hunters, drove red foxes – that is to say, gold coins – into their bag, then his 

entire nobility conceived a mighty hatred of him, for the Prince’s actions 

seemed an outrageous innovation to them, and they rose in revolt against 

him, saying: “We shall suffer this no longer.” When the Landgrave got wind 

that these contumacious vassals wished to have their own separate will, he 

put on an iron coat of mail and marched with an army to the Numburg via 

Freiburg, and he took prisoner all of those who had banded together to fight 

against him. Then he took them to a flat field beyond the castle and made a 

speech in which he told them everything that was on his mind, that they 

were rebels who had broken their oaths of fealty and that their heads 

actually now belonged before their feet. But he did not want it to be said of 

him that he killed his own servants; nor did he want to impose fines on them, 

for he did not wish to enrich himself, as they had done, with his subjects’ 

possessions; but to release them unpunished would cause them to laugh at 

his anger henceforth: so he would make an example for the guidance of 

future ages. 

 He ordered that ropes and halters be given him, yoked the nobles in 

teams of four to a plough which the servants had to hold, and drove them 

like a ploughman, walking alongside with a whip, to plough a long furrow. 

And when a furrow had been drawn, he had the plough turned around and 

four others yoked to it, and in this way a whole field was ploughed as if with 

horses; and then he had the field marked with large stones for eternal 

remembrance, and he made an asylum of it. He thereupon called the field 

The Nobles’ Field, and it is still called so today, and it lies close behind the 
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old Numburg on an open height. The so heavily humbled vassals ahd to 

swear and pay homage to him anew; they had to, or the wrath of their lord 

came over them like a thunderstorm. 

 

The Living Wall (454) 

There was much talk in the land of Thuringia about Landgrave 

Ludwig’s act. Those who had pulled the plough and felt the whip were 

ashamed and sighed in private; others, who had not been there, said they 

would sooner have suffered death than such ignominy. It was the officials 

who fared worst in the matter of public opinion, as is always the case when 

discontentment and discord between a ruling Prince and his people arise in 

a land – they alone were made into scapegoats, they were held to be to 

blame for everything. Some nobles took their grudge so far as to make 

attempts on the Prince’s life, but God’s hand protected him and the 

assassins met with an ignominious end. The Landgrave went around with 

his servants in iron armour, always and everywhere; and because of this, 

and his severity, he was called The Iron Landgrave. 

This Landgrave had the highest temporal lord in the Empire, 

Emperor Frederick Barbarossa, for brother-in-law. He came from his 

Imperial Castle at Kyffhausen on a visit to the Neuenburg, but it did not yet 

have any walls around it. The Emperor liked the new castle and said, “It’s a 

shame it does not have walls, or it would be strong and secure.” “Ho,” said 

Ludwig, “I don’t care about walls, I can have them as soon as I wish.” “In 

how short a time?” asked the Emperor. “In less than three days.” “By God, 

that’s not possible,” Barbarossa protested, “even if all the masons in the 
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Empire were here.” Then the Emperor went to table, and the Landgrave 

immediately dispatched express messengers all over his land, to all his 

counts and noblemen, for them to set out for Freiburg at once in their finest 

gear with only a few men-at-arms – this was also a good opportunity to test 

his vassals’ obedience – and they took note and came on time, one and all. 

And when the morning of the third day dawned, the Landgrave arranged 

everything as he wished and went into his brother-in-law’s chamber, where 

he said, “My Emperor, the wall is completed.” Then the Emperor crossed 

himself, thinking, “Satan’s help must have been at work here.” And stepping 

out, he stopped, astonished, for he beheld a living wall all around the castle, 

man beside man, their armour and weapons scintillating in the sun. Where 

a tower would needs have been, there stood a Count, with his 

standard-bearer before him, and the lords and noblemen in between. 

Banners fluttered in the fresh wind of morning, colourful and beautiful – of 

the Counts of Schwarzburg and Käfernburg, of Gleichen, of Hohnstein, of 

Stolberg, of Mansfeld, of Rheinstein, of Orlamünde, of Arnsburg, 

Beichlingen, Gleisberg, Lobdaburg, and of many other noble lords, of 

Apolda, Blankenheim, Heldrungen, Treffurt, Kranichfeld, Leutenberg, Salza, 

not to mention the numerous lower nobility who, although not ruling over 

extensive domains, yet possessed stately castle-seats and many estates. 

And Emperor Frederick exclaimed: “In truth, never before have I seen such 

a noble, exquisite, expensive and secure wall! I thank you, brother-in-law, 

for showing it to me.” 

 

The Iron Landgrave’s Obsequies (455) 
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 Landgrave Ludwig the Iron felt his end approaching and lay ill at the 

Neuenburg, around which he had formerly placed the living ring-wall. Then 

he ordered and commanded that all the knights and vassals who had been 

contumacious to him, or as many of them as were still alive, were to come 

over, and, after he had died, honourably carry him on their shoulders from 

Freiburg to Reinhardsbrunn, if they loved life. And they had to promise him 

this while pressing his hand, and they did this, willingly or unwillingly, for 

they feared him more than the Devil and thought besides: He might be 

testing them by having himself placed alive in the coffin and carried, and if 

they didn’t do it, he would come out and fall on them with wrath and 

punishment. And the Landgrave having died by this time, they faithfully kept 

their vow and carried him in fear and trembling the long broad way, more 

than ten miles, often changing the bearers; and after placing the coffin in 

the church, they had prayers said for the Landgrave’s soul, for they were of 

the opinion that he stood in dire need of intercession. The Landgrave’s 

obsequies at the monastery in Reinhardsbrunn were magnificent, with 

many German princes having come to attend them. Archbishop Wigmann 

from Magdeburg read the Office of the Dead for him. Ludwig was buried in 

the monastery church beside the altar of the Holy Cross, and over his grave 

a portrait of him was placed, showing him as people had been accustomed 

to see him in life, in full armour. 

 

The Iron Landgrave’s Soul (458) 

 Louis the Mild,168 the son of the Iron Landgrave, dearly wanted to 

 
168 Ludwig III der Milde (or: Ludwig der Fromme, Louis the Pious), 1151/52-1190. 
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know what kind of way his father’s soul was in, for he could not but hear 

that his father was not blessed, even though he had freed the people from 

the oppression of his nobles; for the people are not contented even with the 

best ruler, not even with the Lord. A knight at Court came to hear of this, 

and he had a brother who was a priest at Eisenach and was experienced in 

the Black Arts. So the priest had to conjure the Devil and ask him where the 

Landgrave’s soul was. And the Devil said that if he went with him, he should 

see the soul, and he promised that no harm would befall him. The priest 

agreed, and the Devil placed him on his shoulders and directly flew with 

him into the Hörselberg, in no time at all, for he did not have far to go and 

moved much faster than a steamer. There the priest saw, to his horror, 

many kinds of torment and suffering, and another devil raised a brazen lid 

from a grave and blew into the grave with a brazen trumpet, giving such a 

blast as made the whole mountain and the world shake. And then sparks of 

fire and fumes of sulphur came out of the grave, and the figure of the 

Landgrave rose up, very thin and sad, a mere phantom, and he blamed 

himself for having done so much harm to religious foundations; his son 

should return to them the estates that he, The Iron Landgrave, had taken 

from them and bestowed upon his loyal servants, and then he would be 

released from torment. Then the priest said, “If I tell this tale, they will say I 

fabricated it myself, and will ask me: ‘And does a priest return a sacrifice?’” 

Then the soul in suffering said, “I shall tell you a secret sign, then they will 

believe.” And so he told him a secret which nobody knew, after which the 

Landgrave was lowered back into his grave. Seeing this, the priest was 

seized with a giddiness in the head, and he still felt giddy after he had been 
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brought back by the Devil, and he faithfully reported all that he had seen 

and also the secret sign; but those who held the estates did not believe him 

for all that, and kept possession of them, and said all this was highly 

unlikely to be true and just a trick played by a priest. As for this priest, he 

was done with sorcery, and giving up his living and his fief, he became a 

monk in Volkenroda Abbey. 

 

Of Lady Venus and the Wild Host (459) 

 In those times, it was known and notorious throughout the land that a 

heathen woman had been cursed into the Hörselberg. She seemed to 

people to be full of grace [Huld] and lured them into the mountain with a 

spell of amorous love, and so she was called Hulda; and this goddess was 

none other than Lady Venus, the goddess of all love, banished into the 

mountain to her apparent delight yet, in reality, to her eternal torment. For 

she, the most beautiful of all, being used to warm and tender pleasure, had 

to hunt over mountains and forests in the coldest winter nights with all her 

paramours and company, she as a bogey and a terrifying crone, they in 

horrible spectral form, with Hallos and Hussas and all the noise and shouts 

and howls of the Furious Host. There were seen ghosts of the beheaded, 

driving along with their heads under their arms; others rolled along braided 

on wheels, like Ixion in the heathen myth; some had their visage in their 

neck, others had it on their breast; some had snake’s tails and lizard’s 

claws; some danced and hopped along on one leg, others turned 

cartwheels like beggar boys, and all kinds of game and hounds were 

involved in the hunt. An old man with a white staff walked before the Host, 
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warning people to get out of the way so they would suffer no harm; he was 

called Faithful Eckart, and a saying was coined about him: “You’re a Faithful 

Eckart,” i.e. “You warn everyone.” Some also call Frau Huld or Lady Venus 

Herodias, Herod’s daughter, who demanded the head of John the Baptist 

and was cursed to walk the earth eternally like the Wandering Jew. When 

it’s snowing, the children in Thuringia say, “Frau Holle is shaking out her 

feather-bed”; larval spirits are called Hullenpöpel (Hulle-Bogeys) after her. 

Like the Wild Huntress Bertha or Berchta, she rewards diligent maids and 

punishes the lazy ones, dishevelling and disordering the latter’s distaffs. It 

was believed of Faithful Eckart that, when the Wild or Furious Host was not 

out on the hunt, he sat outside the cave and warned everyone against 

going in, as an angel in human form ordered to this place by God. 

 

Of the Noble Knight Tannhäuser (460) 

 When Louis the Mild, Landgrave of Thuringia, died on crusade in the 

Orient, he left no children and the land fell to his brother Herman. In his time 

there was a flowering of minnesong in German lands and it was practised 

and loved by Princes and nobles, and Prince Herman gathered many 

singers to his brilliant court at the Wartburg. Some time after him, there 

lived a minnesinger in Franconia who led a wandering life, like most of his 

fellow singers. As he was passing by the Hörselberg, the appearance of a 

wondrously fair woman made him halt; it was none other than Lady Venus 

herself, and she beckoned him to follow her into the mountain. Although 

Faithful Eckart warned him against this, the knight was simply unable to 

resist, and he went in, allowing himself to be ensnared by Lady Venus, and 
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tarried in the mountain a full year. Many old songs sing and tell of how 

remorse then came over Tannhäuser, and after some reflection and 

soul-searching, he desired to leave the mountain. Now when he expressed 

this wish, Lady Venus reminded him of the oath which he had sworn to her; 

but Tannhäuser denied this to her beautiful face. She thereupon offered to 

give him another playmate instead of her, but he said that if he accepted, he 

would have to burn, for his polygamy, in the fires of Hell for evermore. Lady 

Venus burst into peals of laughter at this and asked him just what was he 

prattling about the fires of Hell – had he ever felt them with her? Had her 

red mouth not been ready with a friendly laugh for him at all times? The 

argument continued for a while until Tannhäuser, in his ingratitude for all the 

love and kindness Lady Venus had shown him, called her a She-Devil. 

Lady Venus took this ill and threatened to make him pay for it. Then 

Tannhäuser cried out to the Virgin Mary to rescue him from this woman, and 

Lady Venus proudly said: He might go now, he need only take his leave of 

the old man169 – he would continue to sing her praises nevertheless. Now 

Tannhäuser left the Venusberg full of contrition and pilgrimised to Rome, to 

Pope Urban, to whom he lamented and confessed his sins and avowed that 

he had been with a woman named Venus for a year. The Pope, who held in 

his hand the long staff with the Roman Patriarchal Cross, said to the 

repentant singer: “As little chance as this barren staff has of blossoming, so 

little do you, who was with the Devil’s whore, have of coming into God’s 

grace!” In vain did Tannhäuser beseech the Pope to impose a year-long 

penance on him; and so he departed from the Eternal City filled with sorrow 

 
169 i.e. Eckart. 
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and misery, bitterly lamenting that the Pope’s harsh words had separated 

him from Mary, the Heavenly Benefactress, for ever, that God would not 

accept him. And he wished himself back with Lady Venus in the Hörselberg. 

She was standing there, and she laughed out loud and mocked him 

diabolically: “God be with you, Tannhäuser, my beloved lord, I’ve had to do 

without you so long, my chosen paramour!” And she laughed again and 

drew him down through the cavern-gates with her. But on the third day after 

this, the Pope’s staff began to blossom, and then the Pope sent 

messengers out into every land to discover what had become of 

Tannhäuser – but he was back in the mountain with his wicked lover, and 

for that reason Pope Urban the Fourth also fell into eternal damnation, as 

the old ‘Song of Tannhäuser’ concludes: 

  For this, the fourth Pope Urban had 

  To be eternally lost. 

For he himself, before he became Pope, had been on especially friendly 

terms with a woman in the diocese of Liège, named Lady Eva of the Cell,170 

who kept herself mewed up in superstitious idleness, and he had founded 

the Feast of Corpus Christi for her sake. For three years he had, with a 

great thirst for blood, incited the parties of the Guelfs and the Ghibellines 

against each other, and he had also, like a true grasshopper king, endowed 

the sects of mendicant friars with the finest privileges. For three months, an 

enormous comet shone throughout the night with a fearful brightness, until 

the night on which Pope Urban IV died in 1265; and then it appeared no 

more. 

 
170 Saint Eva (or Eve) of Liège (1205-65). 
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Little Hatling (461) 

 In a village behind the Hörselberg there are Hatlings, who are small 

house-spirits of a most helpful kind, but baneful if provoked to anger. One 

such Hatling had been in a peasant’s farmstead for many years, invisibly 

helping with the work yet showing himself from time to time. The peasant’s 

wealth increased appreciably, but as it is almost always the case that the 

man who has can never have enough, so was it with this peasant. One day 

he caught sight of the little Hatling labouring and toiling away and struggling 

to drag a long straw, which seemed to be very heavy for him to hold, up the 

steps to the loft. The peasant flew into a rage upon seeing such pointless 

and worthless work, and he angrily shouted at Hatling, “Fie upon you, you 

lazy rascal!” Instantly the little Hatling vanished, but on the steps there lay, 

now visible, a large sack full of corn, which needed four men to carry; that 

had been the straw. The Hatling was never heard or seen again, and some 

time later the rich peasant’s house burnt down, together with his full barn; 

his cattle dropped down dead; and all kinds of misfortune brought him down 

so low that he ended up as poor as a pauper. 

 

The War at the Wartburg (462) 

 At Wartburg Castle with Landgrave Herman and his spouse Sophia 

in the year 1206, there were a number of masterly Minnesingers, namely 

Walther von der Vogelweide, Reinhart von Zwetzen, also called Reimar 

Zweter, Wolfram von Eschenbach, Heinrich von Ofterdingen, Master 

Biterolf, and Heinrich von Rispach, called the Virtuous Scribe, who was the 
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Landgrave’s Chancellor and also a knight. These six were the participants 

in a singing competition, in which they sang the praise of good Princes and 

principally of the hospitable Landgrave Herman of Thuringia, Count Poppo 

and Herman the Wise of Henneberg, as well as Margrave Otto of 

Brandenberg, surnamed “with the Arrow,” who was himself a minnesinger. 

 It was the Hennebergs in particular, who had dubbed Wolfram von 

Eschenbach and Heinrich von Rispach knights and given them horses and 

garments, whom the aforementioned Heinrich, Biterolf, and Wolfram 

praised; Heinrich von Rispach likewise praised the territorial Prince of 

Thuringia, but Heinrich von Ofterdingen, an Austrian (although old books 

name him to be a citizen of Eisenach) and – as many believe – the author 

of the matchless Nibelungenlied, praised Leopold, Duke of Austria, and 

sang that he outshone all other Princes as the Sun did all the stars. Then 

the singing-contest became so earnest and vehement that the singers 

decided the one who was vanquished should die at the executioner’s hand. 

They were all incensed against Heinrich von Ofterdingen and would have 

liked him to be removed from the Thuringian Court. Now as they all sang 

against him, so he, being but one, was vanquished, and only the kind 

Landgravine, to whom the persecuted man fled, protected him, by 

spreading her cloak over him when he fell at her feet imploring that she 

save him. Heinrich von Ofterdingen requested a year’s grace: he wished to 

make a journey and fetch a greater Master who should judge and 

adjudicate. He meant by this the famous Master Klingsor of Hungary, who 

was both a minnesinger and a sorceror. Ofterdingen now travelled from the 

Wartburg to Austria and his celebrated Duke, and from there to 
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Siebenbürgen and Klingsor, who promised to accompany him to Thuringia, 

kept Ofterdingen by his side, and diverted him and himself with composing, 

singing, and all kinds of entertainments, so that the year passed away with 

no track taken of time and Ofterdingen at last began to fear he would not 

reach the Wartburg in the time he had been allowed. Now when he 

anxiously voiced his fears to Klingsor, the latter pacified him, saying: “We 

have strong horses and a light carriage, we’re sure to arrive in good time” – 

and he gave him a sleeping-draught when evening had come, laid him on a 

leather blanket, lay down beside him, and had the two of them softly carried 

through the air at night, by the spirits he commanded, to Eisenach and its 

best inn. At that time, it was not ‘The Half-Moon’ or ‘Crown of Rue’ but the 

‘Hellegrafenhof’ on the left side of St. George’s Gate when you exit the town. 

When the tower watchman blew his horn to announce the day, Ofterdingen 

awoke and heard the sound of the bell of St. George’s that rang to early 

mass, and he cried, “What has happened to me? I’ve heard that bell before, 

it’s like I am in Eisenach – isn’t that Saint George’s Gate?” Klingsor smiled 

and said, “Look and see if you’re dreaming.” Now when the news came up 

to the Wartburg that the two mastersingers had arrived, all the singers went 

down to greet them and escort them up to the castle, and they were 

received with great splendour by the Princely couple and their household. 

 

Master Klingsor Prophesies from the Stars (463) 

 Master Klingsor stayed in his lodgings in the town of Eisenach, and 

one evening he sat in the garden of his host, at the ‘Hellegrafenhof,’ whither 

came the court-servants and many respectable citizens of Eisenach to 
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drink their evening-draught. They paid honour to the singer, who told them 

much from distant lands, always knowing the latest tidings, which he read 

from the stars; and they took pleasure in his company. And so they asked 

him once again to tell them what was new, and he walked a short distance 

away from them and looked up into the starry sky, came back, and said, 

“This night a daughter will be born to my lord, King Andrew of Hungary,171 

she will be betrothed to the son of your lord, the Landgrave, and will be so 

saintly that praise of her will spread through every land in Christendom.” 

When this news reached the Landgrave and his spouse, they were 

overjoyed, and they summoned Klingsor to their presence in the Wartburg 

once more, and to their table, and after the meal the Princes and lords and 

singers went into the Great Hall so that Klingsor might settle their dispute, 

which he succeeded in doing; only with Wolfram von Eschenbach did the 

Master from Hungary have to fight hard, and he had to summon a spirit 

called Nasias to take his place. But Wolfram held his own in sublime 

matters even against the spirit, showing himself to be so knowledgeable 

and expert that it had to yield; and Klingsor was astonished, and thought 

Wolfram might well be no knightly singer but secretly a priest. And as 

Wolfram was also residing in the town, with the citizen Titzel Gottschalk in 

the Bread-Market, Klingsor sent his spirit Nasias to him once again, in the 

night; it looked truly terrifying and proposed such high questions to Wolfram 

that he was unable to answer them and was rendered mute. Then the spirit 

laughed out loud, as a devil laughs, and wrote with his finger in a stone of 

the wall, as if it had been soft wax, 

 
171 Andrew II (c.1177-1235). 
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  You’re an unlettered ignoramus, 

and withdrew. The writing remained on the wall and became fiery that night, 

causing a great rush of people into the house, and every one of them 

wanted to see the stone, to the annoyance of Gottschalk, the owner of the 

house, who had the stone broken out of the wall and thrown into the river 

Hörsel. 

 Now when Klingsor had reconciled the singers, he took his leave of 

the Landgrave and was dismissed with presents, after which he departed 

that place in his leather blanket and returned whence he had come. 

 

The Little Hungarian Bride (464) 

 When the son of Landgrave Herman of Thuringia and Landgravine 

Sophia, called Ludwig, was eleven years old, and the daughter of King 

Andrew of Hungary was four years old, the Princely couple sent 

messengers to Hungary to solicit the hand of the little princess for their son; 

the envoys were men, women and maidens of eminent nobility, together 

with their attendants, and they travelled in four carriages and had forty 

horses. On arriving at the Court of the Hungarian King they were received 

with great state, and when they had pressed their suit, the King consulted 

Master Klingsor about the Landgrave’s Court, the Prince’s young son, and 

the land. And Klingsor, who knew all about this from personal experience, 

was able to speak in very high terms of the Court and the land and the 

people, thereby moving the King and Queen of Hungary to consent to that 

which he had, in any case, read in the stars as a celestial determination. 

But the embassy had one more task of particular importance, bearing 
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witness to the highly judicious minds of their lord and lady, for they wished 

their son’s young betrothed and future spouse to have a German 

upbringing, not a Hungarian one, directly contrary to that bad habit of later 

German Princes of having their children given a French upbringing, which 

taught them to esteem frenchified behaviour and disesteem their fatherland 

at a very early age. And the Hungarian Royal couple realised that this wish 

was a just one, for whoever is going to rule over a land must know and love 

it; love of a new homeland, however, cannot come suddenly and overnight, 

but must be gradually felt and acquired. And the parents consented to this 

also and gave away their beloved little Elizabeth, fitted out with a 

fantastically rich dowry, and escorted by a numerous and brilliant retinue. 

The Thuringian envoys had come with four coaches and they travelled back 

to the land of Thuringia with thirteen, together with many magnificent and 

splendidly harnessed horses as a gift for the Landgrave, for it was an old 

custom of the Princes and a courtesy between peoples to give one another 

many horses; the King of Thuringia, Irmanfrid (or Hermanfrid) had, long ago, 

sent a considerable number of valuable snow-white horses to the King of 

the Ostrogoths when soliciting the hand of Amalaberga.172 Nowadays, a 

lord who gives away a horse or two marvels at his own magnanimity. 

 Now when the little bride arrived at Eisenach with her retinue and 

escort, there was great joy in the Wartburg, and the Landgrave and his 

spouse and the courtiers went down into the town and greeted the Royal 

child, welcoming her with great ceremony, and led her up to Wartburg 

Castle in a triumphal procession. 

 
172 Amalaberga married Hermanfrid around 510. 
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Saint Elizabeth (465) 

 The royal child Elizabeth grew up at the Wartburg in sweetness, 

piety, and virtue, to the delight of all, among them her betrothed, the young 

son of the Landgrave. He had lost his father and succeeded to the lordship 

when young, and he loved his betrothed ever more dearly, even though 

Elizabeth had to endure much mockery and scorn for her pious mind and 

her humility, of which a great many tales are told. And when the Landgrave 

was to celebrate his nuptials with her, two noble Thuringian knights, Count 

Reinhard of Mühlberg and Sir Walter of Vargula, who had once fetched her 

from Hungary to Thuringia, led her, in her most gorgeous apparel, to Saint 

George’s Church. For a young woman, the pious Landgravine applied 

herself to pious works and acts of penance perhaps rather more than could 

be pleasing to her husband. She cut up or gave away her finest clothes and 

walked around simply and poorly clad, but whenever the need arose, 

Heaven itself clothed her in rich and royal garments. 

 Elizabeth, the pious Landgravine, was a true mother to the poor and 

almost too generous to them, which brought raillery and censure upon her. 

But once there came a hard time of want and distress, and the hordes of 

poor visibly grew. Then it happened that Elizabeth, following her daily 

custom, was once again carrying food and gifts down to the place where 

the lame, the blind, and the needy were assembled, when she was met by 

the Landgrave, who showed her no friendly face on this occasion, for he 

had just been informed that she was giving everything away. So the 

Landgrave cried out, addressing her in not the most tender manner, “What’s 
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that you’re carrying?” and she saw, in his expression, the branched cloud of 

his displeasure rising, and trembled, and said in a shaky voice, “Lord – 

roses!” “Show them to me!” cried the Landgrave, lifting the cover from the 

basket – behold, the basket was full of roses and other flowers in bloom. 

Then the Landgrave stood there before her, abashed, and when this or that 

servant ventured to speak against the kind generosity of the lady, the 

Landgrave said: “Leave her be, for giving alms is her pleasure – as long as 

she does not give away Wartbug and Eisenach and the Niuwenburg.” In the 

hand of this noble and pious donator, all gifts multiplied most wondrously; 

furthermore, her garments did not become wet and did not wear out. When 

Agnes, Landgrave Ludwig’s sister, was married to an Austrian Duke, the 

Wartburg was full of guests and everyone was resplendent in festive attire, 

but Elizabeth had found a poor, infirm old man at the gate who walked 

around half-naked and begged overmuch for a garment to cover his 

nakedness, and so the Landgravine gave him her cloak. Now when 

everyone was to go to table, the Landgrave asked his wife where her cloak 

was – for it was the custom of ladies to wear a tight cloak during feasts – 

and she replied meekly and fearfully, “In my chamber.” Then the Landgrave 

sent a maid there, and behold, a cloak was hanging in her chamber, more 

beautiful than that of a Queen, sky-blue and strewn with small golden 

images; the poor man, meanwhile, had disappeared. Another time, 

Elizabeth had even taken a leper up into the house with her and had him lie 

down in her bed – which brought a storm down upon her from her 

mother-in-law, and was not the most hygienic thing to do – but when 

servants came to throw the leper out, a crucifix of wondrous beauty lay in 
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the wedding-bed, worked with exquisite artistry, but sadly no longer to be 

found in the Wartburg. This caused the pious husband of this over-pious 

wife to shed burning tears. The sick man, whom Elizabeth had nursed so 

faithfully, was called Eli; he recovered and subsequently lived for a long 

time in a very narrow cleft in the rock close by the Wartburg, and lived on 

roots and herbs, the well-known forest-hermit’s fare. The cave is still there. 

 One day, the gentle lady, when visiting the church in Eisenach, was 

surrounded by a host of beggars before its portals; she gave as long as she 

had somewhat to give, until her coins reached their end, but there remained 

one poor old man, one of the persistent ones, who insisted on alms and 

pushed his way after her into the church; the generous lady was moved to 

pity, and pulling off one of her gloves, which was richly embroidered with 

silver, she handed it to the persistent greyhead who would not be shaken 

off. This was seen by a knight who had also entered the church, and quickly 

walking over, he gave the old man a large sum of money for the glove. Later, 

he fastened that glove to his helmet as its crest, and passed into the Holy 

Land, where he fought as a valiant knight and the glove protected him like a 

talisman, so that he safely came back to his homeland. And then he set 

Elizabeth’s glove in his coat-of-arms. 

 Whole books have been filled with accounts of the deeds and 

miracles of the pious Landgravine Elizabeth, who led a life that was devout 

and pleasing in the sight of God, wherefore she was placed among the 

number of the Saints after her death. 

 

Saint Ludwig (466) 



403 

 

 Landgrave Ludwig, to whom the government of the Land of 

Thuringia passed while he was yet very young, was devout and gracious, 

and his disposition accorded in most things with the heavenly dispostion of 

his Elizabeth. He was also as true as steel to her and never yielded to the 

allurement of infidelity, even though that time was no different and no better 

in this point than the present one. Gentle and good and pious-minded this 

Prince may have been, but he was also a strict protector of the law, and 

very often the shield and comfort of the poor people. When a poor peddler 

asked him for a safe-conduct, he granted this together with an exemption 

from paying tolls in all Thuringian towns and villages, and good-naturedly 

asked him how high a price he would place on his wares. And the peddler 

said, “The total value, Lord, is ten shillings.” “Indeed!” said the Landgrave, 

“then let us be companions, you have wares worth ten shillings, I’ll give you 

ten shillings in coin to add to them, and now attend to your trade; if you 

make a profit, I shall share it, if you suffer a loss, I shall indemnify you.” The 

recipient set out in good heart, his business went splendidly, he made a 

good profit and kept a true account. He was able to make more and more 

purchases, and finally, no longer being able to carry everything himself, he 

bought a donkey and travelled with it to Venice, where he bought and 

exchanged valuable wares such as glass, metal, ivory and coral, as well as 

rings, pearls, and jewels, and set out for home, peddling from town to town 

in Germany. Then he came to Würzburg, the Bishop’s Palace, and there 

some Franconian knights, of the kind that likes to buy without money, 

caught sight of the rich wares. As he was continuing his journey, they took 

his donkey with his wares, heeding the letter of safe-conduct from the 
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Thuringian Landgrave as little as his court livery, which the merchant was 

wearing. Now when the peddler returned sadly home and complained of 

the injustice to his lord, the latter said, “Just wait, companion, I’ll get our 

donkey and our wares back, you’ll see!” – and he at once summoned his 

men for a campaign, declared a feud on the bishop from that hour, and 

invaded Franconia like a hailstorm, admittedly bringing suffering upon a 

great many innocents, and had the bishop informed that he was seeking his 

donkey. Then the Franconian knights had to hand over the donkey and the 

wares, as their predecessors had had to sacrifice the wine to Ludwig’s 

uncle. And they had to indemnify the Landgrave and the bishop’s subjects. 

On another occasion, the Landgrave went with military forces to Poland in a 

matter concerning merchants - that is, merchants who were his subjects 

were being kept prisoner - where he captured and destroyed Castle Lebus. 

Landgrave Ludwig's sister Agnes being married to the Duke of 

Austria, the latter brought his brother-in-law a large, living lion as a rarity, 

and it was kept in the courtyard of the Wartburg, as a fox is now. Then it so 

happened that early one morning, the Landgrave went down into the 

courtyard lightly clothed and completely unarmed, perhaps to pray or to 

enjoy the fresh morning air. Then suddenly the terrifying lion was standing 

there before him, free and unchained, for the cage door had not been 

properly locked, an oversight on the part of the keeper; and the lion had 

made his way out to take some fresh air. Now as the two lords, the King of 

the Beasts and the Landgrave of Thuringa, stood facing and regarding 

each other, the Landgrave showed his true manly spirit by yelling savagely 

at the lion while thrusting his clenched fist towards it as a threat; the lion 
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took fright at this, lay down on the ground, and swished its tail. But the lord’s 

cry was heard and caused a commotion, and the keeper, whom the lion 

knew, brought the powerful beast back into his cage. 

 This happened a year before Landgrave Ludwig, to the great sorrow 

and distress of Saint Elizabeth, embarked on the voyage to the Promised 

Land, from which he did not return. 

 

The Bite on the Cheek (468) 

 Albert, son of Henry the Illustrious, took to wife Margaret, daughter 

of Frederick II.173 And then, after the long loud noise of war, the Wartburg 

rang out again with the sound of joyful feasts. However, the young 

Landgravine, who gave her husband several sons, brought her misfortune 

into the house with her in the form of a beautiful maid of honour, who 

pleased the Margrave and Landgrave only too well, and ever more, until 

they both turned their minds to malicious treachery to get rid of Margaret. 

The servant, who brought many necessities up from the town every day 

with the Wartburg donkey, was secretly hired to enter the Landgravine’s 

chamber as a devil’s phantom at night and break her neck. He also had to 

swear not to reveal the plot to anyone. But this serving-lad had qualms of 

conscience and doubted his being able to do the monstrous, impious deed 

of slaughtering an innocent, defenceless woman – whom he had never 

seen as anything other than gracious, and who had cordially greeted even 

him, the lowest of the servants at the Court – in her sleep; and he therefore 

hesitated and mused a long while. The Landgrave noticing this, asked him 

 
173 Albrecht II der Entartete [the Degenerate] (c.1240-1315); Heinrich III (c.1215-1288); 
Margareta von Hohenstaufen (c.1241-1270); Friedrich II (1194-1250). 
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one evening, slyly but sharply, “Have you reaped the harvest I ordered for 

you?” The serving-lad was startled and replied, “Lord, I shall earn it” – and 

he thought to himself: So it must happen – as God wills! 

 And when it was deep night, he entered the bedchamber of the 

Landgravine, who slept all alone, kneeled down by her bedside, and cried, 

“Gracious Lady! Spare my life!” Margaret started out of sleep and asked, 

“Who is there? Who are you?” And then the serving-lad told her everything, 

and although she was shocked to the core, she spoke with composure: 

“Hurry and call the steward, the cupbearer Rudolf of Vargula, to me!” The 

serving-lad did this, and Margaret leapt from her bed and hastily dressed. 

And when the cupbearer came, she asked him for his advice, bitterly 

sobbing. He gave it in few words. She should pack all her belongings and 

money that could be carried, then her stewardess and one of her maids 

would secretly be woken and they would hurriedly cut bed-linen and sheets 

into long strips which they would tie to each other. Now Margaret, 

accompanied by the cupbearer, went to the painted house by the tower, 

where her sons, Frederick and Diezmann, were sleeping, and fell down on 

their bed and kissed them, weeping burning tears, and from love and cruel 

sorrow she bit the eldest, Frederick, on his cheek, so hard that it began to 

bleed, and she fell on the second son, intending to do likewise to him, but 

the cupbearer prevented her, and she said through the tears which 

streamed from her eyes, “I wish to mark them so they will remember this 

parting as long as they live.” And so she bid the most heartfelt and 

sorrowful farewells to her sons, Frederick being three years old and 

Diezmann a year and a half, and then, with the serving-lad and the two 
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ladies, she was lowered down the high, steep wall in the dark night from a 

window in a corridor in what is now the Knight’s House – it is in the 

fore-castle, where the commander’s residence is – and they had to 

scramble down the precipitious rocky mountain. Then they went forth, 

wandering southwestwards through wide forests through the night and the 

dawning morning until they reached Krainberg Castle near Salzungen, 

which belonged to the lord of Frankenstein but was now possessed, in a 

half share, by the Abbot of Hersfeld. His castellan received them hospitably 

before having them escorted to Fulda, and the Abbot, who welcomed the 

daughter of his Emperor with every honour, as the Arch-Chancellor to the 

Empress, and escorted her to a convent in Frankfurt, wherein she died of 

grief and heartache the very next year. 

 

Frederick the Bitten’s Baptismal Ride (469) 

 More battles and dissensions and disasters came to pass in and 

around the land of Thuringia through Landgrave Albert the Degenerate’s 

breach of fidelity than tale can tell, for once Margaret’s sons came of age, 

they fought against their father, and the father fought against his sons. 

Landgrave Albert had wed his concubine and even wanted to prise the land 

from his legitimate sons and give it to Apiz, his bastard. At one time, he 

went so far as to have his eldest son lying prisoner in a tower at the 

Wartburg for a long while, but he was secretly freed. Finally, Albert sold all 

of Thuringia to Emperor Adolf of Nassau for twelve thousand silver marks, 

which the young margraves opposed, together with every knight in the land, 

and this gave rise to new and bloody battles, and the Emperor’s men 
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wreaked horrible havoc in Thuringia: an old song tells how a troop of this 

army, having destroyed a convent in Rastenberg and violated the nuns, 

were caponised for this outrage by the Thuringians and Hessians. 

Meanwhile, Albert’s concubine, Kunne of Eisenberg, died, and her Apiz 

followed her that same year, whereupon Albert, to spite his sons, lost no 

time at all in marrying the rich widow of a Count of Arnshauk, Adelheid, who 

had only a single daughter, called Elizabeth. She stayed back in her 

paternal castle, was fourteen years of age, and a very virtuous and lovely 

maiden. Frederick with the bitten cheek saw her and fell violently in love 

with her, and a while later he suddenly carried her off, brought her to his 

castle in Gotha, strong Grimmenstein, and wrote to his stepmother 

soliciting Elizabeth’s hand in marriage; who, being already in his hands, 

could not well be denied him, and so he became the son-in-law of both his 

parents. However, this did not in the least prevent dissension, conflict and 

war from dragging on, in which the stronghold of Klemme, built at Eisenach 

by Henry the Illustrious, was razed, and two handsome towers of the 

Church of Our Lady robbed of their bells before also being torn down. Soon 

afterwards, Landgrave Frederick received a secret letter from the Wartburg, 

whereupon he took fifteen brave men with him and hid near the Wartburg in 

a ravine covered with trees and surrounded by rocks, situated to one side 

of the valley, which yet today bears the name, ‘The Landgrave’s Cave.’ 

Then clambering up, they reached the castle at its back side, where the 

tower now stands, and men were there ready to help them scale the walls. 

And Frederick captured his father without striking a blow and sent him to 

Erfurt. The Landgravine, however, remained with her son-in-law at the 
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Wartburg, whither he bid his young wife Elizabeth to come with all speed. 

But Frederick, although he had the Wartburg, did not have the land of 

Thuringia, for that did still belong to his father, or rather to the Emperor, who 

had bought it, and even the citizens of Eisenach wished to have nothing to 

do with the young Landgrave; and so the Wartburg was more straitly 

besieged and pressed than ever, and small belfries174 were raised all 

around it, with entrenchments and blockhouses, and all access and all 

conveyance of provisions to it were cut off, which was the worst thing of all, 

for no harm could be done the castle by assaults, and little by slinging 

stones, as the castle towered sky-high over the entire enemy encampment. 

In these times, Lady Elizabeth the younger gave birth to a little daughter at 

the Wartburg, and there being no priest in the castle, advice was at a 

premium on how to baptise the child, for it was not the custom in those days 

to wait in God’s name four or six weeks, or yet longer; also, unlike in our 

time, persons who had not received any manner of priestly ordination did 

not make it their business to perform the sacred ceremony of baptism. But 

the Landgrave, a man of quick resolve who took pleasure in every swift 

deed, bid the nursemaid mount a horse with the baby, selected twelve 

brave fellow warriors, and then rode with them down the mountain, around 

the town, over the Gaulanger and Sengelbach, and only then did the 

watchmen hear the riders and sound the alarm. Frederick and his men now 

rode speedily down the valley-road towards Tenneberg, but after a while 

they heard the sounds of pursuit. Suddenly the nursemaid had her palfrey 

trot at a calmer pace, letting the knights ride past her; the baby screamed, 

 
174 Free-standing fighting towers. 
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the Landgrave pulled up beside her and asked, “What is it? Why don’t you 

make haste? What’s wrong with the baby? Make her be silent!” “Lord,” said 

the nursemaid, “she wants to be given the breast – she won’t be silent until 

she has sucked!” Then the Landgrave called to his men, “Stop! My 

daughter shall not want for anything no account of this hunt, though it cost 

me the land of Thuringia!” And then they all crowded together around the 

nursemaid, ready, when the enemy came, to defend the baby and her with 

their lives – but the enemy desisted from the pursuit, although Frederick 

had heard the hoofbeats of their horses barely, and steadily, two miles 

behind him; and so the riders, with the baby and nursemaid, arrived safely 

at Tenneberg Castle, whither the Abbot of Reihhardsrunn, which was 

situated nearby, was summoned to baptise the girl and name her Elizabeth 

after her mother. Afterwards, Frederick managed to get help, splendidly 

provisioned the Wartburg, bravely repulsed the siege, and brought all the 

Counts and lords of Thuringia over to his side. This made Emperor Adolf 

wild with fury, and he intended to overrun the land of Thuringia with his 

forces once more and vanquish it, as he intended to vanquish Switzerland 

at that same time. Then it happened that an end was put to all of his 

intentions by the assassinating hand of his nephew, Duke Johann of 

Swabia, and after that, the land came to enjoy blessed peace through 

Landgrave Frederick with the Bitten Cheek, who was also named the 

Joyful. 

 

The Mystery Play (470) 

 As peace and happiness had reigned again for many years in the 
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land of Thuringia, and especially at Eisenach, where there had previously 

been great discontent and the grass in the market-place had grown to a 

height of half an ell, so the Dominican Friars, after the custom of the time, 

staged a Mystery Play, that is a religious lyrical drama, on the eve of 

Misericordia Sunday.175 The theatre was on the plain between the 

Franciscan Monastery and St. George’s Church, and the Landgrave 

Frederick the Joyful and the entire Court were spectators there, with the 

most respectable citizens of Eisenach. The stage was divided into a 

foreground and a raised background, and on the latter there at first 

appeared, and acted, the heavenly characters, Christ, Mary, Angels, and 

the Choir of Angels, and both the lines that were recited and the choruses 

were composed partly in the Latin, partly in the German tongue. The 

chorus- songs consisted in the main of the antiphonies and responsories 

commonly used in churches. Christ appeared, sending angels with an 

invitation to his “mickle meal.” The ten virgins appeared in the foreground, 

and the angels delivered the divine invitation to them with the behest that 

they “bear burning lamps unto a true confession” before withdrawing. The 

virgins separated into the five wise and the five foolish ones and made 

observations, those of the wise ones pious, those of the foolish ones 

breathing earthly pleasures, and then the latter turned away in a joyful 

dance. Now while one of the virgins edified her sisters with words fo 

comfort, a side-curtain fell, and the stage showed the foolish ones 

slumbering at a repast. But one of them exhorted the others to 

watchfulness, while the wise ones filled their lamps with oil and lit them. 

 
175 The second Sunday after Easter. 
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After that, the foolish ones stepped back into the centre and implored the 

wise sisters to give them oil. The answer they received was the good 

advice to go and see where they could find oil. Now the foolish ones raised 

grieving laments while they, walking around the stage, sought to buy oil. 

Angels’ voices commanded silence, and the Heavenly Chorus rang out: 

Ecce sponsus venit!176 When this had ended, the Saviour appeared in the 

glory of his splendour, led by his mother, and the choir of Wise Virgins 

greeted both with songs of celebration. Mary bowed to them and garlanded 

the virgins with heavenly crowns, addressing them with the words: 

 Be you welcome, chosen children myne! Etc. 

Then the virgins broke out into the jubilant chorus: Sanctus, sanctus, 

sanctus! and the angels began to sing: Gloria et honor – so that the house 

was filled with shudders of reverence. Christ now held his Holy Communion, 

which the Wise Virgins walked up to with their burning lamps, but the foolish 

ones remained on the stage and pitifully besought Christ, begging him by 

his bitter death: 

 We were neglectful forby our folly, 

 Now let us partake of thy great mercy 

 Through Mary, beloved mother of thyne, 

 And let us poor wights in, to share thy bread and wine! 

Christ refused with severity, using Latin Biblical sayings and explaining 

them in German, to give but one example: “Amen amen dico vobis nescio 

vos! – Verily I say unto you, I know you not.”177 

 Then the five virgins threw themselves down onto the ground with 

 
176 Behold! the bridegroom cometh! 
177 Matthew 25:12. 
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their lightless lamps and directed the most pressing entreaty to the Holy 

Virgin that she, who refused her mercy to no-one, would supplicate 

forgiveness for them from her son. But Mary replied, If they had only done 

something to oblige her or her son earlier – now she feared that their united 

pleas would be unsuccessful, yet she would try to find mercy for them in her 

child. And now Mary turned with bended knee to the Son of God and sang, 

“Miserere, miserere, miserere populo tuo”178 – so that it pierced and shook 

the hearts of every spectator – and then she said to the Redeemer, He 

might think of all the distress and all the pains she had borne and suffered 

for him, and now requite her for these by forgiving these poor virgins. But 

there rang out from the inflexible judge’s mouth, like words of thunder: 

“Coelum et terra transibunt, verbum autem meum in aeternum 

permanet!”179 While every member of the audience trembled at this – down 

below two horrible devils, Beelzebub and Lucifer, appeared opposite the 

Foolish Virgins, desirous of leading the group of damned souls to Hell; who 

had been neglectful, they said, because of their diabolical advice; and 

Christ cried: 

 Just justice shall be done. 

 The Damned Ones must from me be gone 

 Into Hell deep 

 With devils company to keep. 

Then the Infernal Chorus of all the devils and the damned howled in 

jubilation, "Forwerpen, Lord, forwerpen!" which means: Reject them, Lord, 

reject them!, and cold terror washed over the auditorium. The Landgrave 

 
178 “Have mercy, have mercy, have mercy on your people.” 
179 Matthew 24:35. “Heaven and Earth shall pass away, but My Word shall stand fast forever.” 
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fetched a deep sigh. 

 Mary again bent her knee before Christ and repeated her 

intercession, this time more copiously. Then Christ said softly to his holy 

mother, “Peace, mother of myne” – and he refused once more, and turning 

towards the virgins with punitive intent, he discarded them into eternal 

hellfire with the most vehement words while the devils dragged a great 

chain over and twined it round the virgins, pulling them back up from the 

ground, the first of whom now broke out into the most pitiful, bloodcurdling 

wails. She cursed her mother for giving birth to her, for not slaying her; she 

lamented that she had not been born a dog instead of a Christian, that she 

had not been hanged before baptism, then her woe would not be so great 

now. She cursed her father for not having raised her with tender love, she 

had now no other wish than to be a toad, an abomination to all the world, so 

that she could just crawl into an unclean pond and flee Hell. Screaming in 

sheer despair, one of her sisters interrupted her, and in a stream of dreadful 

words, tearing out her hair, she cursed pride and all the other vices. Then a 

third one began, and called to Death, why did he not kill her; the most 

wretched of deaths would be more welcome to her than the imminent 

merciless torment. The fourth turned to the spectators and cried to them 

that they, the Foolish Ones, were given to them as a mirror, as a terrible 

warning. Finally, the fifth one cursed this day and posed the hopeless 

question: To which protector could they then turn, if even Mary’s 

intercession was of no use, as that hymn of the Last Judgement, the Dies 

irae, asks: Quem patronum rogaturus?180 

 
180 Who shall intercede for me? / Which patron should I entreat? 
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 The Landgrave, by this time a man advanced in years, shook his 

head and murmured to himself: “Misericordias! Misericordias!” 

 Meanwhile, many people had walked onto the stage, and the Foolish 

Virgins now turned to them, wailing and beating their breasts with terrible 

vehemence, and one after the other, they spoke their lamentations anew, 

and the Chorus of the People replied in unison in a mournful tone: “O 

welaway and welaway!” – and nothing more. They exhorted the people to 

penance and repentance, warned against sins, and, while doing this, they 

departed, with the skill of a rhetorician, from the rhyming couplets used up 

to that point and fell into the rhythm of epic; to give one example: 

 Now every poor wight monen / that ever we were born, 

 Our heavy sins have made us / woeful and forlorn 

 We must tholen great sorrow / among the fires of Hell, 

 O ladies monen our mishap / and be heedful, that were well. 

Thus did it continue, pitifully and at length, while Christ, Mary, the Angels 

and the Wise Virgins were removed from sight as the backstage curtain 

was rolled up, which one presumes now showed an image of flaming Hell; 

and when the last virgin cried the concluding words, in which utter 

desperation at no intercession, no missal sacrifice having the power to help 

them, found voice: 

 In death, how are we holpen by good deeds? 

 We deserven the wrath of God! 

then the sisters and all the people screamed, and the devils exulted in the 

gloating chorus: 

 For that our (your) souls are lost perpetuelly! 
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And then a man was heard to yell, and there immediately followed a heavy 

thud. The Landgrave had fallen senseless from his seat – he had had a 

stroke. This nerve-shattering play, represented with all the fervent zeal of 

fanaticism, had clutched his soul all too forcefully, perplexed thoughts had 

feverishly raced through his mind, What could it be, if not repentance, not 

penance, not reverence and entreaty, not even the intercession of Mary, 

that could impetrate forgiveness for sinners from Him who, as Holy Writ 

taught, had died for sinners? The Landgrave did recover, and he lived a 

good while longer, but his joyous strength was broken; his spirit, formerly so 

vivacious, remained clouded in gloom; and the priests with their 

blasphemous play, represented with horrific art, had him on their souls. 

 

Junker Jörg [George] (471) 

 In a later age, a man was brought to the Wartburg one evening. No 

landgraves had lived there for a long time, but a captain and magistrate 

who was called Hans von Berlepsch, and he who brought the captive with 

him was called Burkhard Hound of Mengheim. He had his castle seat on 

the Altenstein on the other side of the Thuringian Forest but was the Saxon 

Elector’s magistrate at Gotha. They had received an order from their 

common master, the Elector, to seize a man, who would be passing along 

the road to Saxony from Möhra through the forest near Altenstein, in the 

heart of the forest, and then to bring him closely guarded and yet unharmed 

to the Wartburg, where they were to take good care of him and minister to 

him, and give him knightly garments and a robe in place of the monk’s habit 

that this man wore. And the captive was to be called Junker Jörg 
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(George)181 because he fought like a knight against the dragon of priestly 

obscuration – those who caused such great disconsolation among men, as 

that Pope Urban did to poor Knight Tannhäuser and those predicants did to 

the merry Landgrave of Eisenach. And Junker Jörg did, up on the Wartburg, 

the greatest spiritual knightly deed that man (Jesus excepted) had ever 

done: he translated the Word of God, the sole Word of salvation, the Bible, 

into the German language. Such work vexed and irked the Devil 

tremendously, and he buzzed and hummed around the learned knight and 

doctor quite dreadfully, intending to muddle his wits, and he left him no rest 

at night but clinked and clanked in the nuts the doctor had in a bag under 

his bed, and crashed around on the floor and in the narrow corridor in the 

knightly home, in front of his cell, but the doctor simply said, “If it’s you, so 

be it!” 

 But at last even the doctor, when he was working with the utmost 

industry, and the Devil, in the form of a bumble-bee or hornet was buzzing 

frantically around him, angrily grabbed the inkpot and threw it at him, 

making a large inkstain on the wall, and from then on the Devil left him in 

peace in the Wartburg. But the mark remained as a memento, and when 

the wall was painted over, it became visible again; and finally, everyone 

who saw it wished to take a piece away with them as a token, which of 

course made it disappear, and it is now a hole in the wall rather than a 

mark. 

 

Monk and Nun (472) 

 
181 Better known as Martin Luther. 
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 In sight of the Wartburg and very close to the site of the ruins of the 

destroyed dynastic castle Mittelstein, now called Mädelstein, stand two 

rocks which incline towards one another so that their tops almost touch, 

and they are called ‘Monk and Nun.’ When there were still abbeys down 

below in Eisenach, there was a monk in one, a nun in another, and they 

loved each other and arranged a tryst on these heights at a place where 

they could not be seen from the town. They hugged and kissed one another 

and cursed the claustral confinement which separated them for ever, and 

wished, as lovers do, to be near each other for eternity, to be able to kiss 

one another for ever. And because they wished this so affectingly, their wish 

was fulfilled, they became tall rocks, which, seen from afar, still seem to 

have human form and be meeting in a kiss. 

 

The Nightmare as a Down-Feather (478) 

 In the borough of Ruhla, near which in ancient times the Iron 

Landgrave of Thuringia had the weakness hammered out of him [No. 452], 

there are legends of mountain-hoards and all kinds of spirits, good and bad, 

in abundance. Hunters haunt, priests haunt, maidens haunt, witches, 

monks, Croats haunt, there are hauntings by a goose and finally even a 

donkey, called the Beer-Donkey, which jumps onto the back of men 

returning home late from their beer and wraps its forelegs round their neck, 

like the Roman spirit Empusa did to travellers in the form of an ass. And 

among so many kinds of spooks and witches, the Night-Mare is also at 

home, who torments sleepers at night, similar to the Mahr in Netherlandish 

legends. But there is a tried and tested means to counter it. Namely, the 
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person tormented must, so far as he is able, quickly get out of bed and stop 

up the keyhole, for the Nightmare comes in and goes out through this. At 

one time, a man knew this trick and tried it, and behold, the Nightmare was 

visible and sitting on his bed, had on a white veil, and was a lady of 

handsome features. This was no bad thing for the man of Ruhla; he kept 

the beauty at his home and lived with her as with a wife. She was quiet and 

compliant, but she never laughed and kept asking him to open the keyhole, 

for the Nightmare can escape only through this and not through open doors 

or windows. That is why Goethe has Mephistopheles say in Faust: 

  “It is a law that binds all spooks and spirits, 

  Wherever they creep in, there too they must creep out.” 

One day, however, when the quiet woman repeated her request, he 

thought: ‘Hmm, why not see what will come of this? After all, there’s no way 

she can go through the keyhole, and if she tries to go away, well, you can 

stop her.’ But he gave her no intimation of his intent; he just suddenly took 

the bung out of the keyhole. Then the woman became smaller and ever 

smaller, finally even becoming a down-feather, and he snatched at her, but 

the draught of air from his hand drove her away, and whoosh! – she had 

flown and blown through the keyhole and was gone.  

 

The Goat’s-Bone Cave (482) 

 Near the Oven-Cave [Backofenloch] on the Great Wartberg, there is 

the Goat’s-Bone Cave, put under a spell by Venetians, filled with treasure 

but never to be found. It was enchanted and made invisible using the 

hind-leg of a goat and is therefore called the Goat’s-Bone Cave. It is open 
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only on two days every four years, namely Walpurgis Day [May 1st] and St. 

John the Baptist’s Day [June 24], when anyone who sees it can enter. Even 

in recent times, Chief Forester König, while out on a hunt, saw the cave 

open and the stockwork182 inside flashing, a hundredweight of which yields 

thirty pounds of gold and forty-five pounds of silver. The Chief Forester was 

all alone, and he was surprised to so suddenly come across a cave 

entrance a a spot which he, who knew the entire hunting-grounds like the 

back of his hand, had passed by times without number. So he called to his 

harbourers, but they not hearing him, he rode back for a stretch until he met 

with them, for he wished to show them his discovery without delay. But the 

fortune to be had in the Goat’s-Bone Cave had legged it, and rock and cave 

had vanished like a misty vision. 

 

Snake Soup (483) 

 On Mount Wartberg there issues a fountain, called the Silberborn 

(Silver Spring), and one Trinity Sunday the shepherd of Schmerbach was 

resting beside it when he saw a man carrying all kinds of equipment and 

dressed in foreign garb stepping out of the forest onto the May-green, 

sunny mountain pasture, and he also saw, in a nearby rock, an opening he 

had never noticed before. The stranger greeted the shepherd, unpacked 

his goods, beckoned to the shepherd to come over, and asked him to be of 

assistance, he would not be the loser by it. He bid him light a little fire and 

cut himself a staff from a hazelnut bush, then he spread a cloth out over the 

carpet of turf, drew three circles with a white staff he carried in his hand, 

 
182 Rock which contains ore in clusters or solid masses. 
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and took out a little pipe, on which he blew in a peculiar manner. Then 

snakes and worms came out of the clefts in the rocks and the bushes in 

great numbers, and finally a great lindworm placed itself directly before the 

conjurer and opened its jaws wide, and all the others hissed horribly and 

coiled themselves up repeatedly, and the Venetian – for such a one was the 

snake-charmer – trembled. At last, a snake that was silvery-white all over 

and wore a golden crown appeared on a tall elm, slithered down from its 

tree, crept over the pasture and onto the cloth – then the conjurer swiftly 

leapt over, folded the cloth shut, took the crown and hid it, and killed the 

lindworm, transfixing it; then he blew his pipe again, and the snakes crept 

away. The Venetian hereupon killed the captured Adder Queen, cut it into 

pieces, and cooked a nourishing soup from it in a small kettle. Then he sat 

down to leisurely eat his snake-meal, to which he hospitably invited the 

shepherd. The latter persistently refused, until at length he was persuaded 

to eat – with a great effort of will – a spoonful; but now, when it happened as 

with that child in the Thuringian Forest, to whom the house-serpent came 

and ate of his milk-soup with him, but only the milk, and the child said to it, 

“Don’t eat only the broth, eat the breadcrumbs too,” for the Venetian tried to 

persuade the shepherd to eat some of the chunks of snake, then the 

shepherd absolutely refused. Nevertheless, the good soup, which 

contained many globules of snake fat,183 made his own eyes clear: he saw 

everything around him in a supernal light, and a mountain cavern, which 

had opened up, was full of gold and silver – that was the Geissbein Cave. 

They both now went and helped themselves, and then everything 

 
183 “Schlangenfettaugen” literally “snake-fat eyes.” 
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disappeared as if blown away. “If you had eaten some of the snake itself,” 

the Venetian said as he was departing, “you would always have seen the 

cave open and been able to go in time and time again and take whatever 

you wanted; but now you cannot. Fare you well, and visit me in Venice 

some day. Here is a wishing-cloth for you; you should tie it around your 

head.” Later, the shepherd wished himself now here, now there, and once 

to Venice, where he came to a marble palace with a guard standing before 

it, and he found, in the form of a rich noble, his soup cook again, who 

received him hospitably and presented him with magnificent gifts. 

 

Where the Dog Lies Buried184 (485) 

 The dog lies buried in Winterstein; that is a village hard by the foot of 

the Inselberg, which the Emse flows through, and where many miners in 

past times. Also, the Lords of Wangenheim had a mountain-castle there 

which is now a ruin, yet three Wangenheim castles still survive in the area. 

One of these lords was, like almost all of his forefathers and successors, 

Master of the Chase to a Duke of Gotha, and he had a very clever and 

faithful dog whose name was Stutzel; and after the Lord of Wangenheim 

died, his widow had the dog for a long time. Stutzel was so clever and 

adroit that he could go alone to Gotha, to the Lord and Lady at Friedenstein 

Palace, with letters that had been fastened to his collar, and he could return 

with letters, so the Gotha messenger could almost save himself the journey 

over to Winterstein. Now the widow was exceedingly fond of Stutzel, and 

when he finally paid the debt of nature, she had him laid in a coffin and wept 

 
184 “Wo der Hund begraben liegt” idiomatically means “[Where the dog lies buried,] that’s the 
crux of the matter / that’s where you’ll find the answer.” 
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bitterly, and she would have all the servants weep also. They did so, to 

oblige the Lady and also Stutzel, and they howled and wailed with all their 

might for the truly good dog, except for one old cook, who wept, like the 

giantess Thok in the Norse myth of Baldur, “with dry eyes” – and this 

incensed the Lady, who did not give her the mourning clothes the other 

servants had received. But when she entered the kitchen, where the cook 

was cutting onions, and her eyes were streaming, she said in a voice full of 

grief: “You are crying now for good Stutzel, isn’t that so? Now you’ll have 

your mourning clothes too!” The old cook smiled through her tears, and did 

not say no. 

 Now the Lady of Wangenheim wished for Stutzel to be interred with 

ceremony, and that in no other place than God’s acre. The priest came to 

the castle and said, “Your Ladyship, this will not do. The churchyard is for 

Christian people and not for a dog. I may not have even a Jew buried 

there.” “Indeed!” said the widowed Mistress of the Chase of Wangenheim, 

“It will not do? I am sorry about that. My late Stutzel was actually no dog, he 

had a human understanding; he even made a will in which he bequeathed 

one hundred dollars to your church, and fifty dollars to you yourself – let it 

be noted, if a small place is give him in the churchyard; otherwise, nothing.” 

“That certainly changes things, Your Ladyship – the church is very poor,” 

the priest said thereupon, “O good, pious Stutzel! Who knows, but that a 

dear human being was enchanted into his form, he possessing so much 

human understanding? Well – I think – a little corner in the churchyard – to 

show myself ready to oblige Your Ladyship.” Thereupon ceremonial 

obsequies were arranged, and servants and maids, all dressed in mourning, 
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had to walk along behind the dog’s coffin. But this vexed the community, 

and word spread around the district, and whenever an inhabitant of 

Winterstein showed their face, people laughed and mocked, mocking being 

a favourite pastime of Thuringians: “Hey, at your place, at Winterstein, the 

dog lies buried in the churchyard!” – and word reached the ears of His 

Grace the reigning prince, who reacted in a very ungracious manner; and a 

Commission coming to Gotha from the Ducal Consistory, the priest was 

officially interrogated. He said he had permitted it for the sake of the poor 

little church, but this excuse availed him nought; the priest was dismissed, 

and Stutzel was exhumed, but it is greatly to be doubted that the Lady of 

Wangenheim received her money back; a Lord of Wangenheim, who 

related this story in person, knew nothing about that. Now the widowed 

Mistress of the Chase of Wangenheim had Stutzel interred for a second 

time, and that in the garden, and had a stone raised as a monument to him 

on which the unforgettable Stutzel was depicted to the life, and a beautiful 

epitaph was inscribed which presented Stutzel’s virtues to Immortality. And 

the saying is still current: In Winterstein – that’s where the dog lies buried. 

 

The White Lady of Tenneberg (487) 

 Hard over the town of Waltershausen lies the castle of Tenneberg, 

whither Landgrave Frederick the Joyful brought his newborn daughter from 

the Wartburg and had her baptised [No. 469]. Landgrave Albert’s son by 

Kunne von Eisenberg held this castle for a while but soon had to evacuate it. 

At Tenneberg, a ghost walks in the form of a white lady; she steps out of a 

tower in which gleams of light are glimpsed now and then, and walks 
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through the chambers, and raises her hand to her head, as though she 

would grasp something there, perhaps a crown, and she looks searchingly 

over the ground. Once, a lady came to the castle with a princely retinue; 

she remained in that place and was never allowed to set foot outside again. 

She lived in that tower and wore a long white gown. Nobody knew who she 

was – dark rumours circulated that she was the wife of King Henry of 

England who had been given out for dead, Anne, née Princess of Cleves. 

Others said she was not the real Queen Anne but another woman who had 

passed herself off as such, and was therefore kept prisoner. But many were 

of the opinion that if she were a common imposter, so much fuss would not 

have been made about her; instead, she would have been publicly flogged 

and expelled from the land. Now whether that lady were a queen or not has 

never come to light, but she was tormented and tortured, and she went out 

of her wits, and the Devil also excruciated her and gave her no respite until 

she died wretchedly in her imprisonment. Now she walks, as a white lady, 

through the forlorn and desolate castle and its wide rooms full of old 

hunting-pictures and old-fashioned junk, and she seeks – her lost crown. 

 

The Hunter-Stone (493) 

 Not far from the Teufelskreis [Devil’s Circle], there stands in the 

forest on the Schneekopf,185 alone among the trees, a memorial stone. A 

forester at Gräfenrode, whose hunting-ground stretched up to these heights, 

met his death here. He had a hunter’s boy who was his cousin – and really 

was called Casper186 – and he lived with him on very bad terms, letting him 

 
185 The second-highest peak in the Thuringian Forest. 
186 This seems to be a reference to the character Kasper in Weber’s opera Der Freischütz. 
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know who was master in the severest way. Now as a very large, plump, 

warrantable stag with many points – more than sixteen – had often been 

sighted up in the Schneekopf hunting-ground, the forester set Casper the 

task of shooting that same stag. But shoot the stag was precisely what 

Casper did not do, for he always missed it, even when it was close up and 

in his sights; and then, when he went home, he had to listen to a host of 

scornful and mocking comments on his lack of skill. And in society, when 

the hunters of the area all around were sitting with their drinks up on the 

Schmücke,187 or in Auerhahn or in Oberhof, that forester would often say 

jeeringly, in Casper’s presence: “Aye, my cousin Casper, the marks he hits 

are beyond belief – nobody would credit it! He hits the mark in the dark – 

you really can’t see what he shot!” – and more such caustic remarks. Now 

Casper was properly riled at this, and as he had an old hunter as a friend, 

who was likewise riled, the old man told him straight out: “Casper, there’s 

something not right about this business with the stag up there, we know 

that you won’t hit it with a lead bullet until Hell freezes over, something 

strange is going on. Just you go up to the glassworks at Gehlberg early 

tomorrow and have them make you a glass bullet, it takes no time to do that, 

and secretly load it into your rifle, then go back up to the raised hide in the 

evening.” 

 Casper followed this advice, and so there he was, lying in wait, when 

there was a crashing in the bushes, and the royal stag emerged and began 

to graze. Casper drew a bead on it and squeezed the trigger, and he saw 

the bullet head for the stag like a flashing fiery arrow, and the stag collapse 

 
187 A ridge of hills. 
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to the ground. Overjoyed at having finally shot with success, he rushed 

over; there was no need to give the stag the coup de grâce, it had gasped 

its last – but – it was not a stag at all, it was Herr Johann Valentin Grahner, 

his master, who had on every occasion used evil hunter’s tricks to transform 

himself into the stag. It was a tremendous shock, but what was done was 

done. Casper reported the incident to the authorities, Herr Grahner was 

given an honourable burial, and the schoolteacher at Gräfenrode trimmed a 

new quill and wrote in the Church Register: 

 ‘Y[ear] 1690, the 16th of Sept[ember], the Forester to the Pr[ince] of 

Sax[ony], Herr Joh[ann] Valentin Grahner, was shot in the temples and 

through the head at 4 in the evening by his cousin Casper, who was a 

hunter’s boy, in the forest on the Schneekopf, in the shifted shape of a stag, 

and no sooner was the gun fired than the game fell.’ 

 

The Cursed Village (498) 

 In the parish of Dillstedt there lies an area of wasteland, called 

Germelshausen, where a village used to stand. It is still there, but nobody 

sees it, and it is not good to see it. Around a hundred years ago, the 

barber-surgeon of Dietzhausen, between Dillstedt and Heinrichs, was 

walking through the lonely valley between Rohr and Marisfeld, which the 

Görzbach flows through, and thus came into a village and saw the people 

there going to church, and he wondered at their old-fashioned clothes. And 

when he came to Rohr, where the people dress in the newest fashion, he 

asked: What kind of village was that? But nobody could give him an answer, 

and the people said that, at the place where he described it to be, by the 
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Görzbach, there was no village. 

 Around the same time, when it was Michaelmas and the Dillstedt 

Fair, the cobbler of Wichtshausen, between Dillstedt and Dietzhausen, a 

simple and straightforward man, was walking towards Marisfeld. It was his 

first time in that region, and he came near to a village in which the cocks 

were crowing and the dogs barking, and close ahead of him a woman was 

hurrying towards the village. The man called to her to ask about the road, 

but she did not hear him and strode towards the village on a footpath that 

was completely overgrown with grass, while the man’s way took him off to 

the side and past a pond that was completely covered with grass, and he 

wondered at the people so utterly neglecting this pond. When he had 

completed his business in Marisfeld and set off on the journey home, the 

pond and the village had disappeared. A neighbour whom the cobbler told 

about this, said that he should be happy he had not followed the woman, or 

he would most likely not have come back home. He had seen the cursed 

village of Germelshausen,188 and it was a deeply uncanny spot. 

 

Of a Miner and a Bride (501) 

 A mountain road runs from Dietzhausen to Benshausen; in past 

ages, there were mines round about, and miners lived in that place. At one 

time, one of them went to Confession on a Saturday, and we was going to 

go to Communion on the Sunday. Now it is an old custom that nobody 

should do any more work after Confession but rather direct all his thoughts 

to pious intent. However, the miner did not want to be deprived of a bit of 

 
188 There is a fine short story on this legend, called Germelshausen, by Friedrich Gerstäcker 
(1860). 
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pay, and after Confession he went back to the working-point. But no sooner 

was he in the mine that the shaft caved in and all trace of him was lost. Not 

until a hundred years later, when other miners worked a mine there, digging 

for ore, was a miner found in a gallery who had a big, long beard and 

seemed to be asleep. And as they were talking around him, he awoke, and 

immediately asked, “Has the bell rung? I have to go to Communion!” The 

others said, “Today is no Sunday and there’s no church, it's a workday.” “All 

the same,” he said, “last night I went to Confession, and today I must go to 

Communion.” Then they escorted him out of the mine and to the church, 

and they fetched the priest, who gave him Holy Communion; and when he 

had received it, he fell down and became a heap of ashes. 

 Something similar happened with a bride in Benshausen who was 

forced into marriage. Before the wedding ceremony, when the bell rang for 

the second time, she had finished dressing, and weeping copious tears, 

she said, “Let me just go out alone into the garden for a moment first, I must 

breathe some fresh air” – for her heart was all too sorely oppressed. In the 

garden, she was weeping bitterly at her unhappy fate when a stranger, 

whome she never had seen before, walked up to her and asked the reason 

for her grief; and she, lamenting, confided everything to him. He consoled 

her in a gentle voice and walked with her, speaking of all kinds of things; 

and he praised her garden and said his was very beautiful also, if she 

wished to see it, and it was right beside hers. And a little door stood open, 

and they walked in; however, the bride had never noticed this garden 

before, nor ever seen so wonderfully beautiful a garden in which there was 

so much to look at. The most beautiful flowers, and birds, fountains, 
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avenues, arbours, bushes, lawns, berries and fruits of every kind. The 

young bride rejoiced in this and forgot the sorrow that weighed upon her 

heart, and the man spoke very agreeably with her. All of a sudden, the bell 

rang for the final time, and the bride remembered her duty. Politely and 

modestly taking leave of the man, she went back into her garden, and 

through it into the house, to go to the church with the bridegroom and 

guests. But everything there was different and strange to her, and unknown 

people stared at her in astonishment, at her old-fashioned bridal attire, and 

asked what she wanted and where she came from. There was no 

bridegroom, no father, no mother, no wedding-guests – and inquiries were 

made, and it was discovered that a hundred years previously, a bride had 

gone into the garden shortly before the final bell and had not come back, 

like that bridal couple who went up Kyffhäuser to borrow wedding cutlery 

and crockery and thought they were carrying a heavy load when they 

walked down. But that load was the weight of their years [No. 430]. Then 

the bride withdrew from the world which was strange to her into the garden 

of the friendly man, who was none other than Christ our Lord and Saviour, 

and soon afterwards she entered the Garden of Heavenly Paradise. 

 

Frau Holle and Faithful Eckart (501) 

 Beyond Benshausen lies the borough of Schwarza, though which 

Frau Holle passed with her raging host one Christmas time, and at the head 

was Faithful Eckart warning people not to stay on the road, for the host 

occupied the whole width of the road and anyone whom these spectres 

came upon did not fare well. Now when the swarm had raced through the 
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town, two boys came down the road carrying jugs full of beer that they had 

fetched from the ‘Charcoal-Burner’, an inn with a mill right by the road a 

little way past Schwarza, where the beer is always good and which many 

customers frequent. Faithful Eckart bid these boys also step to one side, 

and they crouched down timorously – but they were perceived nonetheless, 

and the Wild Huntsmans having an unceasing thirst, some of the furies 

walked up to the boys, took the jugs from them, and drained them dry. This 

made the boys deeply worried, for they feared a beating at home; all of a 

sudden, Faithful Eckart was with them again, and he said, “Be of good 

heart, boys; you did well to hand over the beer of your own free will – 

otherwise, your necks would now be in a bad way. Now just you get along 

home with your jugs, but for the next three days don’t tell a soul what befell 

you this evening.” And when the boys arrived home, the jugs were full and 

heavy, and in them there was a beer the like of which the men of Schwarza 

had never drunk before, just like English ale, as if it had been brewed in 

Tölz189; but the best and most wonderful thing was that the jugs did not 

become empty. They kept on giving and giving, it really was splendid – until 

the three days were over and the boys broke their silence. And that was the 

end of it. 

 

The Fir-Bush (502) 

 When one goes from the town of Schwarza towards the dark 

mountain water of the river Schwarza, one soon arrives at the village of 

Birnau. In that place there lived an old forester called Jacob whom many 

 
189 (Bad) Tölz, in Bavaria, known as ‘The Town of 22 Breweries.’ 
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kinds of spirit liked to tease whenever he entered the forest. Thus it befell 

him at one time that, when he was sitting in the raised hide and a deer 

came into his sights, the moment he wished to shoot, a fir-bush would 

move in front of his rifle, and he never could shoot, for as he bent to the 

side, so the bush followed his movement, and when he angrily 

unshouldered his gun and walked to another place, the fir-bush had 

certainly gone, but so had the deer. This caused the old forester much 

anxiety, and he went to Dreissigacker, where an executioner lived, and 

asked him for advice in this matter. The executioner needed little time for 

thought and said: “The next time the fir-bush walks into your sights, draw 

your hunting dagger and give it a pruning.” The old forester Jacob was soon 

back in the raised hide and behold, it was not long before a deer showed up, 

and there was the fir-bush before the mouth of his gun. The forester 

instantly did as the executioner had advised, drawing his hunting dagger 

and beginning to prune the bush. Yet it was a hard wood; no twig fell off, but 

many a nick was made in the steel of the weapon, so that Jacob soon 

desisted and went home. But in the village of Birnau a woman was deadly ill, 

with many wounds on her arms and legs, and nobody knew where they had 

come from. She was the witch who had befooled the forester in the form of 

a fir-bush because he had often caught her stealing wood in the forest, 

crushed her basket underfoot, beaten her, written her name in the forest 

penance register, and done her all kinds of injuries and paid her all kinds of 

affronts besides. 

 

Ebersdorf and Ebersgrund (504) 



433 

 

 From Steinback-Hallenberg to the town of Schmalkalden there 

stretches a hilly meadowland on which, ages ago, there was a village by 

the name of Ebersdorf. The village was rich and its inhabitants had gold, 

silver, and copper mines. Then the wealth they had gained made them 

arrogant and they sinned against the Lord, going to church no longer and 

leading a godless and lavish life. Now there served in Ebersdorf a pious 

maid, a native of Springstille – a village close by Schmalkalden – and one 

Sunday she asked her master and mistress for leave so she might go home 

and receive Holy Communion. For this intention, which was pleasing to 

God, she was scolded and derided, yet she was allowed to take her leave 

and went weeping on her way. When she returned, she found the village 

was there no more; there was only a hill rising up in the middle of where it 

had been, and from this the golden cross of the steeple flashed, like a cross 

over a large grave. The village had sunk; yet she could still hear the cocks 

anxiously crowing in the depths. Then the maid turned back for her home 

village again and announced what she had seen; but nobody believed her. 

Nevertheless, many people of Springstille went with her and saw the 

miracle that had taken place. By this time, the cross had also sunk entirely 

into the depths, and no cock crowed in the village, and no owl cared a hoot 

for it, and over its site there lay a deep and horrifying silence. Some time 

later, the inhabitants of Springstille took possession of the parish fields, and 

this is the reason why many Springstiller own meadows in Ebersgrund 

today. One can yet see the hill on which the church stood in the middle of 

the valley floor, and can espy close at hand old hedge-lines, the boundaries 

of former gardens. 
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The Dwarves of the Kammerlöcher190 (513) 

 Not far from Ilmenau there lies a village, Angelrode, and near it is a 

much-fissured mountain-face, with various ravines and caves like 

rock-chambers which are called the Kammerlöcher [Chamber Caves]. 

Dwarves once lived in these chamber-caves, in great numbers. They dug a 

gallery from the Wache [Watch] – as the part of the mountain above the 

village of Angelrode is called, because a Swedish watch-picket was placed 

there in the Thirty Years’ War – to the Kummel, the projecting massif on 

which the Angelrode Inn is situated with its superb rock-cellar; and they 

used this to get into the inn-cellar, where they caused an appreciable 

diminution of its wine and provisions. These dwarves lived merrily in the 

bowels of the deep rock-chambers, making free with the innkeeper’s wine 

and beer and other stores. Besides this, they played many a prank and 

many a joke on the inhabitants of the surrounding villages. For a long time 

the innkeeper did not know who the thieves were, but cast suspicion on his 

servants and his family, thereby offending them, and he had much vexation. 

Finally, he hit upon the idea of strewing ashes in the cellar so he might 

perhaps recognise the supplementary tapsters from their footprints. And 

when, having done this one evening, he looked the following morning, he 

found countless little tracks of feet, resembling goose-feet, which had come 

out of a fissure in the rock at the very back of the cellar and disappeared 

back into it. The innkeeper went to a wise man for advice, and he received 

it as follows: When one supposes the dwarves, who are constantly invisible, 

 
190 A range of precipices in Thuringia. 
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to be near, one should strike at them with yew-branches; every dwarf who 

is struck will then become visible that instant. Furthermore, the shape of the 

cross is hateful to the dwarves, and if one lays bunches of yew-twigs down 

crosswise on their paths on Golden Sunday, they will never tread those 

paths again. The innkeeper followed the advice and passed it on, and on 

the next Trinity Sunday, half the village of Angelrode climbed up into the 

Kammerlöcher, broke off yew branches, and placed them crosswise in the 

sheds in which the dwarves had bewitched the cattle and in the cellars from 

which the dwarves had fetched all kinds of things. Now whether some of 

the dwarves were struck by the yew-rods and became visible is not known, 

but the wise man’s advice preserved its reputation, for if no dwarf became 

visible, that simply proved that none of them had been struck. But the 

mischievous tribe of dwarves now emigrated. One night, people heard a 

continuous tripping and trampling down from Kirchenholz through the 

village and up the barren rocky hills beyond it towards Rippersrode, as if an 

army of many thousands of little people were going past, and a soft crying 

and sobbing was heard as well. They never came back again. 

 Since that time, it has been the custom at Angelrode for old and 

young, on Trinity Sunday every year, to go up the Weißenberg and into the 

Kammerlöcher, break off yew-branches there, and place them crosswise in 

the kitchens, cellars, parlours, and cowsheds. And although the 

superstitious belief that this affords protection against the dwarves and 

bewitchments has disappeared, yet the custom has remained; in particular, 

the merry youth of the village wastes no time in fetching yew-branches 

down from the mountain’s rock-chambers. 
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There is also a legend that in the shudderingly beautiful rocky 

labyrinth of the Kammerlöcher or rock-chambers over Angelrode, a 

snow-white stag with golden antlers appears from time to time, but only to 

Sunday’s children and moreover to those who are unsullied. Such a one is 

given the power to catch the stag and lead him into the depths of the largest 

rocky ravine, where the stag will beat its golden antlers against the stone, 

the antlers will fall off, as a reward for the lucky man, and at the same time a 

passage leading into the mountain will open up, in which one chamber after 

the other can be seen, all of them full of gold and silver, pearls and gems. 

Then the chosen one may feel free to scoop up and carry away as much as 

he can. In the space of one year, the stag grows a new pair of antlers, but a 

chosen child of fortune and Sunday’s child, who is pure of heart and leads 

an impeccable life, is not found every year – indeed, is barely found once in 

a hundred years. 

 

Doctor Luther Curses Singerberg Castle (515) 

 Local legend in the region around Singerberg can tell another tale 

about its good wine. In days gone by, a Count lived up there in reclusion 

who bore the reputation of being a treasure-amassing skinflint. A young 

relative, feeling the desire to inherit from the old man as soon as possible, 

allied himself with some footpads to attach the castle, kill the Count, and 

divide the treasure. They put this into execution and spread the news that 

the Count had died. The young knight now had possession of the castle 

and led a dissolute life with his robber-companions, lying in wait for 

travellers and robbing them, or dragging them up to the castle and not 
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releasing them until a large ransom had been paid. At one time, they caught 

a noble lady with two daughters and her servants, and they were the cause 

of much heated dispute, for the robbers did not want to set them free for a 

ransom, rather wishing to possess them. Whoever should bring in the 

richest haul would receive the most beautiful one. So the knights set out, 

after having urgently admonished the old porteress to guard the beautiful 

pirsoners well. The first booty to fall into the hands of one of these 

highwaymen was several monks from Erfurt, and Doctor Luther was among 

them. He alone was detained as a hostage, the others being dismissed with 

the behest to send ransom money for him. A squire was supposed to guard 

the monk while the footpad strove for further booty. But the lad grew tired 

and sleepy, and nodded off on the lawn on which he was sitting, and Luther 

went away. Then he saw the stately castle up above and hoped to find 

protection there, but the captive woman stood on the wall and called down 

from the battlements, “Hurry and flee! Robbery and murder dwell here!” 

Luther intended to comply with this behest, but he ran into the clutches of 

some of the band of robbers and accomplices and was taken along with 

them up to the castle. And there they had the captive monk brought to their 

carouse that evening, and they demanded that he sing ditties to them and 

help the time to pass merrily. The monk played along, but he sang Latin 

spells which they did not understand and whose secret power sent them to 

sleep. Now when they were all asleep, together with the servants and the 

porteress, he led the imprisoned ladies out of the castle with their treasure, 

and on the way he sang one of his songs, and then he cursed the castle 

and every man and mouse inside it so that no human eye would ever 
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behold it again, save for that man who made the melody of his song sound 

on the mountain heights. The castle soon came to be forgotten, and many, 

many years passed by, and the summit of Singerberg remained desolate 

and lonely. Then one day, a shepherd drove his flock up, and he started to 

play, quite by chance, the melody of that song on his shawm; behold, the 

castle rose up before his eyes with open gates and halls, and he ventured 

in but found everything inside to be still and sleeping. He filled his gourd 

with the wine that was there in abundance in barrels and jugs, and then left 

the castle to see to his flock. And the castle instantly vanished behind him. 

The wine was exquisite and had that most praiseworthy of all properties, 

namely that it did not run out no matter how much of it the good shepherd 

drank. But he never found the castle again, though he sought it ever so 

often, for he did not know the magic that could show it to him, and he did 

not think of playing the melody of that song on the mountain-peak. Some 

time later, a shepherd visited a good friend, told him of his adventure with 

the castle on Singerberg, and said to him, “Just have a taste of this wine!” 

But when the other made to drink, he said, “You fool! There’s nothing in 

there!” And the exact same thing had happened as with the beer-jugs of the 

boys in Schwarza and the beer of Frau Perchta: when the boys blurted out 

their secret, the gourd became empty, and empty it remained [No. 501]. 

 

Castle Greifenstein (520) 

 A Thuringian Count, with the name Heinrich, brought a griffin back 

with him from a Crusade, others say a falcon, which responded only to the 

name Griff. One day the Count let Griff soar towards a heron, and he rose 
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but did not come back, to the Count’s great sorrow; and he ordered all of his 

servants to seek and spy in each and every place to try and find Griff – but 

all was in vain. On the next morning, the Count went out himself to seek the 

falcon, whom he was most loath to live without. Then he caught sight of him 

near the Kesselberg, hovering high in the air and swooping down in a flash 

on a flock of birds who had alighted on a nearby mountain. The Count 

hurriedly ascended this mountain and found his Griff in the place where 

castle-courts were formerly held, devouring its catch in the bushes; and all 

around, singing birds fluttered up from their nests. “Now, now, you wanton 

rogue,” the Count said jokingly, “haven’t I looked on you as a child, and yet 

you want to leave me? It’s lovelier here than on my hand, admittedly, and 

you have indeed chosen no bad residence for yourself.” So spoke the 

Count, and taking his Griff on his hand and stroking it, he looked around, 

and because the spot pleased him so well, affording distant views over the 

valley and the region, the idea entered his mind to built a castle here. The 

foundations were laid that same year, while the construction lasted several 

years, for it was built as strong and solid as though its walls should hold for 

ever; indeed, the mortar, which even today holds the friable sandstones 

together with adamantine fixity, is said to have been mixed with wine, that it 

cement the stones all the more tightly. The Count named the castle 

Greifenstein [Griffin-Stone] to commemorate his Griff, who had chosen the 

site – the local people simply call it “the old castle” and believe it to have 

been destroyed and burnt after a siege, although this belief runs counter to 

historical fact. In historical record, it is called Blankenburg, and it was 

owned and inhabited by the Counts of Schwarzburg. 
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The Dangerous Forfeit (522) 

 In a nobleman’s manor-house beyond Blankenburg, around 

Watzdorf, there was a spinning-circle, and a game of forfeits was going on. 

“What should the forfeit be that I’m holding in my hand?” was asked, and a 

forward girl said, “Go up to the castle and fetch a tile from the old stove!” 

The daring suggestion was allowed, but even the courageous lads felt 

dread at the thought of executing it. The forfeit belonged to a girl – said to 

have been called Sophie Brandt – and not to appear timorous, she quickly 

set out. Having walked into the single remaining, half-dilapidated little room 

in the castle, she was occupied with breaking a tile out of the timeworn 

stove when she heard steps and low voices close by. Alarmed, she slipped 

behind the stove and hid. It was a group of robbers, who came fresh from a 

robbery and were going to divide their booty here. They stoked up a fire in 

the middle of the room, ate and drank, and after they had shared the booty, 

they lay down on the floor without care, to sleep. When the girl, who was 

half-dead with fear, saw that they were sleeping soundly, she crept out, 

strode over the robber who had lain down before the door, and was away, 

fleeing with all her might and constantly imagining the robbers hot on her 

heels. Ghastly pale, she walked into the spinning-room; hardly hearing the 

general acclamation with which she was received, she laid the tile on the 

table with trembling hand – and sank lifeless to the ground. 

 

The Foolish Musicians (523) 

 Several musicians from Klein-Gölitz, who had played for dances at 
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Blankenburg, were walking past the old castle on the way home. The moon 

shone on the yellow walls, and green bushes bent through ruined windows. 

One of them said, “How about it, comrades, shall we serenade the old 

Counts who walk around up there? Such great lords take that very kindly, 

particularly when they hear music so rarely, like the ones up there!” The 

others thought this a fine idea, and they struck up a leisurely waltz. The 

cheerful melody rang merrily out into the night, and its sound broke into soft 

echoes against the old walls. Haggard faces seemed to give friendly nods 

from the hollow windows up above. When the last notes had died away, a 

little grey man came up to them – the musicians had not marked his 

approach – and gave every one of them a beech-branch, saying, “Take that 

to your little ones, they like to nibble beechnuts!” On the way back, they all 

threw their branch away with a laugh and said, “If the singular man had at 

least given us a sweetmeat to take home; our little ones aren’t eating 

beechnuts this year, we have plenty of walnuts, and they have a proper 

kernel.” Only the bassist put the branch in his instrument for remembrance. 

The next morning his children came joyfully springing up to him and asked, 

“Father, what are those yellow nuts you brought us? They’re really no good 

for eating, for they’re so hard you could break your teeth on them!” And 

when the father looked at the branch, behold! It had turned into pure gold, 

and so he became the richest man in the village. The other musicians now 

looked through every blade of grass by the roadside to find their branches 

again, but not only were they lost, the musicians are said to have received, 

into the bargain, merciless fillips on the nose from invisible hands. 

 



442 

 

Heilsberg (524) 

 This legend tells of the introduction of Christianity to the region of 

Blankenburg, Schwarzburg and Rudolstadt. On his conversionary journey 

through Thuringia, Winfried Bonifazius passed over the stony plateau on 

which Trappendorf now lies, and through desolate forest wildernesses. 

Now when he and his companions were camped in a valley floor, he let his 

horse graze, and its foot being sore, the horse scraped it vigorously against 

the ground, which caused a spring to gush forth, whose water instantly 

healed the horse’s foot, just as the divine miracle-working power manifests 

itself in the spring at Heiligenbrunn. Very soon, the rumour of the healing 

spring reached the inhabitants of the area all around, and they came to it in 

droves, listened to Winfried’s teaching, and had themselves baptised with 

water from the healing spring; and many settled in that place. Thus did the 

village of Heilsberg come to be, in which Winfried now founded a church; 

later, he became its patron saint. The community incorporated the holy 

man’s image in their sea, and the horseshoe from that horse’s healed foot 

was nailed to the tower. 

 King Louis, son of Charlemagne, came to the old Bonifazius Chapel 

in Heilsberg on a procession through Thuringia, and hearing the story of its 

foundation and origin, he prayed there and richly endowed the little church. 

He also had an inscription carved in a large stone for eternal remembrance 

of his donation, which remained there until the year 1816 but was then 

taken to Weimar, where it is in safe keeping. This old writing is a stony 

puzzle, a tough nut on which scholars can break their wisdom teeth, if they 

have any. As of yet, nobody, neither in the age of wig and queue nor in the 
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recent age of wood-gnome beards, has correctly and intelligently solved 

and read this mysterious script, and the attempts at its solution which have 

become known through public pamphlets are still stuck in the childhood 

stage of research. 

 

The Seeress of those about to Die (525) 

 In the castle at Rudolstadt there once lived a Princess who had a 

very melancholy talent. Whenever an incidence of death occurred in the 

princely house, she would invariably see on the bed of state, instead of the 

actual corpse, the person who would follow next. And although this second 

sight made the Princess very sorrowful, for her heart always felt grief for 

two members of her family, yet she could not forbear looking into the coffin 

every time; however, she always kept what she had seen a deep secret in 

her heart, and her life passed in gloom and sorrow. But one day she drew 

up her last will, arranged her funeral, and shortly afterwards expired – she 

had seen herself in the last coffin – and she took this dark gift with her into 

the grave. 

 In the vaulted gatehouse of Rudolstadt Castle there is an iron door, 

securely locked, through which a white figure with a countenance as pale 

as marble walks, without a hinge moving, in the midnight hour at certain 

times; it strides down the steps, walks across the castle yard and then 

disappears. This apparition is said to be the spirit of that Princess who saw 

those about to die, and to be seen every time that a bereavement is 

imminent in the princely house. 

 



444 

 

The Breakfast (526) 

 The widowed Katharina von Schwarzburg,191 a born 

Princess-Countess of Henneberg, ruled at Rudolstadt Castle when the 

Dutch War192 was raging through the land. She had obtained an imperial 

letter of protection for the territory of her son, still in his minority, for the 

bloodthirsty Duke of Alba’s rapacious hordes were approaching it. The 

Duke arrived in Rudolstadt and invited himself to breakfast with the 

Countess at the castle, and the invitation could not be declined. While the 

Duke indulged his palate with his companions and retinue, the Spanish 

soldiers behaved according to their custom, driving away the peasants’ 

cattle, plundering, and extorting money. Complaint after complaint came in, 

and the Countess ordered every man in her household and the entire body 

of castle servants to arm themselves to the teeth. She then walked into the 

dining-hall and approached the Duke of Alba, and showing him the 

Emperor’s letter of privilege, she represented to him the improper 

behaviour of his soldiery. But Alba said, “War is war!” Then the Countess 

spoke, “Write a letter, Lord Duke, to your people, that they return to my 

subjects everything they have stolen and cease their licentiousness.” “What, 

Lady Countess?” asked the Duke, in an ill humour; and he showed to 

inclination to comply with the request. Then the Countess, burning with 

indignation, cried: “You will not? Well, by God, Prince’s blood for ox’s 

blood!” A wave of the hand from the courageous and resolute lady, and 

through every door there crowded in, man by man, a troop of armoured 

 
191 1509-1567. The breakfast took place on 26 June, 1547. 
192 The Schmalkaldic War (1546-47), fought between Charles V of the Holy Roman Empire 
(also Charles I of Spain) and the Lutheran Schmalkaldic League. 
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men with bared swords and sharp, pointed halberds. The Duke turned pale 

and whispered with the Duke of Braunschweig, who was with him. Then he 

wrote the order. The Duke of Braunschweig laughed and praised – in 

seeming jest, but in real earnest – the splendid German lady, who now 

expressed her gratitude most humbly and dismissed the armed men. Alba 

stayed silent and then left, and he may long have remembered the 

breakfast at Rudolstadt. This valiant Countess rests in the church at 

Rudolstadt, and over her tomb there is a handsome metal monument 

inscribed with words of posthumous praise. She was a great protectress of 

persecuted Protestant ecclesiastics, particularly of Caspar Aquila and 

Justus Jonas.193 

 

The Hanging Oak (527) 

 Beyond the River Saale, over between Rudolstadt and Saalfeld, 

there is a mountain range whose highest peak is called the Kulm, and many 

legends are attached to it. In past times, it had a lovely oak-forest, and in 

this forest there stood a particularly large primeval oak. It so happened, at 

the time of the Thirty Years’ War, that a division of soldiers took their 

quarters in the village of Reichenbach at the foot of the forested mountain, 

helped themselves to all and sundry, and then moved on. The next day, 

Holy Communion was to be administered to the devout in the House of God, 

and the Lord thanked for the departure of the soldiery, when behold – the 

golden altar-chalice, which a pious man had donated to the church in 

ancient days, was missing, and all indications pointed towards the chalice 

 
193 Leading Lutheran theologians and reformers: 1488-1560 and 1493-1555 respectively. 
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having been stolen by the soldiers. Then the old mayor, a man advanced in 

years, offered to follow the soldiers and demand the stolen goblet back 

from the captain, however great the danger to which he exposed himself 

might be. He caught up with the troop of soldiers on a heath midway up, 

and finding the captain stretched out under the mighty oak-tree, he stated 

his complaint to him. The captain looked severe when he heard the 

accusation that one of his men had stolen the chalice, and he immediately 

ordreed that the culprit, if he were among them, give the goblet back. No 

hand stirred, no culprit presented himself. “Very well!” the captain now cried 

to the mayor, “seek your chalice! The man beside whom you find it shall at 

once hang from this oak, but if you do not find it, then you shall hang, for 

having accused my men of such a deed!” 

 Scared to death, the mayor began his search and found nothing. He 

had begun to believe that his life was fallen forfeit to death when something 

bright flashed out from the shade of a bush; a sleeping soldier lay there, 

resting his head on his knapsack, and out from the knapsack there gleamed 

the altar-chalice. “Found it!” the mayor shouted, and he pulled the chalice 

out. His comrades’ curses and kicks wakened the sleeper, who heard the 

accusation in a total daze; the provost walked up with a rope, and after a 

short space, the captain intimated to him to hang the thief. This man finally 

grasped what is going on, and he loudly protested his innocence; and as 

nothing was of any avail, as he was pushed towards the oak he cried out, 

full of despair: “Then may an oak tree, as truly as I die innocent, nevermore 

burst into bud and grow in this forest!” Thus did he die, and he died 

innocent. The one who strung him up was the thief, who had quickly and 
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secretly, on hearing the captain’s oath, taken the chalice out of his 

knapsack and placed it in that of his sleeping comrade. No sooner was this 

comrade hanged, and no sooner had the mayor hurried back to 

Reichenbach with the Communion chalice, happily found and returned, 

than the adder of conscience awoke in the hangman, and he trembled 

wherever he descried an oak tree. Finding no rest and no repose anywhere, 

he left his company, retunred to the oak, cut down his poor comrade, buried 

him with a thousand bitter tears of repentance, and hanged himself from a 

branch of the oak. Other people say that he confessed his crime to the 

captain, who had justice meted out to him forthwith on that same tree. 

 But on that heath, all the oak trees died, the result of the murdered 

innocent’s curse, and the forest bears no more of them; even the 

hanging-oak withered, or was felled in a storm, in the end. 

 

The Water-Sprite (528) 

 At Lower-Preilipp, a village under the high Mt. Kulm which stretches 

down to the bank of the River Saale, and has an ancient little church with 

exquisite carved figures and a hand-organ that Duke Ernest the Pious194 is 

said to have personally played, there was a knocking on the midwife’s door 

one night. Outside, a little man was standing and calling her, and when she 

came downstairs, he took her down into the lower village and to the Saale, 

where he threw a blindfold over her eyes and then struck the water with a 

switch. The water parted, and the two of them walked down steps, deep 

down, and at last entered a little parlour, where the little man removed the 

 
194 Ernst I der Fromme (1602-75), Duke of Saxe-Gotha and Saxe-Altenburg. 
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blindfold, and she saw a little woman lying in a little bed in urgent need of 

her assistance; and the little man thereupon left the parlour. Now when the 

midwife had successfully attended to all her duties, the little woman said, “I 

was baptised a Christian, like you, but the terrible water-sprite took me in 

exchange when I was but a baby of six weeks. He eats all of my children on 

the third day. He will return any moment and offer you much money, but do 

not take more than others give you, do not take any white rolls with you, 

and drink no wine when he offers it to you, or he will wring your neck later.” 

The midwife followed this advice to the letter, and she was escorted home 

safely and without fraud. At parting, the water-sprite growled, “You did 

wisely, not to take more than was your due.” And after this, the midwife no 

longer indulged in dainty titbits or let herself be fed, and she did not take 

anything home with her, and she did not demand a large wad of dollars 

from poor people. 

 

The Changeling at Goßwitz (529) 

 In the same region, but beyond Saalfeld, lads and lasses had 

assembled in a spinning room,195 and they were all in merry spirits but for a 

nursery-maid in that house, who was surly and waspish because she had 

far too much trouble with the constantly screaming, deformed child of her 

master and mistress, who was, more’s the pity, a changeling. At the back of 

the courtyard there was an old, half-dilapidated cellar, in which a light was 

to be seen at whiles, and such was the case this evening, when the lads 

and lasses had their spinning-circle. And so the lasses said that the lads 

 
195 “Lichtstube” (“light room”), an illuminated room in which a company would spin on winter 
evenings. 
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might be so good as to go into the cellar and see what manner of light that 

was. But the lads had no desire to do this and said the lasses might be so 

good as to go in, and the one who did this would receive a brand-new dress 

as a present, she just had to bring a token out with her. None of the 

maidens had any wish to do this, except for the morose one, who said: “If 

you’ll hold this little screaming brat for me the while, I’m happy to go.” This 

was promised and done, and the maid went; the cellar was open and a light 

was shimmering in its depths. Now when the maid looked in to see if all was 

safe, a voice snarled out from the back, “If you look, I’ll throw!” But the maid, 

not in the least afraid, retorted, “If you throw, I’ll catch!” This was repeated 

twice, and the maid lifted her apron, and then something dark flew towards 

her out of the cave and landed in her apron with a heavy plump, and 

struggled and kicked – and it was a baby. This was token enough; the maid 

hurriedly carried the baby into the house, and as everyone was looking at it 

in utter astonishment, the lady of the house walked in and began to cry: 

“Dear Lord! Dear Lord! My baby, my dear baby! How lovely he has grown 

again!” And it really was this woman’s baby, and the changeling in the 

cradle had upped and gone. And this gave rise to the saying in that region, 

when a man or woman has something fall to their share quite unexpectedly: 

“It came to me like the baby to the maid.” 

 

Church and Bridge for Money (531) 

 There is a well-known legend among the people of Saalfeld that the 

great and handsome Saal-Bridge, which has five high and wide arches, 

was built at the same time as St. John’s Church, and the construction of the 
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bridge is said to have cost three farthings more than the church. The 

building of the church was assigned to a German Master, that of the bridge 

to an Italian. They both vied with one another to see whose work would be 

completed first, and this rivalry became an ugly struggle marked by envy. 

They wished to wage this contention as a matter of life and death, and so it 

happened that one of them always had an envious eye on the progress the 

other’s work was making. Finally, the church was almost finished, with only 

one stone needing to be laid in the steeple and the cross to be placed on 

top, but night fell and forced the completion to be postponed to the next 

morning. The Master who was building the bridge learnt of this, and so, in a 

wild and stormy night, he worked at completing his construction by the light 

of torches and pitch-wreaths; it is even said that he had requested help of 

the Evil One and promised him his soul, only to be able to triumph over his 

hated rival. The latter rose with the dawn and scaled the steeple, but just as 

his apprentice handed him the final stone, and he was ready to put it in 

place and fix the cross, a loud yell of joy rang up from the bridge, signalling 

that it was completed; and a deadly horror shook the Master. And the 

tower-cross fell from his hand; the holy sign did not wish to be put up by a 

man with a mind full of hatred and malice. The Master plunged after the 

falling cross and smashed against the sharp corners of the flying buttress. 

At that same moment, ringing, mocking laughter was heard on the bridge, 

but nobody knew if it was given out by the Master Builder or the stranger 

who stood beside him, and who took him away from the bridge the very 

next instant. Nobody saw him again. 

 A very similar legend to this is also told of Regensburg Cathedral 
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and Regensburg Bridge. 

 

The Maiden with the Beard (532) 

 On the bridge at Saalfeld there stands an old chapel with a statue of 

Saint Wilgefortis,196 which is the stuff of more than one legend. Two Counts 

of Arnstadt are said to have founded this chapel, and a great concourse of 

people went there seeking indulgences on the third day of Whit and on All 

Saint’s Day. The legend at Saalfeld tells that the daughter of a Sorb Prince, 

who was secretly devoted to the teachings of Christ, persistently turned 

down every suit from heathen lovers and wished to enter a monastery. 

When this avowal became known, her father was furious, and particularly at 

her apostasy from the Slavic Gods, and he swore that should she not obey 

his commands, she would die the death of that Christian god whom she 

bore and adhered to in her heart. Now as the noble maiden remained 

steadfast, so the unnatural father kept his cruel promise and had her nailed 

by the arms to a cross. And when she hung on the cross, sinfully exhibited 

to public view, she besought the Saviour, in her deep torment, to show her 

favour by making her figure unrecognisable, and her entreaty was heard: 

by a miracle, a thick man’s beard grew on her face, and her body was 

transformed into a man’s. A noble youth, who had secretly loved the maiden, 

came to her and sweetened her death by playing his lyre, and she let one of 

her golden shoes fall from her feet to thank him. This was subsequently 

depicted in a handsome stone statue in the Bridge Chapel, which is well 

preserved to this day. 

 
196 Sankt Gehülfen. 



452 

 

 Others say: that statue portrays Saint Solicitous, whom her own 

father pursued with sinful love, until she besought and impetrated 

disfigurement from God, whereupon her father had her crucified, that she 

might die the death of the Redeemer in whom she believed. This happened, 

and she became a holy martyr, and because her father’s will and severity 

caused her the deepest grief [Kummer], she was later given the name St. 

Solicitious [Sankt Kümmernis] – although she is not found in the Catholic 

Saints’ Calendar – and many statues and chapels were erected to honour 

her. At one time, a poor minstrel was close to death from starvation. Iin his 

grief, he had the greatest faith in St. Solicitous and kneeled before her 

statue and implored her aid; this statue was a really rich and splendid one 

and wore golden shoes. Now when the minstrel had prayed, and played a 

pious and reverent air, the statue let one golden shoe fall down right in front 

of the minstrel. He gratefully took the valuable gift and went to sell it; but the 

goldsmith, easily recognising the shoe because he had fashioned it 

together with the one that belonged to it, arraigned the minstrel and 

accused him of theft, whereupon sentence was passed on him and he was 

condemned to death. While walking to the place of execution, the minstrel 

was led past the statue, and he kneeled down once again and implored 

Saint Solicitious to give proof of his innocence – and behold, she visibly 

threw her other shoe to him – and from this, his innocence became clear to 

all, and everyone praised the divine assistance, the Redeemer and his 

saint. Consequently, there were even more statues of her, and these now 

showed her with the minstrel and the removed shoe. One is in Vienna, one 

in Ettersdorf near Erlangen, and so on. 
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God’s Finger (535) 

 After the Battle of Mühlberg, so disastrous for Elector John Frederick 

the Magnanimous of Saxony,197 this Prince had to follow his vanquisher, 

Emperor Charles V, as a prisoner. They both came in this procession to 

Saalfeld. The Emperor entered the newly-built inn ‘At The Golden Goose’ 

near the Guildhall, which is now called ‘At the Golden Anchor,’ and the 

captive Elector was given a vaulted chamber near the courtyard for his 

lodging, in front of which a bodyguard of Spanish soldiers took their stand. 

These were the new inn’s first guests. The noble prisoner, lord of the land 

and yet in his enemy’s power, bore his lot with the dignity that distinguished 

his character, but in this vaulted dungeon he felt a fear weighing on his soul 

like a mountain. He could not overcome the anxiety that oppressed him and 

asked the guards if they might allow him to breathe fresh air in the 

courtyard only for a moment. The Emperor was asked for his permission, 

which he gave. And no sooner had John Frederick stepped out of his prison 

than the vault over that chamber collapsed with a thundering crash, and it 

would unquestionably have slain the Elector had he still been under it. This 

visible sign of ever-watchful Providence moved Charles V to allocate his 

illustrious prisoner a better chamber. 

 

The Allotted Fortune (536) 

 Close by Saalfeld there lies Graba Abbey, where a young man 

dreamed that a great treasure was to be his: he needed only to dig for it at 

 
197 Johann Friedrich I (1503-55). The Battle occurred in 1547. 
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the proper time at a place which the dream indicated very precisely, and 

there he would find a pot filled with gold. On the following morning, he met 

one of his acquaintances and told him about the wondrous dream. The 

other laughed at him and talked him out of following it, but secretly went 

himself that next night, dug, and did indeed find the said pot. Unfortunately, 

however, instead of the expected gold, the pot was full to the brim with 

yellow ants. Angry at this letdown, and wishing to avenge himself for the 

exertion made and the vigil held, the good friend took the find and poured 

the little yellow ants into the bed of his friend, who had brought about this 

bitter disappointment with the narration of his dream. But he listened in vain 

for the scream when the other was wakened by the ants’ bites; his friend 

slept like the dead. When the dreamer opened his eyes to the breaking 

dawn, he found himself lying covered in gold – for the fortune was quite 

simply meant for him and not for the other. 

 

The Little Mouse (537) 

 Not far from Saalfeld there lies a village with a knight’s castle, 

Unterwirrbach, where a serving-lad was ridden, often and severely, by the 

Nightmare, and could have no peace at all; and no attempted remedy 

proved effective, for he neither knew nor had heard of the failsafe one, 

namely stopping up the keyhole, which that good man had used in Ruhla 

[No. 478]. And then one day, the servants were peeling fruit in the parlour in 

the late evening when sleepiness came over a maid, and she lay down on 

the bench to have a nap. Now when she had lain there a while, some of the 

others had a look to see if she were sleeping deeply or if she would not 
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soon wake up, and behold – a little red mouse crept out of the sleeper’s 

mouth, and everyone was horrified, and they all nudged each other and 

pointed it out to one another. The mouse ran up the wainscot to the 

window-sill, there was a window wide open, and whizz! it was out. A 

chambermaid who was sitting with the household servants and peeling 

apples, and also helping to eat them, was curious and wanted to wake the 

sleeper; the others told her she should not do that, it might not be for the 

best – but there was no stopping her, she would go over and shake the 

sleeper, who lay rigid, truly like one desouled. It was, however, possible to 

move her to another place. Shortly afterwards, the little red mouse sprang 

back into the room through the window, intending to creep back in, like that 

little fingerlong beastie crept into the woman whom reapers near Vilforde in 

the Netherlands found, and who was a Nightmare, but it did not find the 

maid’s mouth at the place where it had crept out. After running anxiously 

hither and thither, it finally disappeared. As for the maid, she never awoke 

to life; she was now, and she stayed, dead – in vain did the chambermaid 

regret her too great curiosity. But that maid had been a witch who had 

oppressed the serving-lad in his sleep, for after she died, he was free from 

all nightmare- and witch-riding. 

 

The Widow’s Curse (538) 

 Between Saalfeld and Gräfental lies Reichmannsdorf, where there 

was no end of mines and rich yields in earlier days, and that is why a 

nearby mountain is called, to this day, the Goldberg. Another is called the 

Venusberg, in which there is a mine which bears the name, ‘Fortuitous 
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Luck,’ and the man who worked a mine in the Venusberg may well have 

had fortuitous luck. The village originally had another name, but when the 

productive mines made all the inhabitants rich men, it received the name 

Reichmannsdorf [Rich Man’s Village]. As early as 1355, the Counts of 

Orlamünde and of Schwarzenburg locked horns, and then came to an 

understanding, over the produce of the gold- and silver-mines which had 

been sunk for almost two leagues around the village, and the number of 

which exceeded two hundred and twenty. The inhabitants, as the legend 

tells, became so haughty that they played with golden ninepins and bowled 

at them with golden balls. The village enjoyed the rights of a mining-town 

and was jokingly called the Suburb of Saalfeld. 

 It happened at one time that a piece of native gold, so large as to be 

valued at four thousand guilders, was found in one of the Reichmannsdorf 

shafts. In the rock, the mineral had taken on the shape of a seat, and a 

Duke of Saxony happening to come to inspect the rich works just at that 

time, the gold was placed on a board fastened with ropes and the Duke, 

accompanied by a miner, went down into the shaft. He returned contented, 

and rewarded his young guide with a handful of ducats. Shortly afterwards, 

the young fellow displayed his money and made merry at the kermis dance, 

and so he came under suspicion of having stolen ore; and upon a secret 

accusation, he was instantly arrested and tortured into confessing to the 

theft he had not committed. After the way of that age, not to keep thieves in 

custody and loving care for years, but rather to give them short shrift, the 

innocent miner was led to the place of execution to be hanged on the 

gallows. In vain did his poor mother plead for his life, in vain did she and he 
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himself swear to his innocence, and that the money had been a gift from the 

gracious Duke. The poor man had to hang. Then despair gripped his old 

mother, she reeled from the place of execution, she staggered towards the 

richest mine, which her son had entered with the Duke, she walked around 

it three times and uttered dreadful magic curses in the name of Hell. Then 

she seized a receptacle filled with poppy seeds, which she carried around 

with her, and cried out: “Cursed be this mine, for my innocent son’s sake! 

As many grains of poppy trickle down into these depths, for so many years 

will not another grain of gold be found!” And after these words, she pitched 

herself down, to complete the spell and offer up a living sacrifice to the 

underground spirits for the fulfillment of her curse, into the deep shaft. As 

she was dashed to pieces down below, a subterranean thunderclap 

rumbled through all the mountains, the main shaft caved in, raging water 

flooded it, and that was the end of what had been far and away the greatest 

part of the rich yield at Reichmannsdorf; and as it disappeared, so did the 

love of luxury and the glory of the village inhabitants disappear. 

 In a similar way, a rich mine at Schleitz in Vogtland was cursed by an 

old witch. 

 

The Hatchet in the Head (540) 

 A farmer from a forest village in the region of Saalfeld went into the 

wood during Twelfthtide, when ghosts often roam around in fields and 

woods. In a narrow pass, the Wild Huntress came towards him in a car 

pulled by two cats. The peasant either could not yield the way or would not, 

and he began to swear horribly. Then Frau Bertha raised her hatchet and, 
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with a mighty blow, sunk it hand-deep into the peasant’s skull, in the middle 

of his brow, before driving away like thunder over his head and his cart with 

her team. The mighty blow stunned the peasant, and he thought he was a 

goner, but when he recovered his senses, he found that he was well and 

uninjured – but – Frau Bertha’s wood-splitter, compete with handle, was 

stuck in the middle of his head, as though it had grown into the flesh, and 

nothing could bring it to budge or yield. So the peasant returned to his 

village wearing the hatchet in his head, to everyone’s amazement, and he 

had to stay at home or constantly wear a tall cap, for no barber-surgeon 

was capable of taking the hatchet out of his head. Yet he could attend to his 

work. 

 Then it happened that this peasant, who had been punished in this 

way for a year, went into the wood again one day, and he came across the 

Huntress again, just as on the previous occasion. But this time he was 

quick to yield the passage, and he drove his team back to make way for 

Frau Bertha. The Wood-Woman thanked him very cordially and passed her 

hand over his brow, and then Bertha was gone. And the hatchet fell from 

the peasant’s forehead into his hand, and there was no trace of a wound or 

a scar to be seen or felt; but when he looked closely at the hatchet, and had 

others inspect it, then it was found to be made of pure gold. 

 

Caraway Bread (547) 

 In Schallholz, a quarter of a league west of Merkendorf, there lived 

wood-men and wood-women also. They were ready to help and to be of 

service to people, helping to make the hay, but they were not shy and often 
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satisfied themselves with the dumplings in the pans and the bread in the 

ovens without being invited to. At last, the people could not accept this any 

lnoger, and thinking to rid themselves of these disagreeable guests, they 

employed the means serviceable to that end. The miller, whom they had 

faithfully helped, sweeping the flour off the mill-floor, laid out new clothes for 

them. This annoyed the little helpers, and they moved away and did not 

return. Other people baked their bread with caraway seeds inside, or 

strewed the crust with them, a custom that persists today. And the 

wood-women lamented: 

 “Caraway bread, 

 We’re dead.” 

And then they said as they were leaving – for they were departing, never to 

return – 

 “You eat your caraway bread, 

 Be your trouble on your own head!” 

And afterwards, the people were never as well-off as they had been 

previously. 

 

The Fodder-Kobold (552) 

 An under-shepherd by the name of Speck entered into service at the 

manor of Misitz near Neustadt an der Orla. A gupel (kobold) had his haunt 

there and he fed the sheep at night; people could distinctly hear the animals 

leaping onto the chests and racks to eat the fodder placed in them. The 

new under-shepherd had observed, through a window, the little 

helping-spirit dragging hay over, under his arm, and laying it down for the 
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sheep, who were not backward at coming forward. This went on for a whole 

year; then Speck, out of curiosity, made himself a shakedown – a bed for 

the night with a truss of straw – on the barrow in the stall, to learn, if 

possible, the kobold’s way of feeding. But that was a big mistake, for from 

that time on, the kobold stayed away, for ever; while the sheep, from that 

time on, became so skinny that the Sun could shine through them – which 

is really saying something, Speck mournfully added as he told the tale. 

 At Weißbach also, there used to be a very faithful Little Fodderman 

in the castle, and his industry knew no bounds. Finally, a young woman who 

had married into the family sewed him a new little shirt. Then the little man 

went away, tears streaming from his eyes, and he lamented, like that 

Hatling in the Ruhl: “I must now up and away, for I’ve been given pay” – and 

he was seen no more. 

 A master-shepherd near Ranis had a similar experience. One winter, 

he happened to see the footprint of his helpful Little Fodderman, and it 

grieved him to perceive that this little man went barefoot. He hurriedly 

measured the length and breadth of the footprint and had a pair of neat, 

smart shoes made, which he placed on the ground. The Little Fodderman 

came, saw the shoes, picked them up, inspected them top and bottom, 

gave a deep sigh, and said: 

  As you gave shoes to me, 

  So from my work I’m free. 

Then he vanished, and was never seen again. 

 

The Little Builder-Man (553) 
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 When the church was being built at Großkamsdorf, between 

Saalfeld and Ranis and where the important mines are situated, the 

builders became aware of a little grey man helping them, and working like a 

Trojan. Now he was here, now there; now visible, now invisible; now he 

carried stones, now he mixed up mortar, now he climbed up and around the 

scaffolding, where he was observed at the midday hour in particular, for he 

was never seen to eat or drink. He was there, then he disappeared, and 

nobody knew whence he came or whither he went. When the foreman paid 

out the weekly wages, he was never among the other masters and 

journeymen. The older ones saw to it that the younger journeymen did not 

insult this little man, whispering to them in secret: “He’s a Little Builder-Man, 

we mustn’t under any circumstances make him angry, or it’ll be all up with 

us.” And the entire construction of the church came to an end quite 

splendidly, without a single tragic accident, and the building was finished 

incredibly quickly. Now when the church was consecrated, the Little 

Builder-Man was seen, now up in the gallery, now in the organ-loft, now 

under the pulpit – until the blessing had been spoken over the new House 

of God. Then he vanished before everyone’s eyes and was never seen 

again. 

 

Mountain-Spirits at Kamsdorf (554) 

 In the mines at Kamsdorf there are mountain-spirits of various kinds 

and forms, and of good and bad natures. Now they appear as grey dwarves, 

as which they bear the name Mountain Monks, and show the miners rich 

veins of ore; now they sit as fiery giants on the mine’s slagheaps and warn 
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the workers about to descend the shaft when disaster threatens to befall 

them. In both forms do they show themselves to be good-natured; only, 

they cannot stand loud noise or raillery. For this reason, the miner avoids 

every unnecessary noise in his underground work, and nobody dares, 

down there in the dark, to whistle or utter swearwords, both of which he 

would shamelessly do every hour in the light of day. They cast the swearer 

down into the deepest shafts or twist his neck round so that his face is 

above his back. They also, dressed in grey cowls, help the miner whom 

they wish well with his work, and then he makes wondrously fast progress 

in everything. From time to time, these mountain-spirits are seen sitting, in 

the form of cats, on the pieces of ore that have been unearthed, guarding 

these treasures with great, fiery eyes. In one of these mines at Kamsdorf, 

just such a Mountain Monk had his abode. He was small and fat, horrible to 

look at, with eyes in his head as large as cheesebowls. But for all that, he 

was really good-hearted, kept himself to himself, and did more than his fair 

share of work in the mine. In particular, he assisted and relieved the poor 

miner’s boys when they became tired; yet he did this without ever speaking 

a word. Every morning, the boy on shift had to bring a penny-roll for him 

and put it down at an appointed place. One day, there came a boy who 

wanted to play a prank on the Mountain Monk, and so he ate the roll. When 

the bucket was later pulled up and reached the surface, the boy who had 

eaten the roll was inside it. He was dead; the monk had wrung his neck and 

squashed him into the bucket, and he had seen his last sunrise, heard his 

last bell, and eaten his last roll. 
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The Mill-Idol (564) 

 In the upper mill at Plauen there was shown – or there still is shown 

today – a curious old wooden image, a crude human figurine, rather like the 

Püstrich of Sondershausen,198 which they called the Mill Idol, and the 

legends said that it dated from heathen times and really was the image of 

an idol. The image had this peculiar property, that it was impossible to take 

away from the mill; whenever anyone tried to carry it off, it always returned 

to its old place, and never without a racket and a rumpus. Now one day a 

cocksure journeyman entered as a miller’s servant, gave the honourable 

miller’s greeting in the usual fashion, and requested lodging for the night, 

which was readily granted him. When he looked around the mill, his eyes 

fell upon the Mill Idol, and in response to his question, he was given a 

report on the story behind the said image. The visiting servant laughed at 

this and secretly decided to test if it really was true that such an old, brown 

wooden image returned by itself to the place whence it had been taken. So 

at night, there being particularly bright moonlight, he slipped out of his 

chamber, crept up to the image, took it from its place and threw it into the 

mill-leat. But then there suddenly arose a thunderous din, the wheels were 

started up by an invisible hand, the mill turned, the bell rang, the water 

foamed fearfully, and the parts of the machinery, the buckets and gears 

began spinning around, making the lad see stars. An invisible hand seized 

the youth by the hair and dragged him back to the leat, out of which the Mill 

Idol projected. With all haste, the frightened lad pulled the Mill Idol out of the 

water and carried it back to its place, whereupon all was quiet again, but not 

 
198 A fat-bellied bronze figure that may have been a steam apparatus. 
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the miller; this man, on seeing, with his servant, what the cause of the 

hideous noise had been, and that the stranger had disturbed the Mill Idol, 

took a stick, bid his servant do likewise, and they both gave the brash youth 

a rough and thorough thrashing before throwing him out of the mill. 

Thenceforth, the Mill Idol remained, undisturbed, in its place. 

 

Pumphut (566) 

 Many ages ago, a goblin-like lad gadded about in the region around 

Pausa, and people did not really know what to make of him. They did not 

know if he was a human being or a Hinzelmann; he did, however, always 

appear as a miller’s boy, and because of a hat [Hut] of a quite singular 

shape that he habitually wore, he was called Pumphut by old and young. 

He was prodigiously hard-working, but he did not last long in any mill, for a 

mischievous prank here, a clumsy stroke there, invariably led to his being 

given the sack. He could do more, said all who knew him, than eat bread,199 

and he had paid off many a man who wanted to do him harm with a nasty 

return; but for the most part, he played harmless pranks if left in peace. Like 

thus: in a peasant-house in Wallengrün one day, the family, big and small, 

were sitting at table for their midday meal, with a legion of flies swarming 

around them, when the door opened and Pumphut looked in. He was 

cordially bid welcome and invited to partake of the food, and not needing to 

be asked twice, he swiftly set to. Just after the hospitable peasant-mother 

placed a heavy dumpling on his plate, a funny thing happened, for when 

Pumphut tried to cut into said dumpling, it proved to be of such a hardness 

 
199 “Er konnte mehr als Brot essen,” i.e. he knew a (magic) trick or two, he was a sorcerer. 
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that it slipped away from his knife, shot through the parlour door like a 

cannonball, passed in like manner through the stable-door which stood 

opposite, and ended up spitted on the horn of a dappled ox. Everyone 

gaped in astonishment, but Pumphut nonchalantly took one dumpling after 

another and consumed them with great satisfaction. Now because the flies 

pestered him enormously during this pleasant work, he grumbled about 

their immense number to his hosts and advised that the vermin be chased 

out the door. “Yes, if they could be chased out and would stay outside,” 

came the reply, “but what good does it do to chase them out?” “Well,” 

answered Pumphut, “you should at least see them stay in a fixed place for 

as long as it takes to consume the food, so we have peace from the 

importunate beasts.” Everyone laughed, and the father of the house said, 

“Do it, Pumphut, go on, shift the flies to one place, you’re a sorcerer, aren’t 

you?” Pumphut bared his teeth, laid his hat down on a certain spot, and 

ordered the flies to move themselves into it; and to everyone’s amazement, 

all the flies swarmed into the hat like a swarm of bees, filling it, and 

over-filling it, and they crept over one another in hordes over the brim. 

Pumphut wiped his rather large and broad mouth and gave polite thanks, 

and taking his hat together with the flies, he carried them out the door and 

shook them into the milk-pans outside. Then he departed, laughing loudly. 

 

Pumphut as Mill-Doctor (567) 

 When Pumphut was no longer happy in a mill, then, like a true 

miller’s boy, he followed the water. Now he came to a mill, called Burkhard’s 

Mill, where he found a fair number of people assembled, for a new 
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mill-wheel had been built and was to be ceremonially fitted in accordance 

with millers’ custom. This delighted Pumphut, for there not being food and 

drink galore on such an occasion would have gone against all convention. 

Confidently counting on a hospitable reception, the wandering miller’s boy 

walked boldly into the parlour, greeted everyone as one member of the 

miller’s trade to another, and blinked over at the large cakes and the 

sausages, and whatever else had been put in dishes for the feast and 

presented to sight. But the master, who did not know Pumphut – or he 

would certainly have acted otherwise – had a little piece of bread given him 

and a little glass of brandy poured him, as he was accustomed to do when 

begging miller’s boys gave the greetings of the trade. Pumphut ate his 

bread, emptied his little glass and asked the master what was on for him to 

have so many guests. “The wheel’s going to be fitted,” the miller said curtly, 

and Pumphut said “Indeed!” more curtly, and he walked out the parlour 

without much of a thank you. Now the wheel-fitter began his work, but who 

could describe the miller’s horror and vexation when it turned out that the 

axle-tree was much too short and the tenons of the spokes did not reach as 

far as they needed to. The miller and the carpenter and the blacksmith 

swore blind, all three of them, that everything had been measured out 

exactly in advance and had fitted correctly, and now all that work seemed to 

have been in vain. Then it occurred to one of the guests that the unknown 

lad might after all have been Pumphut, the mysterious sorceror, who had 

played such a prank on the miller in a fit of pique at being fed such scanty 

fare. There were murmurs of agreement, and some of them ran out to, if 

possible, catch up with Pumphut and bring him back. They soon saw him 
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strolling on his way as slowly as you please and called to him with loud 

voices; however, who should pretend to hear nothing, but Pumphut? Now 

they ran, to catch up with him, even faster, and they had to run until they 

were sweating and out of breath, for Pumphut, although he walked very 

slowly, like a bone-idle journeyman, nevertheless always remained the 

same distance in front of those pursuing him. At last he let them catch up, 

listened with scorn to the invitation to return to the mill, and showed no 

inclination to accept. Only a great deal of persistent begging seemed to 

move him to finally turn back with them. Given an incomparably friendlier 

greeting at the mill than on the previous occasion, Pumphut very soon 

afforded proof that he knew which side his bread was buttered on, for he 

ate an astonishing amount of roasts, hams, sausages, and cakes, and 

washed them down in no less astounding a manner. And once this was 

done, he walked out to the wheel, which stood raised with a short axle-tree 

and tenon spokes that did not reach, and he now clambered up onto the 

board, took off his hat, knocked on one side of the frame with it, then on the 

other side, and the sides moved very softly nearer to the axle-tree, and it 

took up the tenon spokes. Everyone shouted applause, and Pumphut went 

on his way without saying a word. 

 

The Rattler (570) 

 In the churchyard at Thierback, not far from Pausa, there was in 

days gone by a skeleton, whose bones all still held together. It stood in the 

niche of a wall and served partly as an object of terror for the village youth, 

and partly as an object of mischief for them. When the wind blew strongly, 
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the bleached bones knocked together with a rattling sound, and it was 

therefore called The Rattler. The skeleton had once belonged to a rich 

peasant’s son, people say the son of the mayor, who loved a poor girl in the 

village and stole her innocence from her. When this happened, he had 

sworn to her: “If I prove untrue to you and don’t take you to wife, may my 

body never rest in the grave.” But he was not able to marry this girl, and he 

subsequently did not want to either, and he wed a rich woman. The poor girl 

did manage to find a man who restored her honour,200 while the faithless 

one found no happiness with his rich wife, but only great misery, and so he 

gave himself to drink and died following an unfortunate fall when in his cups. 

He was buried, but the coffin containing his body found no rest in the cool 

earth; it raised itself up, and a very little of it could always be seen sticking 

up out of the grave. Fresh earth was poured over it, but this did no good, 

the coffin rose ever higher. So in the end, it was lifted out and placed in an 

open vault, where the biers used to be kept. Little by little, the coffin 

decayed, and the skeleton became exposed and visible to all. Now this 

happened over many years, and many people no longer knew the name of 

the man who had once walked in this body, but the report ran that he 

walked still, without rest, without repose. Then one time a wedding was 

celebrated at Thierbach, which was attended by many people, young and 

old, and the young ones played a game of forfeits. It was already midnight. 

“What shall the forfeit be I’m holding in my hand?” a voice asked. “Bring 

The Rattler here from the churchyard!” the answer rang out. Everyone 

laughed, but the man whose forfeit it was, and with whom the bold lass who 

 
200 i.e. by marrying her. 
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had uttered so outrageous a wish was in love, had, almost unnoticed, gone 

to the churchyard, where he loaded The Rattler onto his back; and he 

shortly returned, clattering along with his load. Everyone screamed with 

shock and terror, but the lad was proud of his courage. Amidst the noise of 

the young people, an old man stepped forward and solemnly said: “All of 

you give The Rattler your hand and beg his forgiveness for disturbing him, 

or disaster will come over you.” All those assembled did as the old man 

commanded, shivering with apprehension; only a little old woman kept her 

distance, and tears trembled in her eyes. “You too, you too must beg!” the 

old man cried. And she walked up, quivering, grasped the hand of bone and 

whispered, “Forgive, as I forgive you!” It was the forsaken woman. And then 

the ligaments softly came loose and the skeleton fell apart. The bones were 

collected and buried, and now The Rattler had rest. 

 

Dancing Cats (571) 

 Upstream of Berga, near the village of Pöltschen, there was a 

convent called Querfurt in ages past, where, according to the statements of 

many inhabitants of Pöltschen, there were sinister goings-on. Principally, 

witches often held nocturnal dances there in the form of cats. An old 

inhabitant and the landlord of what used to be ‘House Lemmer’ but is now 

‘House Geyn’ liked to tell the following tale: “One evening, my cat, which 

was outside, jumped up to the closed window, sat on the window-frame, 

and scratched. I opened, gave her a smack with my cap, and said, ‘You 

bloody old jade, you were there with the others at the nunnery yesterday 

evening!’ Suddenly the cat had gone, and so had my cap. We looked all 
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over, under the window outside, but the cap was away and stayed away, 

and the cat never returned. It had snowed not long before, and the dark cap 

would definitely have been easy to find.” 

 A resident of what is now ‘House Puf’ in Pöltschen used to tell the 

following: “I’ve seen cats dancing at night in Querfurt Nunnery often enough. 

One night I was going back home from Berga, where I’d had business, 

when I noticed lights in the old nunnery, and as I came nearer and entered 

my house, which lies just opposite, I saw many cats dancing over there, 

with mine among them. Now when I caught sight of her the next day, I 

called out to her, 'You cursed carrion, you were there at the nunnery last 

night, and I saw you dancing.’ Then the animal suddenly began to hiss and 

to pish, and shot up and out the window, straight through the pane, and I’ve 

never set eyes on her since.” 

 At another time, a man from Pöltschen saw four cats dancing in the 

old convent, and his cat was one of them, and it shone. Now when she 

came back the next day looking scratched to jiggery, he asked her, “What 

have you been up to? I saw you yesterday! You were shining, but you did 

what you were doing very well!” Then the cat span round, leapt up at her 

master, scratched his face, and leapt out the window with one bound, 

passing through the pane as well. She never came back. 

 

The Blue Mist (573) 

 The town of Gera in the Vogtland and its environs are full of legends 

from the Time of Plague. A mass of localities were taken with the plague 

and the inhabitants died like flies, and all kinds of things took place which 
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live on in legend. 

 At Gera, two foreign journeymen came into an inn in which several 

people had already died of plague, and caroused together. The one of them 

saw a strange blue smoke, like a thin mist, rising very softly in a corner, and 

he nudged his comrade, who then also noticed the blue mist, and they both 

saw it softly slipping into a cleft in the wall. Then the first journeyman 

quickly carved a peg, for sport, and bunged it into the cleft, wedging it up; 

and when the journeymen had paid their reckoning, they went on their way. 

After that, nobody died of plague any more. Now it came to pass, a few 

years later, that the first journeyman came back to Gera quite by chance, 

where nobody thought of the disastrous disease any longer, and being in 

the same inn-parlour, he happened to see the peg he had knocked in on his 

previous visit, which was still in its old place. He laughed at this and said to 

the other carousers, “Look! A few years ago, I blocked in a blue bird, let’s 

see if it’s still inside.” He straightaway pulled the peg out, the blue mist 

swelled out as it was removed, and this was the plague, which very soon 

attacked several people in the house, and spread throughout the entire 

town, and carried off far more people than it had the first time. 

 Something similar happened in Mora, near Ranis; in that place, the 

plague was wedged into a beam. A boy knocked the wedge out, from sheer 

mischief, and the plague drifted as a blue mist over houses and farms and 

over fields, took the direction to Böhmersdorf and Zeulenroda, and seized 

upon the villages, many people succumbing to it. In Zadelsdorf everyone 

died, and the Zeulenroda gravedigger buried the whole village; on a sudden, 

he found an old maid among the dead, who was still alive and struggling. 
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He said, “Now then, anyone could come and say, ‘I’m still alive’” – and he 

would certainly have thrown her into the pit with the others, but she 

managed to escape him and made her way to the Zeizberg, near Gera, the 

famous mountain which old maids must dig up with pins and carry away in 

thimbles. And once they have died, they become snakes (Unken), sit in the 

swamp, and sing: 

  “Ung, ung, ung, 

  Time was when I was young. 

  Had I married as a lass, 

  I wouldn’t be in this morass. 

  Ung, ung, ung, 

  Oh, to be young again!” 

 

The Long Man in Hof (574) 

 At Hof there is an alley, called Marktgasse (Market Alley), in which a 

large, black, long man appeared; his head reached far over the houses, 

and he opened his legs as wide as the alley was broad. A woman by the 

name of Walburg Widmännin had to pass through the alley in the evening, 

and seeing him, she did not know if she should run through his legs or 

retreat. At last, she plucked up courage, made the sign of the Cross, and 

walked in God’s name down the middle of the alley under and through the 

long man’s legs. She was barely through when the Long Man shut his legs 

together with a bang, and there was a rattling and a clattering as though all 

the Marktgasse were coming crashing down. And after that, the Great 

Plague commenced, and it first began in the Marktgasse and spread 
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through all of Vogtland. 

 In the beautiful mountain church above Schleiz, a stone monument 

of a plague-bearer can still be seen; he brought the plague to Schleiz and 

the town all but died out. 

 

The Dimwit (580) 

 Above Heilingen there stood an old knight’s castle. The last knight to 

inhabit it had an only daughter who was loved by a youth whose love she 

returned, but her father hated him and shot him dead; then the damsel 

threw herself from the tower, the old man died of regret, and the castle 

became a ruin. The lady now walks around as a restless spirit, yet she is a 

kind spirit and has given to many people. She also has the key to the secret 

wine-cellar, which still contains barrels full of the best wine. What a shame 

that such cellars and such ladies are so rare! 

 A peasant at Heilingen had a daughter who was dimwitted – what 

people generally call ‘simple’, yet not entirely imbecilic, only somewhat 

feeble-minded. He once held a drinking- and cards-party for his good 

neighbours and the like, and the peasants fell upon an idea, and they gave 

voice to it: “If only someone could find the cellar in the old castle, where 

there’s wine and gold galore!” Then the feeble-minded daughter cried out, “I 

know the cellar, I know it!” “Yes, I’ll bet you do!” said her father. “But I do 

know it,” the dimwitted girl repeated, “and I’ll fetch you wine from it right 

now.” With these words, she took a pot, went out, and, a short while later, 

brought the pot back filled to the brim with wine. “I must see the cellar too,” 

said her father, “you come along there with me!” They both set out, but 
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every trace the simple-minded girl had found had now vanished. “If only I’d 

been alone,” she said on returning to the peasants’ parlour, “I’d have found 

my cellar, sure as day.” Then the desire for another draught of the fine wine 

was awakened. The peasants clubbed together and offered her money to 

bring them wine one more time. She went out, and brought wine back, but 

lamented at the same time, “That’s the finish of the wine-tap. The White 

Lady won’t let me back in because I accepted that stupid money from you. 

The Lady would have you know that the wine is too good for your thick 

gullets, it’s small beer that’s fit for the likes of you, all of you together 

wouldn’t be worth a quart of wine.” The peasants smiled, as had those 

peasants at the flattery of the bailiff in Gellert’s fable,201 and said among 

themselves, “Let her talk, she’s just a dimwit.” 

 

The Town Piper of Orlamünde (581) 

 At Orlamünde there was a town-piper, they called him the Caretaker, 

a jovial companion, but an honest fellow, no longer quite young in years but 

with a vivacious spirit, and no despiser of the noble juice of the vine, that 

gift from God. Now one day, this Caretaker had been with his people at 

Heilingen – others say, in a village under Schauenforst Castle – and had 

played at a wedding and been handsomely regaled; so as the day was 

dawning they passed by an old castle, or by the Schauenforst, in high and 

happy spirits, and the Caretaker said, “Let’s sound in the day with a 

morning song, and it’ll be for the White Lady up there as well!” So they took 

their positions and blew merrily away with pure hearts. They had not 

 
201 “Die Bauern und der Amtmann” (“The Peasants and the Bailiff”), which appeared in the 
second book of his Fabeln und Erzählungen (Fables and Tales) in 1748. 
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finished their chorale when the White Lady came out, walked up to the 

musicians and cordially offered them, on a plate, as many goblets of wine 

as there were men. They drank, and played one more piece from gratitude. 

The Lady came a second time, offering, however, a number of bones on the 

plate. Stare wide-eyed as they might, nobody had the heart to refuse the 

strange gift. But as soon as the tower was out of their sight, the companions 

threw their share into the nearest cornfield. The Caretaker, however, had 

decorously put his bone in his pocket, and so it was hung up in the 

wardrobe with his coat on his return. On the following Sunday, the man 

called for his dress coat. His wife fetched it. “But,” she asked, “what on 

earth have you put in it? Why, it’s heavier than a lump of iron!” “I don’t 

know,” was his reply, “who could have given me something? Show it to me!” 

She took a long rouleau of gold out of the pocket in which the good 

town-piper had put the bone. 

 This was no laughing-matter for the companions who had thrown 

their bones away, when they heard it; they ran back to the cornfield like the 

wind, and O joy, they found the bones and jubilantly took them back home. 

When they pulled them out of their pockets, each of them had a piece of a 

bone flute – the fortune they had hoped for had gone down the drain, and 

they could put that in their pipes and smoke it. 

 

The Countess of Orlamünde (582) 

 There was a Count of Orlamünde called Otto, and he died and left 

behind his wife Agnes, who had borne him two children, as a still very 

young widow; she was a born Duchess of Meran, and so besides the 
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Countship of Orlamünde in Thuringia there also fell to her as inheritance 

the Plassenburg in Franconia and its demesne, and she lived there from 

time to time. Then it happened that she conceived a violent passion for 

Albert the Fair, Margrave of Brandenburg and Burgrave of Nuremberg,202 

and she had clandestine inquiries made if he was perhaps inclined to tie the 

nuptial knot with her. However, a union between the Margrave and the 

Countess Sophia of Henneberg was already underway, which the 

Margrave’s parents eagerly desired, and Albert let slip the remark, when he 

secretly received news of the Countess of Orlamünde’s inclination, “Were it 

not for four eyes.” The Countess heard of this and interpreted it to mean her 

two innocent little children, the first of them a little son of three years, the 

second one a little daughter of two years, and she was so blinded by her 

frenetic love for the Margrave that she fastened on the dark resolution in 

her heart to clear the children out of the way. She then won over a 

serving-man, Haider, with gifts, to kill the children, and when he proceeded 

to do the deed, the little Count is said to have pleaded: 

  “Dearest Haider, let me live, 

  Orlamund to you I’ll give; 

  New Plassenburg too, I’ll present – 

  Don’t do what you’ll have to repent!” 

And the little daughter: 

  “Dearest Haider, let me live, 

  All my dolls to you I’ll give!” 

However, the murderer was inexorable and perpetrated the atrocity; but 

 
202 Albrecht der Schöne, also known as Albrecht der Bär (Albert the Bear), c.1100-1170. 
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later, while being tortured, he confessed that he felt the most dreadful 

repentance when he thought of the words of the innocent children, 

particularly of the girl. Now as the Countess did not attain her goal in spite 

of this, she fell into repentance and despair, did heavy penance, and found 

no rest after her death, but walks around in the Castle of Plassenburg as 

the well-known White Woman. She crawled on her knees to Himmelskron 

Convent and lies buried at that place. 

 

The Emblem of Kranichfeld Castle (584) 

 At Kranichfeld Upper Castle, two brothers, called Wolfer and Lütger, 

once resided, and they came to be at loggerheads; and so they decided to 

part and to divide their common property and the Lordship of Kranichfeld. 

“I’ll build myself a new castle!” said Lütger, pointing over to the mountain on 

which Lower Kranichfeld later rose. Wolfer laughed at this and said, “If you 

build over there, I’ll do this and that – what nobody does or can do!”203 To 

which Lütger replied, “It’s a deal, a knight keeps his word!” and he left his 

brother. He then began the construction of the Lower Castle and came to 

raise a large and stately edifice, and Wolfer became very alarmed, and tried 

to release himself with large gifts of land and money. However, Lütger 

refused these point-blank, insisting instead that Wolfer do as he had 

promised. And he did do that, but it snapped his spine, and so the Upper 

Castle fell back into the hands of Lütger, who had his brother’s image 

depicted in that unpleasant and not pretty position in an oriel window of the 

castle, as an emblem, which can still be seen today. 

 
203 i.e. He will lick his arse. 
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 A similar image can be seen on a chancel pillar in the Church of Our 

Lady in Arnstadt, and the story of this is that a pious Countess of 

Schwarzburg had this church built, but her means appearing to be 

insufficient for the construction, the master builder undertook to do what 

that dynast of Kranichfeld had done. And when the Countess had expended 

her last farthing, the church construction was complete, and the master 

builder had to accommodate himself to the most incommodious position of 

all. 

 

Children’s Processions and Children’s Dances (588) 

 At one time (1212), a strange urge and a peculiar fancy seized the 

children in Thuringia and also in the rest of Germany, as in France, to 

congregate and set out in order to win back the Holy Sepulchre. 

 The legend tells that a handsome boy from other parts wandered 

through the district singing the Crusader’s song, and all the children 

followed him in droves, on an irresistible impulse, for neither words, nor 

blows, nor bonds could prevent them, and some twenty thousand boys are 

said to have wandered out of Germany, with some thirty thousand out of 

France; but on their way over the Alps, many perished in pathless 

mountains, and those who reached the sea lost their lives in dreadful 

tempests; and none of them saw their homeland again. As this procession 

was on a grand scale, so was there one on a small scale in 1237. While this 

was of a different kind and had a different ending, it yet bore witness to the 

way in which an unknown something can grasp the mob with irresistible 

force, and carry people away without their knowing how to account for their 
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often utterly delusional behaviour. 

 On the 15th of June in said year, a strange dancing-mania came over 

the children in the city of Erfurt; they assembled in a crowd of more than a 

thousand and danced hand in hand, in long chains, out of Erfurt by the 

Löber Gate and up to Steiger Forest, to the village of Waltersleben, and 

from there to Eischleben, from Eischleben to Ichterhausen and via 

Rudisleben to Arnstadt, dancing, singing and leaping in high spirits all the 

time, quite carried away, for a distance of a good four leagues, until they 

arrived, deadly tired, in Arnstadt that evening. The citizens of Arnstadt 

wondered where on earth so many children had come from all at once, and 

took them in; but the citizens of Erfurt did not know where their children had 

got to, and there was great consternation in the city, for children were 

missing from almost every house, and this anxiety lasted the whole night 

long, until a message came from Arnstadt in the early morning. Then the 

people of Erfurt took many carts and drove over to Arnstadt, and they 

thanked its citizens most warmly for the hospitality they had shown their 

children, and took the children back home with them. Now, not one of the 

children was able to say who had bid them cover this far distance in dance 

– it had just come over them, and they would undoubtedly have gone even 

further had they not become tired and hungry. But many of these children 

died shortly afterwards, and most of the others were afflicted with a 

perpetual shaking until their dying day. Their dance was a catastrophe. 

 

The Count’s Saying (590) 

 There was once a Count at Schwarzburg, called Henry the 
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Seventh,204 who came out with a horrible saying whenever he had too 

strong a sense of his high station: “If I do that, may I drown in a privy.” And it 

came to pass that this Count, a manly lord who attended many diets and 

tournaments, was at the Diet of Erfurt in 1186205 with Emperor Henry VI, 

whither came Landgrave Ludwig of Thuringia and Archbishop Conrad of 

Mainz, these two having long been at war, with each devastating the other’s 

land. Then a court hearing was held and peace was made between them in 

the presence of the Emperor and many noble princes, counts and lords in a 

room of St. Peter’s Monastery, and as the floor of this room was old and 

rotten, it suddenly gave way from the weight of so many people. 

Underneath there was a cesspool into which all the filth from the easements 

flowed, and into this Count Henry of Schwarzburg and Frederick, Count of 

Arnsberg plunged down and miserably suffocated; Gosmar, Count of Hesse, 

Godfrey, Count of Ziegenhain, Burgrave Frederick of Kirchberg, Beringer of 

Meldingen and others also met their death. The Emperor and the 

Archbishop had been standing conversing in a window-niche, and they 

were saved by tightly holding on to the iron bars. The Thuringian Landgrave 

was also involved in the disastrous fall, but he came away unscathed. Thus, 

in a most tragic way, did the Schwarzburger’s oath find fulfillment. 

 

Doctor Faust’s Alley (591) 

 Around midway down the Schlössergasse in Erfurt, a small alley 

passes in between houses, and it is so narrow that a fat man cannot pass; it 

is Doctor Faust’s Alley, and Faust drove through there, when he was in 

 
204 It was actually Heinrich I (c.1130 – 1184). 
205 It took place in 1184. 



481 

 

Erfurt, with a whole cartload of hay. He lived in Michaelsgasse, near the 

large theological college in which he gave lectures, explaining Homer to 

students and making the spirits of Homeric heroes appear before their eyes, 

the last of these being the abominable giant Polyphemus, from whom 

everyone ran away in terror. In Schlössergasse there lived a noble Squire 

who was Faust’s friend, and they were often together; the house can be 

recognised by an anchor on its gable, and Faust gave many a feast there, 

tapping wine from the table, and riding through the roof into the air, leaving 

a hole in the roof that never can be closed up with tiles. Soon, both town 

and country were talking of nobody but Doctor Faust, nobles came to the 

city from the neighbourhood to see the man of miracles and his arts, and so 

there arose the fear that all too many people might be lured towards 

devilish magic, and a monk was sent to Faust with the intention of 

converting him. However, Faust did not want to be converted, and when the 

monk offered to tear him from the Devil’s clutches by reading masses and 

through prayer, Doctor Faust replied, “No, my good Doctor Klinge! It would 

be most disgraceful for me to break the contract I wrote with my blood; that 

would not be right. The Devil has honourably kept his promise to me, and 

so I shall keep my word to him.” “Well, in that case get you gone to the Devil,  

you cursed brood of Satan and Devil’s confederate!” the monk angrily cried, 

“get you gone to the everlasting fire that is prepared for the Devil and his 

angels!” – and he ran to the Rector magnificus206 and informed him that 

Faust was an utterly obdurate, incorrigible sinner. Doctor Faust was 

thereupon turned out of the good city of Erfurt for being a wicked literatus. 

 
206 The head of the university. 
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The Flagellants (592) 

 When the Flagellants appeared in Germany, this mob epidemic, 

which took a grip of people’s minds like a maniacal infatuation, also came to 

Thuringia, and there a swarm of no fewer than three thousand Flagellants 

headed for Erfurt. They went two by two, all of them stark-naked but for the 

linen aprons which girded their loins, and the foremost bore a flag; on their 

heads they wore white hats, every one with a white cross on both the front 

and the back. They sang the well-known Flagellant’s Song, threw 

themselves down onto the ground in the form of a cross, and also kneeled 

down and whipped themselves with three-stringed scourges, which ended 

in a knot studded with iron nails; the scourging was undertaken twice during 

the day and once at night. It was only the poorest and most wretched 

riff-raff who performed this sham-devotional religious farce, men, women, 

and children. They did not request money, but were happy to be given 

victuals. When they entered a church, they set up such a futile, incessant 

bawling that everyone else had no choice but to fall and remain silent. The 

City Council of Erfurt had the gates of the city slammed in the faces of this 

idle rabble, and they had God to thank for being able to encamp overnight 

near Ilversgehofen. One of these Flagellants carried the folly so far as to 

say he was the Son of God; it is possible that he believed this of himself, 

but it did not prosper him, for he was seized and burnt in the large square in 

Erfurt without further ado. At that time a poet lived in the city who called 

himself Henry of Erfurt, and he sang about this age, faithfully describing the 

vagrant and boorish character of the Flagellants: 



483 

 

  Pestis regnavit, plebis quoque millia stravit, 

  Insolitus populus flagellat se seminudus.207 

 

The Lazars (593) 

 The Senate at Erfurt had troubles a thousandfold with wicked people, 

but it made its power felt and punished every evil deed without mercy. Once, 

at the Castle of Ehrenstein, which belonged to the Gleichen family, there 

was a young knight who loved a maiden of the Countess of Gleichen’s 

retinue and carried her away with her approval. She mounted behind him, 

and they both safely reached the city gate. Unfortunately, however, it was 

by this time ten o’clock in the evening, and the gate was not opened for 

them. So they rode back, full of fear, and came to the House of the Lazars, 

where they asked for admission after the knight had tethered his horse to a 

fence. The door was opened for them, but the lazars, all of them men, 

seeing that the maiden was beautiful, fell upon the knight and throttled him, 

and satisfied their shameful lust on the maiden in such a way that she died; 

then they buried both the bodies. But when the flight became known, a 

troop rode out from Ehrenstein Castle and from Remde in pursuit, and 

arriving at Erfurt, they asked after the fugitives at the gate. The gatekeeper 

said, “Yes, last night there was a man here desiring admission but I could 

not open for him, for it was too late.” Then the pursuers rode up to the Lazar 

House and made the same enquiries outside, but there the answer was, 

“Nobody comes to us, we are the lepers and lazars.” During this time, the 

 
207 “The plague raged and cast down people in their thousands / A strange folk scourged 
themselves semi-naked.” Bechstein has omitted the line which appears in the middle: 
“Contremuit tellus, populusque crematur Hebraus” (“The earth trembled, and the people threw 
Jews into the fire.”) 
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horse tethered to the fence at the back of the house, which the lazars had 

not yet noticed, heard familiar voices – and may also have been hungry – 

and began to neigh loudly. Now after they found that horse, which they 

knew well, they forced their way into the house, surrounded it, and sent to 

the civic authorities, who dispatched their judges and jurymen. These 

inquired and investigated, discovered the abominable deed, and reached 

their sentence. Then an honourable grave at St. Thomas’s Church 

enclosed the knight and his poor sweetheart, while firewood was piled up 

round the Lazars’ House, all around, with straw and brushwood up to the 

roof, a huge heap, and then the house was set alight at its four corners, so 

that it was burnt to ashes with every man and mouse inside. Afterwards, a 

stone cross was erected on the site of the house, on which a knight is to be 

seen on the one side, a kneeling maiden on the other. 

 

Short Shrift208 (594) 

 The City Senate of Erfurt gave extraordinarily short shrift to 

incendiaries, whether they had committed such an execrable act or even 

only had the intention to. A man came to Donndorf, a village in the district of 

Erfurt, offering geese for sale from house to house, but the peasants, 

suspecting this goose-man of being a spy, bound him and took him to Erfurt, 

where he was put to the question and he confessed that he certainly had 

intended to espy out and betray the disposition of the village; he had also 

been present when the village of Berlstett was set on fire. He was 

thereupon taken back to Donndorf, at which place his head was struck off 

 
208 “Kurzer Prozeß” – literally, “short trial.” 
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and his body quartered. 

 In Erfurt itself, a man was seen carrying a bunch of straw as he 

walked out of the gate. This aroused suspicion, men were sent out after him, 

and he was brought back a prisoner. When questioned – and there is little 

doubt that his body was racked with his brains –, the man confessed that he 

had intended to set fire to villages around Erfurt, whereupon, the Chronicle 

relates,209 his head was struck off, and he was free to go whithersoever he 

wished. 

 

The Tender Wolf (596) 

 In the year 1555, in Summer, a wolf ran around for some several 

weeks in the precincts of the city of Erfurt, pursuing people in the open 

country, embracing, hugging, and squeezing them – females in particular – 

but did them no harm other than this and bit nobody. But when he held the 

one or the other in his arms and opened his mouth wide, it being of an 

unusual largeness, she was startled almost to death. Credible people are 

said to have seen this and testified to it. 

 

Herr Augustin (600) 

 At Gotha, in Jakob’s Square, there is a stone house with a stone 

sculpture in which a man can be seen handing bread to two little children, 

and this image portrays Herr Augustin, who was an especial friend to 

children. He always gave poor children something, never going out without 

his pockets being full of gifts, and it was as if these pockets were a spring 

 
209 Johann Heinrich von Falckenstein, Civitatis Erffurtensis Historia Critica et Diplomatica, or 
Historie von Erffurth (Erfurt: Ritschel, 1739), Volume I, p. 558. 
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that issued presents and never ran dry. This same Herr Augustin reached 

eighty years of age, loving children in this way and being loved by them, 

and when his time to die arrived, two little boys were seen sitting by his 

bedside, and they closed his eyes; and a boy was seen sitting on his grave 

for three whole days, but nobody knew who he was. 

 

The Treasure at Castle Friedenstein (601) 

 At the castle of Friedenstein at Gotha, in which the progenitrix of the 

ducal house walks, a man of the military profession by the name of Eckart 

was the steward, and every now and then he would spend the night on a 

bench in the Great Hall, particularly when festivities of long duration at 

Court had required his services late into the night. One night, he caught 

sight of a ghost in this hall who beckoned to him to follow. Eckart took the 

candle, which was still burning, and walked after the ghost without fear. It 

led him through several passages and into a vault, where there was a large 

cauldron filled to the brim with gold, and the ghost signified to the man that 

he should help himself and take the treasure. But horror and dread came 

over him, and he retreated towards the hall. The ghost followed him and 

sought, with animated gestures, to persuade him to turn back. He was to 

take only a third of the treasure for himself and give the other two-thirds to 

the sovereign, but Eckart would not acquiesce. On the following morning, 

he revealed this incident to his lord, Duke Frederick II, and asked for 

instructions in the matter. The Duke said, he gave him no orders therein, if 

he wished to go with the ghost hereafter, he might do so at his own risk. 

Some time later, the Great Hall was found to be locked and the steward 
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was nowhere to be seen. The servants knocked and called with all their 

might, and in the end the door was broken open. The steward was lying 

almost lifeless, with his head on the table; although he was brought round, 

nothing could be gleaned from him. Only to a priest did he subsequently 

reveal that the ghost had appeared to him again and supplicated him in the 

most mournful accents, just like the spirit to the noble lady at Gehofen,210 to 

come and take the treasure that was his by rights. He need not fear; now, a 

ghostly figure like a turkey-cock would pass through between his legs, but it 

would not harm him, and the value of the treasure amounted to forty 

thousand dollars. But he, the steward, had said he would not do it, he liked 

and preferred turkey-cocks roasted in a dish before him and not in the form 

the ghost had given him to understand; then the latter made dreadfully 

mournful and appalling gestures at which he, Eckart, had lost all 

consciousness. The priest gave the advice to sleep in the Great Hall no 

longer, to have a plump consistory-bird211 roasted for himself and, to fortify 

his spirits, to drink a bottle of wine with it; he would be ready and willing to 

keep him company in this if requested. This was what Eckart did, and he 

remained untroubled by the ghost afterwards; and consequently, the 

treasure will still be there to be taken, if the ghost has not found another 

man. After this, Eckart had many turkey-cocks brought before him, at which 

times he would often relate his experience; and as the ducal major-domo at 

Gotha, he died in God’s grace after a praiseworthy life. 

 

 
210 Legend No. 419, ‘Der Nonnengeist zu Gehofen’ (‘The Ghostly Nun of Gehofen’). 
211 A turkey-cock. Those who appeared before the Consistory at Leipzig would often present 
this as a gift. 
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Floods in Thuringia (602) 

 Great and terrible floods have often visited the land of Thuringia. 

One of the most dreadful was the one on the 17th of May 1558; the earth 

trembled, and the sluices of the heavens poured down torrents of water on 

the fields between Gotha and Langensalza. In the Count of Gleichen’s 

village of Burgtonna, almost forty houses and barns were devastated all at 

once, and so utterly devastated that, later on, nobody could see where the 

houses and barns had stood. Strong trees were torn out with their roots and 

carried away; forty-six people in Burgtonna alone met their end. In one of 

the houses that was torn away, the herdsman’s dwelling, a woman was 

lying-in, having given birth the day before. The baby lay in a trough, the 

house collapsed, the mother perished; the newborn babe floated unscathed 

in its trough ninety paces away, was caught and hung in the branches of an 

apple-tree, and was found alive and well. In many places in the village, the 

water reached a height of three men standing on top of each other. One 

man sang while going under, “We now implore the Holy Ghost,”212 another 

stretched his hand out of the water as he was sinking and blessed those 

who were still living. A boy, a farmhand and a straw-cutter reached a tall 

pear-tree, and it saved their lives. A bookseller who was wandering around 

the land, nowadays given the newfangled name colporteur, managed to sit 

astride a beam, floated away for the length of five fields, and brought 

himself and his knapsack of books safely and unscathed onto dry land. 

 But all of this was nothing compared to a flood, the likes of which 

never before had been, and never after will be, heard of in the land of 

 
212 A 13th-century hymn; continued by Martin Luther. 
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Thuringia, which happened on the 29th of May 1613. Storms came from all 

directions and stood over the land for many miles all around, and raged 

against each other, causing everyone to believe that the Earth’s last day, 

the Day of Judgement, had arrived. This reached from the River Saale to 

the Harz and from the Werra to the Elbe. The Ilm overflowed its bed by a 

height of ten to twelve ells, swept away forty-four houses and barns in 

Weimar, and drowned seventy-four people and two hundred head of cattle; 

at the Kegeltor Gate, a black line remains as a sign of how high the water 

reached there. In Oberweimar, fourteen people drowned, twenty-two 

houses caved in, while in Mellingen, the flood carried off twenty-two people 

and shattered thirty-six houses. A herdsman’s wife drowned at the same 

time as her four children; the father, who saved himself, could hear the 

youngest, when his bed was being borne away, ask the mother, “Can we 

enter Heaven even if we drown?” and when she replied with “Yes!”, the little 

child cried, “Well then, I’m happy to drown too! Good night, dear father and 

mother!” Several villages were almost entirely swept away, with only a few 

houses standing firm. In Gotha, the hail left hardly one window whole, no 

cornstalk in the fields. Mühlhausen suffered uncommonly; the damage that 

the storm and flooding caused in Langensalza alone was reckoned at a ton 

of gold, but the total damage in the land of Thuringia was estimated at 

several million dollars. Only between Jena and Magdeburg, over two 

thousand people drowned or were buried by collapsing houses. This 

terrible effusion of water was later called the Thuringian Deluge, and it was 

recognised to be a castigation from Heaven, all the more so because all the 

roman numerals of this punishing year were contained in a single word, and 
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that word was: IVDICIVM.213 

 

Nägelstätt Meadow (603) 

 Between Langensalza and Groß-Vargula, where Winfried Bonifazius 

founded a church and, as a sign of the truth of Christian doctrine, thrust his 

staff into the ground, which grew into a blossoming tree, lies the village of 

Nägelstätt and, next to it, a pasture that is notorious and is called the 

Nägelstätt meadow. Often have spirits been exorcised thither. Now in 

Langensalza, there lived a very strange doctor who kept himself secluded 

from the world, yet he had his servants distribute plentiful alms to the poor. 

At last he died, old and perhaps tired of life; now when his funeral came 

around, and his coffin was in the hall, the currente schoolboys214 sang a 

dirge before his house in the customary manner – behold, upstairs the old, 

dead doctor, in his white skull-cap and wearing green spectacles, was 

looking out the window. Alarmed, everyone rushed into the house, opened 

the coffin – there the old man lay, stiff and rigid; the coffin was swiftly lifted 

up and taken to the graveyard, while the doctor leisurely looked on at the 

people running away with him as though he were a Jew for the burying. 

From then on, the doctor’s ghost looked out the window every noon from 

the bell striking twelve to the time it struck one, and nobody would go into 

the house. Then a bogy-carrier, an exorcist, was sent for; he was a Jesuit 

from Eichsfeld and he brought with him a carter’s basket, exorcised the 

ghost into it, and carried him to the Nägelstätt Meadow. Eight days later, it 

just so happened that a bridal pair from the village were walking over the 

 
213 Judicium (“Justice”). MDCXIII, with the two Vs in the word forming the X. 
214 On the currente, see No. 954, ‘Knocking Nights.’ 
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meadow, intending to go to town and make purchases for their wedding, but 

they had no great amount of money; and so the bride made a wish, “Oh, if 

only we could find some treasure – that would put an end to our worries all 

at once!” “Yes, yes,” said the bridegroom, “Some hope we have of finding 

treasure!” But then his eyes perceived a basket on an old oak which was 

tightly wrapped around with ropes, hanging on the stub of a branch, and 

then the bridegroom jocularly cried, “A find of funds! Here hangs our 

treasure!” The basket was quickly taken off the tree, it was very heavy, it 

surely contained money – and it was opened somewhat to the side of the 

road. When the tightly knotted ropes had been laboriously untied and the lid 

lifted off, behold, it fared with the bridal pair as with the fisherman in the first 

tale of the Thousand and One Nights, who fished out and unscrewed the 

old hot-water bottle:215 a vapour rose from the basket that smelled like 

asafetida, valerian and musk all mixed together, and this vapour resolved 

into the form of an ancient hunchbacked little man, and it was the doctor of 

Langensalza. He spoke very amiably: “Thank you, young people, for 

releasing me from the basket into which the god-damned Jesuit exorcised 

me, and receive this golden guilder by way of thanks, with it you may buy 

whatever you wish and it will always return to you. But never misuse the gift 

of my gratitude.” And the bridal pair became rich and happy. 

 But the ghost of the old doctor did not go back to the house in 

Langensalza, remaining instead in the Nägelstätt Meadow, where he still 

shows himself every now and then. A similar legend is told of Webicht, a 

forest near Weimar, which is also an eerie place, particularly at the lower 

 
215 ‘The Fisherman and the Jinni’ is the second tale, and the fisherman’s net catches a copper 
jar. 
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end of this deciduous wood, towards Tiefurt; the Nixie of the Ilm appears 

there, combs and plaits her green hair, and lures people into the water. 

 

The Swedish Bell (605) 

 On the steeple of the city-church at Weimar there hangs an old bell, 

later recast, which on two occasions suddenly began, of its own accord, to 

ring the alarm at two in the morning. This happened the first time during the 

Spanish War when Alba216 nested in Thuringia and the Spaniards plotted to 

take the city of Weimar by surprise; but when they heard the watchman’s 

bell bringing the citizenry to arms, they broke camp and departed. It 

happened for the second time during the Thirty Years’ War, when the 

Swedes unexpectedly approached the city at night and pitched camp on 

the field behind the old fortress, a field that is called the Swedish 

Entrenchment to this day; others say, they camped on the Ettersberg. Then 

a small boy dressed in white came to the Duke’s young son, Johann 

Ernst,217 called him until he awoke, and told him that great danger was 

imminent, and he should tell his father. At the same moment the bell rang 

from the tower in clarion tones; the citizens were awakened and armed 

themselves to stoutly defend their city and repel the enemy, for the Swedes 

were a savage, pernicious soldiery even in their friends’ lands and would 

not have spared Weimar, even though the heroic brothers Wilhelm and 

Bernhard, Dukes of Saxe-Weimar,218 were allies of the Swedish King 

Gustav Adolphus, being indeed famous commanders of his. To 

 
216 Fernando Álvarez de Toledo y Pimentel, 3rd Duke of Alba (1507-82), the “Iron Duke,” who 
appears in No. 526, ‘The Breakfast.’ 
217 Johann Ernst II (1627-83), Duke of Saxe-Weimar from 1662. 
218 Wilhelm (1598-1662); Bernhard (1604-39). 
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commemorate that ringing which is said to have been the work of an angel, 

the Swedish Bell was subsequently rung for a while from two o’clock every 

night for some two centuries; now, however, an end has been put to this 

ringing, as to many other old customs, and principally, in many places, to 

grateful remembrance. 

 

The Christmas-Eve at Jena (608) 

 At Jena, it happened that a student from Zwickau by the name of 

Weber, who had previously studied at Leipzig, leagued himself with some 

other young fellows and a shepherd to summon the Devil in a vineyard 

cottage where a white maiden often appeared to view and a treasure was 

said to be buried, and to obtain from him the treasure of breeding-pennies. 

But this trick ended very ill, for although they had procured Doctor Faust’s 

Coercion of Hell together with other magic instruments and come together 

in the cottage on Christmas Eve of the year 1715, they did not return to the 

city, and in the afternoon the student was found in the cottage utterly 

stunned and senseless, while the shepherd and another peasant were 

dead. When this occurrence was reported to the authorities, the order was 

given that three guards watch over the corpses once the student had been 

brought down to the ’At the Yellow Angel’ Inn. Two other men voluntarily 

joined these guards but came back down into the city late that night. Now 

when the three companions were sitting together keeping guard, there was 

a tremendous scratching at the door of the cottage, and a ghost the size of 

a boy walked in, moved around here and there, and then slammed the door 

shut with such a bang as was like to have shattered it into a thousand 
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pieces. On the next morning, these guards lay like dead men by the 

corpses, and two of them were indeed dead. They all had bruises and 

weals on their skin. This event caused a great stir all around, and much was 

written and put into print about it; and the name people gave to it was none 

other than The Christmas-Eve Tragedy at Jena. 

 

The Students’ Passion (609) 

 A far more dreadful tragedy than the one in the vineyard cottage in 

Jena was performed at Halle in the year 1716. The scene was ‘The Green 

Hat,’ an inn, the time, Holy Week, and the players, alas, God’s students. 

This crowd had met for a drinking bout and had been sitting together day 

and night when the Devil inspired some of them with the idea of acting the 

Passion of Our Lord and Saviour, and they drew into their impious play the 

innkeeper and his two daughters, who served in the inn. They had a lamb 

roasted and named it their Easter Lamb, and when they had consumed this, 

they took Communion, with one of them having the others drink in turn from 

a beer-glass as from a chalice and proffering slices of radish instead of 

consecrated waters while saying the Words of Institution all twisted and 

perverted. Then the one who had done this was mocked by them, and 

derided, scourged in jest, covered with a red cloak, then tied, stretched out, 

to a cross that had quickly been nailed together from boards, and taken off 

it and buried in a dough trough. But God does not suffer Himself to be 

mocked; His justice is terrible. No devil appeared, no spirit and no ghost 

showed themselves, all that happened was a few hours passed – and when 

these few hours had passed, eleven of these miserable wretches were 
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dead, the innkeeper was dead, his two young daughters were also dead, 

and the others who had been there, among them the unhappy wretch who 

had played the role of Our Lord and Saviour, lay around here and there 

mortally ill, raving in desperation, and fell into a deep and incurable 

melancholy. 

 

The Magic Apprentice (610) 

 An overinquisitive apprentice in Leipzig allied himself with a miller’s 

boy from outside the city in the year 1707 to undertake devil-summonings 

and treasure-raising, received from him a copy of Doctor Faust’s Coercion 

of Hell219 and a metal conjuring stick in return for money, and began his 

magicking and his summoning, taking care to follow all the rules, on a 

Friday in his master’s cellar. At the third conjuration, smoke rose up out of 

the ground and resolved into a little mannikin, who appeared to be covered 

from top to toe with grey crêpe; he put down a couple of two-groschen coins 

for the apprentice and asked: “Does this satisfy you?” And the youth said, 

“Yes!” A later conjuration on another Friday produced the same apparition, 

and at the same time the earth opened up and gave a glimpse of its 

treasure. Then the apparition suddenly put down a Brandenburg 

sixteen-groschen coin and asked again, “Does this satisfy you?” yet the 

grey mannikin did not stir in the slightest, and his lips did not move. And the 

youth said “Yes” again and observed every prescription: extinguish the 

lights, walk out of the cellar backwards, and the like. This happened on 

October the 28th, and on November the 4th the young sorceror began again, 

 
219 Faust’s Höllenzwang, a grimoire of incantations which supposedly forced the demons of Hell 
to obey the speaker’s commands. First printed at Rome in 1501. 
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this time undertaking a yet more powerful conjuration, and again it was 

followed by the appearance of the demon, but it was also accompanied by 

a rolling sound, and the earth, opening up entirely, forced up a cauldron full 

of minted money; however, on the money there lay something that looked 

like a scourge, with a head at the front that waggled incessantly. Now as the 

magic apprentice had renounced the Holy Trinity in this powerful 

conjuration, so there appeared a full-sized sheet of paper cut lengthways, 

with a black border and writing in red on both sides, together with a black 

quill trimmed the wrong way, and the little grey man had once again, as on 

his first and second appearances, a longish book of the size of the sheet of 

paper, like a rent-roll, under his arm. Then the Magic Apprentice felt as if a 

little grain of sand or a drop of water had fallen from the ceiling down onto 

his hand, making it cold, and when he raised his hand to look, there was a 

drop of blood on it. He boldly took the paper and the quill, caught up the 

blood with the latter, and began to write: J-o- (he was called Johannes). 

Then it seemed to him that someone was coming rapidly down the cellar 

steps; supposing it to be his fellow apprentice, but not being able to look 

round, he dropped the quill, hurriedly put out the candles, and threw them 

into a water-barrel, tore the thread he had used to form the magic circle, 

and walked out of the cellar backwards, to see who had disturbed him; but 

he found no-one. Eight days later, the Magic Apprentice went back into the 

cellar, but when he reached the bottom steps, such a horror came over him 

that he was unable to go all the way down, and he accordingly turned back. 

On the following Friday, when he intended to go down again and continue 

the work, his master ordered him to go to church; on the Friday following 
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that, he was prevented by a mason’s journeyman working in the cellar – but 

he had no peace day or night, the little grey man was always around him, 

and he kept whispering: Pst! Pst! This shattered his nerves, and he looked 

like a Bacchant and his eyes streamed. His master took him to task, but he 

confessed nothing, and when the former advised him, repeatedly, to go to 

Holy Communion, the Magic Apprentice would invariably reply, “I can’t do 

that, it would cost me my life.” Finally, the youth took his grimoire, tore it to 

pieces, and threw it into the fire; then he ran away and disclosed his secret 

to a friend, who discovered it to his master, and the latter sent for the young 

man’s Father Confessor. He confessed everything but revealed a blatant 

lack of faith at the same time, and felt a constant urge to go to the cellar; but, 

being watched, he was prevented in this. Afterwards, he made a complete 

conversion and took Holy Communion; his master made him a present of 

the time of his apprenticeship that remained, discharging him and delivering 

him into the care of his father, whom he had called over, and was happy to 

be rid of the youth, having had quite his fill of cares and troubles with him 

for three whole weeks. 

 

Doctor Faust in Auerbach’s Cellar (611) 

 When Doctor Faust, who is named as the author of the Coercion of 

Hell, a book which has caused such great misfortune and cheated so many 

people out of their senses and out of the salvation of their soul, was at 

Wittenberg, he was well acquainted with some noble students who spent a 

great deal of money. He travelled with them hither and thither, and one of 

these trips was in a fast coach to Leipzig just when the fair was being held – 
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a journey which took them only a few hours. On the next day, they looked at 

the town and its bustling fair and saw a cellar, opposite their inn, out of 

which some four or five vintner’s draymen (also called White Smocks) were 

straining to roll up a full eight-kilderkin220 barrel, but being unable to do this, 

they desisted until such time as more of them came along and helped. 

Then Faustus said to the draymen, almost scornfully, “How clumsily you 

carry on with the cask! You can’t manage it, even though there are so many 

of you! Truly, one man could do it by himself, if he had some skill!” Now 

these draymen were robust fellows, as rough with their mouth as with their 

fists, and not knowing who Faustus was, they did not let his derision go 

unanswered. “What does the gentleman care about our work?” they asked. 

“Is the gentleman such a star student that he can lift this cask nad bring it 

up the steps on his own? Well, he can show us his art, he can roll it up in 

the Devil’s name!” 

 While Faustus was being served the draymen’s courtesy in this 

manner, there came the landlord of Auerbach’s Cellar, where this adventure 

took place, and hearing the cause of this invective, he disgruntedly said, “If 

you’re such strong giants that one of you vaunts he can bring this cask up 

on his own, then may he do so! If anyone can do it, the cask will be his!” In 

the meantime, several more students had come up and were standing 

watching, and Faust called upon them to be witnesses to the wine-cellar 

landlord’s words. Then he went down, sat on the cask as if on a trestle, and 

said, “March!” And he rode the cask up the steps, to everyone’s amazement. 

The landlord was the most astonished, and he yelled, “That’s not natural!” – 

 
220 An amount equal to 144 gallons. 
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but it did him no good, and what happened next was all the more natural: 

Faustus and the students broached the cask and quaffed from it for as long 

as the least little drop ran out from the tap. 

 

The Nixie Rivers near Leipzig (612) 

 The small, quiet streams near Leipzig, the Elster and the Pleiße, are 

inhabited by nixies and claim their dead every year. Midsummer’s Day is 

the particular day on which it is not advisable for anyone to travel on the 

water or bathe in it. It frequently happens that, when someone is going to 

drown, the nixies are seen dancing on the water. At Leipzig a female nixie 

was often seen in the streets. She came with a dorser and mixed in with 

other peasant women to buy groceries, but she never spoke a word to 

anyone; she would point to the ware, listen to the price, offer a smaller 

amount by way of haggling, eventually take it, and go. If anyone greeted her, 

she did not return the greeting. Once, two such people followed the strange 

woman, and they saw her set her basket down by a small stream – and 

then, in a flash, she and the basket vanished. On the nixie’s trail, the road 

was seen to be bedropped, for the hem of her garments was wet two hands 

high. The same tales are told everywhere, in almost all the towns which lie 

next to streams, rivers, or lakes; there is also a common legend that the 

nixie walks to the shambles, places her thumb on a joint of meat, and the 

butcher chops it off – then the trail of blood leads into the lake or into the 

river, and the butcher is certain to pay for his wicked deed with his life, like 

that miller’s boy who, on seeing a nixie sitting on the bank combing her hair, 

aimed his rifle at her. The nixie quickly leapt into the water and angrily 
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threatened him with one finger. Three days later, the boy went to bathe, and 

that was the end of him. Near Leipzig, in the distant depths of Rosental and 

up on the banks of the Elster and Pleiße, surrounded by green meadows 

and rustling forest, all is so mysterious and uncannily still that the wanderer 

involuntarily shudders with dread, and it would surprise nobody to see the 

nixies emerging from the quiet water. 

 

The Two Toads (617) 

 At Leisnig, a little town between Lucka and Meissen which, small 

though it be, was called a butter-pit of the land of Meissen, a stone statue 

was long to be seen at the town church, showing a man with arms akimbo 

facing two boys. This legend explains the image. 

 There was a father whose two sons were rascals that had turned out 

very badly, and this all came from his not having paid them out in the hard 

currency of spankings and floggings when they were ill-mannered and 

insolent, as would have been proper, for the proverb says: He who gives his 

children the rod saves the Lord the trouble. And so it happened that one day, 

when the father was scolding the two boys because they had been up to no 

good again, they abused him back, barking just like yelping hounds; yet 

they did not leave it at that, but actually carried their atrocious rebellion so 

far as to – this is difficult to believe, and hard to write down – spit in their 

father’s face. Then the old man cried to God in Heaven for Him to avenge 

such an atrocity, and he cursed his sons with a terrible curse. And the 

good-for-nothing boys were about to curse their father in turn, when all of a 

sudden they stammered, and there was a swelling and bulging in their 
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mouths, so fat, so fat, and so icy-cold, and a horrible stinging as of caustic 

poison, and something alive crept out of their mouths, and each one’s 

tongue had turned into a hideous, living toad in his mouth; from that 

moment on, they could neither hawk nor squawk, neither growl nor howl – 

they had to stay silent and despair and go to Hell in abject misery. As a 

token of this, stone statues of the three were carved there at the church, 

with the toads shown peeping out of the boys’ mouths – a horrendous sight 

to behold. 

 

Cursed to Stand (618) 

 At Freiburg in the district of Meissen there lived a weaver by the 

name of Lorenz Richter who had a fourteen-year-old son, and this boy 

possessed the vice of disobedience in a high degree. Whatever the father 

bid the obdurate boy do, he would not do it, or he did the opposite, and it 

was his pleasure to be sulky and annoy his father. Then it happened one 

day that the father ordered the boy, who was in the parlour with him, to do 

something and be quick about it, but he remained calmly standing where he 

was, having not the least intention of following his father’s order. The father 

repeated his command, but the boy pretended not to hear it at all and stood 

there still as a stock. Then the father flew into a rage and cried, “Well, then 

stand there in Hell’s name, you cursed, wayward knave, and may you never 

again be able to stir from the spot!” Then a sudden terror convulsed the boy, 

and he became rigid and stood – and stood. He wished to obey now, but he 

stood. His father now rushed towards him, to tear him or walk him away 

from the spot, but he was not able to – the boy stood, spellbound and 
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riveted to the floorboards, and utterly powerless. In vain did people try to life 

him away, to carry him away – his feet had taken root in the ground. And so 

he stood in the same spot for three years, near the stove and the door, in 

the way of the people who came in and went out, at a desk on which he 

could rest his head and arms; thus did he stand and thus did he sleep, a 

tormenting sight to his parents, a wonder to the town. Priests prayed over 

him and for him and at last essayed their powers to see if they could lift him 

up and carry him into another corner of the room, where he would be less of 

a hindrance; this was successful, but then he stood fast in the new location. 

His footprints were deep impressed in the floorboards. If anyone tried to 

take him to another place, he let out a loud and painful yell and behaved 

like a madman. Thus he stood, like the penitents of India, doing penance 

for his disobedience, behind a curtain, desperately sad and looking quite 

wretched; and finally, God granted that he might lie down on a bed placed 

by his side – and that lasted close on four years. And then he died a gentle, 

natural death in humility and submission and as a believer. The footprints 

were shown for many years, in the parlour and then in the bedroom (a wall 

having been put in at a later time) and when parents wished to warn their 

children against disobedience, they did not have far to look. 

 

The Spirit ‘Little Cap’ (620) 

 Near Freiberg there is a spinney that is called the Homebush, and in 

it there lived in days of yore a kobold whom people named Little Cap, 

thereby bringing to mind the well-known kobold Little Hat. The spirit Little 

Cap was one of that tribe of ghostly squatters who sit on the shoulders of 
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travellers and such people as have business in the forest, having 

themselves carried for long distances until the carriers were utterly 

exhausted and sank down, their breath almost spent. Now when they had 

carried him almost as far as they possibly could, he suddenly hopped off 

their back, flew up a tree and burst into peals of laughter. The spirit Little 

Cap played this wicked prank in the year 1573 in particular, and many 

people became ill from his squatting. Little Cap resembled the spirit 

Osschaert in Waasland in every way and made the most singular grimaces 

when the fancy took him to show himself. A butter-peddler found a splendid 

cheese in the Homebush. Pleased with her find, and reckoning up what she 

would get for it, she put it in her dorser, but the basket became so heavy, so 

heavy, that she was eventually pulled down by the burden, sank to her 

knees, and threw off the basket, and then a millstone rolled out of the 

basket into the bushes, and Little Cap looked out from the bushes, giving a 

ringing laugh (that is why one tends to say of someone who laughs loud 

and shrilly: He laughs like a kobold). Little Cap had his name from his magic 

cap221 which made him invisible, and when he took it off, people saw him, 

only for him to suddenly put it back on and vanish in a flash. From this has 

arisen the saying, when someone is looking for something and is convinced 

they saw it in a certain place, yet they cannot find it: Yes, it’s around and 

has a little cap on – namely the dwarves’ magic cap that makes the wearer 

invisible. 

 

The Judgement of God (621) 

 
221 “Nebelkappe” – literally, “mist-cap.” 
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 Saint Benno, the Apostle of the Slavs, who silenced the frogs in 

Heiligenthal near Meissen, was a man of God and Bishop of Meissen for all 

of forty years222 and performed mighty miracles. In that time, Margrave 

Otto ruled at Meissen, he who appropriated the estates of the Church, for 

he believed that the Church had no right to any earthly possessions and 

should be satisfied with heavenly ones. Saint Benno gently pointed out to 

the Margrave that he had sinned by so doing and he should give back to 

the Church what he had taken from her, or fear the Just Judge who sees 

and avenges every injustice. These words displeased Margrave Otto 

exceedingly; he raised his hand and hit out, giving the bishop a hefty slap 

on the face. Then Saint Benno cried, “God will take revenge on you, 

Margrave, for this slap, this day one year!” But the Margrave laughed and 

mocked, “So I take it you are the Lord’s Privy Councillor and Chancellor of 

the Kingdom of Heaven, Bishop?” The bishop was silent and upset, and 

from that day on he began to ail, and died shortly after, in pious prayer; and 

he was revered and mourned as a saint. 

 When the year 1106 had passed and that day come round again, the 

Margrave was brisk and healthy, and no ill had befallen him, and calling to 

mind the bishop and his threatening prophecy, the day being almost over, 

he said: “What has become of Benno’s prognostication? It has come to 

naught.” No sooner had the Margrave spoken these words than Death’s 

precipitous hand swept through his very marrow and he suddenly crashed 

to the ground, able only to cry, “Help! Help!” But there was no helper there 

and no more help; Death’s all-powerful hand carried him off and before the 

 
222 Born around 1010, he was Bishop from 1066 to his death c.1106. 
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Judgement of God. 

 

The Monk’s Saying (622) 

 In the monastery of St. Afra at Meissen there was a monk who had a 

particular aversion towards the female sex, and he had fallen into the habit 

of using a nasty saying, like that Count of Schwarzenburg: whenever it so 

happened that he had to baptise a little girl, or he met a baptismal 

procession bringing a little girl to be christened in the House of God, he 

would say, “First baptise the daughter, then hold her head under the 

water.”223 Such unjust hatred and such a saying he retained into a quite 

advanced age. One day, he was walking over the Elbe Bridge at Meissen, 

which in its time was praised as the most skifully made in the whole of 

Germany, although it was only of wood, when he once again met a 

baptismal train with many people in attendance and a pressing throng of 

curious onlookers beside it, and the monk moved to the side out of the way, 

leaned on the parapet, and murmured, “Another one! Ha – first baptise the 

daughter, then hold her head under the water – that would be the best way!” 

Meanwhile the parapet broke, the monk plunged down headlong into the 

river, and miserably drowned. This happened in the year 1505, and for long 

afterwards the monk, just like the one at Dresden, had to haunt the Elbe 

Bridge. 

 

Master Hämmerling (625) 

 The mountain-ghost appears in many mountains, now as a monk, 

 
223 “erst getäuft, dann ersäuft” – “First baptized, then drowned.” 



506 

 

now as a miner, mostly giant-sized with eyes as big as saucers and fiery. 

Often he is helpfully active, loving and protecting the pious miners and 

tormenting and punishing the bad ones. Swearing is hateful to him, and that 

is what he punishes the most severely. The miners call him Master 

Hämmerling or also the Mountain Monk where he shows himself in the 

figure of a monk. He always appears alone and is in no way to be 

confounded with the Bergmännchen [Mountain-Mannikins] and 

Erdkobolden [Earth-Kobolds] who belong to the race of dwarves and 

frequently appear in crowds, whereas legend characterises giants as 

generally being alone, or in pairs at the most. In the Saint George mine at 

Schneeberg, the spirit appeared in the form of a Black Monk and seized a 

miner who had behaved in an unseemly manner in the depth, lifted him up, 

and set him down in a mine that had been rich in silver in ages past; and he 

did this so hard that his miner’s apron224 burst and all his ribs were 

cracked. 

At Annaberg, there was a mine called Rosenkranz in which twelve 

men were working. They chattered facetiously, trying to scare one another 

with the Mountain-Spirit, and denied that he was anything more than a 

ridiculous bugbear. All of a sudden, they saw a horse-figure with a long 

neck and fiery eyes in its brow, and they were frightened to death. Then the 

figure of the horse became the true figure of the Mountain-Monk, who 

walked up to them without saying a word and simply breathed on every one. 

But his breath was like a violent storm, and they dropped down dead from 

it; only one of them recovered his senses, reached the exit with a struggle, 

 
224 The “Hinterleder” or “Arschleder” protected the seat of the trousers from wear, moisture and 
cold. 
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and told what had happened, and then he died also. After that, the rich 

yields of silver in the Rosenkranz came to a halt and the mine was worked 

no longer. 

 

Cross and Chalice (627) 

 Near Annaberg lies the small town of Wolkenstein, by the river 

Zschopau, and over this town the castle of the same name stands on a high 

rock. The traveller can see a large cross and a chalice deeply hewn into the 

steep rock-face, and the legend runs that at the time when the battle with 

the Hussites took place near Aussig in the year 1426, which was so ruinous 

for Saxony, the enemy had made an incursion into the land of Saxony and 

also overrun and ravaged the Ore Mountains. And they laid siege to the 

little town of Wolkenstein and captured it before attacking the castle, in 

which a priest spurred the garrison on to valiant defence. He held a cross in 

his hand instead of a sword, and he fought for the old belief with the sword 

of the Word. Now when Castle Wolkenstein was also reduced and the 

courageous priest in the enemy’s power, the commander of the Hussites 

pressed him to go over to the Brothers of the Chalice and thereby save his 

life. But the priest remained unshakeably steadfast, wishing to live and die 

by his old belief. The latter befell him soon enough: his enemies 

precipitated him, with his cross, down the perpendicular rock of 

Wolkenstein, a sheer fall that shattered the pious man’s bones, and then 

waved the Banner of the Chalice from the wall directly above with shouts of 

joy. Later, when the Hussites withdrew from the region, pious hands carved 

the cross and the chalice deep into the rock in memory of the martyr. 
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The Officer-Cadet’s Leap (628) 

 On the left bank of the Elbe, beyond Meissen, the ruins of 

Scharfenberg Castle lie on a mountain with fine views. This castle is said to 

have been built by Emperor Henry I and completed by Emperor Otto I. Over 

time, it became a fief of several renowned knightly families, such as 

Vitzthum von Eckstädt, the von Schleinitz, and the von Miltitz, one of whom, 

Haubold, completely rebuilt the castle soon after the Thirty Years’ War. But 

in August 1783 it was set alight by a thunderbolt and reduced to ruins by the 

flames. 

 During the Thirty Years’ War, the castle was manned, but the enemy 

attacked and overpowered the weak garrison. The officer-cadet, who had 

grabbed his banner, made a fighting retreat, defending every step while his 

comrades fell one after another. He kept a firm grip on the banner; finally, 

he stood all alone, surrounded by enemies pressing him ferociously. “As 

long as I live, you shall not have the banner!” he cried out, and in the 

moment of greatest danger, when the fight had advanced into an apartment 

of the Upper Castle, the storm blew open a casement of the room in which 

the officer-cadet was defending himself, by now but weakly. He took this to 

be a sign from above, and knocking two more enemies down with the force 

of his standard-pole, he quickly turned towards the window, holding the 

banner before him, and jumped, commending himself to God, into the deep 

abyss. And a miracle bore him, with his banner, unhurt to the ground. 

Afterwards, this legend spread, and the knight on the front of Scharfenberg 

Castle, who holds a heraldic flag, is said to represent this courageous 
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warrior and immortalise his memory. 

 

Hans Jagenteufel (629) 

 At Dresden, early on the morning of Sunday, October the 13th, 1644, 

a woman went onto the heath with her daughter and gathered acorns until 

eleven o’clock. Hearing the bells chime for divine service, the daughter, 

who was married, left her mother and went back to the city. It was raining 

heavily, and a quarter of an hour later the mother was in a forest-green on 

the left of the Radeberg Road, in the vicinity of that place called The Lost 

Water. There she heard the sound of a hunter’s horn being strongly blown, 

then a crashing fall, as if a tree were falling to ground, and believing 

foresters to be near, she hid her sack of acorns in the bushes. She then 

heard the horn-blast once again and saw, immediately afterwards, a 

headless hunter on a grey horse with hunting gun, hunter’s dagger and 

hunting horn, in a long coat of great cloth, and booted and spurred. He rode 

past rather quickly at first, then slowly and calmly, and she could follow him 

with her eyes for quite a distance. Thereafter she continued searching for 

acorns and did not go home until afternoon. Nine days later the same 

woman went onto the heath alone, gathered acorns again, then sat down in 

the undergrowth on the right of the Radeberg Road, on the Fürstenberg, 

and she had just begun to peel an apple when a voice rang out behind her: 

“Have you filled your sack? Have you not been distrained upon? You have 

good foresters, I assume?” She replied, “The foresters are pious men, they 

have done me no harm. O God, be merciful to me, a sinner!”225 As she now 

 
225 Luke 18:13. 
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looked over to her side and raised her eyes, she caught sight of the same 

man, but without his horse this time, beside her, holding his head with frizzy 

brownish hair under his arm, and he said, “You do well to ask forgiveness 

for your sins, I was not fated to be so fortunate, and the foresters do well 

not to be all too severe to the poor. By being so, I came to be damned a 

hundred and thirty-one years ago. My father – oh, would that I had followed 

in his footsteps – was called Hans Jagenteufel, like me, his only son. We 

were both foresters here. Tell the people that they must repent! God will 

decree a terrible punishment for Dresden, two new armies will come, one is 

already advancing. God threatens so great a dying that there will be a 

shortage of gravediggers. Say that the people must abandon their vices. 

Then God will bless the coming year with fruits of all kinds. Will you tell 

that? Give me your hand on it!” The woman, given a violent shock, was 

struck dumb and trembled. “Will you say it?” the man asked once more, and 

she stammered out a “Yes!” “Then give me your hand on it!” And she did so 

in God’s name, and the man’s hand was cold as snow, and she started 

back with unspeakable dread. The man spoke again, “Do not fear! To you 

my hand seems to feel cold, but to me it burns eternally and without end – I 

torment nobody – oh – I am the one tormented!” and with that Hans 

Jagenteufel’s restless ghost disappeared. It was all very well for the woman 

to spread the news of the apparition she had encountered – people have 

mended their ways but little and remain Jagenteufel [hunting devils] to their 

heart’s content. 

 

The Crown of Roses (631) 
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 At Pirna on the Elbe, where the preacher of indulgences Johannes 

Tetzel was born, a pious maiden’s hand had hung a blossoming crown of 

roses or rose-branch on the wall during a church-ale, making a vow at the 

same time and uttering a wish that was closely bound to the vow. The 

crown had been withered a long time, but not taken down; nobody paid any 

heed to it. Then it happened in the year 1634 that an ancient little woman 

sat in the church and wrestled with God in fervent prayer. “Merciful God,” 

the old woman may have prayed, “You have granted the wishes and pleas I 

laid to Your heart in this temple of Yours some seven years ago. O, grant 

me one more wish, give me a sign of Your grace and mercy, protect this 

little town of ours from the ravages of ferocious war, accord it peace and me 

a gentle death in bliss!” And behold, as the good old woman directed her 

eyes to the faded crown of roses, which her hand had hung at that place 

seventy years before, the crown turned green, young, new buds shot out 

and bloomed as roses, while the good old woman went to everlasting 

peace. And her final wish was also granted, for at precisely the same time a 

peace agreement was discussed and agreed through envoys. 

 

The Angry Cats (633) 

 Near the little town of Buchholz in Saxony, close to Annaberg, there 

lies a mill called the Cats’ Mill, whose first builder had an extraordinary time 

of it, for when the mill was finished he was not able to grind and not at all 

able to keep house and home, for the Devil, or a malicious kobold related to 

him, had his abode there. It would suffer no cattle in the stables, no dog and 

no cockerel in the yard, and no pigeons on the rooves. When the machinery 
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was set in motion, it racketed and banged as if it the whole work were going 

to burst asunder from the centre, and this gave the miller much trouble and 

care: he feared he would have to move away from house and home or 

perish in the mill. Then it happened one day that a couple of bear-trainers, 

who went around from village to village with several large bears making 

their beasts dance to the delight of the young, came to the mill towards 

evening and, being unable to travel any further that day, asked the miller’s 

permission to spend the night in the mill. He told the strangers that his 

stable was indeed empty but it was badly haunted, and that no cattle would 

stay there but raged, screamed, and kicked fearfully instead. However, the 

bear-trainers said that their animals were of neither a timorous nor a 

sensitive nature, he should only allow them the necessary space. This 

happened, and the bear-trainers bedded down for the night in the miller’s 

stable with their bears. In the night, a dreadful crashing and banging arose 

in the stable, waking the miller up, and he was scared to death. He 

regretted having complied with the strangers’ wish and held himself to 

blame for any harm or misfortune which might have befallen them. Yet the 

noise ceased with first cockcrow, and in the morning the bear-trainers 

stepped out of the stable unscathed. When the miller asked them what kind 

of a night they had spent, they replied: On the whole, a good one, but their 

animals had been somewhat restless. They thanked the miller for his 

hospitality and left that place with their bears. On the same day, the miller 

had business in a nearby village, and as he was walking along the valley 

floor, a head rose up from behind a bush and glared at him hideously, and 

the host saw at once that it must be the head of the Devil or one of his 
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accomplices, and he heard a voice calling a question to him: “Miller! Do you 

still have the big, angry, wild cats in your stable?” “Of course!” replied the 

miller. “They’re in there, and they’re there to stay!” “Oh, you – you – Then 

I’m bitten out!”226 cried the kobold-apparition and vanished. From that time 

on, the mill worked well and without hindrance, the cattle stayed quiet in the 

stable, dog and cockerel were in the yard, and the miller came to prosper. 

 

The Roving Boots (634) 

 At Lubán in Lusatia, formally called Lübben, the following events 

took place during the Thirty Years’ War. There came from Görlitz a regiment 

of Butler’s Dragoons,227 who were not of the best, and the citizens were 

tremendously afraid of them – indeed, they had to suffer no end of 

vexations from them. Then one of this band of robbers, a dreadfully tall 

fellow, came to a cobbler and demanded a pair of riding-boots – jackboots, 

as these bully boys and hectors tended to wear – and he found a 

handsome, large and long pair which fitted him splendidly, for the soldiers in 

the Thirty Years’ War were like that Jewish fripperer who said of himself, 

“I’ve a good body for clothes, everything fits me.” Now when the mighty 

war-hero had put on the boots to replace the utterly wretched, worn-out pair 

he had taken off, unbuckling his spurs and buckling them on to the new pair, 

he asked what the new boots would cost, and when the shoemaker named 

the price he drew his broadsword, took the cobbler by the arm, and counted 

out as many walloping blows as the poor citizen had demanded 

 
226 “ausgebissen” – chased away by biting, as foreign dogs by local dogs. 
227 The Irish nobleman James Butler was an officer in the Polish army. 
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Schreckenberger,228 the latter being unable to save himself for pain, fear 

and horror, until he finally tore himself free and cried out the curse: “Oh, I 

wish that these boots and those legs of yours inside them will never find 

rest, be you living or dead!” The trooper laughed in the cobbler’s face at his 

impotent rage and stumbled over the large cobbles of Lubán with clattering 

steps, and he cursed these cobbles and the mountain which had supplied 

the stone for them. Shortly afterwards, the regiment of dragoons was 

ordered elsewhere, but when the Battle of Lützen was later fought, a 

Swedish cannonball which passed through the body of his horse tore both 

of this dragoon’s legs off and he bled to death on the battlefield. And after 

that, two boots were seen marching without rest or repose and without a 

master, and yet there were two bloody stumps of legs inside them; they 

walked and walked from Lützen to Markranstädt and over Rippach, where 

the well-known immortal Herr Hans of that place229 saw them with his own 

eyes, to Leipzig, from Leipzig to Wurzen, Oschatz, Zehren and Meissen to 

Dresden, from there without rest or repose over Bischofswerda, Bautzen, 

Löbau and Reichenbach to Görlitz, and finally post-haste from there to 

Lubán, and they remained completely intact on this extremely long hike. 

The boots walked into the town, past the shoemaker’s house, just as if he 

should see that his wish had been fulfilled, then turned round and ascended 

the Steinberg, the father of the cursed cobbles, and there they walked 

around, now visible, now invisible, over the sharp-edged columns; their 

trampling was also heard; but the man who saw the boots visible, which did 

 
228 See Note to No. 372 (‘The Devil, a Counsel’).  
229 Hans von Rippach, mentioned in Faust Part One, lines 2189-2190, was proverbially a coarse 
boor, a country clown, and also a fictitious personage: it was a joke among Leipzig students to 
call on a house at an unseasonable hour and ask if Hans von Rippach was there. 
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not happen to everyone, and, somewhat bearing a desire for them, tried to 

snatch them, received a kick and fell over on the boulders so hard as to 

break his ribs. It is reported that the cobbler, who wished to catch the boots 

he regarded as his property, was the first to experience this. 

 

The Dwarves’ Prank (635) 

 Near Zitau is the Breitenberg, and good-natured dwarves resided in 

this mountain, often coming into the town and the surrounding villages, 

where they were helpful to people and readily (if invisibly) partook of their 

joys and sorrows. At merry feasts and banquets they had a high old time, 

and they always found some way to make up for what they had consumed. 

One day a wife called after her husband as he was leaving the house, 

“Hurry and come back soon so we’re not late for the wedding!” Several 

dwarves heard these words and called to their brothers, the quiet people, 

that a wedding was going to be celebrated. Very soon a crowd had 

assembled, and they all wanted to go; and a man who worked on 

Breitenberg, hearing them discussing this, cried to them, “If you’re intending 

to go to the wedding invisibly, won’t you take me along, my good 

companions?” The dwarves hesitated, then agreed to grant his wish, but 

under the condition that, although he might eat and drink as much as he 

pleased, he must on no account secretly pocket anything and take it away. 

 And so they all went together, unseen, to the wedding-house; it was 

already quite full of guests, but the dwarves needed little room. A dwarf sat 

by every guest, and Peter the peasant, whom they had brought along, had 

a good seat, although his clothes were not fit for a wedding; and if anyone 



516 

 

had seen him, he would have been conveyed to the place for uninvited 

guests.230 He tucked in and swigged away as if there were no tomorrow, 

and he was only sorry that his wife was not with him, for Peter the peasant 

was a good fellow at heart who did not like to eat well alone. And this love 

for his wife made him break his promise and put some food in his pocket. 

The dwarves took this ill; they swiftly made off, and the one sitting nearest 

to Peter whipped the Cap of Invisibility off his head and departed with the 

others. There sat Peter, in his greasy apron, with his cheeks bulging and his 

teeth chomping away, and everyone looked at the strange guest, and never 

before had he been so regarded; but Peter helped himself like a true 

trencherman and chewed and swallowed for all he was worth, for he had 

not noticed the removal of the light dwarf’s cap from his bristly hair in the 

slightest – until he began to receive thumps and digs in the ribs from 

various quarters, and after enjoying good cheer, he was given 

whipping-cheer.231 Then he was driven out of the house and left to his 

reflections and feelings (mostly aches) outside the door. 

 Later, the dwarves moved out of the Breitenberg, it is said towards 

Bohemia, into Rübezahl’s realm, and it is also said that the dwarves were 

driven away by all the bell-ringing or all the dogs which the peasants keep 

in Upper- and Lower-Olbersdorf, where the houses and the dogs have no 

end and a cur leaps out from every house and viciously barks at the 

pedestrians coming from Oybin. A peasant of Heinewalde had seen the 

whole tribe of dwarves driving away on two carts with all their valuables and 

 
230 i.e. out the door. 
231 Chastisement, flogging. The German has a play on words with “Suppe” (“soup”) and 
“Prügelsuppe” (“drubbing,” lit. “cudgel-soup”). 



517 

 

had received a very rich reward. They would return, they supposedly 

remarked, when Saxony fell to Bohemia – that is, when it becomes Austrian. 

Who knows if they will not in fact come back. 

 

The Bride of Kynast (637) 

 In Castle Kynast over Helmsdorf, not far from Warmbrunn, there 

lived a maiden of knightly birth called Cunigunde, and she was a fierce 

enemy of men. She set all suitors for her hand a test of courage of so 

dangerous a kind that success was well-nigh impossible: they were to ride 

around the castle on the high and narrow castle wall. Whenever they 

attempted this, all went well at first, but the moment they came to that part 

of the wall which still today is called ‘Hell,’ where there is a sheer drop down 

to abysmal depths, horse and man would feel giddy and plunge down to be 

shattered to pieces far below. It was precisely this, not a husband, that 

Cunigunde wanted. Many knights had already lost their lives in this cruel 

way, yet the report of this did not scare all suitors off; attracted by 

Cunigunde’s cold beauty, and perhaps even more by the cold mammon in 

her chests and coffers, they increased the number of infatuated sacrifices. 

Then it happened that a Landgrave of Thuringia – some say Albert, others 

name his son, Frederick the Joyful – practised a dangerous stunt at home, 

at Wartburg Castle: every day he rode the walls of his castle, accustoming 

his loyal and clever horse to look steadily and step surely, for that hallowed 

old building, the Wartburg, rises up high over rocky abysses. Finally, the 

Landgrave of Thuringia rode with a troop of cavalry to Silesia, up to lofty 

Kynast, and presented himself as a Thuringian knight. And when 
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Cunigunde beheld the majestic man, she felt very strange, her rigid heart 

softened, she loved the still youthful knight and desperately implored him 

not to attempt the ride. However, he would not be dissuaded, but ventured 

the ride and successfully came through the dangerous adventure. 

Jubilantly Cunigunde flew towards him; all her desires were assuaged, she 

wished to belong to him alone, willingly and joyfully, she wished to be a 

loving wife to him. But with gravity and severity in his look, the Landgrave 

repulsed her embrace and spoke words to her which shattered her in the 

deepest depths of her heart. Among them was the news that he was 

already happily married, the hardest words of all to her – and when he 

proudly rode from that place as the avenger of so many victims, it is said 

that Lady Cunigunde climbed the walls and followed him with her eyes as 

long as she possibly could, then she cast herself down, of her own free will, 

into Hell. Others have given this grave legend a jesting turn and say that 

shock transformed Cunigunde into the ugly wooden image which still today, 

as the ‘Bride of Kynast,’ is offered to travellers to kiss, and all who do not 

kiss it, because it waits with the skin of a porcupine instead of hair and 

eyebrows, must free themselves with a small payment. 

 Theodor Körner, Friedrich Rückert, and other German poets have 

used this legend as material for ballads. 

 

The Horoscope (638) 

 In the mountain-castle of Kynast a wolf was kept which had been 

tamed at an early age, and it ran around like a yard dog and had even been 

trained to perform tricks like a dog. Now, on March the 2nd of the year 1635, 
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the lord of the castle and the countship, Johann Ulrich Count of 

Schaffgotsch, was celebrating his birthday with a banquet for numerous 

friends, to which the higher servants were admitted. One of those there was 

the priest of Giersdorf, close by Kynast, Johann Andreas Thieme, who was 

an astrologer, a disciple of a science that still stood in high repute at the 

time of the Thirty Years’ War. With the presence of the man who had the 

calling of a prophet, the conversation of the guests turned to his art, and it 

being the Count’s birthday, this suggested the wish that his horoscope be 

cast. Thieme did so, making inquiries, doing calculations, writing down 

signs – and then, with a worried face, he announced: “Our gracious lord, 

the Count, will die a violent death from cold iron.” Everyone was horrified 

and reproached him for these words, and the Count took the least joy from 

them of anyone; yet he put on a tolerably brave face at this evil prophecy 

and thought to himself: We shall play a prank on this indiscreet priest. – He 

ordered a lamb to be brought into the room, assembled the guests, and 

commanded the priest to cast this lamb’s nativity forthwith and say who 

would eat it. Such a mockery of his art, which the priest Thieme deemed to 

be a divine one – for it is mentioned many times in Holy Writ, where deep 

significance is given to the constellations, as when Isaiah prophesied the 

coming days of the Lord, “The stars of Heaven and the constellations 

thereof shall not give their light; the sun shall be darkened in his going forth, 

and the moon shall not cause her light to shine”232 – the nativity caster took 

amiss, and he long refused to obey the behest; finally, Thieme had the 

shepherd sent for, whose flock this lamb had been taken from, and asked 

 
232 Isaiah 13:10. 
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for the day and hour of the animal’s birth; when he had learned this, he did 

more calculations, and then made the surprising remark: “This lamb will be 

eaten by the wolf.” Everyone who heard this laughed, and the Count 

himself said with a laugh, “We ourselves shall be the wolf, the cook shall 

slaughter it forthwith and roast it, so that when we return home from the 

hunt, it will be ready for our supper.” The cook slaughtered the lamb and 

stuck it on the spit, and, knowing nothing about this business, ingenuously 

gave the spit to the tame wolf to turn in its paws before leaving the kitchen 

for a short while. But the wolf, because of the guests and the birthday 

celebratory banquet, had been forgotten by the servant who fed it, and was 

truly as hungry as a wolf. Now, having to turn a roast for others with a 

growling stomach233 would be an unpleasant job not only for a wolf, and the 

animal, who had in any case probably not tasted fresh meat for a long time, 

devoured the lamb-roast with great pleasure, and stilled its hunger quite 

completely, until the returning cook interrupted the sacrificial feast and gave 

the wolf a tremendous number of blows, thoroughly cooking its goose.234 

However, what was done was done, no number of blows could beat the 

lamb back out; and no other lamb being at hand, the cook attended to other 

roasts, and the supper was prepared as well as it could be. Now when the 

guests, Thieme once more among them, were sitting at table with the Count, 

and several courses of dishes had been carried in and taken away, the 

Count impatiently looked towards the door and asked the waiting man on 

duty: “Is the lamb not coming soon?” This man had the cook questioned, 

 
233 “mit bellendem Magen” – “with a barking stomach,” cf. “latrantem stomachum” in Horace, 
Satire II:18. 
234 “den Braten versalzen” – literally, “to oversalt the roast.” Anyone acquainted with German 
cuisine will be surprised that the concept of “oversalting” exists in the German tongue! 
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and then the cook appeared in person, deeply embarrassed and 

stammering, “Your Highness, Lord Count – forgive me! Something 

happened with the lamb – it – came off – the spit!” “What, off the spit?” “Yes, 

Your Highness – that cursed villain, the turnspit – the wolf – ate it!” Deep 

and horrified silence. The Count laid down his knife and fork – said, “God’s 

will be done!” – left the table, and retired, indisposed. 

 A full five months had not passed before Johann Ulrich, Count of 

Schaffgotsch, was beheaded at Regensburg at the Emperor’s command. 

 

Mountain-Spirit Rübezahl (640) 

 One does not need to walk far from Kynast to reach the mountains in 

which lies the realm of Rübezahl, the mountain-spirit whose name is 

spoken far and wide. No other spirit is the subject of so many folk legends, 

some old and genuine, some newly invented. Numerous are the localities in 

the mountains to which his name is fixed; one need only ascend from the 

village and vitriol factory of Schreiberhau to Elbfall, to the Zackel and 

Kochel waterfalls, and to the Great Wheel as to Mt. Luboch, and on the way 

one will find Rübezahl’s Fortress, his Ball, his Steps, his Stone-Pulpit, his 

Cellar, Garden, Pond, Throne, and more of the like domestic 

establishments. Rübezahl is a Proteus-figure in Slavo-Germanic myth, 

everywhere known and yet not known exactly, with a goblin’s nature, good 

and bad, more mischievous than malicious but easy to irritate and often 

cruel in his raillery. He appears in all guises of forest people – as a miner, 

hunter, woodcutter, charcoal-burner, hawker, guide, messenger, no less as 

a monk, as a moss-man, in animal form; he has command over the 
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elements as over all the treasures of the depths, whose custodian he is. It is 

common knowledge that this spirit cannot stand the name ‘Rübezahl’ and 

exacts a severe revenge on those who call him by it in scorn, for which he 

cannot be blamed: after all, no-one with any sense will tolerate any old 

Flash Harry marring and maiming the honour of his name. Now nobody 

knows the real name of this wood-gnome, and so he was called the Lord of 

the Mountains, the Lord of the Mountain, and the herbalists called him 

Domine Johannes and revered him, for he showed the herb-gatherers to 

excellent roots and herbs, and helped them to find beautiful stones, when 

he found them to be good and worthy of his gifts. As the mountain spirit 

could so little stand and suffer the name that was hung round his neck – like 

Lake Pilatus in Switzerland or the ‘Bavarian lake’ on the mountain-border 

between Bohemia and Bavaria when people in the former land call it by that 

name, which cast out the stones thrown into them, with a roaring and a 

bubbling – so did he often repay the rude clods who provoked him and even 

invited him to sweep the lowest chimney, harshly and severely. One of 

these unclean and common companions, who launched a litany of insults at 

him, had a hailstorm sent after him by the spirit; for a second one, he 

cleaned out his chimney with a dung-fork; he broke the neck of a botanising 

physician; he made ox-horns grow on a shepherd’s head; he pulled the 

ears of an usher from Schneeberg so high up that they attained precisely 

the same length as the ears of the Golden Ass. A postman was led around 

the ruins of an old enchanted castle from break of day until nightfall and into 

the next morning; a peasant was made a Nose-King, so when he wished to 

blow his nose he had to hold his handkerchief as far away from his face as 
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his arm could reach. He approached a grass-maid,235 who was singing 

mocking songs about the mountain-spirit in the forest, as a paramour, then 

grasped her under the chin and fixed a goat’s beard on her, which she had 

to wear for the rest of her life. Peasants who had inveighed against him, 

when they were threshing in the barn, involuntarily directed their flails not at 

the corn but at their heads and backs, with the result that they threshed out 

more bruises than corn; and such punishments did he impose, many and 

often, when he was irked. 

 

Rübezahl’s Horses (643) 

 That the Lord of the Mountains liked to ride in a coach and six like 

other autocrats has previously been mentioned. Once, when travelling with 

such a team of white horses, he met a Swedish Lieutenant Colonel. It was 

in the time of the Thirty Years’ War and the Swedes, just like the Croats, 

loved everything that was not theirs; however, there being an armistice just 

then, the Swede could not dare to commit open robbery. He therefore rode 

with his entourage up to the carriage of the supposed Silesian nobleman, 

and raising his plumed hat a little before the coach-door, he said, “I am sure 

that my lord would be so kind as to exchange his white horses for some of 

our baggage-horses. We have to ride several miles more, and our horses 

are exhausted; the lord, I would think, is driving no further than the town 

nearby. On our return, we shall exchange his horses back for our own.” The 

mountain-spirit showed himself to be a cavalier with courtly manners: he 

likewise raised his three-cornered hat somewhat and said, “My white 

 
235 A maidservant who cut grass for the cows. 
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horses are entirely at my lord’s service to do with as he pleases, I am 

perfectly satisfied with the exchange.” Now the Lieutenant Colonel secretly 

gave the order to put the six most utterly wretched jades among his horses 

to the country squire’s coach, and his insides shook with laughter when he 

saw the handsome white horses which were now his, for he did not dream 

of returning them. The men parted with polite salutations. But in the inn the 

next morning, when the Lieutenant Colonel’s baggage-master went to 

harness the white horses, six large bundles of straw were tied to the 

manger, and the white horses had bidden a quiet “Adieu.” 

 

Rübezahl’s Tree (644) 

 A peasant was ordered by his noble lord, a stern Squire, to fetch him 

a large oak from the forest. The peasant harnessed his horse to his cart 

and drove into the forest, but he very soon discovered that it was an 

impossible task merely to lift the large, thick oak-tree onto the cart, let alone 

to take it away with a horse, and fearing the anger and punishment that his 

ungracious Squire was sure to show and give, he broke out into loud 

laments in the forest, as though he would implore the trees for help. Then a 

man in a hunter’s outfit came walking through the forest, closely questioned 

the peasant as to the cause of his heartache, and comforted him with the 

words: He should just drive home with an empty cart, he would bring the 

tree to the Squire’s place for him with the help of his trackers and 

woodcutters and there was no need of remuneration. A great weight fell 

from the peasant’s heart, and he went happily home. Then that night, the 

mountain-spirit lifted the oak, with all of its thick branches, onto his back 
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and carried it before the Squire’s front door, which the mighty trunk blocked 

so completely that nobody could get in or out. Now it was a merry sight to 

see the Squire giving orders out the window for his people to clear the tree 

away double quick; it lay immovable, as though made of iron. The Squire 

now cried that they should saw the tree in two and split it apart, to make 

space before the door, but the axes shattered, as if they had been made of 

clinkstone, and the saws lost all their teeth and became no sharper than 

fiddle-bows. The oak was, or seemed to be, turned into stone, and 

remained lying in front of the stern Squire’s house; and he had to have his 

house broken open for a new door, which small piece of construction-work 

required many builders, masons, carpenters, joiners, locksmiths and 

whitewashers, and occasioned much vexation, and cost three times as 

much as the worth of the oak. A very similar legend is told in the 

Netherlands of a helping spirit who threw a tree before the door of an overly 

strict Squire, so that no-one could enter or leave. 

 This will suffice for the legends current about Rübezahl, of which 

there are far too many. The Legend of Rübenzählen, known to everyone, is 

not one; it is a production of recent times, people came to know it from 

recent books and travellers, and old writings which mention Rübezahl make 

no reference to it at all. 

 

A Silesian Boozer (645) 

 As the Knight Boos von Waldeck and the last Count of Klettenberg 

knocked back drink after drink like real men, so did the land blessed by God, 

Silesia, have its lusty blades who could drink anyone under the table. Such 
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were primarily born into the most noble line of the Lords of Schweinichen at 

Schweinhaus, whose forefather was as strong as a son of Anak236 and as 

mighty a hunter as Nimrod. He grabbed a wild boar that had run at him by 

the ears, tugged and shook all the savagery out of it, then threw it over his 

shoulder like a sack of flour and carried it home. For this, he became the 

brother-in-law of Libussa, Queen of Bohemia,237 whose sister Kascha 

favoured him with her hand. As old accounts relate, it was neither sword nor 

lance, neither outlawry nor proscription, that brought down a descendant of 

this patriarch, Heinrich von Schweinichen, rather “this was achieved, every 

now and then, only by the Father Cellar-Masters at Leubus and Grüssau 

through the unflagging application of their noblest and best powers” – which 

resided in the barrels. A later heir, Burgmann von Schweinichen, Lord of 

Schweinhaus, Kolbnitz, Hohendorf, Wolframsdorf, Liebenau and 

Hohenfriedberg, had a favourite goblet which held exactly two pints, and on 

it was the motto: 

  Let me and mine alway 

  Have honour as our stay. 

He himself had honour as his prop and stay, together with fencing and 

drinking, and reached the age of a hundred and ten years.238 Hans von 

Schweinichen239 has demonstrated, through an autobiography, that he was 

a genuine apple who had not fallen far from the tree of the “auld hog-hoose” 

as the people called the ancestral castle Schweinhaus (Swine-house). At 

the noble residence of Herren-Motschelmitz close by Wohlau, Herr Georg 

 
236 The giant size of the sons of Anak is mentioned in Numbers 13:33. 
237 c.680 - 738. 
238 He was supposedly born in 1456 and died in 1566. 
239 1552-1616. 
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Wilhelm von Schweinichen240 was resident, and, no doubt, recumbent 

every now and then, being a master practitioner of the old German art of 

drinking. One day, the nobleman was sitting at table with many fellow 

carousers; among the guests was a Pole who was also no mean toper, and 

full of that boastful disposition that is typical of his nation. This man 

presumed to accomplish a mighty task – he intended to drink every 

Swabian under the table. You see, the Poles, with utter disdain, call every 

German a Swabian and despise him from the bottom of their hearts. The 

carouse had been going on for four hours, and heads were warm; the 

Master of the House feeling it his duty to stand up for German national 

honour, he said, “May it please the Count to make a bet! We shall drink 

together, German-style and Polish-style. One thousand ducats against the 

Lord’s coach-and-six!” “Done!” cried the Polack. “Forty bottles of Tokay on 

the table!” ordered Herr Georg Wilhelm von Schweinichen. When the 

bottles were standing there, the worthy German began to drink. He drank a 

bottle of Tokay in one go before the Pole – the Pole followed suit, drinking 

perfectly leisurely; the second, third, fourth, fifth – the Pole followed suit; 

another five, and another five, and another five – the Pole followed suit, 

drinking them down calmly and composedly. Each of the combatants had 

polished off twenty bottles of Tokay, and the Pole had bravely matched his 

host and remained unvanquished. One must acknowledge and praise 

heroic courage in one’s enemies also. “Bring old Rhine wine!” cried Herr 

Georg Wilhelm von Schweinichen, “it goes too slowly with bottles! A 

horsebucketful!” The Rhine wine was poured from a full barrel into the 

 
240 1685-1754. 
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bucket up to the brim; Herr George Wilhelm grasped it with deft and 

powerful hands, raised it to his mouth, and let the wine slide down without a 

break, without a pause, to let it marry the Hungarian. 

  And the lords and ladies surveyed 

  This exploit aghast and dismayed 

  And calmly he handed the bucket back.241 

The juice of the Rhine vines flowed into the bucket anew; Herr George 

Wilhelm took it, walked towards his opponent with steady steps, without a 

drop being spilled – the scene of this patriotic deed of heroism was the 

castle-yard – and offered him the battle-drink. A deathly pallor settled over 

the Pole’s face – he crossed himself, gave a wave of his hand, and silently 

walked out the gate; Herr Georg Wilhelm von Schweinichen politely, bucket 

in arm, escorted his noble guest and looked with satisfied eyes at the 

caroche he had won and its splendid team of six horses, as the victorious 

saviour of the honour of drinkers in the beloved German Fatherland. 

 In later days, this heroic combat, with all the pertinent details, was 

portrayed as a handsome wood-carving and mounted over the princely 

stables at Herren-Moschelmitz Castle, where it bears witness, to this very 

hour, to what a Schweinichen is able to achieve. 

 

Of Zobtenberg (648) 

 Near the town of Schweidnitz [Swidnica] there rises up a massif as 

full of chilling and picturesque natural beauty as it is full of legends: the 

Zottenberg or Zobtenberg, called the Silesian Weathercock. The insides of 

 
241 A humorous allusion to Schiller’s ballad “Der Handschuh” (“The Glove”), in which a knight 
takes a glove from between a lion and a tiger. Bechstein has replaced “glove” with “bucket.” 
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this mountain are said to be full of vast amounts of treasure. A robber’s 

castle crowned its peak, in which there lived a knight whom people simply 

called Hammerstroke. He carried no sword but struck people dead with a 

hammer, and nobody he hit survived the third stroke – if, that is, the first 

one had not been more than his body could bear. At last, the citizens of 

Schweidnitz plucked up the courage to defend themselves: the castle was 

taken by storm, and its ruins buried its master and his chief complices. 

They now sit deep in the bowels of the mountain doing penance for their 

misdeeds. 

 It happened one time, on a Sunday in the year 1570, that a citizen of 

Schweidnitz called Johannes Beer went for a stroll on Mt. Zobten, as he 

had often done, and quite by chance he saw an opening he had not espied 

before; and a current of air streamed out of it. This caused him to wonder, 

yet he did not go in, but went back home. However, he could not get the 

cave out of his mind by day or by night. On the next Sunday, Johannes 

Beer went back up Mt. Zobten, found the opening, and ventured in. He 

came into a gallery in the rock and then into a grotto, where a bright light 

beamed through a glass pane in a door. After knocking three times, he 

walked through the door and into a cave which had a chamber-organ with a 

silver and golden keyboard. Beer played the organ, and it gave a quite 

wonderful, solemnly sublime sound. And then he became aware of a round 

table in the centre of the cave, and three tall, pale, thoroughly emaciated 

old men were sitting at it, in knightly indoor dress and with caps on their 

heads. They had worried expressions on their faces and were trembling. 

On the table before them lay a large, gold-plated book that was bound in 
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black velvet. To these men Johann Beer said, “Pax vobis!” [Peace be with 

you] The old ones replied to this in horrible unison: “Hic nulla pax.” [There is 

no peace here] Once again, approaching the men, Beer cried, “Pax vobis in 

nomine domini!” [Peace be with you in the name of the Lord] But the 

ancient men trembled and whispered in a faint, monotonous voice, “Hic non 

pax” [Peace is not here]. Then Beer walked right up to the round table and 

said once again, “Pax vobis in nomine domini nostri Jesu Christi!” [Peace 

be with you in the name of our Lord Jesus Christ] The old men gave no 

reply at all to this, but pointed to the black book, opened it, and showed its 

title, which was: Liber obedientiae, The Book of Penance. “Who are you 

men?” asked Beer. “We do not know ourselves!” they replied. “What are 

you doing here?” he next asked. “We wait here in dread for the Last 

Judgement and the wages of our deeds!” the answer rang out. “What deeds 

were those?” was the next question. Then they indicated a side-grotto, 

before which a curtain drew itself back, and in it there lay and hung deadly 

weapons, skulls, bones, and entire human skeletons. “Do you confess to 

these deeds of murder?” “Yes!” “Do you know them to be good or bad?” “Oh, 

bad, bad!” “And are you sorry from the bottom of your hearts?” “We do not 

know, ask no further!” the old men said, and they trembled more violently 

than ever – and Johann Beer felt a deep dread and rushed back out of the 

cave in the Zobtenberg. He never found it again. 

 

The Councillor’s Head (649) 

 For a long time, one could see – and perhaps one still can – a stone 

head on the Town Hall at Schweidnitz [Swidnica]: a memorial of a terrible 
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punishment. There was an aged senator in that town, possessed by the 

devil of avarice, who had a jackdaw, and he trained it to fly out of his 

window across to the Town Treasury and in through a broken pane of glass, 

then fly back with some of the money which often lay openly on a table, the 

room itself being well guarded. For a long time, this theft was not noticed; 

finally, with the amount of money continually decreasing, the thief was 

discovered. Hereupon marked money was laid down and the jackdaw 

fetched this also, little by little. Through this, the senator was easily 

convicted of theft and, although he was advanced in years, he was 

condemned to a horrible punishment. He was to be taken up to the high 

crown of the Town Hall tower and climb down from there, or, if he was not 

able to do this, stay up there and starve to death. With fear and trembling 

he climbed up and began the dangerous descent, but he maanged to climb 

down only a short stretch before he came upon a stone railing and could go 

no further, neither on nor back; and he stood where he was, without shelter, 

without food or drink, gnawing off his own flesh from raging hunger; and he 

stood ten days and ten nights until Death took pity on him, for no human 

being took pity on him. Later, his image in stone, with that of the jackdaw, 

was set on the place of his death, but a storm cast this monument of 

extreme cruelty from the tower; and only the head remained intact, to be 

preserved. 

 

The Manic Dancers at Reichenbach (651) 

 The endemic disease of maniacal dancing and leaping, which in the 
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Middle Ages was caleld St. Vitus’s and St. John’s242 Dance, and which 

often broke out in horrifying fashion, at various times and in various regions 

– the dancers at Kolbig in the year 1021 (No. 314), the children’s dance 

from Erfurt to Arnstadt in 1237 (No. 588), dancers in Utrecht in 1278, who 

danced on a bridge which broke and all drowned; the Aachen dancing-trip 

of 1374, which spread through the whole of the Netherlands, the manic 

dancers in Cologne and in Metz at that same time, where raging desire and 

sensual fire held indecent sway together; the dancing plague in Strasbourg 

in 1418243 and in other places, the Dancing Adamites in Bohemia (No. 680) 

etc. – manifested itself in the sixteenth century, and it did so in Reichenbach, 

two miles from Schweidnitz. There was a man there by the name of 

Vierscherig who had five children, the oldest of which were a girl named 

Barbara, 13 years of age, a boy of 9, and another girl, who was 7 years old. 

On Palm Sunday 1551, they were all at once gripped by dance-mania: they 

began to dance and to leap in a strange and singular manner, such as 

nobody had ever heard of or beheld, and in a way quite incomprehensible; 

and they danced day and night for seven to eight hours, across and along, 

back and forth, in every corner, from the parlour into the house and from the 

house into the parlour, always leaping and turning, which made them 

mightily tired, and puff and pant, so that nobody would have been surprised 

if they had fallen down dead on the spot. And when they could stand no 

more from exhaustion, they turned their heads and moved them in circles 

on the ground, as if they wished to dance on it; finally, they slept for a while 

and lay as if dead. When they woke up again, they would ask every now 

 
242 John the Baptist. 
243 Not a mistake, although the 1518 dancing plague is more famous. 
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and then for something to eat, then they began to hop and to leap and to 

dance once more, day and night, as the urge took them, talking little, all of 

them laughing simultaneously between whiles. A priest, wishing to free 

them from the malady through divine consolation, took them into his house 

for nine days, but it was all utterly in vain. 

 

Sagan’s Name (655) 

 At the extreme western boundary of Silesia, by the River Bober, 

there lived a man who ruled the region and guarded the Bober ford, taking 

tolls from travellers, and he was almost as severe as that giant on the 

Schelde. Whenever someone came, he invariably cried, “Pray tell [Sag an], 

whence? Pray tell, whither? Pray tell, what’s your load?” – and the people in 

the district round about called him Herr Sag-an. Now this site being a 

beautiful and fertile location, other people settled there and became Herr 

Sagan’s good neighbours and such like, and it gradually grew to be a 

village, and the village became a town which has kept the same name up to 

this day. When Sagan had come to have its own dukes, one of them was 

excommunicated by the canons at Glogau one day, for they did not wish to 

obey him. He offered to settle the matter peacefully with them, and as they 

could not and would not come to him, an excommunicant, in his castle, he 

invited them to a dialogue and parley on Bober Bridge. No sooner were the 

canons on the bridge than the planks behind them fell into the water, for 

there were fishermen under the bridge at the Duke’s behest who had 

prepared this. The Duke thereupon addressed the canons very gravely, 

saying, “Now, gentlemen, tell me, plainly and briefly, will you comply or not? 
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Will you sing or will you spring?” “Sing, Lord, sing!” the shaken canons 

replied, and they acceded to an amicable settlement and released the Duke 

from excommunication, to free themselves. And so they could sing, once 

again, Hours and Vigils, Vespers and Matins in the choir. 

 

The Sisters of Troßky (659) 

 Lords of the line of Berka von Dux and Leipa resided at Chlumecz, 

and one of them styled himself Otto Berka von Troßky at Chlumecz. Troßky 

was a castle on a rock whose giant crags were connected by a wall – and 

still are. One of these peaks, the higher one, is called Baba [Mother], and 

the other Panna [Maiden]. In times of yore, two sisters lived on these peaks 

who loved one another as tenderly as cat and dog, and all the more so 

because religion kept them divided. They looked out the window every 

morning, shouted invectives at each other in German and Bohemian, 

whichever slipped out, and stuck their tongues out and clenched their fists 

at each other; and each of them built a church in Troßkowitz expressly to 

avoid having any communion with the other sister. These churches, or 

chapels, are exactly as far apart as the peaks with the ruined towers up on 

the mountain. Nor did the sisters find rest after their deaths; on still nights, 

their quarrelling can still be heard ringing out from the dreary hollow 

windows up on high, ringing back and forth and down. 

 

The Child’s Prophecy (660) 

 As the Sibyl foretold the coming of the Turks by the famous lime-tree 

near Eisersdorf, so did it happen in the year 1254 with a six-month-old child 
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at Cracow in the country of Poland. He began to speak and prophesied the 

coming of the Tatars, to everyone’s shock and wonder. And sadly, the 

child’s prophecy was fulfilled in a dreadful manner, and the Tatars burst into 

the land and laid it waste with fire and sword and penetrated as far as the 

Giant Mountains244 and Silesia and Bohemia. At Breslau, which they 

reduced to ashes, fire fell from the sky into the Mongols’ camp, at the prayer 

of St. Ceslaus, and this made them withdraw. At Wahlstatt245 the bloody 

battle was fought with the Tatars in which thirty thousand Christians fell and 

nine sacks were filled with Christians’ ears, one being cut off from each of 

the fallen. Countless prisoners were dragged away, including twenty-one 

thousand maidens. The child had also foretold that his head would be 

struck off by the ferocious Tatars, and it happened just as he said. 

 

The Revenant Suicide (661) 

 In a well-known Silesian town, a shoemaker slit his throat, and to 

avoid disgrace, the dead man’s horrified widow and sisters concealed this 

suicide, sought to erase every trace of it, and wound so many cloths around 

the corpse that nothing could be bruited abroad regarding the manner of 

death of this, in all other respects, most worthy and irreproachable man. He 

was buried with ceremonial and honour, and many people sincerely 

mourned his death. Six weeks later, however, a rumour ran through the 

town that not only did the shoemaker not die a natural death, but he walked. 

And he really did do this: he walked in broad daylight and at night, and 

 
244 The Riesengebirge, located in the north of the Czech Republic and southwest Poland. 
245 This battle, also known as the Battle of Legnica (or Liegnitz) actually took place in 1241. The 
dates for Ceslaus (c.1184 – 1242) also make it impossible for the prophecy to have been spoken 
in 1254; or legends have been conflated. 
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threw himself on those in slumber – he had become a vampire, and he 

occasioned so much fear and horror that nobody would sleep alone any 

more, and people got together for communal sleeping, but even this did not 

always help. The ghost had been tormenting the town for some seven 

months; the shoemaker had left this life on 20th September 1591, and on 

the 18th of April 1592 the Senate had the grave opened at one o’clock in the 

morning. The corpse of the shoemaker lay there, perfectly uncorrupted, 

with the wound to his neck still fresh and bloody. It was exposed to view for 

six days, and the widow and her sisters were subjected to a severe 

interrogation. The Town Council hereupon ordained that the body was to be 

buried a second time, but in unconsecrated ground; and this was done, but 

did not help matters, for the vampire kept returning. So he was exhumed 

again, his head was hacked off, his limbs likewise, and then he was utterly 

incinerated and his ashes were strewn in the river. This must have 

displeased the spirit, for from that time on, he was there no longer, and he 

did not return. 

 

Red Lion (662) 

 Between Glatz and Schweichitz the ore-rich Owl Mountains246 

stretch in majesty over the land. In a mine on the Bohemian side there 

worked a miner called Red Lion; he had sued for permission to work the 

mine, and he worked at his own expense, but with no luck whatsoever at 

first. He expended his worldly goods on his mining, and at last all of his 

wife’s dowry, so that she ended up having to sell even her veil. One day, 

 
246 In southwest Poland. 
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when she was bringing food to her husband in the mine, she bumped her 

heel against a large slate-rock and it began to bleed. Her husband took his 

tools to hack the rock away, and when he began, Wow! Something flashed 

brightly and brilliantly – it was pure gold. So shortly afterwards, the wife had 

the loveliest veil and received back everything she had lost a thousand and 

a thousand times over, all thanks to her bloodied heel; and because of this, 

she had the presumption to say it was now impossible for the Good Lord to 

make her poor again. And Red Lion? He became a man of mighty standing, 

known and named far and wide. He was able to invite King Wenceslaus of 

Bohemia to be his guest, and the good lord was so gracious as to accept 

the present of a whole ton of gold from Red Lion; but for Wenceslaus’s 

father, Emperor Charles IV,247 this Lion equipped a hundred horse-soldiers 

with horses and armour. Red Lion henceforth clothed himself and his wife in 

glittering opulence, and his house became the seat of all luxurious living, 

everything inside it shining of silver, gold, and silk. In those days, the art of 

alchemy began to be eagerly pursued once again, and the alchemists 

named the mysterious gold regulus,248 which they strove to produce, ‘Red 

Lion’ in honour of the rich and fortunate finder of gold. But pride and 

haughtiness and the wife’s foolish temerity and blasphemy soon made an 

end of his Red Lordship’s splendour for the lode of gold suddenly gave out; 

nothing had been saved, and in the end even the wife’s veil flew away 

again, and Red Lion fell into destitution and died on the dunghill with his 

wife. The first of these – becoming destitute – also befell a great many 

 
247 Charles IV, Holy Roman Emperor (1316-78); Wenceslaus IV (The Idle), King of Bohemia and 
King of Germany (1361-1419). 
248 i.e. pure gold in metallic form. 
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alchemists because of their futile hope that the ‘Red Lion’ would appear. 

 

The Three Miners of Kuttenberg (663) 

 In the land of Bohemia there lies a very famous mine, in Kuttenberg; 

it happened there, a long time ago, that three miners worked a mine 

together, year in year out, to earn their bread. Every day when they came to 

work, they took their prayer-book, their miner’s lamp, provided with oil for 

one day, and their bread, also enough for only one day, into the mine with 

them, prayed, and went to the end of the gallery. Then it happened one day 

that their mine caved in, and so they commended their souls to God and 

expected to die, for their oil and bread would be good for only one day, but 

the prayers that they said together, they were good for much more, and 

their oil did not diminish, nor did their bread, and they kept on praying and 

working in the mountain and did not notice that the years were passing by, 

and when a year-week249 had gone by, it seemed to them to be no ordinary 

week; yet only by the mighty growth of their beards and hair did they mark 

the flight of time. Their wives at home knew that all three of them had been 

buried and covered with rock, and they thought at last of taking other 

husbands, if anyone would have them. One day, the three miners began to 

wish themselves out of their pit and up towards the light with all of their 

hearts, like the plant in a cellar which sends tendrils pale with yearning up 

to the light and would fain burst into leaf, and one of the three sighed from 

the bottom of his heart: “Oh only once more, to enjoy and bask in the light of 

day only once, and then die in God’s name!” Then the second one sighed: 

 
249 The prophetic week of Daniel 9:24-27. 
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“Oh only once more, to sit at table with my beloved wife, to enjoy only one 

day up there again, and then die in God’s name!” And the third one sighed: 

“Ah, only one year of peace up there by the side of my wife, and never be 

down here again, then I’d readily say: World, adieu!” 

 Then the mountain, when they had made these wishes, gave a 

thunderous bang, as if it would burst apart at the centre, and the light of the 

blue sky fell through a crack into the deep pit. And the three scrambled up, 

and the first one crept out into the light of day and imbibed it with blissful 

breaths and rejoiced and basked in the warm rays and cried, “Oh you light, 

you light from God!” – and sank down dead. Meanwhile, the two others also 

crept out and walked into their village, to their homes, and sought their 

wives, who did not know them – for each of them looked like a wood gnome 

– and wanted to have nothing to do with them. The men asked for razors 

and soap, and soon afterwards appeared before their wives, having shaved 

and washed, and now each of them was a man who had washed himself 

and also combed his hair, and the wives were delighted to have their 

husbands back, and the wife of the first one straightaway prepared a meal, 

as well as she was able, and the two ate and drank and were happy, and at 

the end the husband spoke the evening prayer and thanked God for food 

and drink and sank down dead. But it was allowed the third one to enjoy 

days on earth throughout an entire year, and he went down the shaft no 

more; and when precisely a year had passed since the miner had come 

back out of the Kuttenberg, he embraced his wife and said to her, “Farewell! 

We shall meet again in God’s Heaven!” “Oh take me with you now!” she 

cried, and as they held one another in their arms with such bittersweet and 
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faithful love, they themselves were taken in the arms of sleep eternal. 

 In Kuttenberg there are also dwarves whom the Bohemians call 

House-Smithlings; they dig and hammer and forge and pound, and also 

often tease the pitmen and punish the profane and blasphemers. 

 

The Souls of the Drowned (665) 

 In a lake in the land of Bohemia, there lived a water-sprite who wore 

a green hat and could not close his lips, so that whoever saw him also saw 

his green, flashing teeth; apart from this, he was in no wise different from a 

human being. From time to time he would appear to girls, sitting on the side 

of the lake and measuring green ribbon, which he drew unendingly out of 

the water and then threw to them once he had measured enough. This 

water-sprite had become well acquainted with a peasant who lived by the 

lake, often visited him at home, and also invited the peasant to visit him in 

his dwelling under the lake. The peasant did this, and found everything 

down below to be handsome beyond measure, with many treasures, and 

he finally entered a small room in which whole rows of new pots were 

standing, but all of them were turned upside-down. “What are these for?” 

asked the peasant. “I’ll tell you what for,” the water-sprite replied. “Every 

year, I fetch one girl down into the lake, and her soul, it then belongs to me, 

and I keep it confined under the pot. After all, everyone must have one 

pleasure in this world, a water-sprite as well, and this just happens to be 

mine.” This pleasure irritated and vexed the peasant, and he could not get it 

out of his head; but he paid careful attention to the way in which he had 

entered the lake – the route passed through a well-house – and when, at 
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the midday-hour one day, he saw the monk sitting on the lakeside 

measuring ribbon, which he threw towards girls only to catch them with and 

drag them down, the peasant quickly and secretly slipped down into the 

water-sprite’s residence, then fell to work, knocking all the pots over. Wow! 

What a delight for the soul, to see all the souls in the water-sprite’s 

collection gain their freedom and swim up from the depths, saved! But the 

water-sprite was incensed at the trick that had been played on him, for 

nobody likes to have their hobby-horse taken away, and he threatened the 

peasant with a ferocious revenge. Now, the water-sprite had the habit of 

buying his meat himself in the town’s shambles, like the English and 

Americans do, and always paid for it with old Bohemian groats which had a 

hole in the middle – consequently from the groats stringed on the necklaces 

of the girls he had lured into the lake – and so, on a recent visit, the butcher 

stabbed him, as though inadvertently, with his sharp and pointed knife in his 

thumbs, with which he was counting the holed pennies, making the 

water-sprite’s blood pour out, and it looked like frogspawn. Then the 

water-sprite turned around in anger, left, and never came back. Thus was 

that peasant spared his revenge. 

 

The Wine-Barrel in Helfenstein (666) 

 At the foot of the Giant Mountains, on the Bohemian side, lies the 

little town of Trautenau, and a short distance into the mountains, a mile 

away, likes a high rocky mountain on which stood a castle called 

Helfenstein, but it has vanished, sunk into the depths with men and mice, 

like the castle on the Singerberg in Thuringia and many other castles and 
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strongholds. However, the legend has stayed alive, and did not go down 

with the castle, that the people in Helfenstein did not only have a great thirst, 

but also a great amount of wine, which also sank, and that is a crying 

shame. Now, in the village of Marschendorf am Aupabach, which stream 

issues above on the nearby Schneekoppe250 hill, there was in the year 

1614 a young maid guarding cattle in this wild mountain valley. She came 

near to Helfenstein and said to the three children who were with her, “Come, 

let’s go all the way up to Helfenstein, it may be open, and we’ll get to see 

the great Wine-Barrel.” They did that, and the rock was indeed open, and 

they stepped in and walked through an antechamber and a passage into a 

wide hall, in which lay the ten-kilderkin251 cask. Few of its staves and hoops 

remained, but a skin of tartar as thick as a finger covered the barrel and 

prevented any leakage. When this skin was touched, it yielded and shook 

like a wind-egg.252 Behold – out from another chamber, in which there was 

music and merry company, there stepped a gentleman dressed in 

old-fashioned garb with a red plume on his hat and a large pewter tankard 

in his hand, to draw wine. This gentleman said they should just go in, 

everyone was having a merry time in there; but the maid and the children 

were afraid. Then he said, “Wait for me here, I’ll go and fetch small goblets.” 

No sooner had he gone in than the maid said, “Run, children, run swiftly 

outside, the people in this mountain are all said to be fallen and cursed 

souls.” And so they hurried out, and behind them the doors suddenly 

slammed shut, and there was a terrible crash. When they had recovered 

 
250 Marschendorf is now Horní Marŝov, the Aupabach is the Upa stream, and Schneekoppe is 
Sněžka, 
251 That is, 180 gallons, or the equivalent of five barrels. 
252 An addled egg. 



543 

 

from the shock, around an hour later, the maid was her old daring self again, 

and wanting to see what it had been that had crashed so, if the rock had 

perhaps caved in, she persuaded the others to go up with her once more. 

But they never found the opening again, the rock was closed; and it stayed 

closed at every point. 

 

The Stone Bridal-Bed (667) 

 On another mountain in the Riesengebirge there was a castle in 

which the widow of a knight lived with her only daughter. This daughter was 

in love with a neighbouring young knight – it’s possible he was a 

Helfensteiner. But he failed to follow the saying which teaches us: He who 

will have the daughter must mean well by the mother. And so the mother 

did not mean well by him, and she swore that he never would become her 

son-in-law during her lifetime. But the daughter, whose love for the young 

knight was ardent and fiery, betrothed herself to him nonetheless and swore 

to marry him the moment the old woman closed her eyes, she could not live 

for ever, could she? This coming to the mother’s ears, she threw herself 

down before God and prayed and cursed in a vehement fury that God 

would turn the bridal-bed of her daughter, who had sinned against her so 

grievously, to stone. And the old woman died straight after making this 

curse, like that mother who wished her industrious daughter, the 

spinning-girl, on the Moon, for such curses are no elixirs for the 

prolongation of life. But as the mother had kept her word, so did the 

daughter, and she married her bridegroom and observed no period of 

mourning. The wedding was celebrated with festivities, but at the midnight 
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hour, when the daughter mounted her bridal-bed, her mother’s curse was 

fulfilled. With a terrible roaring of thunder, the castle broke into rubble and 

sank down into the chasms that surrounded it; only one crag remained 

standing, it was the foundations of the bridal chamber, and the bridal-bed 

had been turned to stone and sat high up on the crag, and there were no 

longer any feathers in it, nor straw in lumps, nor fleas to jump. But the 

daughter was still in it – without her bridegroom – alone on a dizzy, 

inaccessible height, disowned by God and all the world, but not by pains 

and pangs, and not by the ravens and vultures who flew screeching round 

the rocky peak and finally ate her up. The crag still stands. 

 

The Devil’s Jaws (668) 

 Near the Elbe, on the road from Königgratz, there lay Opatowitz, 

richest of cloisters. This Benedictine foundation possessed an immense 

treasure but nobody other than the Abbot and the two oldest monks knew 

the place where this treasure was hidden. When Emperor Charles IV felt a 

desire to see the treasure, this was granted him, but him alone, and under 

the condition that he allow himself to be taken to the treasure chamber 

blindfolded. This duly happened, and the Emperor beheld with 

astonishment all the wealth and splendour, and it most certainly pained him 

that the treasure, to the value of four million golden guilders, was not his 

and lay there as good as dead – he could definitely have used it for the 

construction of his Karlstein, that magnificent castle – and he turned and 

went unrejoicing from that place. Then there came the dreadful time of the 
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Hussite Wars, and the Hussite general Zizka253 also felt a strong desire to 

see with his one eye what Charles IV had seen with two, and he wished to 

be the happy finder and keeper of the treasure. But the monks knew 

nothing of any treasure; so the terrible hero had the Abbot and the monks 

cruelly tortured to reveal the hiding-place, and had the Abbey searched 

from top to bottom, every passage, cellar, dungeon – nothing was 

confessed, and nothing was found. And the Abbot said to Zizka, “Rather the 

treasure be in the Devil’s Jaws than in yours!” – and died of torture. Now, 

the Devil’s Jaws lay close to the cloister, a wild and uncanny depth in which 

the river often foams and runs over and reaches out all around, threatening  

to roll over the lakes of Czererka which lie in that depression, to engulf the 

land and form one huge lake. And behold – one stormy night, the Devil’s 

Jaws took the cloister together with its treasure, it sank down and 

disappeared and waves surged over it. At low water-level, when the Elbe 

flows calmly, fishermen can see something of the abbey walls. The 

Opatowitz Canal, which was dug to give the river more outflow, for stopping 

up the Devil’s Jaws was found to be an impossible task, immortalises the 

name of the abbey. 

 

Libussa (672) 

 When Krok’s three daughters took possession of their father’s 

inheritance following his death, they drew lots for its division. And Kasha 

received the land towards the north, Tetka that towards the west, and 

Libussa the entire area towards the east with their father’s stronghold Psary. 

 
253 Jan Zizka (c.1360-1424). 
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Libussa’s fame spread far over the land, and all the people came to have 

her dispense justice in their disputes or to hear her proclamations of future 

events. She herself lived a chaste and modest life, an example for her 

people and for everyone, and she was unanimously chosen to be judge and 

queen. 

 Libussa enlarged and fortified Psary Castle. She often sat there on a 

high rock above the circle of her maidens, looked thoughtfully down into the 

region, and spoke justice or words of prophecy. One day she commanded 

that the castle be called Psary no longer, but Libin. 

 Silver and gold, which were found in raw nuggets in the land, were 

donated to the queen and she founded the mining industry. 

 

Prague (674) 

 In the next year of Przemisl’s reign, on a fine summer’s day, Queen 

Libussa walked out of Libin Castle at her husband’s side and mounted, 

surrounded by her retinue, the high rock-chair on which the Spirit of 

Prophecy had often come over her. And filled with this again, she spoke the 

words: “I descry in spirit a city whose glory shall one day reach to Heaven! 

In that woody region three thousand steps from here, where the River 

Brusnice flows through a channel and falls into the Vltava, there, where the 

Petrzin hill rises up stony and steep, you will find a man in the heart of the 

forest making the lintel of a house; and because even the great must bow 

their heads before a lintel, the city that will be built there will be named after 

the lintel.” Men set out at once, followed Libussa’s prophecy, and found a 

carpenter who had felled an oak-tree and was squaring the timber, and 
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when they asked him what he was making there, he replied, “Prah,” which 

means “a lintel.” And now, at Libussa’s command, the large and magnificent 

city was founded at the place which received the name Praha, Prague, from 

the lintel. 

 

Drahomira’s Column (678) 

 At the place where the Church of St. Matthias used to stand in the 

Hradcany [Castle District] of Prague, and the house ‘zur güldnen Kugel’ [At 

the Golden Ball] now stands, an old memorial column is pointed out which 

is tied to a legend from dim and distant antiquity. 

 The twelfth Duke of Bohemia254 had a wife by the name of 

Drahomira who clung to heathendom, while her son professed the Christian 

faith. Now when Vratislaus, the Duke, died, and his sons Wenceslaus and 

Boleslaus were still minors, Drahomira arrogated government to herself 

and had the Christians cruelly persecuted by her heathen followers; and 

many a tale could be told about this. But when her son Wenceslaus grew 

up, he gave powerful protection to Christendom. One day, this sent her into 

such a rage that she swore an oath to travel to Saaz and her father’s grave 

and sacrifice to the old gods there. Now when her coach was passing by 

the Church of St. Matthias, the coachman heard the bell ringing for mass in 

the House of God, and he leapt down from the coach, because he was a 

Christian, flung his whip from him, and fell to his knees. At this, the wicked 

heathen woman fell into an uncontrollable fury, and she began to 

blaspheme and to storm, to curse God and Christ and all the saints – and 

 
254 Vratislaus I (c.888-921); Drahomira (c.877 or 890 – after 934 or 936); Wenceslaus I the 
Good (c.907-935); Boleslaus I the Cruel (915-972). 
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behold, to flashing lightning and crashing thunder, the ground opened up 

and swallowed Drahomira, together with horses and coach, down into an 

immeasurable abyss. Smoke rose and fiery flames shot up from the abyss, 

and a dreadful stink envenomed the air; then the cleft closed, and only the 

coachman’s whip remained outside. He now sent fervent thanks to God. 

When the priests and the flock of worshippers came out of the church, a 

clamorous howling in the depths of the earth was still to be heard. For a 

long while afterwards, this place was enclosed with a fence, and a very 

strange thing occurred: whenever anyone stepped over the fence, that 

person was visibly marked with the curse on the very same day, or he fell 

into worldly disgrace. Consequently, this spot was later surrounded with a 

wall. A column was also placed there for everlasting remembrance, near 

the ‘Zum Weidenhof’ [At the Willow Tree] inn, and the story of the 

judgement of an incensed Heaven was written on it. 

 At this Hradcany Castle, the Imperial envoys were thrown out of the 

window in the year 1618,255 which initiated the bloody Thirty Years’ War. 

 

The Bridge of Prague and its Emblems (679) 

 The Bridge of Prague has been famous far and wide since time 

immemorial. It is seventeen hundred and seventy feet long, thirty-five feet 

wide, and has eighteen arches. When its construction began under 

Emperor Charles IV [1316-78], the times were so cheap that one could buy 

a dozen eggs for one silver penny; for this reason, the builders mixed eggs 

and wine with the lime, thereby making the mortar so firm that the stones 

 
255 The Defenestration of Prague. 
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will sooner break than come apart. 

 This bridge cost a farthing more to build than the church of Slovan or 

St. Emmaus.256 

 The most famous emblems of the bridge is the five little ducks on 

each side of the broad Bridge Tower at the Town end, which is also 

decorated with many other kinds of sculptuary. The people utter a witticism 

about these ducks: whoever is illegitimate cannot see all five. A second 

emblem can be seen on the Bridge Tower at the Lesser Quarter (Malá 

Strana) end, facing the Old Town. There one can see a gap in the masonry 

high up on the tower battlement. One day – it was the 17th of December, 

1252 – a nobleman by the name of Berthold von Bertholdy was riding over 

Prague Bridge.257 Up above, on the tower, two ravens were fighting and 

squawking and violently beating their wings; in doing so, they touched a 

stone which had probably long been hanging loose in the joints of the wall, 

and so the stone crashed down, right onto the knight’s head, and he 

immediately fell from his horse and gave up the ghost on the spot. Many 

honourable men, and the King himself, wore mourning for the knight. 

 A third bridge-emblem is the Bradác or Great Beard. On the arch 

which stands under the hospital of the cruciform church of Our Lady in the 

Old town, one can see a remarkable old man’s head built into the wall with 

a mightily large beard, which the Bohemians call the Bradác. This head is a 

warning sign of dangerous waters for the residents; for when the Vltava 

swells and the level of the Vltava’s tributary rises up to the old stone 

image’s beard, then they evacuate, for the waxing waters make 

 
256 The Monastery of St. Emmaus, originally called Na Slovanech, built in 1347. 
257 This was the earlier Judith Bridge, built c.1190, of which this tower remains. 
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procrastination dangerous. 

 Finally, one more saying about the Prague Bridge has been going 

the rounds since olden times. One cannot cross over the Prague Bridge 

without meeting a monk, a harlot, and a white horse. 

 

Adamites in Bohemia (680) 

 In the year 1421, there arose in the land of Bohemia that sect of a 

quite abominable kind: in modern times, one would call their creed 

Emancipation of the Flesh. The professors of this creed refused to wear 

clothes, for had not God created Father Adam and Mother Eve naked in 

Paradise? They accordingly went naked and lived paradaisically, albeit not 

exactly in a state of innocence. Males and females did not make any 

aprons for themselves, because they felt no shame. Many people approved 

of and joined these shameless and shameful buffoons, for impudence and 

folly are contagious. One of these Adamites called himself Adam, while 

another expressed the same belief that modern philosophers have 

expressed: There is no God, Man is God – for there is nothing that has not 

already been. There had been Adamites also, long before those who rose 

up in Bohemia. Human folly, malice and lust always return anew and clothe 

themselves in the dress of their age. The Hussites quickly made an end of 

the Adamites in Bohemia. 

 

Stinking Bombs (682) 

 On a high rock between Beroun and Prague lies the magnificent and 

stately castle and stronghold of Karlstein, built by Emperor Charles IV to 
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defend the land and defy all enemies, still complete and well preserved, full 

of antiquities and curiosities, with a giant tower, with churches, chapels, 

Royal Halls and deep dungeons. Visitors there are shown the bedstead of 

St. Ludmila,258 the skull of the lindworm that St. George killed, and sundry 

other treasures and paraphernalia. In the year 1422, Karlstein was 

beleaguered and bombarded as perhaps no other fortress before or since. 

The garrison stayed loyal to their rightful lord, King Sigmund, while the 

Hussites, who had broken with him, and the stirred-up ranks had chosen 

Grand Duke Witold of Lithuania to be King of Bohemia, after Vladislav of 

Poland had refused to take the doubtful crown that had been stolen from 

another. Now Witold, prevented from coming in person, sent an Imperial 

Ambassador, his nephew Prince Korybut of Lithuania, who passed in to 

Prague with five thousand cavalry, and on both sides of him the people, 

who had broken their allegiance, rejoiced at his entry. They felt a strong 

desire to immediately decorate the stranger with the royal insignia of 

Bohemia; but these insignia all lay safely preserved in the Karlstein, which 

the Burgrave Tluksa of Burenice defended in the doughtiest manner; 

indeed, he had purposely sent the Bohemian Crown away from Karlstein, 

having it taken to another secret and safe place, Welhartitz Castle. At first, 

powder was fired and stones were thrown, with even pillars from the 

Church of Mary Snow at Prague being used to this end. However, this not 

helping to capture the fortress of Karlstein, the besiegers hit upon a hideous 

thought, and besides almost eleven thousand balls, they now slung stinking 

bombs up and in as well, that is to say, all the horses, donkeys, sheep, dogs, 

 
258 Ludmila of Bohemia (c.860-921), grandmother of Good King Wenceslaus. 



552 

 

and other beasts that had died, whose carcasses were in the most 

advanced state of putrefaction, and in addition to this snakes, filth from 

privies and sewers, indeed, every conceivable kind of stinking thing, two 

thousand barrels’ full, and not one of those barrels would ever again be 

used for preserving herbs. The atrocious and insupportable smell loosened 

the garrison’s teeth, but the stronghold did not waver, and the besieged 

covered the stinking bombs with quicklime and frequently ate garlic and 

onions, and when a fourteen-day truce was concluded in summer, the 

apothecaries at Prague made good dentrifrices out of oak-bar, alum, and 

lesser celandine. And afterwards, the more the fortress came to suffer a 

lack of everything, the better was it defended, and the besiegers grew sick 

and tired of the siege and thought that fresh provisions were constantly 

being carried to the besieged through underground passages – and the 

resolve was taken to continue the siege until Martinmas, and if the fortress 

did not surrender then, anyone else who wished to beleaguer it might do so, 

let Tom, or Dick, or Harry, for then it would grow cold, and the Sultan’s 

Janissaries went home when winter came. This was most welcome news to 

the besieged, whose portions were becoming smaller by the day, and on All 

Saints’ Day – eight days before Martinmas – they requested another truce, 

for they had to celebrate a wedding in the castle, and when the days to 

celebrate it came round, they had fifes blown and drums beat with gusto – 

but they had neither bride nor bridegroom, neither wine nor fish, neither 

bread nor meat any longer, nothing for their wobbly teeth to bite or break 

save only a single goat. They slaughtered it, cut it into quarters, smeared its 

back with blood, cut up a saddle that was stuffed with deer hair and strewed 
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some of these hairs on it, added some laurel leaves and a handful of juniper, 

and sent this roast as a fresh chine of deer to the besiegers, in gratitude for 

the not-so-fresh roasts that had been flung over the walls to them. Then the 

besiegers said: “Now we see that they up there will never want for fresh 

game – the time has come to withdraw!” And it happened as with the 

Curd-cheese Sack at Memel in Lithuania, and the Prince of Lithuania had 

the siege raised, and he did this all the more readily because the besieging 

army had become discontented and rebellion threatened to break out in 

Prague itself, where the people had already had as much as they could 

take of the Imperial Administrator and his accomplices, the regents who 

had shot up like mushrooms. This Prince had a cousin in the camp, and 

when the withdrawal began, this cousin turned around one more time, 

looking up towards Karlstein, and said, “It is a shame, though, that we’re 

withdrawing. I’d have liked to see inside Karlstein.” He had barely finished 

speaking when from up above there was the bang of a parting shot and 

farewell greeting from a kartouwe, and a cannonball whistled the speaker’s 

way and took his head off. 

 

The Sacred Soil (683) 

 In the district of Czaslau [Čáslav] in Bohemia lies the famous Sedlitz 

[Sedlec] Abbey; it had so beautiful a church that only the cathedral in 

Prague could surpass it. Zizka,259 the fierce Hussite commander, therefore 

forbid anyone from damaging the church; but one of his captains, who 

might not have heard this prohibition, reduced it to ashes nonetheless. 

 
259 Jan Žižka (c.1360-1424). 
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Zizka promised to amply reward the man who had done this with silver and 

gold, and when the arsonist came forward in hope of gain, he had molten 

gold and silver amply poured down this throat. 

 Near this church is a cemetery which has soil brought over from the 

Holy Land, like the Jewish Cemetery at Worms, and in this soil corpses rot 

with such swiftness that, after twenty-four hours, they seem to have lain 

there a hundred years. It can be taken as read that these are the bodies of 

only those dead who died and were buried in a state of divine grace, for this 

sacred soil never accepts those who are on their way to Hell. The 

crypt-chapel at this graveyard is a well-regulated ossuary, where a blind 

monk has skilfully and neatly placed all the bones. Much of a miraculous 

nature has appeared and occurred there. Anno 1663, on the 16th of July, a 

large procession of ghosts was seen walking all around the churchyard, 

dressed in white clothes, with burning candles in their hands, and singing a 

heavenly song. And in the year 1657, on the 20th of August, a large group of 

monks, in white cowls, walked around that place in the very same manner, 

with song and lights. In that same year, on the second day of Easter [Easter 

Monday], Rudolf Reichenberger, a Jesuit, entered this charnel-house, and 

amazed by the indescribable number of bones of the dead, not knowing 

that these were the bones of children of bliss, he said to his companion, 

What do you say – how many of these are damned?” No sooner than he 

finished speaking than all the bones rose up with a great racket, and their 

ghosts stoned him out of the ossuary. Now, that Jesuit did continue to come 

from Kuttenberg [Kutná Hora] to go for walks with the university students, 

but never again did he venture to set foot in that ossuary. 
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Ghost Army before Saaz (686) 

 In the year 1201, it happened that the citizens of Saaz [Žatec] were 

startled from their sleep around midnight by the clattering of weapons and 

the clanging of trumpets, and so they quickly reached for their weapons and 

manned all the walls and ramparts. They saw an immeasurable host at the 

foot of the hill on which the town is built, surging and storming near in 

closed ranks, making ready catapults, digging ditches, and setting up 

scaling ladders. The citizens of Saaz sent a hail of arrows, bolts, and 

stones towards the attacking enemy, but they felt great fear and anxiety 

nonetheless, for they could not help fearing inevitably succumbing to 

superior forces. Now while the old, women and children lay on their knees 

praying in the Houses of God, and the men who were fit to fight battled 

valiantly, day began to dawn, and behold – far and wide there was nobody 

in arms to be seen, other than the townspeople on the walls. Scouts who 

were dispatched found no trace of any enemy having been there; the 

ground was sown with the citizens’ arrows and bolts, and that was all. 

Everyone consequently could not but believe that it had been a ghost army 

which had wanted to dupe the good townspeople and test their courage. 

These now came out of the town and picked up their arrows and bolts. 

 

Bread Shoes and Roll Shoes (688) 

 A mother in Bohemia lost her child to death, her only and dearly 

beloved child, and she adorned her in the coffin as prettily as possible, and 

dressed her in her best little dress, and put the finest chaplet on her head, 
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and put little stockings on her legs, and white as snow, and little new red 

shoes – but the little shoes, they were too hard, they seemed to her not soft 

enough for her child’s little feet, and she knew of something softer. She took 

some of the finest flour, made dough and shaped it into shoes, and baked 

them, but not so as to make them too hard. And then the dead girl had new 

brown shoes on instead of the red ones and she was buried in them. But at 

midnight, the pale child came in her chaplet and white dress and looked so 

miserable, and she stuck her foot out before her mother for her to take off 

that shoe, and then the other one; but the mother did not understand, and 

the child disappeared. Then she came a second, and a third time, and 

pointed to the shoes, and gave the mother no rest; and at last, she 

understood what the child wanted, and had the little coffin dug up, took the 

bread shoes off her child’s feet and put the red shoes on, and then had the 

coffin lowered again, weeping bitterly. And from that tiem on she had peace 

– as much peace as a mother can have whose only and dearly beloved 

child lies in the grave. 

 Something astonishing also happened, but in quite a different way, at 

the castle on the Hradelberg, not far from the village of Oberkamenzen 

[Horní Kamenice] in the district of Klattau [Klatovy], a league from Stankau 

[Staňkov]. The knight who resided at Hradek Castle had a bridge built to 

Stankau, that he have a good road to the church, inasmuch as the roads in 

those mountainous regions and through the Radbaza Valley are not the 

best, even today. But because it was the custom in olden days to pave 

bridges, the new road to the church was not soft walking, and it was so 

disagreeable to the proud and delicate daughter of the lord of the castle 
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that she took some rolls, hollowed them, and put them on as sock-shoes to 

walk to church in. But Heaven took this misuse of bread by her far more 

amiss than that by the mother who put bread shoes on her dead little child’s 

feet only in the holy anguish of excessive love – and when the proud lady 

walked out of the castle, there was a crash behind her and before her, and 

the castle and the bridge sank down, and she sank with them, and nothing 

of her remained to sight but her footprint in a step of the bridge. 

 

Hans Heiling’s Rock (691) 

 In the vicinity of Karlsbad [Karlovy Vary], by the river with this name, 

there lived a man called Hans Heiling. He had much in the way of 

possessions and money, but not from God, rather from an alliance with the 

iniquitous Lord’s Ape, the Evil One, who had to serve him for a long number 

of years; and Heiling plagued him uncommonly, making the Devil grow 

heartily sick of his service. And so the Devil bestank him with the fumes he 

blew out his mouth when he was with him, making Heiling stink almost like 

a smoker who smokes all day; and when Hans Heiling fell violently in love 

with a beautiful maiden, who likewise had eyes for him, nothing came of the 

connexion because Heiling was so unsavoury. The maiden thereupon 

chose another bridegroom, who did not reek like the Devil or any other 

stinkard, and Hans Heiling’s fury at this knew no bounds. But he bided his 

time till the wedding, and then, once the bride and bridegroom and all the 

guests were sitting together happily, he appeared in company with the Devil, 

to whom he shouted: “Devil! I’ll cancel your period of service if you 

annihilate them!” “A pleasure, happy to hear that!” yelled the Devil, and 
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smoking like a baker’s chimney one more time, he cried, “Now you’re 

mine!” – turned all the wedding guests, with the bridal pair, into stone – and 

gave Hans Heiling a push in the nape of the neck and a kick that sent him 

hurtling down into the River Eger [Ohře]. No eye ever saw him again, but 

those who were turned into stone are still there, the bridal pair in an 

embrace, the bride’s father, and the wedding guests. 

 Another legend has Heiling living in a rock named after him, in which 

a cave is situated, and ruling there over a tribe of dwarves. This rock is 

called the Heilingsfelsen after him and stands, with other rocks, in the Eger 

river-valley between Castle Aicha [Dubí] and Wildenau Inn [Stahlnhof]. A 

woman of Trebnitz [Třebenice] passed through Pornitz260 into the forest 

under Aicha on the eve of St. Peter and Paul’s Day to seek berries, and 

evening caught her unawares. But she came to a handsome house, which 

she entered, and there an old man was sitting at a table writing very busily. 

The woman said, “Can I stay here?” and the man said, “Yes, you can do 

that!” “Wherever am I?” she asked next. “In Heiling’s house; he won’t stay 

here much longer, the most part of his people has gone on ahead. The spell 

is broken!” “Aren’t you the one who cursed the dwarves into stone, which is 

why the cliff is called the Cursed Dwarves’ Wedding to this day?” “Be silent 

and sleep!” the old sorceror replied to this last question. The woman 

obeyed trembling, and creeping into a corner, she fell asleep. When she 

woke up the next morning, she found herself lying in a rocky cleft, with not 

the least trace of a house to be seen. She now hurried back to her village, 

 
260 In the Grimms’ version of this tale, taken from Johann Heinrich Spiess (1755-99), the woman 
comes from Taschwitz (Tasovice). Instead of Bechstein’s “über Pornitz,” a time is given: “on the 
eve of St. Peter and Paul’s Day,” i.e., June 29. 
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but everything had changed there – other houses, other people – and she 

experienced what others who had been enchanted in mountains had 

experienced: her name was in the Church Register as that of one who had 

disappeared a hundred years ago. However, she was better off than that 

bridal couple at Kyffhäuser, those miners in Kuttenberg and that guest of 

the dead man at Groß-Berkentime, for she had not grown old in the 

hundred years, but quietly lived through the time remaining to her and 

adapted well to the changed age, which it is not given to everyone to do. 

 On a Midsummer’s Day, two herdboys who wished to catch birds 

came to the Heilingsfelsen and saw a little door standing open at its bottom. 

They went in, saw chests standing there, one of them open and filled with 

coins, the other one empty, and as speedily as they could, they snaffled the 

money, filling their pockets. Finally, however, a feeling of dread came over 

them, they ran out in great haste, and behind the second one the door 

slammed to with such violence that it struck a piece off the heel of his shoe. 

Thus did they get away in one piece, and they brought the stash of money 

safely home to their parents. 

 

Dwarves’ Cave at Naila (694) 

 Between Selbitz and Marsreuth lies the village of Naila, where 

dwarves lived a few hundred years ago in a cave that still exists. A peasant  

by the name of Kohmann was tilling the soil of his field with two horses 

when his wife brought him a freshly-baked loaf of bread for his breakfast, 

and she laid it down at the field’s edge, wrapped in a handkerchief, before 

going to cut grass for the cattle. Then a dwarf-woman appeared before the 
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ploughman and said, “You’re not hungry yet, but my children are; my bread 

is still in the oven, lend me yours for my children and I’ll replace it by noon.” 

The peasant willingly let the little woman have the bread and waited 

patiently for midday, curious to see if she would keep her word. And behold, 

she came dead on time, when the midday-bell in the village had given its 

final stroke, bringing a still warm bread-cake in a snow-white handkerchief, 

and she said, “Take this and eat it, and fear not; leave the handkerchief, I’ll 

come and fetch it. After this, we won’t see each other again – the world is 

becoming bad. Your curse and swear more and more, you run out to your 

fields early on Sunday morning to cast an eye over your crops, you build 

one hammer-mill after the other, the beating and thumping is unending – 

and so we have to leave the place where we have lived comfortably for so 

long.” With that, she was gone, and did not come back; whether the 

peasant found something in the bread or in the handkerchief, the tale does 

not tell. 

 

Ghosts’ Church at Ochsenkopf (698) 

 Near the Fichtelberg, the Ochsenkopf raises its rock- and 

forest-crowned head, and legend tells it to be rich in gold and treasure. 

Walloons frequently rummaged through the mountain’s depths. A peasant 

crept into a rocky cleft up on its heights and came to a cave, before which 

he found a book handwritten in an unknown language together with a pair 

of gloves and a pistol. He lay down on his stomach and listened, and he 

heard hewing and thumping inside, but could see no light; so he pocketed 

everything, discharged the pistol, and gave his find over to the authorities. 
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 An old ash-burner from Fichtelberg has told the following story: “On 

the morning of Golden Sunday261 it began to rain, so I ran up onto the 

Ochsenkopf to save the ashes, and then I heard the bells ringing down in 

Bischofsgrün. I came to a rock-face which opened, and I walked in. There 

was an altar inside which was made entirely of gold and shone all over with 

the light of the candles that burned on it. Then it occurred to me that I had 

heard, every time there is a church service down below in Bischofsgrün, the 

ghost-, mountain- and forest-church service begins up above. I took a 

closer look! Gold and silver hung like icicles from the vaulted ceiling, pearls 

and gems dangled there like the strings of onions in our chimney; I didn’t 

see any ghosts – but I was horrified at being so godforsakenly alone, so I 

ran away, and I heard behind me a dreadful crashing and breaking, as if the 

mountain were collapsing. I fetched my wife so she could also see that 

splendour which becomes visible only at times in the early morning of 

Trinity Sunday and St. John the Baptist’s Day, but when we arrived there, 

the rock-face was closed and there was nothing to be seen, and my wife 

said that I was a dumb ox262 for not having taken a golden icicle here or a 

string of gems there out of the ghosts’ church, for whenever the treasure 

shows itself to someone, they are meant to have it. But the beggar who is 

destined to have nothing will lose the bread in his pocket. 

 

The Hell at Rudolfstein (699) 

 On the northern declivity of the Schneeberg, neighbour to the 

Fichtelberg and the Ochsenkopf, there used to stand, facing Weißenstadt, 

 
261 Also called Trinity Sunday or Trinitatis: the first Sunday after Pentecost. 
262 “Ochsenkopf” [“ox’s head”] – a pun on the mountain’s name. 
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a knight’s and robber’s castle, the Rudolfstein or Rollenstein, the site of 

which is still called the Schloßberg [Castle Mountain]. Rudolf, a Count 

Palatinate in Franconia, is said to have piled up the fortress on the giant 

rocks which resemble walls raised by human hands; others name Emperor 

Rudolf of Swabia as the builder. No fewer than twelve to fourteen robber 

castles stood around Wunsiedel, the occupants of which blew the money 

out of travelling merchants’ clothes like strong mountain winds. Robbers 

and ghosts, in close company, made the pathless area unsafe and 

notorious far around, and a forest below Rudolfstein, surrounded by 

forbidding, towering cliffs, is called Hell. It lay halfway between the 

robber-castles of Rudolfstein and Waldstein, and travellers often suffered 

more torment there from the hidden knights of the road than from the 

forest-spirits and firebrands from Hell who manifested themselves in the 

form of fire-spewing monsters while there was a cracking as if the whole 

forest were about to come crashing down. A hunter from Saxony, who had 

never heard about the spectres in this Hell, sighted and pursued a head of 

game which fled up towards Waldstein. The higher he climbed, the more 

game he espied, but everything fled before him into the castle ruins and he 

could not draw a bead on any of them. Now he followed and also passed 

through the gate – and all of a sudden rocks and walls, bushes and trees 

were enveloped in a grey mist, and in the castle courtyard there began a 

thundering, a clamouring, a cracking and a ringing, a barking and a shrilling, 

as if all Hell were let loose, a screeching and laughter, and the Wild 

Huntsman appeared with his entire Wild Host, full of bewildering figures; 

and the hunter fell in a heap and consciousness left him. When he came to, 
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all was dark around him, and down in Reumersreuth the church clock 

struck twelve. 

 

The Brick of Waldstein (700) 

 The most beautiful ruins on or between the colossal stone giants in 

the Fichtel Mountains are those of the Waldstein, formerly a seat of the 

Lords of Sparneck who had their saving-boxes in the area around, into 

which they deposited strangers’ money, until their doings were painfully 

terminated. 

 One day, a poor day-labourer was chopping wood very close to the 

old walls that yet remained of Castle Waldstein when a little mannikin 

walked up to him. He was very friendly and handed him a brick, intimating 

to the man through gestures that he should take the brick back home with 

him. The woodcutter was dumbfounded and stood like butter in the sun; he 

opened his mouth and eyes wide, slowly turned the brick over in his hand 

and eyed it, and at last the big question occurred to him: Why should I take 

the home brick with me? – and his homespun understanding being 

insufficient to furnish an answer, he decided to direct this question at the 

giver. But look: the mannikin had vanished. Once again, the woodcutter 

turned the brick over and over, and murmured, “If it were a Limburger 

cheese,263 I’d like it more. You just besmear your hand and clothes red with 

the thingummyjig and get nothing for it – don’t waste my time with such 

nonsense!” And so saying, he threw the brick into the bushes. When he 

came home, his wife cried to him in utter amazement, “Holy moly! You’re 

 
263 The German name is “Backsteinkäs” which literally means “Brick-cheese.” 
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gleaming just like a bacon-rind! Did you have yourself gilded with fire up 

there?” And all the dust from the brick, which had adhered to his hands and 

his clothes, was pure gold dust. Hey, how brisk the woodcutter became! 

How he legged it back up to Waldstein! How he searched in the bushes for 

the golden brick until the fall of night! But fat chance he had of finding it; and 

he never did. 

 

The File-Cutter of Weißdorf (701) 

 At Weißdorf there lived a man who was a skilled file-cutter, but he 

gave up this trade to concentrate on another which he held to be more 

lucrative, namely conjuring spirits. In those days, there were stil spirits who 

could be summoned and exorcised, unlike today, when they no longer allow 

themselves to be conjured; and the file-cutter did not fare like that little 

schoolmaster who, applying himself to the same art, was asked, “Can you 

really summon spirits?” and replied with a proud, “Oh yes!” but when he 

was next asked, “Do spirits then come in answer to your summons?” he 

gave out a sorrowful “No” – those summoned by the file-cutter really came. 

The file-cutter was a tall, gaunt man, gruesome to look at; he carried a 

threadbare skinner’s bag of otter fur and resembled a rat-catcher more than 

a town-councillor, and he was able to do more than a town-councillor; and 

he was feared by old and young because he kept such notorious company. 

Wherever a poltergeist appeared, the file-cutter was called for, and if he 

came to a place which had a poltergeist, he exorcised it, and the spirit crept 

into the otter-bag as humbly as the priest and the schoolmaster into the big 

sack in the children’s fairy tale of the Master-Thief. The ghost-hunter then 
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carried all the captured poltergeists like captured cats up to Castle 

Waldstein, where he conjured them all inside, keeping discipline and order. 

There, they sit at times, still today, around a large stone table in the castle 

courtyard and play with cards of iron, which the file-cutter himself 

manufactured. The cards must be rather hot, for their imprints can be found 

burned into the stone. 

 

The Silent Meadow (704) 

 Manifold paths and roads lead down the slopes of the Fichtel 

Mountains on the side of the fields of the Main into nearby mountainous 

country which many people deem to be part of the former range, and 

because of its natural beauty, they call it the “Franconian Switzerland.” This 

region is rich in caves and rich in legends. The Wisent flows through it, a 

river full of trout and crayfish. There is an abundance of ruined castle there: 

Streitberg, Neideck, Dramaus or Drameisel, Rabenstein, and many others. 

The road also leads over a lovely meadow, very close to Muggendorf, 

gentle enclosed by bushy mountain country, which the people particularly 

called the Silent Meadow. Legend relates the origin of this appellation: 

When Doctor Luther stayed in Koburg awaiting the return of his friend 

Melanchthon, who was at the Diet in Augsburg [in 1530], he went on a trip 

into this region and came also to Muggendorf. The fame of the great man 

went before him, and all the people hurried over to see him and, if possible, 

to hear him also. Finally, he came, and many people crowded around him, 

many spoke to him at the same time; many were driven by reverence, 

others by curiosity. Now Luther came to a halt in the meadow, raised his 



566 

 

hand, and cried: “Silence!” – and all around was silent as the grave; no 

sound was heard, no lips moved. And Luther spoke, the mighty man of God 

and man of the people, and in a fiery speech he edified the listeners, who 

stood around him in deep silence; and when he finished, there were no 

howls of drunken applause, such as took some other rabble-rousers and 

meadow-orators to seventh Heaven, there was no noise of hand-clapping 

and shouts of Brave – all stayed silent – deeply silent, as before, and they 

solemnly feared the gentlemen and felt, probably without being aware of 

the fact, the prophetic words of Nehemiah: “Hold your peace, for the day is 

holy.”264 – And they named this consecrated spot the Silent Meadow. 

 

Eppella Geila (706) 

 At Drameisel [Trainmeusel], near Muggendorf, lived a knight whose 

name was Eppelein von Gailingen. He was a powerful magician at the 

same time and had a flying horse on which he leapt up onto sheer 

rockfaces and back down from them, sprang over haywains without 

touching a wisp, and leapt over the River Wisent without wetting his feet, as 

Wittich265 had leapt over the River Weser. His ancestral house was at 

Gailenreuth, but he had many more castles in the land around, and he flew 

like the wind from one to the other on his wonder-horse. He rode from 

Drameisel to Muggendorf along a high cliff and crevice, and nobody could 

follow this feat. Eppelein like to take a bite at the people of Nuremberg; he 

surrounded himself with companions greedy for booty and rode at their 

 
264 Nehemiah 8:11. 
265 A hero of Germanic legend: a warrior of Dietrich von Bern, and the son of Wayland the Smith 
from whom he received the magical sword Mimung. 
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head into the Nuremberg city precincts a great many times. The children 

sang about him: 

  Nuremberg’s foe is riding out, 

  Eppela Geila of Dramaus. 

Or: 

  Eppela Geila of Dramaus – 

  As one of fourteen he’ll ride out. 

The number fourteen may well have a mystical significance in East 

Franconia from olden times – hence its fourteen saints [No. 707]. When 

Eppelein, on whose head a price was set that the Nurembergers dearly 

wanted to earn themselves, had rushed at the castle in Nuremberg one 

time only to find himself surrounded and hard pressed, for they had shut the 

castle gate and shouted to him that they would hang him very soon, he 

wheeled his horse about, making cuts with his sword, and cried: 

  The Nurembergers hang no-one 

  Unless they’ve caught him first! 

And spurring his horse to the wall near the lookout tower, he sprang over 

the rampart and ditch and fearful depths below, and safely escaped. After 

this, they surveyed with amazement the prints of horseshoes which the 

horse’s leap had left in the battlement. 

 Now when, after many a successful surprise raid and bold stratagem, 

Eppelein came to Fahrenbach one day and sat carousing in the inn, his 

enemies, to whom his whereabouts had been betrayed, built a barricade of 

carts around the house. He mounted his horse and sprang over eight carts, 

but “over t’ninth,” as an old song sings of him, “his luck ran out.” As he could 
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go no further, he sacrificed his wonder-horse, as Reinhold of Dordone did 

his loyal Bayard,266 by stabbing it to death, and gave himself up. This 

happened at Postbauer, and in the little town of Neumarkt, between 

Nuremberg and Regensburg, he was put to death with the sword. His 

memory lives on. 

 

The Seer in Frankental (707) 

 At Frankental, an estate of the famous Langheim Abbey between 

Lichtenfels and Bamberg, a young shepherd by the name of Herman was 

watching his flock in the year 1445, and he was about to drive them 

homewards from the mountain heights when the evening bell rang down 

into the beautiful Valley of the Main from Banz Abbey on the mountain 

opposite. Then he heard, off to one side, someone calling – the voice of a 

crying child – and he saw a little boy sitting alone on the field. And when he 

walked towards him, he found a child of radiant beauty who gave him a 

delightfully sweet smile and then vanished all at once before his eyes. He 

walked away from that place but looked round one more time, and look – 

there sat the child again, even more splendid to behold, and two candles 

were burning beside him. Once again, Hermann hurried towards the 

charming apparition, and once again it vanished. Uneasy in his mind, the 

shepherd-boy drove the flock home and spoke of the vision to his parents, 

but they did not believe him and ordered him to hold his tongue; however, 

he confided what he had seen to a venerable priest, who told him what to 

do in the case of his being vouchsafed another such vision. And this did 

 
266 A reference to the popular medieval tale Die Vier Haimonskinder (The Four Sons of Aymon). 
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happen, but not until the following year, at the same place; only this time, it 

was even more heavenly. The child, illuminated with supernal glory, had a 

red cross on its breast and was surrounded by fourteen other celestial 

children, all dressed in red and white (these are the colours of Old 

Franconia). Now Herman asked, “In the name of God the Father, the Son, 

and the Holy Ghost, who are you, and what is it you want?” The heavenly 

child answered, “I am Jesus Christ, and these are the fourteen Holy 

Helpers. We wish to live and tarry here and serve you, as you serve us!” 

Then the Jesus-child and the Fourteen floated up to Heaven. And on the 

next Sunday, at the same hour, the Seer of Frankental saw two burning 

candles descend from the sky at that place, and a woman coming that way 

saw this miracle likewise and also saw the candles floating heavenwards. 

Now Herman the Shepherd went to the Abbot of Langheim and informed 

him and the Father of the Abbey of the recurring apparition, and a chapel 

was founded on that mountain height which soon acquired a reputation far 

and wide for being a place of particular grace: Miracles occurred there, 

pilgrims came in streams from near and far and prayed to the Fourteen 

Holy Helpers, and the chapel was also favoured with rich indulgences. A 

brotherhood named itself after the Holy Helpers, a Count of Henneberg 

founded a chivalric order to them, and Emperor Frederick III himself made a 

pilgrimage thither to fulfil a vow; Albrecht Dürer was there also, in the year 

1519. And through good times and bad, the Pilgrimage Church of the 

Fourteen Holy Helpers kept its great and enduring name and fame; new 

buildings made it ever more beautiful and ever more magnificent, and a 

priory was erected beside it. In the centre of the cross formed by the nave 
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and the transept, a triple altar rises, with open ground at its bottom, over the 

place where the Seer of Frankental saw the apparition. To pray, to do 

penance, to swear vows at this place, many thousands make the 

pilgrimage every year to this temple in its high and handsome location.  

The names of the Fourteen Holy Helpers are Georgius, Blasius, 

Erasmus, Pantaleon, Vitus, Christophorus, Dionysuis, Cyriakus, Achatius, 

Eustachius, Aegidius, Margaretha, Barbera, and Katherina. Imperishably 

lives on the memory of the pious shepherd Herman, the Seer in Frankental. 

 

Lady Podica (708) 

 Over the little town of Lichtenfels, at the place which is called the 

Castle Square yet today, there lay a castle belonging to the old Counts of 

Merania.267 There, the restless spirit of Lady Podica of Schaumberg walks. 

She sprang from a noble and many-branched family of the region, whose 

ancestral castle was situated over the little town of Schalkau between 

Coburg and Eisfeld, only a few remains of which can be seen today. The 

lady had a betrothed by the name of Kunemund, and he went to fight in a 

major feud which culminated in a decisive battle near Scheßlitz in the 

Prince-Bishopric of Bamberg. Podica of Schaumberg gave her chosen one 

a glove to take with him, and he swore to bring this back to her, living or 

dead, as a pledge of his fidelity; but the youth did not bring the glove back. 

The faithful squire Kunemund fell in the Battle of Scheßlitz, and when Lady 

Podica of Schaumberg heard the tragic news, she took it so sorely to heart 

that she died from grief and sorrow. Since that time, she walks around 

 
267 The Duchy of Merania, probably located around the Istrian Peninsula, was a fiefdom of the 
Holy Roman Empire between 1152 and 1248. 
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within the walls of the old Meranian castle in the watches of the night, crying 

in a soft, sighing voice: “Isn’t my Kunemund coming yet?” Her release is 

tied to the sole condition that a mortal man reply to her, “Your Kunemund 

fell at Scheßlitz long ago!” As easy as this condition appears, it has not yet 

been met, for whose who have beholden the walker were so horrified that 

the right words, or the beloved’s name, or the name of the little town of 

Scheßlitz, slipped their mind; and as for those who would perhaps have 

answered correctly, it seems she has not appeared to them. And so the 

poor, restless spirit walks from one century over into the next. Up on the 

mountains and in the castles, there walks, in an ethereal mantle, eternally 

living legend; and down below, the steam locomotive races over the 

railroad which connects the North of Germany with the South of Germany, 

enabling correspondence between the two. 

 

The Shepherd’s Rope (709) 

 In past days, there was a famous pilgrimage to Ahorn, actually “am 

Ahorn” and called “Mahren” by the country-folk, in the region of Coburg. An 

old witch lived there, and because she had a pique against the people of 

Ahorn, she caused a storm to break over them; and the roaring of the 

tempest she raised bent the steeple, and then the neighbours quizzed the 

Ahorner, saying, “There’s something askew at Ahorn – their churchtower is 

learning over” – and more suchlike satirical scoffs. This gave them a world 

of hurt, and so they cast around for help, and a pious shepherd was found. 

Now he did not see any saints or heavenly candles,268 that is true, but he 

 
268 A reference to No. 707, ‘The Seer in Frankental.’ 
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did see what the rub was, and he promised to remedy it. He took a very 

long and thick rope, tied one end to the spire and the other end to a spruce 

tree, which still stands on the mountain-edge, and then, murmuring magic 

charms, he pulled the steeple straight again; and so the Ahorner were left in 

peace by their ridicule-loving neighbours. The storm-witch, whose 

malevolence had made an inclined plane of the Ahorn steeple, was burned, 

as she deserved; as for the rope, it was preserved and can still be seen. 

The tale is written down in the Church Register. 

 The maple-tree [Ahorn] which gave this village its name, and no less 

to other villages, for in the same region there are still a Frei-Ahorn, a 

Kirch-Ahorn, and a Wüsten-Ahorn,269 was certainly a tree revered by our 

heathen forefathers, like the oak, the beech, and the lime. Its quick growth, 

its powerful trunk which shoots up high, and its shady leaves, made it no 

less valuable to the ancient Germans than to the ancient and modern 

Greeks; and they surely did not give it the name ‘Ehre’270 indiscriminately, 

and they saw its leaves as a symbol of perennial steadfastness. 

 

The Unquiet Monk (710) 

 A Duke of Coburg waged war on a Bishop of Bamberg, in the course 

of which he took twelve squires prisoner, who were brought to the fortress 

above the town and there detained in light custody. They were allowed to 

take the air in the yard and divert themselves, and they did not fail to do so.  

Then one day the castle chaplain, a grim old monk, came down the castle 

steps, on which the squires, who took no joy from the sight of him, may 

 
269 Free-Maple, Church-Maple, and Desert-Maple respectively. 
270 The German word ‘Ehre’ means both ‘honour’ and ‘maple.’ 
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have strewn some peas. And when the fat old Brother slipped and rolled 

down the staircase, they all burst into loud laughter, but the monk slipped 

away with a ferocious and venomous expression, and brought a complaint 

against the squires to the Duke, whom he incited to vehement wrath. The 

Duke ordered that the squires be executed in the midnight hour, and so 

many heads should fall as the tower watchman would give blasts of his 

horn. The news of this severe command spread, and came also to the ears 

of the Duchess, who was gentle and good, and she pleaded with her 

husband for the squires’ lives, and soothed his anger until he said that only 

one should die. But the noble lady wished to prevent even this one death, 

and to ensure that the tower watchman would not blow so much as a 

squeak on his horn that night, she had him summoned and kept in custody 

in a safe room, but well provided with food and drink. Now the squires were 

led to the scaffold in the castle-yard by torchlight at midnight, so they would 

at least suffer fear for their irreverence, and the executioner made his 

preparations, and bid them all kneel down, and raised his sword. The 

executioner did not know that the Duke had revoked his order. Then the call 

of the midnight hour rang horribly over from the tower, and Master 

Hammerling271 executed, by the bloody light of the torches, his bloody duty; 

one head fell – and another blast of the horn – and another head, and 

another, and another. The Duchess heard it, uttered a terrified scream, and 

fell into a swoon; the tower watchman heard it and was horrified; the Duke 

heard the sound and furiously dashed to the tower. Just as the malicious 

monk, who knew that the tower watchman was not at his post, blew the 

 
271 A generic name for a German executioner, ‘Jack Catch’ being perhaps the closest 
equivalent. 
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twelfth blast, the last squire’s head fell, and the Duke’s sword plunged into 

his vengeful heart; and then the infuriated lord seized him and threw him 

down from the tower. Now the monk wanders as a ghost in and around St. 

Moritz’s Church, and every now and then he lets forth a screech, like the 

Tut-Osel, which terrifies all who hear it. 

 

The Sunken Church (712) 

 Near Coburg, the Lauter flows through a tranquil valley floor, in 

which, in ages past, a town lay whose inhabitants were as happy as could 

be and knew no sorrow. Now when All Souls’ Day came round, on which 

one wears mourning for the Departed, the people in that town said, “Why 

should we observe a feast of lamentation when we have nothing to lament? 

We will not observe this day.” Then the Lord God sent death among their 

children so that these people would feel great and deep grief and would 

humbly observe All Souls’ Day and pray for the Deceased – and the 

children all died, every single one of them, and the entire churchyard was 

full of fresh graves in one day, and there was almost a shortage of coffins. 

So a great funeral procession went to church on All Souls’ Day, and there 

was nothing but sighing and weeping and lamenting and an inexpressible 

feeling of grief. And when the Lord beheld the sorrow of these fathers and 

mothers, whose happiness had all been taken from them with their children, 

He was moved with compassion toward them, and in His pity, he had the 

church and the graveyard with its children’s graves sink down into the 

depths. Afterwards, the site in Lauter Valley where the town of the happy 

people had stood became desolate. On many feast-days, and mostly on All 
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Souls’ Day, the bells of the sunken church can be heard sounding from the 

depths, and the children of the villages in Lautergrund know the place, and 

they tell one another the legend, and listen in silence to the sounds below, 

and they shudder and pray. 

 

The Golden Sword in the Murder-Hill (721) 

 Near the village of Milz, not far from Römhild, there lies a very round 

hill that rises to a peak, and a golden sword is said to be inside it even today. 

And at night, when a traveller passes by the hill, a rider appears to him, 

whose horse, like he himself, is headless; the traveller then hurries past in 

dread and remembers the gruesome story. 

 It is thus: During the Thirty Years’ War, there was a captain who had 

made a pact with the Devil, and in return for signing over his poor soul, he 

received from him a golden sword which had been tempered in the fires of 

Hell. He never could be overcome, not even by the mightiest army, so long 

as he held the sword in his hand. One day, this captain of the host rode up 

the aforementioned hill to survey the region, and a body of enemy 

horsemen approached him and environed272 the hill. They rode up and 

exchanged furious blows with him for a long while; then it happened, in the 

end, that one of them cut off the horse’s head with a lucky stroke, the 

captain fell down as the horse crashed to earth, and in falling, the sword 

slipped from his grasp. Then the man who had cut off the horse’s head 

rushed over and, with a second stroke, the captain’s head fell down. They 

despoiled him of the money and all the valuables he had on his person, 

 
272 The German verb is umzingeln – To surround completely, with hostile intent. 
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together with many precious jewels, and finally buried him on that hill. But 

the sword they placed pointing upwards on the dead horseman as he lay on 

his horse in the grave, for nobody wished to keep what had originated with 

the Devil, and then they piled earth deep over everything. And that is why 

the hill is called the Murder-Hill to this day and the legend of the Headless 

Horseman is told of it. 

 

The Mass of the Dead (726) 

 Above Schleusingen lies the Church of the Dead, before which 

beautiful ancient lime-trees stand. At one time, a woman from Schleusingen 

who had listened along to the sermon at a funeral and then fallen asleep, 

remained in her seat in the church and may well have slept rather a long 

time. When she awoke, it was night, and the church was full of people; 

mass was being held, and there was the hum of quiet singing. The woman 

wanted to sing along but could not make out the number in the gloom, so 

she touched the woman beside her to be shown the number of the song. 

When she looked at her neighbour, she saw a face that was all spider’s 

webs, and it was that of a woman well known to her who had died long 

before. She raised her shrivelled dead hand – only its skeleton remained – 

and pointed with her yellow fingerbone at the song – and the woman 

recognised the number and letter: it was the song, “Eternity, thou thundrous 

Word.” Frightened to death, the woman screamed with horror, and all at 

once the pale shades vanished away and the woman tottered, trembling, to 

the door and to her home; but she did not live very much longer. 
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Of the Furious Host (730) 

 Old people still have tales to tell of the Furious Host and the Wild 

Huntsman, how they passed over Neubrunn and its mountains and valleys, 

mostly in autumn when the nights were truly dark and dismal; but the young 

people will not believe it, they laugh at what the old ones have seen and 

heard. When the Furious Host is passing by and the old ones say, “Now the 

Furious Host is on the move!” the young ones remark, “The wind is howling 

and whistling, or it may be that snow-geese are clanging or cranes are 

screaming.” It passes by, all the same. 

 In the past, the old people say, it always drove through three houses 

in Neubrunn. The reason for this was the houses having three doors 

directly behind each other, namely the house-door at the front, the kitchen 

door in the middle, and another door at the rear, all of which lay in a line; 

and wherever the three doors in a house are in a line, let it be wherever it 

will, the Furious Host drives through. The elders also tell that anyone who 

was in the street or their yard when the Furious Host was on the go would 

have to stick his head between the spokes of a cartwheel, then it could do 

him no harm and would have to sweep by; otherwise, it would wring his 

neck. Old people in Maßfeld also tell that the Furious Host came down the 

Zinken Forest by the crossroad near Reumes Bridge, said to be a badly 

haunted spot, and then over the mountains to Dreißigacker. Many claim to 

have seen and heard it and swear to this with all kinds of oaths. 

 Furthermore, in Roßdorf in Rosagrund between Meiningen and 

Salzungen, it is told that anyone who hears it must throw himself to the 

ground in silence, or he will be swept away with it over forest and treetop. 
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And in these regions one hears from the countrypeople’s lips only the 

expression Furious Host, and never, as in other German districts, the 

designation Wild Huntsman. 

 

Of Grimmental (735) 

 The stretch of the valley through which the River Hasel flows, from 

the village of Einhausen past Ellingshausen towards Schwarza, was 

formerly called the Green Valley on account of its greenness. At the place 

where the Green Valley issues out into Werra Valley, there once stood an 

old wayside shrine and offertory-box with a statue of the Virgin Mary, under 

a mightily large lime, entwined with undergrowth and almost completely 

forgotten. Now it so happened that a knight, Heinz Teufel, who lived in 

Obermaßfeld, suddenly fell grieviously ill on a hunt, and dragging himself to 

the statue, he implored its help. And his infirmity ending forthwith, he 

ascribed this to the wooden statue, proclaimed its miraculous power, made 

a pious endowment, and built a chapel over it. Then it became a great place 

of pilgrimage, and the fame of the miracle-working statue of the Virgin 

spread in all directions, so that people flocked there from every land, the 

lame, the blind, the deaf, invalids of every description. And many of them 

had seen themselves in dream finding help and making a recovery in 

Grimmental, as the places of miracles in the Green Valley was later called. 

And their firm faith helped many of them. This led the princely count, 

Wilhelm von Henneberg, to subsequently build a splendid church for 

pilgrims at this site. The mother of God performed many miracles in 

Grimmental, to name only one: In Meiningen, three prisoners sat in close 
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confinement in the large castle-keep, and they called on the Virgin of 

Grimmental; and behold, she appeared to them and liberated them from 

their prison, so they could leave as free men without human help. They 

presently made their way to Grimmental, where they gave praise and 

thanks. In one year, there were 44,000 pilgrims to Grimmental, and it strikes 

us as astonishing when we read that at Whitsuntide in 1503 around 300 

Moorish knights, who came marching through Silesia, performed their 

devotions there. Doctor Luther declaimed with great warmth against this 

pilgrimage, speaking and writing of it as follows: “And so the Devil’s great 

deception has come with the pilgrimages to Grimmental, where the people, 

farmhands and maids, herdsmen, women, as though they were manic and 

muttonheaded, left off their work and ran thither in a daze. It is rightly 

named Grimmental, vallis furoris” [Valley of Frenzy.] 

 And the pilgrimages terminated soon after the Reformation. Now, a 

handsome hospital stands on the site of the old pilgrimage, and the 

Grimmental lime-tree, under which the statue of the Mother of God stood, 

still turns green and blossoms every summer. It has a girth of 36 feet. 

 

The Blossoming Prop (736) 

 Near the village of Untermaßfeld ther rises up the Hexenberg [Witch 

Mountain], so called not because witches danced on it, but because they 

were burned on it, and a very great number at that. Just so was a poor 

young man from Leutersdorf, Hans Schau by name, accused of sorcery 

and tortured by the Council at Maßfeld, and for all that he protested his 

innocence, he was forced to confess that he was a malignant witch, 
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whereupon the order came from Jena that he was to be burned. The youth 

was led out of the village, over Werra Bridge and the witch’s steps, the 

remains of which are still visible, and up the mountain. A large crowd ran 

along beside the procession of the condemned man, and when the 

procession was about halfway up the mountain they came to a place where 

a peasant was driving props into the ground so he could tie saplings to 

them. By one of these posts, the youth turned weeping to the people, raised 

his fettered hands towards the heavens and cried, “As truly as I am an 

innocent man taken to his death, so truly will God make and give a sign: 

this withered prop will begin to bud, and become a strong tree!” But the 

judges and the people laughed at him, and up on the top he was burned. 

When everyone went back down, several people remained by the prop, and 

behold – green leaves were shooting forth, and brown twigs, out of which 

buds were bursting, and green life was springing out of the dead wood. 

Everyone was astonished at this and went home sunk in thought. And since 

that time, no female witch and no male witch has been burned in the district 

of Henneberg. The prop became a strong beech tree, the only one on the 

Hexenberg, which is covered with conifers, and it still stands in the 

erstwhile Charcoal-Burner’s Mountain-Garden, where anyone can see it. 

 

The Mother’s Prayer (737) 

 Not far from Landsberg Castle and Haßfurt Forest rises the high 

Gebaberg. On the side of the mountain that faces Meiningen, not far from 

the little village of Trabes, lies a deep sink-hole commonly called the 

Trabeser Hole, and down at the foot of the Gebaberg lies the village of 
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Seba and, nearby, a small lake. In past times, the Trabeser Hole was full to 

the brim with water, and instead of the lake, one saw the finest and most 

fertile meadow in the entire valley. This was the property of a rich widow 

who was advanced in years. The widow fell ill, and both her sons came to 

her bedside where she lay, severely debilitated; and believing her to be 

asleep, the two began to discuss their inheritance and how they would 

divide it between themselves, and they reached agreement on everything 

except the meadow, which each of them wanted to possess whole and 

undivided. And they progressed from quiet words to loud words, so the 

brothers quarrelled by their mother’s deathbed, and one of them threatened 

to strike the other dead, whereupon they left the room with wrath in their 

hearts. The sick woman had heard everything, and moved to grief in her 

heart, she directed an imploring prayer to God that He might avert this 

dissension between brothers, and perhaps fratricide, for the sake of a 

meadow, and that He might be so good as to throw cold water on the hopes 

they both entertained for this heirloom. And God heard the mother’s prayer, 

for when the next morning dawned, no trace of the meadow could be seen 

any longer, and in its stead a large body of water had spread out. Nobody 

was able to explain where this great quantity of water had suddenly come 

from, until peasants from Trabes came down the mountain and reported 

that their lake had disappeared the previous night, a dreadfully deep and 

crater-shaped basin now being visible in its place. Then the brothers were 

horrified and made their peace at their mother’s bedside; and she blessed 

God and them, and then died. 
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Stone on the Heart (738) 

 In Rosagrunde lie two villages, Eckardts and Frittelshausen, not so 

far apart, in each of which a Count is said to have lived in olden times, and 

they were brothers, as the story tells. Both fell out, runs the tale, because of 

the chase, and the Count of Eckardts took the life of the Frittelshauser. To 

expiate this grievous sin, the Eckardtser went on pilgrimage to Rome on 

foot, and there the Pope enjoined him to found a cloister on the spot of the 

murder, to carry the first stone for the cloister on his heart from Eckardts to 

that spot, and then to enter that same cloister as a monk, that he might be 

freed from his sins. He accomplished all of this and named the cloister 

Sünderhaus (House of the Sinner). That was the Wilhelmite monastery that 

was later called Sinnershausen; it has long been destroyed and is now a 

seigneurial possession. In a wall-niche at that place, there still stands, 

although badly defaced, the tall stone statue of a man of noble figure, 

knightly, not monkish, with wavy hair falling down in ringlets, in the simple 

apparel of the thirteenth century, on his chest, somewhat to the left side, a 

large, angular stone; and the word is passed from child to child that this is 

the cloister’s founder. But the monastery never was called Sündershaus, 

that is a later mutilation of its name; according to the oldest, authentic way 

of writing, the cloister was called Syndeloshusen (House of The One Freed 

from Sin), for the reason that the repentant and remorseful fratricide had 

freed himself from his sin and made his peace with Heaven. 

 

Stone from the Sky (740) 

 In Frauenbreitungen, which is situated between Wasungen and 
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Salzungen, there lies a large black stone which once fell from the sky into 

the field, and nobody could take it away, such was its weight. But because 

the stone had fallen from the heavens, the people of Frauenbreitung 

wished to have it in their church. And they had a prisoner who had 

committed a heinous crime; he was a linen-weaver by profession and also 

a strong so-and-so, which is not usually the case with linen-weavers. He 

boasted that if he were to be cleared of guilt, he would carry the stone, like 

the Count of Eckardts had carried his [No. 738], from the field into the 

village and into the church – albeit not on his chest and on his heart, but in 

his apron. This was granted the strong linen-weaver, and he duly carried 

the stone in one go into Frauenbreitungen. But when he came to the 

marketplace, his apron split in two down the middle, and the stone slipped 

out and fell on the spot where it lies today; nobody took it any further. The 

linen-weaver’s legs turned to jelly. In memory of this, the entire profession 

has worn short aprons ever since. The stone lies there still and is called the 

Slipstone [Glittstein]. 

 

The Buried Kobold (741) 

 Repairs having to be carried out to the stone house at 

Frauenbreitungen, it so happened that a journeyman stonecutter was idly 

looking out of one of the house’s dormer-windows down into a garden in the 

midday hour. And he saw a woman come walking up who went under an 

old pear-tree, dug a hole there, placed a box in it which she had kept 

hidden under her cloak, and carefully closed up the hole with turf. When 

work had finished for the day, the journeyman felt the urge to see what the 
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woman could have buried there – perhaps a treasure, or the proceeds from 

a crime. He went to the tree, dug, and took out the box; when he opened it, 

a hideous kobold lay inside, half an ell long, as jet-black as the Devil, with 

goat’s horns on its head, cloven feet, every inch a devil, and with saucer 

eyes which glowed like fire. From shock and horror, the journeyman 

dropped the box, and when it crashed down on the ground, the kobold 

hopped out, broke out into a ringing, repellent laugh, ran around its liberator 

with scornful grimaces, and then disappeared, laughing boisterously and 

hurrying towards the large Lake Breitungen, into which it plunged. The 

journeyman was gripped with a fever, and he died from the shock. Never 

again has the kobold been seen, and never has anyone ascertained the 

identity of the woman who buried such abominable treasure. 

 

The Men in Flußberg (747) 

 High in the mountains over Liebenstein there rises a conical 

mountain with fissured fluorspar rocks, called the Flußberg [Fluor Mountain], 

where ghosts have walked and taunted travellers from time immemorial. 

Ears have been boxed by invisible hands there; the crying of a small child 

has been heard there, but anyone who went in search of him never did find 

him, but only lost their way in the thick forest. Furthermore, the Furious Host 

has a home over in the Flußberg: it comes rushing over the Gerberstein 

and the Hirschpalz and alights on the Flußberg, and the man it catches is 

done for. When you hear it coming through the air, you must lie down flat on 

your face on the ground at once and say an Our Father, then it will pass by 

and can do you no harm, for it must always keep to the air as long as it 
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does not come down into a mountain cave, as it does here in the Flußberg 

and in the Hörselberg cave and elsewhere. 

The cave in the Flußberg goes down very deep, and three men have 

been enchanted inside it, as in the mountain-cave in Zobten, but these men 

do not read from the liber obendientiae, the Book of Obedience, nor do they 

speak Latin. The first one, he was an innkeeper and butcher from 

Steinbach near Liebenstein who always overweighed his meat and 

underpoured his beer, and once he died, he had to walk as a ghost over 

and over, always poltergeisting around in the cellar and the larder and 

crying, “Three schooners for a quart!273 Three quarters for a pound!” And 

he did this until a Jesuit was called in, who exorcised this ghost, put him 

into his bag, and carried him into the Flußberg. The second one, he was a 

miller down in Sauerbrunns-Grumbach near Liebenstein, who cheated and 

fleeced the daylights out of people when grinding corn and also displaced 

boundary stones. Afterwards, he also had to walk and poltergeist around in 

the mill, and as a fire-spirit, he floated around his fields and meadows 

where he had transplanted the boundary stones. Then he also was 

exorcised and borne to the cave in the Flußberg. After that, there was a 

man in Schweina who displaced the boundary stones so skilfully that his 

fields became bigger every year; and he later haunted so appallingly that 

people, when the day had barely begun to darken, no longer dared to take 

the road from Schweina to Steinbach, for that was where his fields lay, and 

that was where he walked. This man was likewise carried up into the 

Flußberg by a Bogey-Taker. And now the three of them sit there, and for 

 
273 A schooner is half a pint, and a quart is two pints. 



586 

 

their entertainment the Jesuits have given them a pack of iron cards; and 

because they liked to shuffle at all times during their lives, they now played 

Solo again and again and cheated each other and fell out and dusted each 

other’s hide for a time, making a noise and a row like the Furious Host. 

Anyone who goes past that cave at midnight will hear, down below, echoing 

and shouting and squabbling, with a confusion of cries: “Three schooners 

for a quart! Three quarters for a pound!” “Trump!” “Three pecks for a 

bushel!”274 “Trump!” and so on, and so on; and they exchange such lusty 

blows as to set the whole fluorspar mountain shaking. 

 

The Stone Cradle (751) 

 When the old castle of Krainberg, above Tiefenort, was built by the 

Lords of Frankenstein, a living baby was laid in a stone cradle and walled 

up to make the castle invincible. Thus did the cradle become a coffin. The 

country-people have heard, now and then, a whimpering in the ruins at the 

midday-hour which seemed to come from a wall, and many claim to have 

seen a white infant all alone in the castle courtyard playing with flowers, 

who disappeared when approached. Now, however, nothing more is heard 

or seen, and that may be because several years ago one of the walls was 

broken up so the most part of the stones could be used for outbuildings in 

Tiefenort, and when this was done, the skeleton of a baby in a stone coffin 

was actually found. 

 

The Finder of Fern-Seeds (753) 

 
274 Again, a peck (2 gallons) is a quarter of a bushel (8 gallons). 
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 There are many who exert themselves in the matter of fern-seeds 

and seek to obtain them through Black Arts and diabolical aid, like the 

hunter at Benshausen, while others, who do not seek them, find them. The 

fern-seed, found and gathered at the right time and hour, does not only 

possess the property of bringing luck – inerrable shots at game and other 

things – but also confers invisibility. A man at Berka an der Werra had a 

truly singular experience with them. His foal had strayed in the forest, and 

while searching for it he suddenly stepped on ripening ferns in a glade, and 

some of the seeds fell into his shoes. He ran around in the forest for a long 

time but could not find the foal, and he did not return home until early the 

next morning. Going into the parlour, he sat down, cross and tired, on the 

armchair behind the tiled stove. His wife, children and servants went to and 

fro, doing this and that and chatting, and nobody gave him Good Morning, 

which surprised him. At last he said, “I didn’t find the foal!” Everyone 

started; nobody knew where the voice had suddenly come from. They all 

looked at one another, but nobody saw him. “Husband! Wherever are you?” 

the wife cried inquiringly. Then the husband rose to his feet, walked into the 

middle of the parlour, and said, “I’m here of course, you stupid woman, I’m 

standing right in front of you!” Now his family were even more alarmed, for 

they had heard him stand up and walk yet still could see no sign of him. 

Then the man realised that he had become invisible, but he did not wish to 

remain so; and recollecting that something had fallen into his shoes, which 

pressed against his feet like sand, he presently took off his shoes and beat 

them together, and the wishing-seed fell out – but nobody saw it, for the 

hour for finding it was over. The finder, however, now stood before 
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everyone visible once more. 

 

The Butchers of Gerstungen (754) 

 At Gerstungen a most curious event took place, with the butchers 

there faring almost exactly at the hands of the Count of Brandenburg as the 

butchers of the city of Osnabruck did at the hands of the Count of 

Tecklenburg. The Count of Brandenburg had the same right to set the 

butchers’ prices, and the meat-messenger was called Limpert; as the one 

who came down from Tecklenburg was a dwarf, so was he a lame cripple, 

who took joy in hurrying neither himself nor his donkey, until at last the 

patience of the butchers of Gerstungen reached its end and the 

guild-master, an irascible man, sent the slow cripple on an incredibly fast 

journey – that is, into eternity, by striking him dead. Then the butchers 

hacked him to pieces, loaded the gobbets into the donkey’s baskets, and 

drove it back up to Brandenburg. The Count of Brandenburg, up to then 

protector and guardian of the people of Gerstungen, was of course sorely 

vexed by this, and from that time on he waged war upon the town, and its 

happy days became a mere memory, and at last mercy was ardently 

besought. And then the Count of Brandenburg, just like the Tecklenburger, 

made three hard and difficult, well-nigh impossible, conditions. He 

demanded a bushelful of silver farthings, all of one and the same stamp, 

with three sky-blue greyhounds and three man-high oaken sticks without 

knags. If these items were not procured within the period of a year, the town 

would have to deliver the entire Butcher’s Guild over to the Count, and then 

he would see if their limbs were made of harder material than those of his 
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chopped-up meat-messenger. Then good advice was at a premium in the 

little town of Gerstungen on the Werra, yet it was found in the end, just as 

the people of Osnabruck found it: agio days for the silver farthings, in which 

the Jews did many profitable dealings, glass pipes for the oaken sticks, and 

a sky-blue room with appurtenances for the coupling of snow-white 

greyhounds. Thus was the difficult trick achieved, and so the Count’s anger 

was propitiated; afterwards, the shambles was converted into a hospital for 

poor cripples, and on the square where the butchers had chopped up 

Limpert, a broad stone was laid which is called the Limpert-Stone even 

today. 

 The exact repetition of this legend with all its circumstances and very 

slight differences at towns and castles so far distant from one another is 

most remarkable. Of the Brandenburg, only extensive ruins adorn the 

peaceful Werra Valley nowadays, and the Thuringian railway passes by 

Gerstungen. 

 

The Lady of Lindig (755) 

 Apart from the Brandenburg, where a maiden with her hair in buns 

still walks, another castle is said to have stood near Gerstungen, called 

Lindig Castle. A supremely beautiful young lady lived there, whose beauty 

became proverbial through the district, but she had a very strange 

correspondence with elemental spirits, with the nixies of the valley-river and 

with the goblins and imps in the Reichelsdorfer mines. Her parents 

therefore put their daughter in a convent at the foot of the Arnsberg, which 

was reputedly founded by St. Boniface, but the young lady eloped from this 
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convent with a young knight from the Brandenburg, who took her to wife. 

Yet even now, she could not quite relinquish her dealings with the nixies; 

she promised her only son to a water-fairy, who fetched him prematurely to 

her wet realm, or as they say in everyday speech: the young boy drowned 

in the Werra. Driven restlessly to and fro by a dark yearning, the young wife 

found no happiness; she only half belonged to the Upper World, and when 

her last hour struck, which it did very early, she passed away without 

confession, for she had neither the desire nor the inclination to tell the priest 

all about the blissful and wonderful secrets, locked in the depths of her 

bosom as a maiden and then as a woman, that had moved and filled it. 

Consequently, she passed over without absolution and did not come into 

Heaven, but into the middle kingdom of the wandering spirits, which was 

perhaps not displeasing to her. Now she is fated to appear every seven 

years, at one time between the Brandenburg and Gerstungen on the site of 

the erstwhile Lindig Castle, and the next time on the road from Gerstungen 

to the erstwhile convent in Kolbach Valley. She carries a bunch of keys and 

wears a matronly dress, and has an unfortunate propensity to sit on 

people’s backs; furthermore, in spite of her earlier doings with ethereal 

beings, she is apparently no inconsiderable weight. But if someone 

patiently carries her on his back to her destination, she shall and will open 

up, with her bunch of keys, her castle- or convent-vault to him, and he shall 

keep half of its great wealth for himself, while building a little church in 

Rome with the other half. Such a man has not yet been found, but what has 

been found, by those who had the Lady of Lindig hanging on their back, is 

death – such as Öhme the ploughman, Rösing the butcher, and other 
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upstanding men, while others took such fright at her mere appearance that 

they fell gravely ill. So it seems very likely that the Lady of Lindig will have 

to remain endlessly unreleased in the middle kingdom, for supposing that 

someone really did receive the treasure, he would simply think that building 

a church in Rome would be carrying coals to Newcastle.275 

 

The Stream of Love [Liebenbach] (758) 

 Not very far from Meißnerberg lies the town of Spangenberg, which 

takes its name from a mountain where a great number of small round 

stones were found and they all had a mark on them, made naturally, which 

looked like a clasp [Spange]. The people receive their drinking water from a 

mountain opposite. Once, before the town could enjoy this splendid water, 

two lovers lived in Spangenberg whose longed-for union was strongly 

opposed by both sets of parents. But as they would not give each other up, 

they were charged with the task of directing that good spring towards the 

town, all by themselves; then they would be married. So they began, the 

lovers, this heavy task: they dug the stream, they toiled for a long time, they 

grew old doing this, but they loved each other truly each and every day. And 

finally the great and arduous work succeeded. It was complete, they had 

dug for no less than forty years, and they were congratulated by all around 

and crowned with wreaths, with wedding wreaths; and they looked at each 

other and wept, and fell into each other’s arms, and sank down dead to the 

ground. And so that stream, which they dug with faithful hands, is called the 

Stream of Love. 

 
275 The German has “Wasser in die Werra tragen” – “carry water to the Werra.” 
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Otto the Marksman (759) 

 When the courageous Thuringian Sophia had struggled for and won 

a handsome hereditary land for her Child of Brabant, with the help of her 

followers and in the teeth of opposition from Henry the Illustrious,276 and 

had created the House of Hesse on a firm foundation, Henry, surnamed the 

Iron, Landgrave of Hesse, who was a grandson of Henry I, the Child of 

Brabant, had two sons and three daughters: Henry, Otto, Adelheid, 

Elizabeth, and Judith. The father, wisely considering that nothing is more 

detrimental to a land than fragmenting it among many heirs, determined it 

for his first-born, and Otto was to become a monk. But he had no inclination 

for such a life, so he took his weapons and his armour, a squire and two 

good steeds, secretly rode away from his father’s court, came to Duke Adolf 

von Cleve as a bowman and offered him his service, which the Duke readily 

accepted, for Otto was a superb shot. It happened between whiles that all 

three of Otto’s sisters got married, Adelheid to King Casimir III of Poland,277 

Elizabeth to Duke Otto of Sachsen-Lauenburg, and Judith to Otto the rich 

or munificent Duke of Brunswick, and it also happened that his brother 

Henry died. Now, nobody had more hopes of ingesting and inheriting the 

land of Hesse than the Duke of Brunswick, because the old Landgrave had 

no more heirs, his second son having disappeared without trace. But the 

Brunswegian was not loved by the people of Hesse, and the old Landgrave 

had not yet any desire to give this son-in-law the joy of his death, so he 

lived on, true to the old saying, “A hoped-for death does not happen.” 

 
276 Heinrich III der Erlauchte (c.1215-1288), Margrave of Meissen. 
277 Casimir the Great (1310-70). 
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Meanwhile, Otto the Marksman fell in love with the daughter of his lord, 

Princess Elizabeth, and she returned his love. They kept their intimacy a 

great secret, and they had to, for even she knew nothing at all of his high 

origin, until a knight errant from the land of Hesse, Henry von Hornberg, 

unexpectedly called at the Court of Cleves one day and descried his born 

master among the Duke’s servants. Recognising him at once, he paid him 

great deference, and so his secret was discovered, and he no longer had to 

conceal his love. The Duke joyfully gave his consent to the match, and the 

old Landgrave praised God for returning his son to him; and the Duke of 

Brunswick inherited nothing this time, and nothing later. For, although Otto 

the Marksman passed away before his father and lacked heirs, the land 

then passed to the father’s brother’s son Herman the Learned, from who all 

the Landgraves of Hesse and also the great and illustrious Philip the 

Magnanimous took their descent.278 

 

The Bad Wish (760) 

 One day, Landgrave Philip [the Magnanimous] was travelling 

through his land without much retinue, as he liked to do, and he wore poor 

clothes and did not discover his rank to anyone who did not know him. He 

came upon a peasant woman who was carrying a skein of yarn, and he 

asked her whither she was heading. Then the woman began to moan and 

lament pitifully: She was going to and she had to sell the yarn, though she 

had to entirely dispense with it just to pay the high imposts and taxes the 

Landgrave had imposed, and it was a terrible time and an infamous 

 
278 Hermann II der Gelehrte (c.1342-1413); Philipp der Hochherzige (1504-1567). 
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oppression. Philippus thereupon asked the woman what the tax she had to 

pay amounted to, and she replied, “A quarter of a florin.” Then the 

Landgrave reached into his purse and gave her a whole florin; the poor 

woman turned red as a flame for joy at this, but she did not see that Philip’s 

portrait, in complete steel-armour, was stamped on the florin, or his helmet 

was on the reverse with its crest, or the fine saying, “What God bestows / 

None can take away.” And she cried, “God reward you, God reward you, 

noble squire! Many this money of yours burn the soul of the Landgrave, into 

whose coffers I must deliver it, like Hellfire!” 

 And the Landgrave turned around with a laugh, and said to his 

companions, “Did you hear that? It is a singular transaction, when someone 

does as I did just now, buying so bad a wish with his own money! Well – 

What God bestows, none can take away!” 

 

The Count of Ziegenhain (762) 

 The Hessian town of Ziegenhain formerly had its own Counts, but 

their line has died out. They were descended from Louis the Iron,279 

Landgrave of Thuringia. The last of these Counts was called Johann, 

surnamed the Strong.280 And he was in truth a Strong John, and noble 

Jochem von Schapelow, who carried four kilderkins of wine out of the 

Brandenburg Elector’s cellar at one go, might not have prevailed over this 

Ziegenhainer. One fine day, it pleased Count Hans von Ziegenhain to go for 

a stroll with his good mother in Frankenberg, another small town in Upper 

Hesse. They were walking through a rather narrow alley, in the middle of 

 
279 Ludwig II der Eiserne (1128-1172). 
280 Johann II der Starke (d. 1450). 
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which a tun of wine stood on a cart, blocking the alley on both sides in such 

a way that one could not well pass by without besmirching oneself from the 

wall or the cart, and the Lady Countess made a wry mouth at the prospect. 

Then Count Hans set to with a will, and with a heave at the front and a 

heave at the back, he lifted and shifted the tun, with the cart, to the side, 

making the walls of the houses crack and the people inside think there was 

an earthquake. This was not to his gracious mother’s liking, and she began 

to scold: Now was it needful and necessary to place such immoderate 

strain on his bodily strength and squander the same so recklessly? To 

which Count Hans von Ziegenhain humbly said, “Ma’am really should not 

get worked up nor be ungracious! I meant well and only wanted to make 

space to go past. Now, as I did not do right by doing this, I’ll make good my 

mistake forthwith!” – He spoke thus, and without waiting for an answer, he 

gave two heaves and shifted the tun, with the cart, back to its previous 

position; and now the severe Lady Landgrave had to turn around and find 

another alley to walk through. 

 

The Lady of Boineburg (763) 

 Many legends go the rounds among the people about Boineburg 

Castle in Hesse and its female residents. There were three sisters, and the 

yongest one dreamed it had been ordained by God’s decree that one of 

them would be slain by lightning. Now when she had told her sisters this 

dream the next morning, and a severe storm rose at midday, the eldest said, 

“I am surely doomed to die,” had a chair carried outside fo rher, and sat 

waiting in the storm – but she remained unscathed. On the second day, 
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when another storm loomed on the horizon, the second sister did the same, 

but it happened to her as it had to the eldest. Now the third one said, “I am 

the one whom God will call!” – and made the same preparations, made her 

confession, and made an endowment to her memory; then she sat down in 

the chair, and a thunderbolt instantly flashed down and killed her. 

 Other people tell a completely different tale. A thousand-year-old oak 

stood in the courtyard of the Boineburg. Under it, one hot summer’s day, lay 

the knight’s only daughter, who had fallen asleep. A sudden storm drew 

near, and with the thunder and streaming rain the lady woke up, leapt to her 

feet and ran towards the house. At the same time, a thunderbolt struck the 

oak and also threw the maiden lifeless to the ground. But the efforts to call 

the lady, who had merely fainted, back to life were successful, and the 

delighted father gratefully made a charitable donation. Every Maundy 

Thursday, the chaplain had to give a memorial speech in front of the cleft 

oak, and corn and meat were distributed among the poor of twenty-four 

villages. The lady took the veil. The donation still exists today, although the 

castle has long lain in ruins; the speech is given by the priest at Datterode. 

 One Maundy Thursday, high snow was still lying on the ground, and 

the coach with the alms, drawn by four horses, could not make it up the 

steep road to the castle, so the coach driver was about to turn back. But 

then there suddenly appeared on the coach a white maiden with a beautiful, 

yet grave and threatening countenance, who gestured to the coachman to 

drive up. Alarmed, he turned round to face uphill again, and behold – the 

horses now pulled the heavy coach with ease, and at the top the maiden, 

with smiling eyes, disappeared. All of the people who swarmed around the 
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coach had seen her. 

 When the land of Hesse was changed into the Kingdom of 

Westphalia, the French authorities wished to have no truck with this 

traditional donation but rather swallow it down themselves, along with other 

revenues, under the usual lying pretext of ‘saving’ – a scurvy financial trick 

not practised only by the French – and in the year 1808 the donation and 

the speech were in fact discontinued. But then a terrifying vision appeared 

to the King of Westphalia, and his financiers had to cough up the donation 

once more and fulfil the bequest at Castle Boineburg. 

 Many of the Boineburg’s treasures still rest in the bowels of the 

mountain and the maiden guards them; she also spread out a knotted white 

cloth and makes some individuals happy. It is said that, in the Thirty Years’ 

War, much money and many belongings were hastily removed up to the 

castle from Eschwege, Sandra and other neighbouring towns. 

 The Maiden of Boineburg also appears as a white horsewoman. She 

rides away over the mountain plateau to a place where a white lily with a 

purple calyx blooms, which she then picks and hurriedly rides back. If one 

who was a pure heart and way of life encounters her and cries to her, “Give 

me the flower!” he can find great fortune, but it appears that this has not 

happened to anyone as of yet, for people no longer have pure hearts or 

follow pure ways of life. 

 

The Last Mourning-Knight (765) 

 In olden days, and into recent times, it was the custom in the land of 

Hesse and elsewhere, following the death of a sovereign prince, for a 
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knight clad from head to foot in black armour on a black-armoured steed to 

be the first to follow the coffin in the funeral train; this knight was called the 

Mourning-Knight, and the legend ran that the man appointed for this ride 

would follow the prince into the realm of shades that same year, as he had 

followed him down into the dark tomb while living. Now when the Elector 

Wilhelm I of Hesse died in 1821, a young Herr von Eschwege was chosen 

to accompany the coffin as Mourning-Knight. 

 Herr Ludwig von Eschwege, a dignified, strapping, handsome man 

in the prime of life, who had studied Forestry Science in Dreissigacker from 

1811 to 1813 and wielded his blade expertly, was perfectly suited to this 

role – but the legend weighed heavily upon his family, they warned him, 

they attempted to dissuade him – but the chivalrous young man could and 

would not back away from the last honourable service he was to render his 

prince and master. He followed the hearse on horseback in full armour, he 

followed the coffin into the cool tomb. But the legend proved its veracity on 

him also – a few days later, Herr Ludwig von Eschwege was a corpse. Then 

the successor of the deceased Elector put a stop to the old courtly custom, 

and ever since, no knight in black armour has followed the coffin of the lord 

of the land. 

 

The Statue of the Mother of God on the Rock (770) 

 When you, down from the Dance-Meadow281 and the farm which 

bears the same name, climb up to the steep and craggy cliffs of the 

Milseburg, where flowers and herbs seldom bloom, a narrow and stony 

 
281 The Tanzwiese, now the village of Danzwiesen in Hesse. The Milseburg is an extinct volcano 
with a height of 835m. 
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path leads to the summit, and this path is called the Kirchweg 

[Church-Path]. To the walker’s left, very close to the path, there stands on a 

block of stone, out in the open, a small stone statue of the Mother of God, 

painted in colours, the Saviour in her lap, and decorated with pearls and 

wreaths by pious hands, but exposed to the full turbulence of the weather 

on this raw height. Once, some of the Faithful thought to better protect this 

statue, that it not suffer damage from storm and tempest, and so they made 

a protective niche only a few steps from the spot where the statue stoood, 

but on the right hand of the rocky path. They carried the small image into 

this niche with reverence. But on the next day, when they came to look, it 

was back in its previous place. This happened three successive times: 

three times the statue was carried into the niche, three times it returned to 

its previous position. After that, it was left untouched. The statue is not yet 

so very old; on its base, the year 1664 can be read with the name GEORG 

STEPLING. The blessing of the Divine Virgin powerfully protects the place 

and the pilgrims to the mountain. Athough thousands of people climb and 

clamber up these steep and fissured cliffs and ravines on certain holy days, 

never has there been a report of anyone having a dangerous fall and 

coming to bodily harm. And the good Mother of Jesus sits by the rocky road 

to the chapel still today, out in the open under a small canopy, and never yet 

has even the least part of her jewellery been purloined. 

 

The Flying Boys (776) 

 It was at the end of the seventeenth century, on a day in late autumn, 

when three light-hearted boys were grazing a number of cattle not far from 
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the small town of Lengsfeld, on the evergreen forest meadow between it 

and the Baier mountain. No sooner had the setting sun thrown its last 

golden rays onto the high neighbouring mountain than the boys kindled a 

fire after their own fashion, and cut out sods of turf to build a bench on 

which they would sit snugly and warm themselves by the fire. Now as it 

tends to happen that bright and thoughtless youth breaks out in ridiculous 

wishes, the fulfilment of which seems to be utterly impossible, so did it 

happen here. One of them said, “If only this sod of grass were a waffle!” 

This wish had hardly been said aloud when an unknown man walked onto 

the pasture, greeted the young herds, and said, “Listen, you wished for 

waffles! There’s some for you here, tuck in!” And he distributed waffles 

among them. The donation was accepted and consumed joyfully and 

hungrily, and the man offered to regale them with these cakes every day, if 

he only knew where they were to be found watching their herd. The boys 

named the place where they would be watching the next day, and the 

stranger kept his word and brought the boys that meal which they found so 

delicious on the next evening also. When it had been consumed and the 

man had gone away, an old woman from Lengsfeld approached the boys 

and asked them to be so good as to go with her to the valley spring nearby, 

she wished to show them something there. The boys acquiesced, but they 

perceived nothing there other than the old woman sprinkling them with the 

water of the spring while murmuring incomprensible words, and so they 

swiftly ran away from her, returned laughing to their little herd, and drove it 

home in high spirits. 

 On the third day, the boys met each other early in the morning on the 
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way to school, cheerfully exchanged greetings, and one of them said to the 

others, “Listen, today I feel as light as a feather, and I think I’m surely able 

to fly, like a bird!” “So do I, so do I!” the others both cried, and then all three 

of them raised their arms and flew. They flew onto the small round wall that 

encircled the marketplace, and up over it from side to side and back and 

forth, to the utmost astonishment of all their schoolmates, who had 

assembled in large number in the meantime. The news of this wondrous 

occurrence shot through the little town as fast as a flash of lightning and 

came at the last to the choirmaster’s ears; and once the school hours were 

over, he called upon the three boys to practise their skill in the spacious 

classroom. They stepped onto the table and fluttered down from it and 

hovered up and down. The choirmaster felt his flesh creep, and he hastily 

dispatched a messenger to the Rector and Inspector, requesting the 

spiritual shepherd to proceed to the school and be personal witness to an 

unheard-of wonder. The ecclesiastic came and was astounded, and he 

interrogateds the boys closely, for he smelt the deceit and malice of Satan. 

They candidly told him everything that had happened to them, and added 

this: “Last night, all three of us sat on a white horse in our neighbour's barn 

for a joke. No sooner did the horse feel us than, against our will, it trotted off 

and took us to a place we liked very much; then it brought us back home, 

and after that we felt so light.” The Rector went away in consternation, to 

make a report to the authorities, that they seize hold of these assuredly 

bewitched boys and put them on trial and judge them, for being able to fly 

seemed to him to be a wicked crime. 

 Meanwhile, the boys went home, unsuspecting and free from care, 
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and happy in their power of flight, to personally announce, or confirm, the 

wonder to their families. The father of one of the boys was the executioner, 

his name was Michael Weber, and he was deeply enraged at the news, 

which he had heard by this time; and believing his child to be in league with 

the Devil, he decided to sacrifice his son. So when the latter appeared 

before him, he swung the sword of justice and struck off his head. Instead 

of blood, two white streams of milk spurted up to the ceiling, and the sword 

fell from the executioner’s hands. 

 The two other flying boys, on seeing this, took themselves up and 

away, and nobody has ever seen them since; and so no enlightenment of 

the deeply mysterious affair has transpired. It was forgotten, and faded 

away into legend; only, the spring where the old woman sprinkled the boys 

has, since that time, borne the name of the Witch’s Spring. 

 

Cursed Dreistelz Castle (778) 

 Not far from the beautiful Bad Brückenau rises a mountain called 

Dreistelz. Today there is an inn on it, the ‘Dreistelzhof,’ but in former times 

there was a splendid castle, and it stood on the top facing Brückenau. 

Three proud women lived in this castle, and people say that these ladies 

were always called the Three Proud Ones because of their exceptional 

beauty and also because of their great ostentation and haughtiness, and 

their home was called the Dreistolzenschloß [Castle of the Three Proud 

Ones], which later became Dreistelz. The ladies led luxurious lives but were 

hard on their subordinates and stingy to the poor. One day, when evening 

was drawing nigh, a poor pilgrim came there and asked for admittance, for 
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a bite to eat, and for a night’s lodging; but when the three ladies were 

informed of his desire, neither the one nor the others of his requests were 

granted, and he was ordered to go. And because he did not want to go, the 

rough servants, as cruel as their mistresses, set the dogs on him to drive 

him away. But the pilgrim touched the dogs with his staff and on the instant 

they fell silent, for ever, and fell down dead; then he swung his staff at the 

castle and spoke a terrible curse, and the entire building, with all its 

residents, presently plunged down into the bowels of the mountain, and in 

its stead there appeared a small lake. The site where the castle used to 

stand can still be seen on Dreistelz, and on certain days, at certain hours, 

Sunday’s children hear a cock crowing nearby, for the cursed castle with its 

inhabitants still stands underground, and inside it the ladies are sleeping 

until the Day of Judgement. But once every three years, on the day on 

which the castle was cursed, the cock crows three times. Then the sleepers 

in the bowels of the mountain awake, pray an Ave Maria, and repent of their 

misdeeds. Many people also relate that the cursed ladies have come out 

from the castle to fairs and mingled with the dancing girls; yet they were 

always pale and never stayed at the dance after the clock struck twelve. 

 They fared just as those three ladies did whose castle sank at 

Salzungen, the Buchensee appearing in its place, except that the latter 

were guiltless, whereas the Norns of Dreistelz were worthless. 

 

The Knights of Ebersberg (779) 

 On a declivity of Ebersberg in the Rhön Mountains there is a small 

peat-bog, and from it there issue, principally during Advent and Twelfthtide, 
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large spectral fire-spirits with sword and shield, who fight one another with 

such vehemence that the clashing of their swords can be clearly heard in 

the nearby farms which lie at the foot of the mountain. This fight lasts from 

the fall of night to the later watches, indeed, often to the first light of day and 

to first cockcrow. Usually, the duelling flaming-figures make their way up, 

step by step, to the ruins of Ebersburg Castle and its fallen-down towers, 

where they finally, fighting with ever more vehence, disappear with a terrible 

rattling into a tower that stands open to the sky. Those who live in the area 

around say that these are the yet unredeemed spirits of the knights who 

were slain in furious battles around the castle or who fell in its defence. 

 Much could be written about the Ebersburg, commonly called 

Eberszwackel by the people, about the feuds of its knights with the Abbots 

of Fulda, about their underground passage running down to a pond, and 

about their buried treasure. 

 

Mespelbrunn (Medlar Spring) (786) 

 The Elector of Mainz was hunting with his retinue in the heart of 

Spessart Forest, and after the hunt they rested in a narrow valley-floor, 

among ancient trees, and at a spring-well that was surrounded by medlar 

trees. The Elector said, “In truth, it’s really pleasant here – there’ll always be 

good eating here, for free!” Then a hunting companion, one of the line of 

Echter, said, “What you wish, you can have. If you give me this hunting 

ground, I’ll build a house here that will always be open to you.” The Elector 

agreed; he gave the knight a large hunting ground in Spessart, and the 

knight built himself a stately castle, to which he gave the name 
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Mespelbrunn (Medlar Spring), from the medlar trees and the spring, and he 

added this name to his own for all time to come: Echter von Mespelbrunn. It 

was a manly and renowned house, which acquired and secured rich 

possessions. One of them built a hunting lodge and a chapel at Hessental 

in Spessart, by the road from Würzburg to Aschaffenburg; several Echters 

lie buried there, and magnificent gravestones immortalise their memory. 

 The most illustrious scion of this house was Julius Echter von 

Mespelbrunn, Bishop of Würzburg, Duke in Franconia. Unmarried and 

childless, as a bishop, and the last of his line, in possession of enormous 

wealth, he made a will. A sister’s or brother’s daughter was married to a 

Count von Ingelheim and had chosen the bishop for godfather to her son. 

Julius now intended his estates to go to this godson, and he named him 

sole heir. He placed the will in a box and covered it over. On top of this 

cover, he placed three lemons, and he now sent the sealed box by personal 

messenger to Mespelbrunn, where his niece lived with her son. When she 

opened the box and saw nothing inside but three lemons, she became 

rather angry, and did not know if this was meant to be a joke or an affront 

from her ecclesiastical uncle; but quickly reaching a decision, she sent the 

box together with the lemons back straightaway. Julius was surprised; and 

once more he despatched the messenger to Mespelbrunn with the resealed 

box. The Countess of Ingelheim did not know what to make of this, and 

became even angrier. She cut a lemon open, thinking there may be some 

secret thing in the fruits, but finding nothing, she sent the box back a 

second time. And for the third time the messenger from Würzburg came 

with his box, and with three fresh lemons inside. The Countess almost did 
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not want to open it, and when the three lemons looked up at her, she was 

very near taking them and throwing them at the messenger’s head. But she 

had second thoughts, and cut all three of them open; however, finding 

nothing in any of them, her anger knew no bounds. She presently threw the 

lemons out of the window, the box, which she had snapped shut again, at 

the messenger’s head, and she threatened him that, if he came before her 

one more time, she would have him whipped out of Mespelbrunn. When the 

messenger told the Bishop what had happened, Julius said, “It is clear to 

me, God has determined my fortune to be put to other use”; and taking the 

will, covered with paper, out of the box, he threw it into the fire. Hereupon 

he founded at Würzburg, with his wealth, the famous beneficial hospital that 

bears his name, and through this foundation Julius Echter von Mespelbrunn 

has magnified and perpetuated the memory of his name for all time. 

 

Schellenberg (Bell-Mountain) (789) 

 In a narrow vale not far from Mespelbrunn, there stands an old 

square tower, much of which has been gnawed away by the tooth of time. 

In its interior there is still to be found a stone stairway that led underground. 

Here a robber knight is said to have had his abode, a man who made the 

entire surrounding region unsafe. A wire stretched out from this tower to the 

nearby mountain (Berg), and a bell (Schelle) was fastened to its end in the 

tower. A road that saw much traffic, both horse and foot, led over this 

mountain, and the wire, lightly covered over, was laid on it in such a way 

that almost all who took that road would have to step on it. Then the bell 

rang, and the robber hurried, by a shortcut, to a place where he lay in wait 
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for the travellers and lightened their loads for them; and so the mountain 

and tower bear the name of Schellenberg to this day. 

 

The Abduction of the Boys in Spessart Forest (790) 

 As it does not seldom occur that legend will make itself master of a 

strictly historical event in the retelling whenever that event has any romantic 

colouring, so did this happen in the vicinity of Aschaffenburg in Spessart 

Forest. The abduction of the Princes of Saxony is echoed in a story that is 

retold in a peculiarly faithful way. 

 Between Ebersbach and Soden there lay a castle, called Altenburg, 

on the mountain situation between the two villages. It is only from the tales 

told by the locals that anything is known of its past existence. One of the 

knights who lived in that place had two promising boys. Two robbers who 

had been outlawed thought to procure pardon for themselves by taking the 

two boys, so they resolved to abduct them. They bribed the gatekeeper, 

who let them into the castle when the knight was absent so they could 

easily make themselves masters of the little ones. Now, before they set out 

on their flight, they decided that each of them should flee to a different 

region, and they promised each other that if one of them were seized, the 

one first captured would only declare the whereabouts of the other if his 

pardon had been promised along with his own. One of the robbers, who 

was quite fatigued from the way he had fled, tied his horse to a tree after a 

long ride through the dark forest and laid himself down to rest, having 

enjoined the boy in the strictest terms not to try to escape. But the little boy 

used this favourable opportunity for flight, and he ran away, and he ran for 
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as long as he possibly could. Finally, he came upon a charcoal burner who 

was working in the forest, and who at once supposed the boy to be the child 

of noble parents. He questioned the boy, who told him everything that had 

happened. Without delay, the charcoal burner returned with the boy to the 

place where the robber still lay asleep. The charcoal burner gave him a 

blow with his pickaxe that stunned him and hurried with the boy on the 

knight’s horse to nearby Ebersbach, from where he heard the bells ringing 

the alarm at the abduction of the boys, and where everyone was in the 

greatest consternation. People from the town overmastered the robber and 

brought him, with the boy, to Altenburg. On being promised a pardon if he 

denounced his comrade, he faithlessly betrayed him. This man was caught 

up, with the second boy, and executed. The word given to the first one was 

kept; he remained unpunished. But he did not pass another happy hour. 

The ghost of his betrayed confederate pursued him night and day, until he 

gave himself death by hanging. 

 

The Kettle-Drummer of Niklashausen (798) 

 Not far from Wertheim lies Niklashausen, a village on the Tauber, in 

which, in the year 1476, a herdsman and kettle-drummer rose up and 

instigated a revolt which the Devil could not have contrived more nicely, and 

in comparison with him, many clamouring farmers and rabble-rousers who 

also preached on the meadows, in later times, were mere namby-pambies. 

The activities of this base comrade and preacher of Communism and his 

grubby following can best be described in the words of his contemporaries, 

otherwise many readers might think that this scruffy, shaggy-haired Boy 
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Absalom were being treated rather shabbily. The herdsman – so a written 

chronicle of Schwäbisch-Haller straightforwardly reports – preached 

against the authorities, against the clergy, and, a second Capistranus,282 

against painted shoes, low-cut vests, and long hair. – Water, game, and 

meadow should and must be common to all, no taxes, no tolls, no 

wheelage! The Mother of God had revealed this to him one Saturday night! 

Oh yes! And so – for this doctrine hit a sweet spot – a vast concourse 

assembled at Niklashausen, with all of Germany in motion; horseherds ran 

away from their horses, carrying the bridles in their hands, reapers ran from 

the fields with their sickles, haymaking girls from the meadows with their 

rakes, women from their husbands and men from their wives. The previous 

year had yielded a bumper vintage, good and inexpensive, so taverns were 

set up on fields and swards for two miles around Niklashausen where wine 

was poured out and food given to the pilgrims. Sozzled from the wine of 

Franconia and the Tauber, the pilgrims overnighted in a muddled mass in 

barns and in the fields – strange happenings indeed. 

 So vast was the concourse of people that the kettle-drummer stuck 

his head out of the roof of a peasant’s house so everyone could hear him, 

and behind him in the attic was a barefoot monk who suggested the words 

of his sermon; and then the people began to weep – they may have 

understood him, they may not, as with Capistranus, who principally 

preached in Latin – at their sins and their pressing misery, and they cut off 

so much hair and so many shoe points, and took off their embroidered 

dresses and jerkins, more than many carts could carry – if they did not 

 
282 See No. 327. 
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crumble to pieces when handled. Many men and women seemed to feel a 

desire to become Dancing Adamites from sheer contrition and a herd 

instinct, and they undressed down to their shifts; but when their heads were 

clear of the hubbub and the wine, they would have liked to have their 

clothes back. There was an immense amount of money and wax, and the 

wax-candles, as thick as a man’s arm, had Würzburg Shillings, Nuremberg 

Fives, Gerhards-Kreutzer and Innsbrückers283 stuck in them like the quills 

in a hedgehog. This kettle-drummer wore a shaggy cap, and the crowd tore 

tufts from his cap as relics, to be of benefit when expectant wives should lie 

in confinement, anyone who possessed such a tuft being in no danger of 

miscarrying. Indeed, they kissed the kettle-drummer’s hand and stick and 

whatever else they could. Soon, particularly fine ditties made their 

appearance, being sung by the pilgrims in place of the old crusading songs, 

for example: 

  We’ll let the Lord know it’s a sin, 

  Kyrie eleison! – 

  That we can’t do the clergy in, 

  Kyrie eleison! – 

Then the infatuated crowd named the kettle-drummer nothing other than 

Our Lady’s Messenger, thereby lumbering Our Lady with the worst 

imaginable taste. 

 The lords at Nuremberg realised what kind of wind was blowing this 

pilgrimage, and they forbade their subjects, on pain of severe punishment, 

to run towards Niklashausen. Now when at last Bishop Rudolf, of the von 

 
283 All kinds of coin. 
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Scheerenberg family at Würzburg, heard of the continuing nugatory racket 

and the debauchery in his vicinity – for the tumult had lasted over a year by 

this time – and was informed that the kettle-drummer had called for an 

enormous assembly of the people on a Sunday, they were to come to 

Niklashausen in great numbers and bring their weapons with them, and 

then the kettle-drummer would tell them what the Mother of God 

commanded him – he probably had in mind a raid on the nearby castles 

and cloisters, or why the weapons? – then the bishop sent some 

cavalrymen and had the kettle-drummer and his advisers captured and 

brought to Würzburg before the Saturday. Now when the people appeared 

with all kinds of weapon, including flags, spears, poles, large candles – 

whatever everyone could get hold of and had at hand – and heard that Our 

Lady’s Messenger was lying in the tower at Würzburg, there was a roaring 

like a waterfall, and the whole crowd started out for Würzburg to liberate 

their dear messenger. Then the bishop’s cavalry rode towards them and the 

leaders asked what was the meaning of this procession and uproar. – The 

bishop must release Our Lady’s Messenger, if not, they would use force to 

bring him out! – The horse-soldiers said, “Go home!” – And then the 

soldiers were showered with popular invectives from the People’s Army: – 

Heretics! Priest’s slaves! Blasphemers! – and the like, translated into 

modern parlance: Mercenaries of power. Moved to impatience thereby, the 

cavalrymen gave many of them bloody heads to take away, received the 

like, and were then unable to stand the stream. Now when the rebellious 

hordes really looked set to storm the Frauenberg, Würzburg’s fortress and 

the bishop’s residential castle, the bishop had cannonballs sent whistling 
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over their heads; and in the belief that Our Lady was powerfully protecting 

them, and the cannonballs could not hit them, they pressed courageously 

forward. Then the serious dance began, with cutting, shooting, stabbing, 

riding down – for they would have it no other way –, and every tower and 

vault was filled with prisoners. And the kettle-drummer was burnt to powder 

together with several accomplices, and their ashes were strewn in the Main, 

to avert superstitious acts. The pilgrimage monies, which had been 

received and were very considerable, were divided among Würzburg, 

Mainz and Wertheim in a brotherly fashion, and so it was shared out after 

all, only not in the way the kettle-drummer had intended; and that marked 

the end of the pilgrimage of the man of Niklashausen. 

 

The Hounds of Collenberg (800) 

 Every time that some suggestion of whelps, dogs, hounds and the 

like is met in a family name, legend has sprung to creative life and spun her 

net. On the right bank of the River Main, a little way downstream from 

Wertheim, the ruins can still be seen of the castle of Collenberg. A knight of 

a rough nature once lived there, hard, avaricious, morose, and of a 

misanthropic cast of mind. His wife was all the better in her disposition, 

gentle, loving, tolerant, compliant – and in return, like many other good 

women who have such good-for-nothing husbands, she had a really bad 

time of it, especially because she did not give her husband the heir he 

wished for. Then one day a beggar-woman came to the knight. She had six 

sons, like a row of organ pipes, and all of them were as healthy and as 

rosy-cheeked as apples from Borsdorf. Now when the woman with her six 
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sons urgently entreated the knight, he grew wrathful at the sight of them 

and shouted at her: “Woman! You beg, yet you have six urchins who 

certainly don’t look hungry! It’s enough to make Hell burst! Get the hell out 

of here with your brood, and may the Devil lead htem to the gallows! I don’t 

have a single son, while you, wastrel that you are, have six greedyguts who 

idle the day away!” “Fine!” rejoined the beggar-woman, with an angry look. 

“Thank you so much, Sir Knight, for the kind wishes! I wish something for 

you too! I wish twelve boys for you at once! I wish they will eat you into 

poverty, into destitution like me – so that you will have to beg for alms 

yourself and learn how the bread of charity pleases the palate and how 

such words please the ear! It’s enough to make Hell burst!” 

 The noble lord of Collenburg was utterly thunderstruck by the 

woman’s outrageous impudence. He reached for his sword but had none 

girded on; he called for his servants, his dogs, but there were none at hand; 

and the woman and her boys had nimble legs and bare feet, with which one 

can run more easily and quickly than in boots or shoes. 

 And at the end of a year, God had blessed the wife of the Knight of 

Collenberg in the womb, and she gave birth to twelve sons at once. Then 

the knight recalled the beggarwoman’s curse, and in his avarice he grew 

mightily afraid that the dozen might eat him into poverty, so he secretly 

gave the order to take all the boys save one to the river, like hounds. But 

God would not allow this, and all happened as with the eight little boys of 

the Count of Querfurt and with the dogs of Wenkheim, with the sole 

difference that there the mother was inhumanly cruel from fear, but here the 

father was so from contemptible avarice. The boys were kept alive by God’s 
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hand and will, and when they had grown up, they came back all at once and 

were called the Rüden [hounds], and they were a manly line that consumed 

the Collenberger’s wealth and gained his estates. Afterwards, the too the 

name Rüden von Collenberg from their father’s castle. 

 

The Hostess at ‘The Goose’ (806) 

 Very close to Marienburgberg, near Würzburg, lies St. Nicholas’s 

Chapel. This is actually said to be that one which Pepin the Short founded 

after his dream. The mountain peak is called the Forest Chapel, and there 

was once a Devil’s Chapel on it, namely an inn called ‘At the Goose.’ A 

roguish hostess lived there who mixed the wine with water, although there 

is no lack of it there, and for this she was cursed by her guests so often and 

so long that the curses came true. It is long indeed since even a trace of the 

inn At the Goose could be seen, but the wicked hostess – or rather, her soul 

– knows no rest yet; she must walk, like the Arnstadt tapstress in 

Walperholz,284 and always cry: 

  “Half a measure of water to 

  Half a measure of wine, 

  Makes it somewhat paler, true, 

  But still a measure of wine.” 

And the worst thing about it is that this wandering soul can have no hope of 

deliverance until not a single innkeeper or wine-merchant in the whole 

wine-blessed land of Franconia mixes their wine with even a drop of water 

– so the poor woman will be waiting, wandering, and crying out for a long 

 
284 A reference to No. 587, ‘Voll Maß! Voll Maß!’ 
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time yet. 

 

A Statue of Christ Catches a Thief (807) 

 A thief climbed into Neumünster Church at Würzburg; he had 

observed that a statue of Christ there was decorated with a rich golden 

chain which a pious believer had offered up in fulfilment of a vow. The 

crucifix stood in a state of solemn repose, its arms tied tight in the Holy 

Rood; the eyes of the sacred body seemed to look reprovingly at the 

church-robber, but the thief was not affrighted. He approached the wooden 

statue and greedily reached out his hand for the gold chain. At that moment, 

the statue freed its arms from the Holy Rood and threw them around the 

thief’s neck, which embrace he found very oppressive. He croaked and 

choked like a fox in a trap, but nobody heard him; he whimpered, whined 

and prayed, but nobody heard that either, for the crucifix stood in the crypt 

of Neumünster Church. Finally, when the embrace became too much to 

bear, he yelled, “Murder, help, help!” – and people did hear that, and they 

found the bird, and bound him, and put him in a safe cage; but another 

wonder occurred. The arms of the statue on the Cross remained stretched 

out before its body, just as they were when they let go of the thief. And just 

so is this statue shown, and marvelled at, to this day. 

 

The Church at Haug Abbey (808) 

 For the rich abbey of Haug, close to Würzburg, a beautiful church 

was to be built. The master builder promised that it would resemble St. 

Peter’s in Rome in its interior and exteriour and would be adorned with an 
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equally magnificent cupola. Should the work miscarry, he would renounce 

all claim to payment. The master builder was a devil’s confederate, who 

was sure as could be of success, and he did successfully complete the 

construction with the Devil’s help. But precisely because he completed it, 

he fell forfeit to the Evil One, who sought to ruin him through guile, for he 

had made the condition with the master builder that the latter would be his if 

the building were successfully completed and the master builder 

nevertheless renounced his claim to payment. Now when the scaffolding 

was taken down, a thunderous cracking was heard in the vaulted cupola, 

and it seemed that the vault itself was sinking and everything was about to 

collapse. Terrified and screaming, everyone pressed towards the doors, 

and the master builder himself was so afraid for his head that he lost it on 

the spot. Dashing out of the church, he found a black horse standing ready 

saddled, hastily leapt up onto it, and galloped away, leaving his payment 

and everything else behind and thinking only of saving his skin. The horse 

ran at full gallop towards the gallows-mountain, to the place of execution 

where condemned criminals are despatched; and once it was up there, it 

threw off the master builder and changed into the Devil, who broke the 

master builder’s neck forthwith before he could say “Amen.” 

 Now there is a legend still current in Würzburg that the church for 

Haug Abbey has not been paid for to this day, and the Evil One demands a 

human life instead of interest every time repairs to the cupola are 

undertaken. So there was always one worker who had to come a cropper, 

as happened once again in the year 1827. The village of Gramschatz, not 

far from the little town of Rimpar where Wilhelm von Grunbach had his 
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stately manor house, which still stands, was a possession of the Abbey of 

Haug. A singular custom prevails there: in honour of the Holy Virgin, no field 

may be dunged on Sundays, and on St. Vitus’s Day [Veitstage], no peasant 

yokes up his oxen for fear of the umbilical worm [Veitswurm]. 

 

The Zollner of the Hallburg (815) 

 Over Volkach am Main there stood a knight’s stronghold called the 

Hallburg, and its owners called themselves Zollner [=tax-collectors]. They 

probably made quite a few collections with regard to navigation up and 

down the Main, hence their ignoble name. Not far from the castle, a very old 

but well-preserved church still stands on the Kirchberg. Once, two Zollner 

from the Hallburg, brothers, travelled to the Holy Land. One of them was 

married, the other unmarried. They fought valiantly against the Saracens 

but succumbed in battle to superior forces and were captured. For a long 

time, they wore heavy chains in a dark dungeon, and finally, as they would 

not renounce Christ, they were condemned to death. A Turkish maiden, the 

gaoler’s daughter, had a secret predilection for the Christian faith and shed 

many tears for the poor knights’ approaching death; indeed, she asked 

them to remember her in their last prayer. The knights then prayed once 

more with the utmost fervour in their dungeon, praying to the 

wonder-working Virgin on the Kirchberg in their distant homeland, and they 

did not forget the young Turkess in their prayer. Then they both fell 

peacefully asleep, and the Blessed Virgin of Kirchberg appeared to them in 

dream and beckoned to them. That same night, the forsaken lady at the 

Hallburg also dreamed that the Madonna of her church was beckoning her 
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to come close. So the lady set out the next morning to make a silent 

penitential procession to the chapel. And when she arrived there, she fund 

two men in slaves’ outfits and in chains and a young maiden in the clothes 

of the Levant sitting in slumber before the door, and one of the men was her 

husband. Her loud cry of delight wakened the sleepers; they looked around 

in amazement, not knowing where they were, until the men recognised the 

region and one of them recognised the noblewoman to be his wife, and 

they all threw themselves down before the miracle-working statue, 

worshipping with hearts full of reverent gratitude. Then the young Turkess 

became the wife of the younger Zollner of the Hallburg, after she had been 

ceremonially baptised a Christian in the same church, and a carving was 

made for the church, for eternal remembrance, which was carved by a 

skilful shepherd of that region and still exists. On it, all the people touched 

by that great miracle can be seen, in half size; the knights’ countenances 

are sorrowful, and those chains and leg irons which they wore in the 

dungeon, and which still hung upon them during their miraculous translation 

to their distant occidental homeland before falling off, are carved on the 

figures of the knights. Now if an unbeliever were to scornfully ask about the 

plausibility of such a miracle, the mouth of legend would reply to him: If the 

Devil can take Christ himself onto a high mountain-peak and carry Duke 

Henry the Lion in a journey over the sea, why should the Holy Virgin not 

have been able to perform a still greater miracle? 

 

The Woman who Rose from the Dead (818) 

 In the graveyard at Schweinfurt, there can be seen an old 
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gravestone with a lifesized image of a noble lady, who has a swaddled baby 

lying at her feet. This was the wife of the syndic Albert. People say of her 

that she died very soon and suddenly, and when her death had occurred, 

she was interred under the arch in which her family sepulchre was located. 

The husband she had left behind mourned her most sincerely. But the 

same thing that had happened to the gentleman Richmut von Andocht at 

Cologne happened to him. The gravedigger, an avaricious man, had 

noticed an expensive ring on the corpse’s finger, which he did not want to 

leave with the dead woman. He therefore set out in secret at night and 

raised the coffin lid, intending to pull the ring off the corpse’s finger – when 

she suddenly sat up straight. Terrified, the gravedigger ran away; the 

woman, in a white shroud, climbed out of her coffin, walked away, and 

came with steady steps up to her house, where she rang the bell. A maid 

looked out of the window. “Who’s there?” “It’s me, your mistress! Open up!” 

The screaming servant rushed to the master: “My mistress is down at the 

door! I know her by her voice!” The master shook his head in disbelief and 

bid his manservant take a look out. “Open for me, for God’s sake! I’m 

freezing to death!” Then the manservant also ran hurriedly to the master: “It 

is the mistress, I know her by her voice!” But the master said, “You’re fools 

and more doltish than animals! If my horses looked out the window, they’d 

answer more sensibly than you!” 

 No sooner had he said these words than a clatter and a thudding 

came up the stairs, and a stamping and trampling and neighing – it was the 

horses – entered the parlour, and they stuck their heads through the 

window, making the panes rattle and the window-hinges break, and they 
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both looked down out the window from the antechamber and neighed. Now 

the master, in alarm, had the door opened double-quick, and the half-frozen 

woman was brought to bed, where she was shortly afterwards delivered of 

a little daughter. Yet mother and baby did not live much longer, and the 

former was buried a second time, with this gravestone being placed in 

memory of both. Every year, on the first day of Easter,285 there is a proper 

pilgrimage to the graveyard, which is then gloriously decorated with 

splendid flowers, but the first thing that is shown to the children, and what 

they are all longing to see, is the woman who rose from the dead and her 

baby. 

 

The Sharp Shears (820) 

 Outside the parish-church at Münnerstadt one descries a gravestone 

on which a pair of shears are carved. The man who lies at rest under the 

gravestone was a devout tailor, who, however, found himself disturbed in 

his devotion by the Devil really too often. At those times, the latter would 

appear to him and whisper in his ear that he should throw oodles of cloth 

into the tailor’s hell, and furthermore played many insidious pranks on the 

tailor. The tormented man told his troubles to a venerable man and received 

from him the advice that he should, the next time the Devil presented 

himself, grab the shears and cut off his tail. The devout tailor decided to 

follow this advice: he sharpened his shears, and when the Devil returned, 

rip! – he clean snipped off his tail. The Devil cried, “Murder!”, took himself 

off, and henceforth left the tailor in peace. The shears were kept as an 

 
285 Easter Sunday. 
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heirloom by the family for a long time, and an image of them was carved 

into the tailor’s gravestone. Ever since that time, the Devil has had no tail. 

 The poor Devil! It is terrible what ill-treatment he has received from 

mankind, and all the things he has had ot put up with; he would have to be 

ashamed of his shadow, if he had one. He has had to say goodbye to his 

hair, horns, claws, and his fine tail, and both of his not inconsiderable ears 

were lied away long since – for does the saying not go, “He’s lying an ear 

off the Devil”? He also no longer has shoes or boots, for a great many 

people have seen him running barefoot. Consequently, he has become so 

unrecognisable that the world cannot and will not really believe in him any 

more, and it is for this very reason that today, before you can say Jack 

Robinson, there is the devil to pay, now here, now there, because he is not 

known and cannot be avoided from his appearance. 

 There are various other emblems in the church at Münnerstadt, 

among them a wolf eating a hen. This is meant to signify the 

Prince-Bishopric of Würzburg, which swallowed a good – indeed, the best – 

part of the old Countship of Henneberg, for in the entire surrounding area, 

all that was not an Imperial dominion was Hennebergian; and here we have 

confirmation, once again, that the Church has a good stomach. 

 

The Sacred Salt-Rivers and the Salzburg Castles (821) 

 In the blessed land of Franconia flows the River Saale, close to 

whose banks rich salt-springs gushed forth in the past and continue to do 

so today. Another Saale, and an incomparably mightier river at that, flows 

through the land of Thuringia, and there too rich salt-springs gave the early 
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Germanic peoples cause for bloody battles over that which is sacred to the 

gods and indispensable to men – salt. That is why the rivers were called 

Saale; the Chatti and the Hermunduri fought one another by both and the 

latter were mostly victorious, the victors sacrificing all captured men and 

horses to their gods.286 High above the banks of the Franconian Saale, a 

mighty stronghold was built, the Salzburg, which commanded the extensive 

Saalfeldgau and Grabfeldgau districts; and in this fortress, more than 

eleven hundred years ago, after the apostles of Franconia, St. Cillian, 

Totnan, and Colmán,287 had carried the cross and lamp of Christianity into 

these regions, the Thuringian Apostle, St. Boniface,288 consecrated three 

bishops and held more than one ecclesiastical council. 

 Charles Martel stayed in the old Salzburg, and an extensive forest 

nearby was called the Salzforest and was an Imperial domain. Pepin 

hunted in it, and in this Franconian Salzburg, Charlemagne received the 

envoys of the Greek Emperor Nicephorus289 from distant Byzantium, who 

brought with them the sacred body of Joseph of Arimathea, which Emperor 

Charlemagne donated to the cathedral at Aachen. The later Carolingians 

also often stayed in the Salzburg, until, in the year of Our Lord 1000, 

Emperor Otto III gave this salt palace to the Prince-Bishopric of Würzburg. 

 The springs of the River Saale in Franconia are even called 

Salzbrunnen [Salt-Spring] and Salzloch [Salt-Cave], and legend has it that 

the now small river which flows through confluences into the Main was 

 
286 In his Annals, Tacitus mentions a ‘Salt Battle’ in A.D. 58, with the captured losers being 
sacrificed to Tiu and Wotan. He does not name the river. 
287 Irish missionaries who were beheaded in Würzburg in 689. 
288 See No. 161. 
289 Pepin III ‘the Short’ (714-768); Nicephorus I (750-811). 
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navigable in former ages, and that Emperor Charlemagne came down the 

Rhine by ship from Worms, then sailed into the Main, and from the Main 

into the Saale, thus travelling by water to the Salzburg when he visited the 

castle for the first time. 

 And the tribe who had gained the victory by the Saale in Thuringia 

and remaiend in possession of the salt-springs gradually built a town and 

named it Hala, which is to say “Salt-Site,” and this name later became Halle 

in common usage. Emperor Otto II290 then expanded the town and granted 

it a town charter. Another town, Hall in Swabia, likewise takes its name from 

its salt-springs. 

 Apart from these two salt-rivers, the Saales, Germany has others 

whose name points to salt-springs: there are the Salzach and Saala and 

the Sulzbach in Austria and in Bavaria. By the Austrian Salzach likes the 

notable city of Salzburg with its magnificent fortress, and near to it lies the 

famous salt town Hallein. Another river, the Salzbach, pours into the River 

Rhine. All of these rivers and streams were sacred to our forefathers, and 

salt and bread were no less so; spilling salt was considered to be an 

unpropitious omen, vainly wasting bread to be a sin. Eating salt and bread 

with someone was a sign of peace and hospitality; indeed, there is even a 

German saying that you should not trust anyone until you have eaten a 

peck291 of salt with them, which requires a good long time of mutual 

acquaintance and cohabitation. 

 

 
290 Otto II (955-983). His son Otto III, mentioned earlier, died at an even younger age 
(980-1002). 
291 A peck is two dry gallons, a quarter of a bushel, weighing around 14 pounds. 
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Of Theres Monastery and the Grave of Adalbert the Babenberger (822) 

 Between Schweinfurt and Hassfurt there lay, many ages ago, a 

magnificent castle which belonged to Count Adalbert of Babenberg, who 

had also founded a monastery in that place, and it bore the name 

Sondernshus. This Adalbert was betrayed in a disgraceful manner by 

Bishop Hatto von Mainz, whom mice ate alive [No. 63]. Adalbert had slain 

the brother of King Louis in battle,292 and the King besieged him in his high 

fortress of Babenburg over Bamberg, and Hatto was the King’s counsellor 

and chancellor. He went up to the Babenberg as envoy and talked the 

Count into meeting the King in person, promising to bring him back to the 

castle safe and free from danger before mealtime. Now as they were 

making their way down, Hatto grew faint and complained of a ravenous 

hunger, for he had not yet broken his fast; so Adalbert invited him to turn 

back to the castle for some breakfast. Then they went down into the King’s 

camp, and the King immediately had Adalbert clapped in irons. Adalbert 

complained about the breach of faith and appealed to Hatto’s promise of 

free and safe escort back to the castle, whereupon the mendacious priest 

said: “Have I not, as promised, brought you back free from danger to your 

Babenberg before mealtime?” And then King Louis made Count Adalbert 

atone for his brother Conrad by having his head struck from his shoulders 

in the camp; others say this happened in Adalbert’s castle of Sondernshus, 

for he lies buried there. After the beheading, King Louis had Adalbert’s 

corpse thrown into the Main, and news of this quickly reaching Adalbert’s 

castle, all of his household assembled by the river, and when the body 

 
292 Both the Battle of Fritzlar, in which Conrad the Elder was killed, and Adalbert’s execution, 
took place in 906. 
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came floating along they cried out in tears, “There he is! There he is –” and 

from this, the castle and monastery were later called Theres and Theris. 

Adalbert was ceremonially laid to rest in the monastery church and a 

magnificent epitaph was mounted for him; it was on the wall, on the 

left-hand side of the High Altar, and the Count was portrayed on it in his 

armour and as large as life, standing on a lying lion, and around or under 

him are the words: In the Year of the Lord 908 (sic!) died noble Albert, 

Count of Babenberg, whose ashes are here interred, the founder of this 

monastery, a giver of rich estates, may his soul rest with the saints. Amen.” 

In a later age, the church and the monastery were built anew, and nobody 

knows what has become of the epitaph. A legend still runs that Adalbert’s 

grave is sumptuous and amply filled with treasures and has yet to be 

rediscovered. 

 Old people declare that when you stand in the gate of the monastery 

courtyard and look between two columns which form a wayside shrine, then 

you have the line and direction that leads to the grave. The old, 

double-columned wayside shrine is said to still be in existence, not far from 

the former monastery, but whether or not it is still standing on the old spot is 

not known. In the courtyard of the monastery there is a more recent 

wayside shrine: its two columns bear an image of the Crucifixion with an 

escutcheon parted per fess, in which St. Vitus and a stringed instrument 

can be seen, and which is crowned by an abbot’s mitre. The meridian runs 

directly through the columns, and whoever looks through them will be 

looking over the place where Adalbert was buried. 
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The Knight’s Chapel in Haßfurt (823) 

 At the upper end of the town Haßfurt am Main, which the railway 

now goes past, stands the Knight’s Chapel, a spacious church and a model 

of German architecture. People say that the entire nobility of Franconia had 

it built as a sepulchral chapel for their families, which is why a frieze entirely 

comprised of coats-of-arms runs around the chapel, and there is unlikely to 

be any noble line that has thrived or still thrives in Franconia whose 

coat-of-arms is not to be found here. Under the main door and over the 

entrance hall a curious stone statue can be seen, which the people of 

Haßfurt call The Emblem of the Knight’s Chapel. A naked male figure has 

his arms and legs spread out so that his limbs form the ribs of the vaulted 

arch. That is a sculpture of the Master, so runs the legend, who built the 

chapel and cheated his journeymen. It is said that he had his limbs 

stretched in this way with weights, which are also depicted on the stone 

figure. 

 One more emblem can be found on the chapel exterior on the 

left-hand side, namely a fish quite high up one of the northern pillars, 

indicating that at one time the water reached this height during a flood. 

 

The Construction of the Church at Königsberg (824) 

 On the exterior of the beautiful new parish church to Our Lady in 

Königsberg in Franconia, not far from Haßfurt, two ridiculous-looking stone 

statues can be seen. The following is told about this. The building of the 

church, begun as long ago as 1397, progressed extremely slowly and was 

spun out over sixty-seven years. The construction had been assigned to a 
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foreign master, but he left the city to work elsewhere, and was long 

admonished and urged to get the building finished; this gave rise to much 

ill-will in the city and ill speaking of the Master, and in particular, two citizens 

and members of the Council, who lived opposite the church, could not stop 

reviling the stonemason. One day, the watchmen descried a large company 

of men approaching from Haßfurt, and they blew the rams’ horns,293 for it 

seemed to them to be an enemy host intent on attacking the city. There was 

a bright gleaming and flashing from the distance in the rays of the morning 

sun, as from halberds and battle-axes. The citizens reached for their 

weapons, made ready to repulse the enemy, and sent a delegate out to 

them with the question, What did the troop want? But it was the 

commissioned stonemason with no fewer than four hundred journeymen 

whom he had brought there all together, with their tools, axes and hatches, 

polished saws and carpenter’s squares, which gleamed so brightly. And 

now the work proceeded lustily and briskly; but when it came to the 

master-builder’s ears that the two citizens had spoken so ill of him, he 

added their likenesses to the church in ludicrous representations, for they 

had judged him as foolish Philistines. 

 

The Knights of Altenstein (828) 

 In the Franconian castle of Altenstein there lived thirteen knightly 

brothers of the ancient line of the Altensteins, and they were in a feud with 

Bishop Iring von Reinstein at Würzburg. Both antagonists, the bishop and 

the knights, were bellicose and manly and did one another harm to their 

 
293 Joshua 6. 
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heart’s content; yet only twelve Altensteiners fought against Iring, for their 

thirteenth brother, called Seifried, was abroad. The bishop besieged 

Altenstein Castle but it was very strong and well fortified, and the brothers, 

with their retainers, beat off every mounted assault. So the bishop had 

recourse to the inglorious means of base guile, for he wished to subdue 

and humble the knights at any cost. He therefore offered the twelve 

brothers an amicable settlement, and they granted his wish, opened the 

secure rocky fortress to the enemy with several of his men, and entertained 

him lavishly. After the repast, the bishop went to his chamber and asked to 

speak with the brothers there and arrange an amicable treaty – but to 

speak with each one of them severally. Now the moment that one of the 

Knights of Altenstein stepped into the Bishop’s room, he was treacherously 

laid low by an unforeseen sword-stroke. Eleven brothers fell in this way, 

when the last and manliest of the knights was seized with a heavy 

foreboding. He walked in armed, saw the terrible bishop standing 

triumphant over the bodies of the murdered men, and darted at him with his 

hunting knife. But the other cutthroats had a hold of him, and he had just 

enough strength to hurl the knife, with a curse, at the bishop; yet it did not 

strike the murderer’s neck or heart, but only his nose, which was thereby 

made a little shorter. Then the brave young hero also sank down in his 

blood. The twelve knights were buried in Langheim Abbey; others say that 

only their hearts were. Visitors to the castle ruins are still shown the 

chamber in which this ghastly atrocity was perpetrated. The place where it 

happened is called Untereichelboden. 

 Seifried von Altenstein returned from foreign parts, proclaimed a new 
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feud on the Prince-Bishopric of Würzburg when he heard of the horrible 

deed, and did not rest until he was reinstated in the possession of his 

murdered brothers’ inheritance. It was he from whom the later Altersteiners 

trace their descent. People say that Seifried stayed incognito for a while 

and worked as a mason, and the three hammers in the coat-of-arms of the 

Franconian Lords of Altenstein are said to stem from this. The 

wrong-headed antiquarian pedants, who do not look at the heart of history, 

casting their eyes elsewhere, have split hairs and quibbled for a higher 

origin of the coat-of-arms, and traced the family’s said hammers from the 

Hammer of Thor, God of Thunder – the overwise fools. Old poems about 

the bishop’s terrible, bloody deed against the Altensteiners are still current, 

and they say there were not thirteen brothers but only twelve, and the 

twelfth was called Herdegen or Herieden, the same who hacked off the 

bishop’s nose. 

 In the wood near Altenstein there is a tall rock. The people of that 

area say that this rock is hollow inside and richly filled with treasures from 

primitive ages. At certain times and hours it is granted to Sunday’s children 

to find the rock-gate open or to open it with the Lucky Flower, and then rich 

and dazzling splendour meets the eye. It is curious that there is also a rock 

near Altenstein Castle in Meiningen, the Hollow Stone, and that this hollow 

is open, but the one near Altenstein in Franconia is shut. 

 

The Founding of Bamberg Cathedral (831) 

 When Baba, Henry the Fowler’s sister, lived in her high fortress in 

East Franconia, which is called Babenburg after her, she founded the city of 
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Baba am Berg, which is today’s Bamberg. This lady also laid the foundation 

of the oldest church, and while it was being built she set down a large bowl 

full of money for the day-labourers, for each one to take out his wages, as 

much as was his due; and the bowl was enchanted so that it would fill up 

with money by itself every day, and nobody could take out more money 

than he had a right to. If anyone did take out too much, his fingers began to 

burn. This powerful enchantress Baba even compelled the Devil to drag the 

pillars for the construction of the church over for her. The present cathedral 

at Bamberg was founded by Emperor Henry II and his spouse Cunigunde. 

They lived in the little cottage at the cathedral which the sexton now 

inhabits, and they were a truly pious pair who had sworn eternal chastity.294 

Nevertheless, the good Empress – certainly through no other malice than 

that of the Devil – came to be talked about and have a rather worse name 

than that one for saintliness with which she was scented only later, when 

she had reached an age that did not please her, or even when she had died. 

Malicious tongues spread rumour of a Duke, as of a handsome personal 

huntsman, which grew loud and ever louder unitl they reached the ears of 

the Emperor, and he accused his pious spouse of dishonourable conduct. 

Then Lady Cunigunde declared herself willing to prove her womanly honour 

through an ordeal, and she walked on seven red-hot ploughshares 

unscathed and undaunted, having called on God to show her innocence as 

he had shown the innocence of chaste Susanna. And as she walked over 

the red-hot ploughshares, she said: “You see, Emperor, as guilty as I am 

towards you, so am I towards all men!” And she passed the ordeal by fire 

 
294 Both Heinrich der Zweite (c.973-1024) and Kunigunde von Luxembourg (975-1040) were 
canonized (in 1147 and 1200 respectively). 
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and was exonerated with great honour, and the King and all the lords fell 

down at her feet. That is the reason why the noble lady is still to be seen 

portrayed passing the ordeal by fire in a stone relief in the East Choir 

[Georgenchor] of the cathedral. But however much a man or woman may 

exculpate themselves or be exculpated, when anyone has had the devil’s 

tongue of calumny stuck out at them, the lick sticks and sullies. And such 

was the case with the good Empress. When she came down from 

Babenberg early one morning, heading towards the cathedral she had 

jointly founded, she stepped across the River Regnitz, at the place where 

the ship’s crane is today. Behind some bushes, women were washing their 

linen in the river, and one of these women was slandering the lady 

abominably, after the way of washerwomen, loud enough for her to hear, 

and she was paralysed with horror at these words. Burning with shame, 

Cunigunde besought the Lord to prove her innocence once more; and 

going up to the castle, she present sent a basket full of delicious dishes and 

wine down to the washerwomen, who could not get over their astonishment 

at the Emperor’s graciousness, but eagerly tucked in nonetheless. However, 

when the slanderess ate and drank, she had liquid manure in her cup and 

her breadroll turned into a toad in her mouth, as did the tongues of those 

vicious boys who had spat at their father. That washer-woman never again 

passed on lying claptrap, and it would be good for many of her ilk if such 

miracles still occured every day. Then there would be such a load of toads 

that they would outweigh the stone toads in front of Bamberg Cathedral. It 

is said that these toads were alive in former days and, while the cathedral 

was being built, they destroyed by night, at the Devil’s instigation, what had 
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been built during the day.295 The people call them toads, but they were 

originally rudely carved lions from a dim and distant age. Marks similar to 

runes were discovered on the back of one. 

 

The Scales of Bamberg (833) 

 When Emperor Henry II died, his grave was prepared in the 

cathedral and his body laid in a wide sarcophagus which had room enough 

for two. Now when Cunigunde, his widow, also died many years later, she 

was meant to lie at rest beside her husband. Her body was borne to the 

cathedral in a ceremonial procession and the heavy stone lid of Henry’s 

sarcophagus was raised; inside it lay the Emperor’s body, yet uncorrupted. 

And then a loud voice was heard resounding through the cathedral nave, 

crying, “Cede, vire, virgine!” – “Make way, man, for the virgin!” – and at 

once Henry’s body moved from the right side to the left and made room for 

her, and they now lay together dead, who had never laid together in life. 

Afterwards, there was raised over the Emperor’s grave a statute of Justice 

as the ancient heathens had fashioned her, as a female divinity holding a 

pair of scales in one hand. But the tongue of these scales does not stand in 

the middle, as that of the scales of justice should, but hangs down to one 

side because nothing is perfect on Earth and earthly justice very often darts 

its tongue to one side. But the old legend tells that, when the tongue of the 

scales of Bamberg positions itself in the middle, the end of the world will be 

nigh. It is not difficult to interpret this legend. When everything on Earth 

 
295 According to the legend, they destroyed what the Master had built, his apprentice having 
sold his soul to the Devil, and were petrified after the Devil collected his due. The figures are 
badly eroded and unrecognisable. 
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shall be so perfect that even Justice and her servants always do 

righteousness and right and the scales do not turn to the left, then the world 

has truly reached perfection, the earthly kingdom is at an end, and the 

Heavenly Kingdom begins. 

 

Alberada (834) 

 In the old Gau of Banz there lived a Gaugrave of Hennebergian 

descent, who married a pious lady from the Low Country296 called Alberada. 

In her life, she was very sorely tried: the Main swallowed her growing son 

when the boy was spinning his top on the frozen river, and she also lost her 

husband. Only a single daughter remained, with the same name, Alberada, 

as her stay, her joy, her happiness. She founded the magnificent 

Benedictine Abbey at Banz, yielding a part of her extensive castle to it, and 

hoped thereby to have appeased Heaven and to conclude her days in 

peace. And this was granted her, and she lived to have the joy of seeing her 

daughter marry a Count Vohburg. But after the death of the old Gaugravine, 

the abbey she had founded fell into rapid decline; her daughter, deeply 

grieved at this, made every effort so that the godly work of her pious mother 

could continue to flourish. But she also was subjected to bitter trials by 

Heaven. Her husband fell in a battle, and she then retired with her daughter 

Hedwig to her maternal inheritance, the castle and Banz Abbey. One of her 

vassals, a Von Ratzeburg, fell passionately in love with Hedwig, and when 

the mother refused him her hand, he took her away by force. Beside herself 

with rage, the mother did as that Thuringian Sophia, the daughter of Saint 

 
296 “Niederland” – here, Lower Franconia in Bavaria. 
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Elizabeth, had done: she flung her glove up into the air and cried, “As I give 

this glove, so do I give the shameless robber to the Devil!” – and the glove 

here, as it had there, did not come back down from the skies. Von 

Ratzeburg took up position in his castle of Steglitz, harried the region, and 

pressed Banz Abbey so hard that the monks decided to make their 

departure. Then Alberada conceived a ruse. She dressed her men in 

Ratzeburg’s colours and placed them in an ambush, to lie in wait until 

Ratzeburg came out with his troop. Once he was out of sight, the men of 

Banz leapt up and ran, as in hasty flight, towards Steglitz, and when the 

castellan saw the colours of his lord’s men and heard them crying, “The 

enemy! The enemy!” he quickly lowered the drawbridge and opened the 

gate and portcullis. The intruders swiftly overmastered the castle and 

liberated Hedwig, and when Ratzeburg returned, he found, instead of his 

castle of Steglitz, a castle of rats, a nest of rats, a heap of stones. For a 

long time, the two Ladies Alberada who founded the magnificent abbey of 

Banz and brought it to florescence lived in grateful memory. 

 

The Court at Burg-Ebrach (835) 

 The curious legal customs of our ancestors always deserve attention. 

He who finds the women’s whetstone at Westhausen with its distaff-judges 

and the Stettfeld Right to Reprimand strange will likewise find strange the 

Man’s-Court at Burg-Ebrach. On Ash Wednesday every year, twelve 

maidens from the village assembled in the open country, put up a wooden 

man, clothed it like the people of Brussels have their peeing boy, and then 

accused this statue of all the wicked deeds that had been committed in the 
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village itself and the area all around over the past year. This statue 

consequently had to be a scapegoat and whipping boy for everyone. But 

because said statue was dumb, and could not defend itself against the 

stated accusations, it was appointed an advocate who vigorously defended 

and justified it. Now if complaints were brought for a stolen maidenhead, a 

breach of promise,297 and other dreadful black actions, it often came about 

that this advocate said, “No, not at all, Katie, you know this man didn’t do it, 

but another man whom you know better! Shall I say his name out loud?” 

Then the girls uttered loud shrieks, and many cried “Yes!” and others 

screeched “No!” Those who did not know it wanted to, and those who did 

know it did not want it to be known. Thus also with stolen goods, and with 

evil rumours; and it may be taken as read that the statue’s advocate had a 

sharp tongue and had to pretty much know in advance the deeds and doers 

that would crop up in the complaints; and he also had to know, when he 

named a culprit, how to cope with him before the real court. Thus did this 

peculiar court exercise a civilising influence: everyone shied away from 

doing evil because it would infallibly, and disagreeably, be made public in 

time. It was also of very little use for those people who had no clean 

consciences to prudently stay away from the Man’s-Court – they were 

named and known all the sooner. 

 Nowadays, the Man’s-Court is no longer held in the open country, 

but in coffee-circles in parlours, where the poor man, sad to say, never has 

an advocate. 

 

 
297 i.e. to marry. 
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The Linden-Wreath of Seckendorf (836) 

 Emperor Henry II had a personal huntsman called Walter, whom 

they called the “Handsome Hunter,” and he was liked not only by all the 

men and the Emperor himself, but by certain others as well.298 One day, 

the Emperor was hunting in the deep forest by the Red Main river, and 

while hotly pursuing a red deer, he startled a mighty aurochs, which 

charged bellowing at him. The Emperor thought he was done for, because 

he was no longer young, and how far advanced he was in the years of man 

he himself knew best; and he trembled for his life at the monster’s approach. 

Then Walter rushed at the aurochs and thrust his hunting spear through its 

heart, and it collapsed, giving its death-rattle; and he sounded his horn, 

whereupon the retinue, who had lost sight of their lord, came up and saw 

the dead aurochs and the frightened Emperor and the bold, fearless hunter. 

The Emperor forthwith bid him kneel down and dubbed him a knight with 

his own hand, then broke a young twig with eight leaves from a nearby 

lime-tree, bent it together into a light wreath, and said, “Let this be the 

escutcheon of your life henceforth, a glorious wreath of victory, as the prize 

for the brave act with which you saved your Emperor and Lord’s life.” Then 

the lord rode out of the forest and down toward Forchheim with his entire 

retinue and the newly-dubbed knight, and then on to Nuremberg the next 

day, where he summoned his and the Empire’s chancellor, Eberhard, and 

asked him if no knightly fief had fallen vacant. The Chancellor thereupon 

disclosed to his imperial lord that a knight by the name of Cuno, resident in 

Rangau by the River Zenn, had died without heir. He possessed a male 

 
298 i.e. by the ladies. 
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fief299 called Seckendorf, and this the Emperor gave to faithful Walter. And 

this hunter became the progenitor and first father of the house of Von 

Seckendorf, which later grew rich and had many branches dividing itself 

into no fewer than six lines, and providing the Prince-Bishopric of Eichstätt 

with a bishop. 

 

The Stolen Host (838) 

 At Eckenbütter, a butcher’s boy, having been given a large sum of 

money to buy cattle with by his master, was gambling with another, and he 

played everything away; at last, he took off his coat, severed the silver 

buttons from his waistcoat, and lost them as well. Then the thought entered 

his mind to steal the golden monstrance in St. Martin’s Church; he secretly 

broke in, took the monstrance, and ran away. On the road to Forchheim, he 

took the sacred Host out of the monstrance and threw it in among the corn 

in a field. As he walked through Forchheim looking around for a goldsmith’s 

shop, behold, the dogs stopped him, as in former days the soldiers at the 

gates of Forchheim stopped travellers, and let him go no further. Now when 

the most praiseworthy police of Forchheim took an interest in the fellow and 

found the monstrance on him, he was taken into custody. On the next 

morning, a maid was going to gather grass for the cattle when she saw 

bright lights burning in the cornfield. She approached but saw nothing; 

when she was further away again, she saw the lights again, just as this had 

happened to the seer in Frankental. She told her master and mistress about 

this vision, and the same thing happened to them. Then news of this 

 
299A fief heritable only in the male line. 
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reached the ears of priests, and they came and lifted the consecrated host; 

and on the spot where it was found, a chapel was built. As for the thief, he 

was dragged on a cowskin to the place of execution. 

 This legend is repeated in many places, in Erfurt among others, so 

exactly that there is a St. Martin’s Church there also, from which the 

monstrance is stolen – only, there are three thieves there, the Host is 

thrown into a hole, and remorse drives one of the thieves to reveal the 

crime. 

 

The Sharp Edge (839) 

 Hard by Baiersdorf, between Forchheim and Nuremberg, you can 

see, coming from Nuremberg, very close to the first town on the left, in the 

heart of the green Rednitz valley, a ruined castle grey with age, four storeys 

high and with many windows. This castle was called Scharfeneck, once 

belonged to an abbot as his summer holiday-home, and hid in its depths 

horrible dungeons in which many a prisoner languished and pined to death; 

and because these poor souls were treated so severely (scharf), the people 

called it Castle Scharfeneck, the Sharp Edge, and they still use this name. 

It is very eerie in the ruins, particularly at the noon and the midnight hours. 

Curious visitors are pelted with stones or frightened by ghostly forms, so 

the people avoid the desolate and notorious building. 

 In the War of the Margraves, when the wild Margrave of 

Brandenburg Albrecht Alcibiades300 devastated this land, he held Castle 

Scharfeneck as his property, and from it he oppressed the area around far 

 
300 This was the Second Margrave War (1552-1555), instigated by Albrecht II (1522-1557), 
Margrave of Brandenburg Kulmbach. 
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and wide. Thus he besieged Kunreuth, a castle defended by two lords of 

Egloffstein, and as they were unable to hold out, they surrendered on 

condition that the garrison be granted safe conduct, and evacuated the 

castle; but the Margrave had eighty lansquenets of the garrison seized, 

summoned the castle chaplain, and ordered him to absolve these men. 

Once this was done, he had the eighty men hanged in a long corridor of 

Castle Kunreuth, one behind the other, and so this corridor has the name, 

even today, of the Corridor of the Dead. Afterwards, the Margrave took the 

priest and had him, in like manner, hanged, from the great lime-tree in front 

of the castle, which still stands there and is called the Priest’s Lime. The 

two knights von Egloffstein, who had safely escaped, exacted a severe 

revenge on the cruel Margrave for this shameful murder; they gathered new 

forces, bided their time, and when the time was right, laid siege to Castle 

Scharfeneck, took it, and gutted it with fire, leaving not so much as a beam 

uncharred. Now the lonely stone building stands there, and “in the dreary 

window sockets – dread resides.”301 

 

The Flight of Ravens (840) 

 Sigismund von Egloffstein was an associate of the Wild Margrave 

and in his pay and service, and he brought his supreme commander a troop 

of horsemen when the latter surrounded and began to besiege Nuremberg. 

Now as Sigismund was riding along at the head of his troop in the forest 

between Erlangen and Nuremberg, a great flight of ravens appeared over 

them, and the birds flew very low and beat their wings and squawked 

 
301 “in den öden Fensterhöhlen / wohnt das Grauen,” two lines from Friedrich Schiller’s famous 
poem “Das Lied von der Glocke” (“The Song of the Bell”), published in 1799. 
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incessantly, “Go back, back, back, back, back! – Your wife is sick, sick, sick, 

sick!” This cut Egloffstein to the quick, and when he joined the Margrave, he 

told him of this and requested leave of absence to go home. But the 

Margrave laughed at him and would not let him go. Now it happened that 

the margravine soldiers and the Egloffstein horsemen, who were none of 

the best-behaved, showed the people of Nuremberg such mirrors as the 

people of Bardowick had to Duke Henry the Lion,302 and the Nurembergers, 

taking it no less amiss, poured out in force and brought about such a 

slaughter and bloodbath in the Margrave’s army and among the Egloffstein 

troops as to dash all their hopes. Now Egloffstein returned home, but he 

was, alas, too late; as with Rodenstein, his wife had died, and Egloffstein 

was likewise without an heir. He only had one brother now, who would also 

leave no heirs and was not even at home. Now when Sigismund found 

himself so alone and bereft, he felt that there was nothing to hold him in his 

homeland, and concealing his sword in a corner of the barn, he took the 

cross. After valiant fights and many years, Sigismund returned home; while 

he had been away, his brother had made himself at home in their paternal 

inheritance, yet he had not wed, and so the old line stood in danger of 

extinction. All of a sudden, a man came from the Holy Land and said, “I am 

your brother.” “Anyone could come,” said Egloffstein, “I don’t know you – 

how shall I know that you are my brother?” “You shall know me by my 

sword,” replied the homecomer, “in which our escutcheon is engravd, and 

which I hid, before I departed, in the barn at such and such a place.” “Very 

well, if it is so, then you shall be my brother,” said the Egloffstein who had 

 
302 When Henry arrived in the city, the citizens apparently mooned him. He razed the city to the 
ground in 1189.  
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been staying at home, and he had the stranger take him to the place where 

the sword was supposed to be, and behold – it really was there, and now 

seeing was believing. After this, Sigismund married again, and from him 

there descended the manly line of the Egloffsteins which gave Würzburg a 

bishop and which continues to flourish, with numerous members and in 

many castles in Upper Franconia, to this day. 

 

The Forest-Maidens (841) 

 Near the small town of Baiersdorf, between Erlangen and Forchheim, 

lies a forest, and in the forest is a spring from which, as old people relate, 

maidens of lovely figure and bearing would often come to the town. They 

attended the dances for the young folk and also delighted listeners with 

their sweet song. And of course it happened, every now and then, that a 

youth came to fall in love with these slender maidens, and that he followed 

them when they returned to the forest. Or many were also driven, by 

curiosity, to go out into the forest and espy the castle or house in which 

these Graces lived; but following their trail brought luck to no-one. The 

lovers mostly returned introspective and melancholy; one never spoke 

more, a second never laughed more, and a third fell into a heavy sickness 

of soul, from which he died. The curious ones were frightened by hideous 

forest-ghosts and their prying was rewarded with every manner of ill. It 

therefore soon became a custom for the people to warn their children not to 

go into the forest, particularly in the evening, and not to walk after a vision 

of a maiden in the forest, because it brought only ill-luck. Nowadays, the 

Forest-Maidens are seen no more, and nothing more is heard of them. 
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The Devil’s Columns (846) 

 In the old Kaiserburg at Nuremberg there is a chapel supported by 

four columns, one of which, being broken, is girt round the middle with an 

iron hoop. From the vaulting above, a priest’s face looks down; it is the 

head of the first chaplain of this castle church, who entered into a bet with 

the Devil – or vice versa, the Devil with him –, that before the priest, who 

could say mass very rapidly, could read a mass, he would bring four 

columns there from Rome, one after another. Were the Devil able to do this, 

the priest’s soul would belong to him, and if he were not able to, then the 

beautiful pillars from an ancient temple would support and adorn the 

Christian chapel. The Devil departed, and the chaplain began his mass; 

and what happened next was almost like the puppet-play, when Faust’s 

servant conjures up the furies – perlicko-perlacko!303 In a jiffy the Devil was 

gone, and in a jiffy he was back, bringing the first column. When the priest 

came to the Creed, the second column was already there, and at the 

Gospel, the third one – now speed and swiftness were of the essence. “Ite! 

missa est!”304 rang towards the Devil as he came tearing up with the fourth 

column – then the Devil cast the column from him, which split in two with a 

thunderous crack, and he left that place in some heat, for he was boiling 

from exertion and also now with anger, and he plunged into Dutzend Pond, 

where the Druden Eila lives and walks. As for the column which had burst 

 
303 Words of no clear meaning (from Old High German ‘Perlick’ meaning ‘bear-like’?) used to 
summon the Devil or evil spirits, and the name of a German academic journal on the 
Puppet-Theatre. 
304 The concluding words of Mass, meaning “Go, the Mass is ended,” or “Go, you have been 
dismissed.” 
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apart, the iron hoop was placed round it, and all four now adorned the old 

castle chapel. They are of white marble and most beautiful. The stone head 

of the rapid mass-sayer looks at them still, with quiet satisfaction. 

 

Toad Mountain (851) 

 In the district of Rottenburg, between Landshut and Abensberg, 

there lies a small church-village in Bieber Valley, called Nordholz, and close 

to it is a mountain which bears the ruins of a castle where dwelt a knightly 

house of the same name. There is something quite peculiar about this 

mountain: every year, in the month of May, it brings forth – not mice, like the 

labouring mountain in the proverb, but toads. They are vomited out in 

crowds, as from a spring, and they tumble and patter over one another in 

heaps down the mountain and rustle and scuttle in the leaves and the 

bushes. Down below there is a pond which the toads pass into, and within 

three days it is full to overflowing, and the toads run out with the water and 

pay a visit to the nearby mill, spread over the yard and garden, run into 

parlours and cellars, bedchambers, and up into the loft, and make the 

house well-nigh uninhabitable. Nobody knows why this sudden influx – the 

toads – are there, and no-one does them any harm, for – this is the most 

important thing – the more of them come, the more welcome they are, for 

they are prophetic animals, being in particular harbingers of a rich 

grain-harvest when they appear in truly great numbers, like the army-worm 

in the Thuringian Forest. After three days they disappear, without anyone 

seeing where they go; they do not go back into the mountain, which has 

received the name Toad Mountain (Krötenberg) because of this strange 
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natural phenomenon. 

 

Saint Emmeram (854) 

 What St. Sebald was for Nuremberg – a revered miracle-worker, a 

benedictory protector and celebrated holy man – St. Emmeram was all that 

for the free Imperial and Diet City of Regensburg, of which it is said that she 

has had as many churches and chapels as the year has days. Saint 

Emmeram, or Heimeram, came from Guyenne and was Bishop of Poitiers. 

The desire to convert heathens brought him to Germany, to Bavaria. In this 

land, Saint Rupert had already scattered the seeds of Christianity, but he 

had not done so throughout, and Theodo V,305 the Duke of Bavaria, asked 

Saint Emmeram to continue the godly work. Duke Theodo had a beautiful 

daughter by the name of Utha, and Utha had a lover by the name of 

Siegebald, and he was true to his name, for he soon (bald) conquered 

(gesiegt), and all too soon at that; and this caused Utha great heartache, 

and she was at a loss what to do, fearing that the fury of her father and 

brother would kill her and her lover. Then she revealed her secret to Saint 

Emmeram, and the pure, pious man had so heavenly a goodness that he 

advised her to name him as the culprit. Whether he believed that this would 

make the matter less bad for Utha and he would escape revenge, for he 

was just about to set out for Rome, or whether he yearned for an 

excruciating death, is not known. He began his journey, and Utha, in great 

fear, followed his advice. Burning with rage, Landpert, her brother, at once 

leapt onto his horse with a troop of men and pursued the pious pilgrim, 

 
305 This would have been Theodo I, d. 680. 
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catching up with him in very little time between the Inn and the Isar at the 

village of Helfenburg, where he mockingly shouted to him, “Well, good day, 

Bishop! Good day, brother-in-law!” And he had his men seize Emmeram 

forthwith, bind him to a ladder, chop off his hands and feet, cut off his nose 

and ears, gouge out his eyes, and place the maimed but still living body in 

the sun. When the terrible deed was done, two men came into sight, 

hurriedly collected the sundered limbs of the holy man and disappeared 

before the butchers’ eyes, and Wolflet approached the delusional brother 

Landpert, being an ecclesiastic to whom Emmeram had confided 

everything and foretold his death, and who had not been at hand when the 

murder was committed – although he would hardly have been able to stop it. 

Now Landpert was certainly sorry with all his heart at the precipitate and 

cruel deed, but it was over and done with, and the body was lifted and 

taken to Regensburg, where the soul flew out of the murdered man’s mouth 

like a flash of rose-red lightning and passed into Heaven. At the place of the 

murder, the ground arched up to form a green hill like a grave-mound, and 

countless miracles occurred there. The holy corpse was interred in St. 

George’s at Regensburg, and as expiation and penance for his atrocity, 

Landpert built the famous Abbey of St. Emmeram. All of this took place in 

the Year of the Lord 652, when the Agilofings still ruled in Bavaria. Whether 

the holy man’s guiltless and bloody sacrifice benefitted Princess Utha, the 

legend does not tell, but this death brought great prosperity to the city of 

Regensburg until the time of the Council at Constance and the burning of 

Hus.306 There were two ecclesiastics in Regensburg who said out loud that 

 
306 The Council was from 1414 to 1418; Hus was burned at the stake in 1415. 
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the punishment of Hus was too much. They were both seized and done to 

as Hus had been done to, and the Heretics’ Tower was built at that time. 

From then on, relates the legend, it was noticed that the city’s luck had 

perceptibly turned and entered a downward trajectory. 

 

Beautiful Mary (857) 

 As Jews had lived in Worms and in Prague even before the birth of 

Christ, so had they in Regensburg, and they were good Jews and saw the 

darkening of the sun when Christ hung on the Cross at Jerusalem307 with 

horror and dread; and their builders, who were raising a tower just at that 

time, abandoned the construction for fear and left a scaffolding beam 

standing, which was shown as an emblem of the city for many years after. 

That is why the citizens of Regensburg protected their Jews in the terrible 

time when the insane Flagellants passed through the land and Jews were 

slain here, there and everywhere. But later, when stupidity reigned, when 

Hus had been burnt at Constance and the two clerics at Regensburg, and 

the fortune of the city had turned like the reason of its people, the Jews in 

Regensburg also fared badly: they were accused of the murder of seven 

Christian children and cruelly driven out. A wooden chapel was built on the 

site of their razed synagogue and a miracle-working statue called ‘Beautiful 

Mary’ was placed inside in, and people ran to it in droves just as people had 

to the Kettle-Drummer of Niklashausen. They left house and home, work 

and business, absolutely everything to its own devices, running a distance 

of many miles barefoot, some of them stark naked like the Adamites, taking 

 
307 Luke 23:45. 
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their rakes, hatchets, dung-forks and sickles with them from the field, and 

willingly giving away their last farthing as an offering to Beautiful Mary. Now 

as such a pretty sum of money was flowing in, the Senate of Regensburg 

thought that the bishop did not need to sweep all of it into the diocesal 

moneybag, and they wanted to share the donated pennies with him, but the 

bishop was not willing to share on any account. Violent discord and strife 

flared up over this, and the upshot was that this conflict caused Beautiful 

Mary to fal into decline and the most part of the people to embrace sound 

reason and the teaching of Luther, because they finally comprehended that 

the statue of Beautiful Mary had been set up not for the sake of honouring 

God and the Gracious Virgin but only for the sake of money, and 

consequently this pilgrimage, like the one to Niklashausen and that to 

Grimmenthal, swiftly came to an end. 

 

The Fool of Passau (859) 

 At Passau, which lies close by Oberhausen at the confluence of 

three rivers, the Danube, the Inn, and the Iltz, there can be seen an 

abominably large human head carved in stone, on a wall opposite the great 

church. Its mouth is two spans wide, from which the gracefulness of the 

whole can be deduced; this is called the Fool of Passau, and it is known as 

an emblem far and wide, together with the city coat-of-arms, which is no 

less regarded in this light and depicts a flayed wolf. And the journeymen of 

Passau had a hard enough time of it whenever they went abroad, for there 

was no end of questions about the emblem of their good city. But the clever 

ones knew how to extricate themselves, for they replied as a rule to the 
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ignorant questioners that they had brought a true portrait of the Fool abroad 

with them, and the other being inclined to see this, they had him look in a 

mirror, in which he could see his fill of fools. And also, in their own city, 

when anyone was curious and, wanting to see the Fool, asked after it, they 

took him to a fountain and had him regard his own countenance in the 

surface of the water; and when they meant particularly well by him, they 

poured a dash of water over his head or pushed his face into the face in the 

water, suddenly showing him an in-your-face folly. 

 Another emblem at Passau was the Blood-Stone, on which Duke 

Otto of Bavaria had a papal legate by the name of Albert, who was hostile 

to him and had stirred the city to revolt against him, killed, flayed, and 

hacked to pieces, and the flayed wolf in the Passau city coat-of-arms is said 

to stem from this. 

 

Wolves Hanged (860) 

 Formerly, there was a singular custom, principally in Franconia and 

Bavaria, of hanging wolves on a gallows, like highwaymen. And people in 

Bavaria say of Duke Henry that he may have loved fallow deer to 

excessively and run his hounds through peasants’ fences, but with regard 

to highway robbery, he kept all the roads clear, so that merchants named 

his realm a Rose-garden whereas robbers and riders bewailed of him: No 

wolf may remain in his land and escape the halter. 

 In the summer of the year 1685, a dangerous wolf lived in the district 

of Ansbach, slaying several people, both children and adults, and it 

escaped death for a long time, for the gracious prince of the land did indeed 
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order his chief huntsman to undertake the pursuit of the wolf with the aid of 

several people, but he was ordered to take scrupulous heed that the wild 

animal came to no harm nearby. It was just like the saying: Wash my fur but 

don’t make me wet. The wolf kept on slaying and raging, and the 

country-people no longer dared go out into the fields even in broad daylight. 

Unhappily, the news also spread that the wolf was not a natural wolf at all, 

but the spirit of the mayor and treasurer of Ansbach who had died shortly 

before. At this very burial, he had leisurely watched his funeral from a 

dormer window of his house, and later in the night, the nightwatchman had 

encountered him in the form of a wolf and shrouded in a white cloth. Then it 

happened, said wolf having first shown itself at the end of July, that it lay in 

wait for two peasant-boys near the hamlet of Neuses near Windsbach on 

October 10th; but they escaped it. Whereupon it ran after a cockerel, which 

took flapping filght over an old well covered with reeds, and in leaping up at 

it, the wolf fell down into the well, where the community presently, as can be 

imagined, easily finished it off. The slain monster was brought in triumph to 

the most serene sovereign at Ansbach and then treated in the following 

manner. First of all, it was flayed, to be stuffed and adorn the Most Serene 

cabinet of curiosities as a rare example of a one-and-a-half-ells-high wolf. 

Next, a human face was made for it from paste-board, similar to its 

probable physiognomy during life, and adorned with a bearded mask, long 

and pale-greyish. Then clothes of cered linen, the pinkish colour of flesh, 

were put on it and a chestnut-brown wig was set on its head. And like this, 

Sir Isengrim was hanged on a specially erected gibbet on the so-called 

Nuremberg Mountain before Onolzbach, as a warning to everyone, be he 
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wolf, mayor, or treasurer, and as punishment for his most unseemly 

behaviour. 

 

Wolffindis (861) 

 In the district of Dingolfing, near to Markt Reisbach, there stands a 

small church dedicated to a holy maiden who became a martyress to her 

piety and chastity. Wolffindis – such was her name – was the daughter of a 

Gaugrave who resided at Castle Warth, and her heart inclined towards 

Christendom while her father was still a blind heathen. This infuriated the 

father so much that he had his daughter bound to the tails of wild oxen 

which were then whipped away. The oxen came to a halt near Reisbach, 

and at the place where the innocent girl bled to death a healing-spring 

bubbled forth. Others say that a foreign warrior had been so smitten with 

pious Wolffindis that his desire, on her unwillingness to be his, took a 

violent turn; and because he could not achieve anything, even though he 

had seized hold of her person, he tied her to his horse’s tail and dragged 

her in this cruel way to death. Near Markt Reisbach, pious Wolffindis 

breathed her last and the miracle-spring burst forth. 

 

Leuchtenberg (865) 

 Before the Bohemian Forest lies the old Landgraviate of 

Leuchtenberg,308 to which belong the castle, town, and jurisdiction. Henry 

the Fowler stayed there when he was protecting this district from the 

Hungarians and the Wends, and his daughter Jutta stayed and went 

 
308308 The Bohemian Forest is a wooded low-mountain range on the German-Czech-Austrian 
border. Leuchtenberg is in Bavaria. 
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hunting with him. Then it happened that the Princess, pursuing a slender 

hind, completely lost her father and the entire hunting-train, and she grew 

anxious, like the maiden Lorenz at Tangermünde. However, no proud red 

deer came to carry the Emperor’s daughter out of the forest; a helper did, 

nonetheless, appear for her. To her father, she was lost, and remained lost, 

for weeks, and for months, and his grief was great. In vain was the Princess 

sought throughout the wide wood; missing she remained. Many years 

passed, and one day, when the Emperor was still seeking his lost child, he 

lost his way in the late evening and ended up in a region he had never set 

foot in before. Then a comforting light shone to him from a castle on a 

mountain; he climbed up and requested admittance, and the guest was 

immediately brought before the lord and lady of the castle, a Knight 

Gebhardt and his young spouse. And behold – that same young spouse 

was the King’s daughter Jutta, whom the knight had saved from ruin in the 

forest and taken for himself as a valuable find with which he never could 

part. Then the Emperor made him a Count and gave him the name 

Leuchtenberg, in the old language Luichtenbergk, because the mountain 

had lit his way to a happy rediscovery. 

 Close to the old landgravine castle, which has long lain in ruins, an 

old tree stands alone, called the Cold Tree. Under it rests a slain knight who 

loved a lady of Leuchtenberg, but her father slew him, for the knight did not 

seem to him to be her equal in birth, and had him hastily buried under this 

tree, opposite that castle tower in which he confined his daughter to punish 

her for her love. And the daughter cursed the tree to stay eternally cold, like 

her beloved’s heart. The tower and the castle are broken, as the heart of 
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the maiden in love broke, but the tree still stands. The breeze constantly 

blows cool at its top, be it ever so hot down below; frosty showers blow 

round its branches, and its leaves shake perpetually like the leaves of the 

aspen; and it is still known today as the Cold Tree. 

 

The Phantoms of the Wild Host (869) 

 A noble knight was riding on his way along the Devil’s Wall between 

Ober-Hochstadt and Burgsalach one night when his horse began to snort 

and to kick and to cut foolish capers, for it saw something that the rider did 

not see; animals, principally horses, asses, and dogs, can see ghosts and 

spectres, as Balaam’s she-ass proved true.309 It had probably scented and 

descried the horses of Hell on which the Wild Hunt rode along. 

 In the dense forest of Harleslohe in the area of Theilenhofen and 

Rittern, all the phantoms and horrors of the Wild Host have been heard at 

night, now near, now far; indeed, a peasant encountered the Host in bright 

daylight in the form of shadows which came towards him from afar, hunters 

with boar-spears on horseback, drivers, dog-feeders with whole packs of 

hounds – but all of them in deep silence, and thus did they pass by him on 

their way to the forest. The belief holds sway there, as in Thuringia, that 

Frau Holle is the leader of the Host, she who tangles the flax of girls who 

have not finished spinning their petticoats at Christmas-time and puts a 

stinking trick inside it. 

 At Heidenheim, the toll-collector looked out his window one night 

and saw the Wild Host come rushing up from Sammenheim. Having a big 

 
309 When it saw the Angel of the Lord: Numbers 22:21-34. 
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heart in his belly, he shouted, when it was near, “Every yin o’ye gae tae the 

market-place noo! Every yin o’ye gae noo!” – Zap! He took a blow to his 

head, and when he tried to quickly draw it back, bump! The upper 

window-frame cracked, and his head hurt and would not go in, because the 

Wild Hunter had set stag’s antlers on his head. A similar experience befell a 

tower watchman at Eichstätt, in the Ostentor,310 which the Host usually 

passes through – the hole can still be seen – he also was too forward and 

looked at the phantoms, and his head swelled up so big that it could not be 

drawn back in, and his mouth became two spans wide, and when day 

dawned, he was still there looking, and the street urchins pointed up at him 

and yelled, “Hey! The Fool of Passau! The Fool of Passau!” 

 

The Mallet (874) 

 In the district of Feuchtwangen, two villages, Mosbach an der 

Görnitz and Kühnhand lie close together. In the centre of the latter hamlet 

stands a very tall fir-tree or rooster-pole [=maypole], and on this there 

hangs a rather large mallet, carved from one log, which it takes five men to 

lift. Now if a wife has a disagreement with her husband, if he scraps with or 

strikes him, the mallet is instantly taken down and hung over the husband’s 

front door. Its removal does not take place until the husband has been 

investigated by the village magistrate, in consultation with the whole 

community, to whom he presently has to pay a guilder and fifteen kreutzer 

in the inn for drinks. If the husband refuses to comply, he is punished even 

more severely. This mallet is also used in winter after a heavy snowfall to 

 
310 The East Gate – an old tower. The “hole” refers to a hole in the wall of the building. 
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clear the road to the church in Mosbach for the community of Kühnhard. 

They then take it down and cut a path with it, drawn by two or four oxen, to 

Mosbach. This mallet [Schlegel] is so famous that the village of its location 

is matter-of-factly referred to as Kühnhard am Schlegel. 

 

The Poor Soul (875) 

 The Devil had long been single, and being now a very old bachelor 

in spite of his many amorous intrigues, he at last felt the desire to get 

married, and when he had looked around the whole world, no maiden 

pleased him so well as one in Rothenburg an der Tauber, the child of a 

respectable burgher. The Devil pressed his suit properly, dazzled the 

father’s eyes with glitter and splendour, and the wedding was held in 

magnificent style. The Devil danced like a god and made goatish leaps like 

a faun, and had brought two musicians along who made mad and hellish 

music, and all was a whirl of delight. But in the end, this grew rather too wild 

for the bride’s father and gave him the shivers, so he secretly sent for his 

father confessor, and the priestly gentleman at once got wind of His 

Sulphurous Majesty and, well provided with spiritual tools, got to close grips 

with him, tormenting him with questions and sayings from the Bible, until 

the Devil, from anger, jumped – not out of his skin, but out of the house, 

leaving a diabolical stink behind; the musicians instantly followed him, and 

in place of this infernal trio the corpses of three men who had been hanged 

a few weeks before lay in the dance-hall stinking like a thousand devils. 

 So the Devil was furiously angry with Rothenburg, and he spoiled 

the good town’s Tauber wine and lay constantly in wait for the chance to 
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play pranks on them or show them his power. In the year 1522, he 

instigated the devilry against the Jews,311 and in 1525 he stirred up the 

rebellious flames of the Peasants’ War. Now one holy day, a peasant 

passed through the gateway under the main church, swearing and storming 

damnably, and he vaunted, by his poor soul, that all Princes would soon be 

bumped off, half a hundred were already dead, and the others would have 

to take to their heels, and it was time at last for the peasantry to come to 

pilot the helm of power, and government by priests and clerks absolutely 

had to stop, and it would; and if this were not true and truthful, the Devil 

might fetch him on the spot. And behold, the Devil started out of the little 

door in the gateway and clawed at the peasant, who fought and thrashed 

with his arms, although the gateway was barely broad enough for him, and 

threw him high up against the wall. The body fell back down stone-dead, 

like a sack of nuts, but on the wall there still hung the poor soul of the 

peasant, who had sworn it away, and it hangs there to this day, you can see 

it with your own eyes. It is brown in colour and speckled with black marks 

like a river-trout. It is the only human soul that is visible. 

 

Joy Alley (876) 

 Wine is grown at Rothenburg an der Tauber too, but it is not 

universally praised. Once Tilly312 was there, whom the Town Council 

wished to do honour, so they gave him a splendid feast at the Town Hall 

 
311 In 1520, Jews were expelled from Rothenburg by the Town Council. They had also been 
banished in 1397, and the Jewish community there was exterminated in 1298 and 1349. Not 
until 1875 were they reestablished in the town. 
312 General Tilly, one of the leading Catholic commanders in the Thirty Years’ War, notorious for 
the sack of Magdeburg, captured Rothenburg in 1631. 
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and placed their best wine before him. But Tilly’s old soldier’s gullet did not 

at all relish this wine – it tasted like Thuringian wine – and the commander 

pulled a wry face and furrowed his brow and cried, “You men of Rothenburg, 

may you come down with the clap for your acidic avenger! One of you must 

empty a tankard of it in one draught right now, or I’ll have the Master 

Executioner strike off your gentlemanly heads all and severally!” The 

executioner was fetched forthwith, and the poor councillors trembled and 

turned now pale, now red, for Death was knocking at their door. How would 

it be possible to get down so much of the wine they had made, so quickly? 

Was it not also an executioner, whose sharpness threatened the stomach 

as the real executioner’s sword threatened the neck? But – dulce et 

decorum est pro patria mori – a hero’s heart was found in the breast of a 

young councillor; he had studied in Würzburg and had no lack of belief in 

his ability. He took the full tankard, raised it, and drank it down to the very 

last drop. The councillors could not watch this without a shudder, and Tilly 

stroked his moustache and smiled – which was no common occurrence 

with him. The Council of Rothenburg was saved. Tilly was given other wine, 

the executioner was led back to his house by minstrels, and because this 

was the first joyful sign, the alley in which he lived was given the name Joy 

Alley, which it has to this day. The young martyr for his hometown stayed 

alive and subsequently received a very fine present of Tauber wine for his 

delight from the grateful Council, but never again did he down so large a 

measure in one go. 

 

A Children’s Pilgrimage (879) 
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 In the year 1448 it so happened at Schwäbisch-Hall on the Thursday 

after Easter that an obsessive desire suddenly came over the boys to go on 

pilgrimage to Mont St. Michel in Normandy, and they departed all at once, 

to the number of two hundred, against their parents’ will, for this desire 

swiftly and suddenly aroused them to action and they would not be 

prevented, even by their own mothers; and for those who were forcibly held 

back, death soon ensued. It was certainly, as an old chronicle writer notes, 

a strange and singular enthusiasm. As the boys would not be deterred from 

their purpose, the Town Council, concerned for the well-being of the town’s 

children, gave them a schoolmaster and a donkey for escort, that no ill 

befall them. In such good company, it is likely that the long journey and 

pilgrimage proceeded safely. After they had gone, there came a great 

plague, and it was perhaps the Hand of God that gave the children a sign to 

escape this. It was no small miracle that these boys wished to go, and went, 

so far abroad, when there was, after all, an enormous number of greatly 

renowned places of pilgrimage in Swabia, as in neighbouring Franconia 

and Bavaria. 

 

The Three Strange Saints (882) 

 The Fourteen Holy Helpers had a lasting altar in the Pilgrimage 

Church at Enslingen, which contained two other altars, one in honour of 

Saint Guntheri Victoris, the other dedicated to Saint Quirinus.313 For the 

peasants, these saints’ names were difficult to remember and to say, so 

 
313 The church is St. Bricchiuskirche. There was one altar dedicated to the Fourteen Holy 
Helpers and another altar dedicated to Saints Gunther [of Bohemia], Victor [of Marseille?], and 
Quirinus [of Neuss]. 
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they called them Saint Gunther, Victor, and Quitter, and those of a yet ruder 

understanding called them The Three Singular or Strange Saints. Now 

when a pilgrimage to Enslingen took place in 1497, the pilgrims found no 

other decorative statuary than three small, white alabaster figurines, 

whereas there was a large panel with a painting of the Fourteen Holy 

Helpers, and so they paid no heed to the unadorned altars but offered 

sacrifices to the Fourteen Holy Helpers. The Three Strange Saints were 

thus shoved under a bench and forgotten; they live on only in proverbial 

speech, when people tend to say of someone whose behaviour is as little 

comprehensible to them as those figurines were to the pilgrims: That is a 

singular (or a strange) saint. After the Peasants’ Revolt, the Pilgrimage 

Church at Enslingen was one of those closed, and nobody was admitted 

any more. The famous pilgrimage to Mount Wurmling, along with many 

others, shared the same fate. 

 

Regiswindis (883) 

 Two leagues up the Neckar from Heilbronn lies the town of Lauffen, 

with a formerly famous monastery. Its name is said to be taken from the 

rapid course [Lauf] of the Neckar as it flows past. In the year 814, a bold 

knight from the Nordgau by the name of Ernst received this ground and 

land as a gift, and his wife Frideburg gave him a baby daughter who was 

named Regiswindis. The baby was given a wet-nurse, who was the sister of 

one of Knight Ernst’s liegemen, and ill-luck would have it that this servant 

was at one time severely handled by his lord on account of his bad 

behaviour. Now when he told his grievance to his sister, she was moved to 



659 

 

such anger that she decided to take revenge on the innocent baby, her 

suckling; and seizing the opportunity when her master and mistress were 

out on an excursion, she wrung the baby’s neck and threw her into the 

Neckar. However, the river did not bear little Regiswindis away from that 

place, but deposited her on a nearby holm, and so the monstrous deed was 

soon discovered. Knight Ernst had the wet-nurse walled up in a tower by 

the Neckar where she starved to death, and the Pope canonised the 

murdered baby. To honour the smallest of all the saints, a church was now 

built to which so many pilgrimages took place that people called it 

Heiligreich or Kirchreich. Inside it, the silver-coffin of Regiswindis was 

placed in a beautiful cenotaph behind the altar; and the little saint’s 

yearday314 being celebrated on July 15th, the custom arose of changing 

one’s servants on this day, that those faithless servants not be forgotten. 

 

Wives’ Fidelity (887) 

 Over the little town of Weinsberg lies a ruined castle, commonly 

called Weibertreue (Wives’ Fidelity), and the legend about it is one of the 

most well-known in all German districts. It happened in the Year of the Lord 

1140 that King Conrad III of Hohenstaufen besieged the town of Weinsberg 

on the Neckar, which appertained to Duke Welf of Bavaria. King Conrad of 

Swabia had been born in Waiblingen and was called the Waiblinger by his 

soldiers, while the Duke of Bavaria, Conrad’s enemy, was called Welf, and 

from these arose the battle cries: “Onward Welf! Onward Weibling!” Later, 

Italian troops romanised these into Guelf and Ghibelline, and that is the 

 
314 “Jahrtag” – the anniversary of the date of death. 
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origin of the denominations Guelfs and Ghibellines. Now as Welf had lost a 

battle near Waiblingen, he threw himself with his men into Weinsberg 

Castle, but being unable to stand a long siege, he had to sue for mercy. The 

Emperor, in response to pressing pleas, had granted the women the right of 

safe passage, allowing each one of them to carry as much of her treasure 

with her as she was able; the men, however, were all to be put to the sword. 

But the women gave more thought to the loyalty they owed their husbands 

than to saving and hiding their chattels, and each one took her husband on 

her back, and Duchess Jutta went down the mountain first with her 

husband Welf, and the others followed in a long column. The Emperor was 

immensely pleased at this, and he pardoned the men also, although his 

brother, Duke Frederick, raised objections and held no good opinion of 

such mercy. But the Emperor replied to him, “Regium verbum non decere 

immutari” – the word of a King must be immutable. When the Florentine 

Prince Lorenzo da Medici, at a time when he was sick, read of this 

occurrence in his bed, he laughed himself back to health, so delighted was 

he by this faithful German earnestness, which he certainly did not take to 

be a joke as Germans themselves have done, who have wished to deny 

this fine female deed or mock it out of history. 

 This legend of wives’ fidelity, which name was carried over to 

Weinsberg Castle by the people in time out of mind, finds its echo in more 

than one place in German lands, even if only one woman does what was 

here done by many. In Saxony, a knight von Staupitz, who was feuding with 

a knight von Beerwalde, won from him the castle of Kriebstein, threw 

himself into it with his men, and defended himself doughtily when Frederick 
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the Belligerent,315 the first Elector of Saxony and liege-lord of both knights, 

besieged Kriebstein after the ousted Beerwalder had appealed for his help. 

And when the castle could hold out no longer, the Lady of Staupitz 

besought safe passage with her marriage portion, and the Elector granted 

her this, as much as she could carry. And so she carried her husband down 

on her shoulders as the best possession that she had acquired by marriage, 

and Elector Frederick expressed the same sentiment that Conrad III had  

uttered: “If loyalty no longer counts for anything with a Prince, for whom can 

it hold any value?” This took place in the year 1415. 

 The same spirit of fidelity lived in the Princess who desired safe 

passage for herself and her possessions of King Grünewald316 and carried 

her father from that place, and in Swabia itself it happened in 1499 that the 

Baroness von Thengen at Castle Rosenegg in Hegau, not far from 

Hohentwiel, demonstrated just such fidelity to her husband in the Swabian 

War.317 

 

The Maiden’s Grave (890) 

 Below Hornberg Castle, which once belonged to the worthy knight 

Götz von Berlichingen and is now the property of the Barons of 

Gremmingen-Guttenberg, a rock-grotto is shown into which a maiden fled 

in past times who was grievously tormented by her stepmother. The maid 

lived and dwelt in this grotto for seven years and a hind was her nourisher, 

like the one of pious Genoveva. When the maiden had died, the faithful 

 
315 Friedrich der Streitbare (1370-1428). 
316 This refers to legend No. 380 (‘Die Königstochter’), which is not translated here. 
317 A nine-month war in 1499, in which the Swiss Confederacy defeated the House of Habsburg. 
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hind carried her to the Church of St. Michael in the vicinity of the little village 

of Wolkenhausen, where her burial took place, and pilgrims then began to 

visit. Other people tell this legend differently. A heathen youth was in love 

with a Christian maiden, and when her attempts to win him over to the 

Christian faith proved unsuccessful, she fled into the wilderness and ended 

her days in this grotto in pious solitude, where a hind nourished her and a 

stag carried her on its back. She wrote of her lot in the bark of the trees, 

and when she had passed away, the stag dug a grave for her. Some time 

later, that heathen youth was pursuing the noble game when the stag flew 

to the maiden’s grave. Then the youth read about his beloved’s fate on the 

trees, and he renounced heathendom; and after having himself baptised, 

he built a hermit’s cell for himself at the maiden’s grave and served the Lord 

exclusively with prayer and pious works. When he had become old and 

weak, a pilgrim came to him one evening and craved admission, which the 

pious man willingly granted before continuing his prayer. Then the pilgrim 

changed into the figure of Michael, the holy Archangel, and said, “You have 

overcome Satan as I did, now enter into the kingdom of glory and peace!” 

And the Angel kissed the old man’s life from his lips. Afterwards, the Church 

of St. Michael was founded there. 

 

Notburga (891) 

 Closely related to the previous legend is that of Saint Notburga, to 

whom a chapel was built in the little village of Hochhausen. Notburga was 

the daughter of Dagobert, King of the Franks, who, defending his kingdom 

against the Wends, had pitched camp on the Hornberg (others say, near 
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Mosbach). Then Samo, commander of the heathens, came and solicited 

the Christian maiden’s hand, and promised to withdraw with his people if he 

were given it. Now consent was given to the heathen’s request, but 

Notburga stubbornly refused to be his, and when she was threatened in the 

most violent terms, she ran away and hid in a cave on the far bank of the 

Neckar. A hind followed her and nourished her, but her father’s cook 

followed the hind and found Notburga’s place of refuge, and he reported its 

location to her father. Dagobert now came in person and tried to pull his 

daughter out of the grotto by the arm, but her arm came off in his hand, and 

Dagobert withdrew, horrified. A snake came to Notburga bearing a healing 

herb in its mouth which healed her wound directly, and Dagobert departed 

that place. But the people flocked to the holy anchoress and she taught 

them agriculture and viniculture and the gentle arts of peace. Finally, 

Notburga died, revered as a saint by everyone in the region, and before her 

death, she commanded that her body be driven into the fields on a cart 

pulled by bulls, as Saint Sebaldus had done [No. 845], and Saint Stilla, and 

where the oxen came to a halt with the hearse, there was she to be buried. 

This was done, and the little church at Hochhausen was built, and in the 

grotto a stone statue of Notburga was erected holding the snake with the 

healing herb in her right hand, missing her left hand, and with her head 

adorned by a crown. 

 An extraordinary proclivity for grottoes must have indwelt the 

maidens of this region, unless the one and the same legend was reborn in 

manifold varying forms, for there is another legend about a daughter of the 

Count of Hornberg, Minna, who secretly loved and promised herself to a 
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knight by the name of Edelmut, and she fled from her parental house to 

avoid being betrothed to another knight whom she could not love. And she 

saild down the Neckar in a barque at night with a trusted waiting-woman, 

with whom she hid herself in a rocky grotto for seven years, until poor 

Minna pined away in yearning, unsatisfied love, for her Edelmut was 

fighting in the Holy Land against the Saracens. Now when he finally 

returned home and sought his beloved, he found only the mourning servant 

still alive, and he built a castle to which he gave the double-meaning name 

of Minneburg.318 

 But with regard to Saint Notburga, there is also a legend about her in 

Tyrol, in the lower Inn Valley. She is said to have served as a pious maid at 

Castle Rottenburg, and when she died, angels bore her soul to Heaven. 

Oxen pulled her corpse there also, and when they walked over the Inn, the 

river’s waves, usually loud and roaring, murmured very quietly. She lies at 

rest there in the Chapel of Saint Ruprecht. 

 

The Raven at Stolzeneck (892) 

 There are many legends about the castle ruins of Stolzeneck. A 

knight, the possessor of the castle, went to the Holy Land to fight the 

infidels, and he left his only sister, a blooming maiden, alone at his castle 

under the protection of several faithful servants, where she passed her 

days peaceably and tranquilly. More than a year later, there appeared at 

Stolzeneck, as a guest, a neighbouring knight, who fell violently in love with 

the girl and made her an offer of marriage, but she was unable to love him 

 
318 A pun on her name and the word “Minne” which means “love.” 
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and turned him down. Her darling, and her diversion, was a tame raven 

which she had brought up, which called her name, and was always about 

her. It did not take long for the importunate suitor to come back and press 

his suit anew, but the girl rejected his offer of marriage even more harshly 

than on the previous occasion. Then he swore, in vehement rage, the most 

furious revenge on her, and but little time elapsed before he laid siege to 

the castle, which did not have anywhere near the garrison necessary to 

withstand an attack, and he had all of the girl’s servants – indeed, apart 

from the girl, anything and everything alive in the castle – murdered, and 

the raven only barely escaped, quickly flying out the window as the tartar 

swung his sword at him. The knight had the unhappy girl thrown into the 

tower, and he swore that she would perish from hunger and thirst in there if 

she did not grant his suit. Every day he appeared before the bars of her 

dungeon, which looked towards the castle yard, and asked if she would 

accept him now. However, although he had neither drink nor food given to 

her, she yet stayed alive and always possessed sufficient strength to call up 

a ”No!” to him. This was because the faithful raven brought her, during the 

night, berries, fruits, and small loaves which he and his brothers had carried 

off from the bakers in the neighbourhood; and this lasted a long, long time, 

and then her brother returned home from his crusade. Astounded and 

appalled, he found his castle open, unguarded, devastated, his servants 

gone, his sister nowhere to be seen, and nothing but swarms of ravens on 

the trees and the ruinous rooves. And then, as he walked across the castle 

yard and cried out, “Sister! O my dear sister! Where can I find you?” a 

plaintive sound from a deep place met his ear, and he rushed to the bars 
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and heard about the terrible events from the mouth of his imprisoned sister. 

Meanwhile, the cruel and inhuman suitor came racing up, enraged at 

seeing a stranger at the bars and his infamous deed discovered, and he 

would have run his sword through the stranger had the girl’s raven not flown 

at him with a screech and pecked at his eyes; and all around, the ravens 

screeched and flew over like a black cloud and beat with their wings, and 

clawed at him, and pecked his eyes out of his head, making him crash 

senseless to the ground, and the Knight of Stolzeneck ran his sword 

through his heart and freed his sister. 

 Afterwards, the ravens ate the dead man, and his bones were 

roughly buried in unconsecrated ground. A statue of the faithful raven was 

carved out in stone for eternal remembrance and was kept in an arch of the 

castle until recent times. 

 

The Line of the Landschaden (893) 

 Four castles rise up high over the Neckar Valley near 

Neckarsteinach, one of which has the name Schadeck, called just The 

Swallows’ Nest by the people, and all of them belonged to a knightly family 

which also ruled over the little town and had long borne the name 

Landschaden [Harm to the Land] with not the greatest glory. One of the line, 

Bligger der Landschade, defied even the emperor Rudolf von Habsburg in 

his inaccessible fortress. His son was better, yet no less brave, than his 

father. To expiate his father’s evil deeds, he went on crusade, helped to 

besiege and conquer Smyrna in the far East, cut off the Sultan’s head with 

his own hand, as Judith did to Holofernes, having crept into his camp in 
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disguise, and brought the valuable head into the Christian camp. Then the 

Emperor changed the brave knight’s injurious name into a name of honou, 

included the heathen’s crowned head in his escutcheon, and enfeoffed him 

with all of his father’s castles and the entire rich inheritance. Long did his 

line continue to flourish, and those who had previously been the land’s 

scourge often proved a blessing to it subsequently. 

 

Blower the Ghost (899) 

 The parsonage at Eiseingen was a real haunted house for a while. In 

the first place, a ghost dwelt there who had the bad habit of blowing in 

people’s faces in the evening, right after the sun had gone down, without 

giving any other indication of his presence; and he was known by the name 

of Blower by the master and mistress as well as the servants. At oen time, 

the priest was given a cow, but no sooner was the animal in the stable than 

it bellowed incessantly, refused to eat, and was so unruly that the priest had 

to sell it, whereupon it behaved very well and thrived. It was Blower who 

had tormented with poor cow. The poultry also did not thrive, but screamed 

their lungs out. This lasted a long time and there was no help for it, until in 

the end Blower stopped, of his own accord, practising his wicked roguery 

on men and beasts and left the parsonage, nobody knew how. 

 That was one ghost, but now another one haunted the house, who 

did not have an airy nature like Blower but rather a ponderous one. It crept 

and shuffled through the house with such heavy steps that the beams 

creaked, and it gave dismal groans without ever showing itself to view. In 

this way did it pass through all the rooms, over all the stairs and even 
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through the stables. It had no name but seemed to be bearing some 

inexpressible agony. This was Number Two; but now there also came a 

white nun, who appeared visibly, always floating towards the stable and 

vanishing there. Now as it is not good for man to be alone, and this may 

hold true for ghosts as well, so a snake also appeared with a bunch of keys 

in its mouth, and a ghostly turkey-cock, and the two of them headed for the 

stable, sometimes as a trio with the nun, where they vanished. Once, a 

maid plucked up courage, urged on by the priest, and followed the nun, 

who kept beckoning to her, and walked after her with a light into the dark 

stable. In there, the nun pointed to a corner and vanished. On the next day, 

the corner was dug up, a large stone was raised, and under it a copper pot 

was found containing the bones of two nun’s children. There were buried in 

the churchyard at the place where old holy water is poured out, and the nun 

and the snake did not return. Only the figure of the turkey-cock still 

appeared at times in the parsonage as a roast consistory-bird, when there 

was a parochial visitation or a church dedication festival, just as with Major 

Eckart at Gotha [No. 601]. 

 

The Devil in Schiltach (901) 

 Schiltach, a small border-town in the Black Forest in Baden, was the 

scene of a most curious adventure in the year 1533, the leading part of 

which was played by the evil Arch-Adventurer, the Devil. He nestled himself 

in the Town Hall tavern like a kobold, made indecorous remarks, yet without 

being visible, slammed doors open and shut, drummed and piped, clanged 

and banged, whispered and murmured, and scared the bejesus out of the 
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Town Hall innkeeper, a widower, with his diabolical din. When day had 

dawned, the innkeeper sent for the Senate Assessor and the pastors of 

Schenkenzell and Schiltach, and they tried to exorcise the unclean spirit, 

but he subjected them to all kinds of uncouth abuse, accused them of 

indecent acts, and swore to burn down the Mayor’s house over his head. 

The entire population ran thither and listened along to the Devil’s infernal 

bawling, which conssted of all kinds of alley songs and flippant ditties. The 

Devil gave no rest and no peace in the night either, but positioned himself 

on the balcony and piped and drummed every march and monotonous air 

until the sun shone bright, and through the livelong day, and he declared 

that the innkeeper’s maid was his favourite paramour. She had always 

been deemed to be a respectable woman; now, the innkeeper bade her 

pack her things and get out the house, and the maid left Schiltach in anger 

and with howls and cries, and went up the mountain, along the footpath 

towards Hinter-Aichhalden, and a tall black man was seen standing near 

her up there, and then all was silent; the racket had ceased. The maid had 

gone over Aichhalden and Waldmößingen towards Oberndorf, which was 

her hometown. Who was happier than the innkeeper? There he was, 

thinking a hare had licked him,319 when, fourteen days later, on Maundy 

Thursday, all Hell (well, the Devil) broke loose and made abominable music, 

and when a large crowd had assembled, including people from 

neighbouring villages, the Devil, still invisible, cried to them to hop it, for this 

miserable dump was about to burn down to its foundations. And then, up on 

the Schlossberg, the black man was seen again, with three women by him, 

 
319 Being licked by a hare was believed to be lucky. – Jacob Grimm, Deutsche Mythologie 4th ed. 
(Berlin 1876, II:944), citing the novel Die kluge Trödelfrau by E.I.C.P.N. (1682). 
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and suddenly the innkeeper’s hayloft was blazing brightly, and the fire flew 

like a dragon from roof to roof setting everything alight, and within an hour 

the Town Hall and twenty-six of the town’s best houses lay in ashes. After 

the fire, the expelled maid was arrested, and she had to confess that she 

was the Devil’s paramour, that she had overturned and spilled a kettle on 

the roof at his behest – a confession which led to her being burned alive. A 

memorial stone was fitted into the rebuilt Town Hall with the inscription: IV 

Idus Aprilis conflagravit Oppidum Diabolus MDXXXIII.320 

 

The Falkensteiner (906) 

 In Kinzig Valley there dwelt a knight, called Kuno von Stein, who 

went to the Holy Land, yet with the intention of being back home within a 

year, and he told this to his wife, adding that if he were not home again after 

a year had passed she should not wait for him any longer. If his words were 

in earnest, then he reckoned without his host from the outset, for in those 

days one could not travel to Palestine and back so quickly. By the worst of 

luck, the worthy knight was captured by the Saracens, and he had to draw 

the plough, like the husband of that faithful wife Florentina [No. 87]. Then it 

happened to him as to the noble Möringer [No. 959], he heard a voice – 

except that it was no angel’s voice – which whispered to him that his wife 

was planning to take another husband, and this was greatly upsetting to 

him. And a little mannikin came to him in his bedchamber and offered to 

take him to Swabia as Duke Henry the Lion had been taken to Brunswick 

[No. 312], that is to say, on a lion, and this without any remuneration, on the 

 
320 “On the fourth Ides of April [April 10th] the Devil set the town ablaze. 1533.” 
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sole condition that he not fall asleep on the lion’s back. Now as there was 

no other way available that led homewards more quickly than the one 

offered, so the knight von Stein made a pact with the mannikin, and he 

gave it in writing – written with his blood – that he should and would belong 

to the mannikin body and soul only in the case of his falling asleep. Now the 

lion-ride through the air went ahead, and was not short, and sleep swept 

powerfully over the knight, pressing on his eyelids with iron wings. He was 

just nodding off when he received something in his face, like a slap, but it 

was only the beat of a white falcon’s wing; the bird flew over him and 

encouraged him, and the falcon did this whenever the knight could no 

longer resist the onrush of sleep, until dawn broke and the knight caught 

sight of his castle of Stein, and soon afterwards the cocks crowed in the 

castle yard. Then a thunderbolt crashed, and the lion threw the knight off in 

the yard and disappeared with a roar, and the knight’s pact fluttered, all torn, 

through the air into his hand. But on the highest tower-battlement the white 

falcon sat and screeched and spread its wings towards the rising sun. Then 

the Knight cried his gratitude up to the falcon and subsequently set its 

image in his escutcheon and no longer called himself a Herr von Stein but a 

Herr von Falkenstein [falcon-stone]. Whether he arrived at his wife’s 

wedding to another man in good time to prevent her, and whether she had 

great joy of this or not, the legend has nothing definite to report. 

 

Lady Wendilgard (908) 

 At Buchhorn,321 by Lake Constance, there dwelt in days gone by a 

 
321 Now called Friedrichshafen. 
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Count and Lord in Linzgau, called Udalrich, who was a descendant of 

Charlemagne and married a granddaughter of Henry the Fowler, a born 

Countess von Eberstein. Then began the ruinous invasions by the Huns, 

against whom it was imperative to fight. And so Count Udalrich joined the 

army entering the field against the Huns and did not return, and as his wife 

Wendilgard waited for him in vain and did not show any inclination, as the 

wives of Emperor Charles and of Henry the Lion and of the noble Möringer 

and of the Herr von Falkenstein and others, to tie the knot with another man, 

so she entered a convent, in which she took the vow of solitary life, served 

God devoutly, and left this convent only once a year, on the day on which 

her husband had parted from her, to observe his annual memorial obit in 

Buchhorn with readings of mass, penance and prayer, and the distribution 

of alms. At such times, she was invariably no less crowded around than 

Saint Elizabeth, and on one occasion there was a real old creeping Jesus 

among the crowd, of the type, so it seemed, who take your hand when you 

give them a finger – but he was actually even worse than this, for Lady 

Wendilgard offered no finger at all to the old man, and yet he took all of her 

hand and pressed it firmly, and once he had pressed her hand, he slipped 

his arm around the pious lady and clasped her tightly to him. At this, the 

good Lady Wendilgard cried out some little, unwilling to tolerate so 

importunate an embrace, and those around her also cried out and were 

likewise unwilling to tolerate it; but the old man, now that he was holding her, 

wanted to hug her too, for holding and hugging are two things of one 

moment, according to the saying – and then the old man kissed Lady 

Wendilgard, who was also no spring chicken by this time, right on the 
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mouth. This occasioned great horror and hostility, and the Countess’s 

followers would have made the old man pay for this tenderness with their 

fists and quash his unbecoming love, but he fended them all off and 

exclaimed, laughing, “Oh, don’t hit me, I’ve had my share of beatings, 

enough to make me, I clearly perceive, unrecognisable to all of you. I am 

Udalrich, your lord and master!” Then the joy of all was great, but that of 

Lady Wendilgard was greatest, and she hurriedly renounced the vow of 

solitary life, and Bishop Solomon of Constance pronounced her free and 

quit of it, acting like a true Solomon, and straight afterwards he confirmed 

her new marriage-bond with her returned husband, and there was great 

delight and happiness of heart all around. 

 

Saint Meinrad322 (909) 

 In the time of Emperor Charlemagne there was a Count in Sülichgau 

by the name of Berthold who settled his children in monasteries any which 

way he could. He then became father to another little son, named 

Meginhard, or Meinrad, whom his parents gave to the care to Abbot Hatto 

on the island of Reichenau on Lake Constance at an early age. Later, 

however, Meinrad withdrew into a desolate wilderness, into a barren waste 

on Mount Etzel,323 where he built a hermitage; and in this he served God 

with prayer and fasting for seven years. Now when many people, drawn by 

his reputation for extreme piety, came to visit him, he departed from that 

place and moved into an even darker forest, taking with him nothing but 

several holy books, where he built a small chapel and lived a godly life 

 
322 c.797-861, known as the Martyr of Hospitality. 
323 On the south side of Lake Zürich. 
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therein. The holy man had remained in this hermitage for some twenty-six 

years, not without many kinds of temptation and enticement from the Devil, 

when the Evil One moved two wicked robbers to seek him out in the hope 

of finding treasure at the holy man’s, and with the intention of murdering 

and robbing him. Pious Meinrad received the men cordially, but two young 

ravens he had raised screeched repeatedly and flew at the murderers’ 

faces. But it had already been revealed to Meinrad, in a vision sent from 

Heaven, that he was fated to die at these murderers’ hands. And 

miraculous signs accompanied the atrocious murder – for as his senses 

were growing dim, he called out imploringly for light, and suddenly a 

brightness, pervaded with an exquisite aroma, flooded the cell and the 

forest. When pious Meinrad breathed out his soul and called upon his 

ravens to stand witness to this monstrous deed, the murderers fled in terror; 

and behold, the ravens followed them, squawking and continually darting at 

their heads. And when the murderers came to Wollerau, the ravens saw a 

carpenter who knew them, for he had built the cell for Meinrad, and the Holy 

Man was his good friend. He became suspicious, and bidding his brother 

follow the murderers, he hurried to the hermitage. He scented the sweet 

aroma that suffused the forest, and found the exanimated body with 

candles burning beside it, lit by the hands of angels. And afterwards, the 

abominable deed came completely to light, and the ravens did not leave the 

murderers, or their place of execution, until they had been broken on the 

wheel, and burnt, and their ashes strewn into the river, like those of the 

Kettle-Drummer of Niklashausen [No. 798]. All of this happened in the year 

863 after the birth of Christ, and the Holy Man’s innards were buried on the 
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Etzel, his body in the House of God at Einsiedeln, which arose on the site of 

Saint Meinrad’s chapel and grew to great fame; and astonishing miracles 

took place there. 

 

The Hohenzollers’ Hunter (912) 

 One of the old Hohenzoller Counts, Frederick, also called the 

Black,324 had a hunter who was no good ’un but rather had a mind for evil 

arts and Devil’s tricks, and was much more inclined to serve Satan than his 

pious master, just like that Lord of Wangenheim’s hunter who wished to 

follow the Wild Huntsman [No. 450], or that sinful Freeshooter in the land of 

Dithmarschen [No. 176]. Now the Count of Hohenzollern’s hunter was 

likewise easily beguiled by an unknown huntsman in green, whom he 

rencountered at a crossroads in the depths of the forest, to fire a godless 

shot and therewith attain possession of all the infernal huntsman’s arts in 

existence. Near the old Chapel of the Holy Cross not far from Hechingen, 

there was a wayside shrine with a crucifix, and the hunter levelled his 

crossbow at it, meaning to pierce it with three bolts; if he succeeded, the 

Evil One and Night Hunter would bless every one of his arrows so that 

every shot would find its mark. And his aim was good, and he struck the 

statue of the Lord on the Cross right in the side, where the captain’s spear 

had pierced Him. And drops of blood gushed out beside the point of the bolt, 

which stayed fixed in the statue. The hunter thereupon fired his second shot 

and hit the mark again, the breastbone of the statue to be precise, and a 

stream of blood poured out. And then he boldly fitted the third bolt and 

 
324 Frederick X, died 1412. 
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aimed at the head, all bloody and wounded. However, the sinner sank into 

the ground to half his height, like the dancers at Kolbeck, but the earth held 

the godless hunter fast as iron. In such a state was he found, and short 

work was made of him – that is, he was made shorter by the height of his 

head as he stood his ground. This happened in the year 1390, and the story 

was subsequently represented in pictures in the Chapel of the Holy Cross, 

and the statue of Christ which had been wounded by the arrows was 

preserved. 

 

The World’s Hunter (917) 

 In some areas of Swabia, the Eternal Hunter is calld the World’s 

Hunter because he must hunt and ride around the whole of the world. His 

figure is mostly that of a wizened little man in a green costume, as the Devil 

is imagined often going out on the hunt for human souls as a green hunter. 

But he will not do this much longer, for when he comes, one day, to a 

certain erudite Professor in Switzerland wishing to fetch his soul, then the 

Professor will prove to him, from natural history, that he has no soul at all, 

just like Kasper in the Doctor Faust puppet-play, and that there are no 

souls; and the Devil will fall into a fine rage. 

 The World’s Hunter must haunt everlastingly for the reason that he 

always hunted on Sundays; and many a would-be hunter325 will, on 

learning this, feel anxiety and dread, while other would-be hunters will not, 

for they cannot haunt, not now, not ever, they don’t know how to go about it. 

 In ages past, there was a Count of Württemberg who rode into the 

 
325 There is a pun on “Sonntagsjäger” (“Sunday-hunter”) which means “would-be hunter.” 
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forest to hunt one day, when lo and behold, there was a rustling and a 

rsuhing in the forest, which had been utterly silent up to then, and all of a 

sudden the World’s Hunter was hard by the Count; and the Count stood up 

on his steed, climbed up to the top of a tree, and asked, “Do you wish to 

harm me?” “No,” said the restless spirit, “I do not wish to harm you, I myself 

have suffered enough harm. I was formerly a lord like you, a lover of the 

chase like you, and I swore to hunt for ever, which, alas, came to be fulfilled, 

for I have been hunting one and the same stag these past five hundred 

years.” “What family do or did you belong to?” asked the Count. “That has 

never yet been revealed to anyone!” the spirit replied. “Show me your 

countenance, to see if I do not recognise you!” said the Count. Then the 

World’s Hunter uncovered his face, and it was only the size of a fist, and 

barely that, crinkled like a turnip and shrivelled like a sponge – and the 

Count’s flesh crept. The ghost rode quietly away, after his stag, and the 

Count also rode quietly away and never rode out on the hunt again. 

 

The Fetchers of Fern-Seeds (919) 

 As, in Thuringia, fern-seeds are considered to have magical helping 

powers, but obtaining them can endanger one’s soul unless one acquires 

them by unforeseen chance like the man at Berka an der Werra [No. 753], 

so too in Swabia. Obtaining them is always possible only with the aid of the 

Devil, and it is a very arduous business. Not to pray, not to enter any church, 

not to approach any font, to step on a crossroads and look at the shades of 

the departed without flinching, not to speak to them, not to laugh at devilish 

absurdities however ludicrous they may be, such as the one with the old 
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witch who came too late to Wode’s army and so was placed on her head, 

naked, and had candles stuck on her body to make a light of her – these 

are the heavy tests that must be passed in order to acquire fern-seeds. If 

they are passed, the Green Hunter comes, who is none other than the Devil, 

bringing a little poke full of fern-seeds, not as many as would fit in a box full 

of Schneeburger snuff, and the fern-seed fetcher carries this on his person 

always. From now, nothing goes wrong for him: every bullet the hunter fires 

from his gun hits the mark; his rifle shoots around a corner. The 

handicraftman steams ahead with his work as if he had twenty assistants. A 

woodcutter in Rothenburg am Neckar had passed the tests, and he made 

five hundred bundles of wood every day – let anyone try to match that! 

There was also, many hundreds of years ago, a linen weaver’s journeyman 

in that place, and he also had obtained fern-seeds, living like a lord all week 

but working on Sundays, for profaning the Sabbath belongs to the 

conditions the Devil’s confederate must meet. But he wove immense 

amounts until finally this diabolical weaving came to light and everything 

ended messily. Every fern-seed fetcher can fetch these seeds only for his 

own profession, and he will succeed in everything in his trade after passing 

the tests. But when peasants, as has indeed happened, want to become 

hunters, and village schoolmasters councillors of state, and advocates 

even princes – they do not prosper, no matter how many red fern-seeds 

they have obtained from the Devil in their little pokes. 

 

The Fur-Woman (926) 

 Near Schlatt there is a farm called Rommental, and close by is an 
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old castle with the same name. There a woman walks, who is called the 

Fur-Woman, and she guards a pit, named the Fur-Woman’s Pit, in which 

lies the treasure that must rest there until the Fur-Woman is set free. This 

deliverance does not require such heavy tasks as those of the various 

maidens who turn into snakes, which many of them do once they have 

been released from their maidenhood. The Fur-Woman demands no kisses. 

She once appeared to a local magistrate at Süssen and implored him to 

deliver her. She would appear to him in three forms, she said, he needed 

only to be brave and touch each of the three forms with a rod. The local 

magistrate, who was still young and single, felt very courageous; and he 

had always shown himself to be brimming with bravado when facing the 

peasants in the court of justice. Now the tests began: the Fur-Woman 

turned herself into a toad before his watching eyes and received a stroke; 

then the toad turned into a large snake, which was beyond a joke for the 

courageous magistrate, yet as the snake rushed hissing at him, he fought 

to save his skin, and lifting it over his head with the rod, the snake was gone. 

But suddenly a poodle with fiery eyes was standing before him, blowing fire 

from its throat, and as large as a calf; and it opened its mouth wide at him 

and shaped up to bite his nose off; then the magistrate’s heart fell into his 

stomach and the rod fell from his hand, and he turned around and fled on a 

horse he had placed beside him, ready saddled, and the poodle darted 

after him, rabid with rage. This attempt at deliverance was almost the death 

of the magistrate, and he never again wished to deliver a woman, but 

remained a bachelor to the end of his days. 

 



680 

 

Poppele, the Castle-Ghost (929) 

 In Hohenkrähen Castle in Swabian Hegau, popularly known as 

Krayen, an extraordinary ghost has his abode. He must have been walking 

– or “running” as people in that land say – for more than a few hundred 

years. This spirit belonged, when it still moved around in a human body, to 

a widow’s guardian who resided in Hohenkrähen. He was called Hans 

Christian Poppel and was an overbusy, merry little man who liked to vex 

people, zealously drove the servants to work, and indulged besides in sly 

and wry doings; and he wished for nothing other, and nothing better, to do 

in this world than to keep doing this till Kingdom come. Now because 

Poppel could not, after all, live for ever, according to the way of the world, 

he continued this calling after his death, when he became a helping-spirit 

and a teasing-spirit with Rübezahl’s nature and moods, and he is commonly 

called Poppele by the people. His help is mostly as unsolicited as it is 

unwelcome. He may carry the sheaves into the barn, but he muddles them 

all up instead of threshing them. He may yoke the oxen to the plough, but 

so that they are facing it. He chocks the wheels of coaches and carriages 

when there is no need to. Poppele made fools of many a man who was 

carrying fragile wares. He placed himself by the road as a tree-stump or an 

inviting bench, and when the tired traveller sat down on it with their basket 

of glass or eggs, crash! They were sitting on their own bottom,326 the stump 

or the bench was gone, and the load shattered. Sometimes the posthorn 

was blown in the silence of night, and it came ever nearer, ever nearer, to 

the town-gate of Radolfzell. The gatekeeper thought, You’d better open the 

 
326 A pun on “Poppel.” 
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gate for the postilion, and when he heard the horn close before the gate 

and pulled it wide open, there was not a soul there, nor any postilion – and 

the gatekeeper heard the spirit letting out a shrill laugh in the far distance. If 

you want Poppele on your side, you must invite him to eat or travel with you 

and, for him to do something the right way instead of the wrong way, say, 

“Not too little and not too much.” 

 In the Heuberg – a region with such a name327 – there are kobolds 

with the name Poppele, who resemble Hinzelmann, in several villages, and 

oh, how many, many Poppele there are apart from this in Swabia and in the 

rest of dear Germany, who do everything the wrong way. They just have a 

different name. 

 The appelation Poppele has its roots in the words Popel, Popanz 

(bogeyman), and is used throughout Lower-, Mid-, and Upper Franconia as 

far as Bamberg. “I’ll fetch the Popel if you don’t behave!”, the children there 

are threatened. 

 

Coals Thrown Away (933) 

 Near Geislingen, hard by the foot of the Rauhe Alb328, there were 

many gnomes in the mountains from whom the people of Geislingen 

learned how to manufacture those very fine and skilfully-crafted ivory 

articles which are offered for sale there as cheaply as in Berchtesgaden. It 

once happened that one of these gnomes came to a Geislingen midwife 

and called on her to go with him to his wife, but she did not want to go 

 
327 In the southwestern Swabian Jura – to distinguish it from mountains and villages of the same 
name (literally, “Hay-Mountain”). 
328 An escarpment in Baden-Württemberg. 
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unless she were accompanied by her husband, for she did not quite entirely 

trust the leathern man. The last-mentioned was satisfied with this condition 

and lighted the way; they entered a mountain with handsome underground 

chambers, and everything went smoothly and successfully inside, so that 

very soon there was one more leathern man in the world, or at least in the 

Underworld. In place of all other gifts, the old gnome gave the midwife a 

whole heap of coals, which she had to carr in her apron, but she angrily 

thought, “Deuce take you, ugly little man that you are, if I’m to get no more 

than this.” On the way back, with the gnome again lighting the way, the 

midwife secretly threw one coal after the other out of her apron; and the 

gnome, remarking this, turned around and gravely said: 

  “The more you cast off here, 

  The more you’ll beg next year.” 

When the little man had parted from the married couple with an expression 

of gratitude, the midwife was going to cast away every single one of her 

coals, but her husband would not allow it, saying: 

  “Hold on to what you’ve got, 

  It doesn’t weigh a lot.” 

So the wife kept the coals, and when she came home, they were lumps of 

pure gold. Now the woman regretted having stupidly throwing coals away, 

and she took a lantern and ran back and searched as hard as ever she 

could, and would really have loved to find the coals again, but it was too 

late for that. And the silent entreaty she directed to the gnome, to be so 

good as to gift her the discarded coals one more time, remained utterly 

unfulfilled. 
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The Heiden [Heathens] (934) 

 At Kettershausen, which lies not that far from Babenhausen, in 

Swabia, the wights are called ‘Heiden.’ They lived in a mountain there and 

imitated Saint Sebald by putting up at a cartwright’s. If they did not light fires 

with icicles to heat the room like that Saint did [No. 845], they did at least 

perform all the services that helpful little house-spirits always rendered, and 

the cartwright’s grateful wife laid a little loaf of bread under the door and 

placed a little jug of water beside it, or one filled with beer or milk, 

whichever was at hand, particularly when there was much to be done, and 

then the number of loaves and jugs increased as well. But one day, when a 

neighbouring woman came and praised the cartwright couple’s home, how 

lovely it was, how hining and tidy everything was, and how everything 

revealed traces of diligence, then the lady of the house chattered and 

blabbled and let slip something about invisible help - and from that hour on, 

the Heiden stayed away and never returned, and now the cartwright and his 

wife had to do everything they wanted done themselves. The name Heiden 

(‘Heathens’) – also written Haiden by others – clearly points to a displaced 

tribe being the fundamental feature of legends about wights, which are 

spread around so frequently and in Swabia in particular. In Swabia, the 

wights are for the most part called Earth-Mannies, Red-Mannies, 

Earth-Wightlings.329 There were white and black ones, and there are a 

great many stories about them in the villages. 

 

 
329 Erdmännele, Rotmänndele, Erdwichtele. 
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Our Lord’s Footprints (937) 

 In the Swabian mountains in Aalbuch, beyond Heubach, lies the 

ruined castle Rosenstein, on a steep and rugged cone of rock which is 

nevertheless thickly overgrown with wild rose-bushes. In its vicinity is a 

deep cave, called the ‘Scheuer’ (‘barn’), which is said to have stretched 

through the mountain half a league and connected with the castle. It is also 

said that a town, Hochstadt, or Hochstädt, lay on the nearby Hohberg in 

former ages, and was connected to the castle by a sky-bridge, just like the 

castles Kalenberg and Burgstall near Fridingen on the Danube. 

 At Castle Rosenstein, opposite the Schauelberg, there stood Christ 

the Lord, and from there the Devil showed him all the splendour of the world, 

and wanted Christ to fall down and worship him – so runs the legend. But 

Christ threw the tempter into the nearby Devil’s Blade valley,330 and 

stepped over from the castle-mountain to the Schauelberg, high above the 

valley of Heubach, and impressed his footprints deep into both rocks. 

Afterwards, people frequently went on pilgrimage to these footprints, and a 

statue of the Virgin Mary was put up nearby, but the government of 

Württemberg prohibited this pilgrimage in a severe edict of 8th June, 1740, 

and had the footprint of Our Lord at Rosenstein blasted away with 

gunpowder, while the plaster statue of the Virgin was confiscated to prevent 

superstition. The Devil had to lie in chains in the Devil’s Blade for a 

thousand years and weep furious tears, which flow out from it to the surface 

as cloudy water; but now, he has been free for a long time, and he walks 

whithersoever he pleases. 

 
330 “Teufelsklinge,” a V-shaped valley. 
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 On the Schauelberg, shepherd’s weather-glass grow near the 

Footprint of Our Lord, and thunderstorms fear them, and part in two at the 

summit. 

 

The Devil’s Mill and Weir (938) 

 There are legends of Devil’s mills in Swabia also, as in the north of 

Germany, in Austria, and other places. One was in Murgtal, not far from 

Gernsbach. It was a saw-mill, and the flow of the valley-river very often 

broke the miller’s weir; he herefore wished to have one that would last, and 

that His Sable Majesty would build it, as he had done in Schwarzatal near 

Blankenburg in the Thuringian Forest. So the Devil came, as eager as ever 

to do everything in his power in return for the pledge of a soul. He therefore 

reached an agreement with the miller to build a weir over the River Murg, 

but the miller must grant that he be allowed to saw a soul to pieces at his 

sawmill every night. The miller thought, “For all I care, you can saw souls or 

pebbles – what concern is it of mine? As long as I have a weir that leads 

enough water to my mill’s two stones.” Consequently, the soul-sawmill was 

all set to be ready for operation very shortly, but when it was just on the 

point of completion, with the first cockcrow, the miller’s wife, who had 

overheard the pact, crept up above the mill house onto a rock in good time 

and crowed like a cock. Very soon all the cocks in the village answered, and 

the Devil, filled with fury, tore down the almost completed weir until half of it 

was left. 

 There is likewise a Devil’s mill over Loffenau, and nearby is the 

Devil’s Bed and the Devil’s House: the latter is a rock given this name, for 
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the Devil once leaned against it when he was boiling with rage and so 

imprinted his fair figure in it, just like in the Lorelei Rock on the Rhine. It is 

an imposing silhouette: the fellow measures eight feet, his calves are like 

two barrels and his loins like bathtubs, while his head is as big as a 

Württemberg Simri, which is a corn-measure of no mean size.331 Nearby, 

there is also the Devil’s Washbasin, in which he washes his hands of the 

sins and vices which people unduly encumber him with when they lay all 

the blame for their trespasses at his door. 

 

The Snake-King (941) 

 People can name examples of the Snake-King, who wears a 

splendid golden crown on his head, coming in person to children and also 

drinking of their milk, such as a ropemaker’s in Stuttgart, who very 

inhospitably slew the Snake-King, became immensely rich, and built the 

house on the new bridge which is now called the Gutbrod. There are said to 

be several more such houses, whose builders became rich in this way, over 

in Stuttgart. When the Snake-King enters a stream to bathe, he invariably 

first lays down his little crown on the bank. Anyone who finds and takes it 

must also take to his heels and run for all he is worth, for the moment the 

Snake-King notices the loss of his crown, he wants it back, which nobody 

can blame him for, and he shoots like an arrow after the robber. If he 

catches up with him, the robber is done for; if he does not catch him up, the 

crown makes the crown-thief immensely rich. A peasant from Derendingen 

enjoyed this good fortune. If the Snake-King cannot regain his crown, he 

 
331 44.3 litres in the 19th century. 
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returns to the place where it was stolen from him, and grieves and dies, for 

he cannot bear the loss of the crown, being no philosopher, even though 

Holy Writ ascribes cleverness to snakes – but when one’s crown is taken 

away, that is the end of everything. 

 

The Four-Leaved Clover (944) 

 At Rottweil, there was once a travelling entertainer, a brawny fellow, 

who showed the people in the market the greatest tricks, after the manner 

of such tricksters, and had as excellent a knowledge of how to create 

magical illusions as his conjuror-in-arms at Magdeburg. For the finale, he 

performed a trick the like of which had never been seen at Rottweil. He took 

a long and heavy haypole or haybeam, placed it first on his forehead, then 

on his teeth, and finally on his nose, keeping it in neutral buoyancy all the 

while, so that everyone clapped and cried: Bravo! Then a maid happened to 

come by with a pack basket full of clover which she had brought from the 

fields for her little cow, and a four-leaved clover was stuck in the front of her 

bodice, she having found it and put it there with the thought, “If you put it on, 

it may bring you luck, you may find something or be given a present.” And 

as she walked through the crowd, she saw the entertainer and heard the 

expressions of astonished acclamation – nothing like this had ever been 

seen here before at Rottweil, this was out of this world, this was the 

greatest trick there ever was. “But why are a’ the folks sae forwunnert?” 

asked the girl with the four-leaved clover. “It cannae be at the gowk ower 

there makkin a straw dance on his nose?” No sooner had she said this than 

the illusion disappeared and all the world now saw that what they had taken 
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to be a long and heavy haypole was nothing more than a long and smooth 

straw. When the conjuror realised that the girl had betrayed him, he did 

another conjuring trick, throwing a thread of yarn at the maid and crying, 

“Look, girlie, at the water! Schwabian Tootsie, lift yer footsies!” And in the 

same moment the girl felt that she was wading through water, and she lifted 

her skirts, and the water rose appreciably, and she lifted ever higher, and 

became as dark a red as her clover from shame, for everyone roared with 

laughter; and she was happy when she came out of the reach of the 

delusive sorceror. She had got hers, and never again would she look on 

and betray others’ tricks. 

 

Work by Moonlight (945) 

 There is a common saying in Swabia that nobody should work by 

moonlight, for such work brings no benefit and belongs not to God, like 

work done by the light of day, but to the Devil. If Our Lord had intended for 

us to work by moonlight, he would have given the Moon more luminosity. 

People say that if anyone does work by moonlight, a stranger will generally 

come to them and offer them work which always has something mysterious 

about it. A woman who span by moonlight was offered a whole armful of 

spindles by the stranger to appeared to her, which she had to cover with 

thread, and if she did not, he would wring her neck on his return. But the 

woman did not deliberate long: she span round every spindle once, so the 

wood was covered – in a manner of speaking, no longer clean, as one 

tends to say, “Child, you’ve filled your pants” when he has soiled his clothes. 

And so the Black One, when he returned, could not get at her; he just filled 
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something for her, too – namely, the whole room with a stink, which people 

could savour for six months afterwards. The Man in the Moon is none other 

than a vintner from Swabia, who made bundles of vines into the moonlit 

night, and for this, he has to hover up high and carry his biggest bundle of 

vines on a stick on his back year in, year out. He is also called the 

Broom-Mannie, the Man in the Moon, because he cut birch-twigs on a 

Sunday and was cursed up into the Moon as punishment for this by Our 

Lord Himself. 

 

The Strawberries (946) 

 A girl in the land of Swabia went into the wood one day to look for 

strawberries, and in a short while she almost filled her pretty little basket. 

Then she encountered the Mother of God, hwo asked her, “What do you 

have in your little basket?” The girl was afraid, and thinking perhaps that the 

Mother of God wanted some of the berries, she fearfully gave the answer, 

“Nowt.” “Well,” said the Mother of God, “if it’s nowt, you’ll tek nowt from it!” 

And ever since then, no child and no adult can have their fill of strawberries, 

however many they may eat. 

 In this legend, the curse of not thriving comes once again from the 

mouth of the Mother of God as a punishment for greed allied to an untruth, 

as in the Arabian legend about sowing peas on the field by Bethlehem. 

 

Nicknames in Swabia (947) 

 That Swabia shoulders its fair share of the burden of mockery and 

raillery that is native to the North, and the South, as to the centre of our 
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dear German Fatherland, is already known by many. It would, in truth, be a 

great injustice if, after mention being made of the nicknames and the 

Abderitian follies in the North, of the Lords of Schilda, of the Seven Cities 

and the Centre of the World in Vogtland, of the honorary titles bestowed in 

Silesia, of the follies of the Ummerstädter, Wasunger, Dittisser, and 

Karlstadter, and of the Löllenfelder and Galgendenkler,332 the follies and 

nicknames of Swabians were not also decently set down. 

 The splendid folkbook of The Seven Swabians is a spring from 

which a clear and fresh draught can be drawn. Almost every one of the 

seven heroes had his own appropriate epithet: there was Jockele the 

Lake-Hare, a native of Lake Constance where the famous lake-wine is 

grown; and just as this same wine is most ferocious and bites through 

people’s guts, so are the lake-hares said to be very large and ferocious, 

and the people of the lake mightily brave heroes. Marle, called 

Lace-Swabian, bore his name from the idiosyncratic habit of many 

Swabians of having their trousers fitted with laces instead of buttons, which 

meant that he kept having to hold them. There will no doubt always be 

Mirror-Swabians and the likes of Knoeple-Swabian. Now, as concerns 

Veitle, called Yellowfooter, it is only too well known that he came from 

Bopfingen and it is said of the people of this village that once, when 

delivering eggs as a tax, and wanting to deliver a great number, from sheer 

goodwill, they gave a eggs a thorough stamping with their feet, and so their 

feet became yellow. But they may take comfort, for the same comic tale is 

also told of the peasants of Derending, and there are yet more such cases. 

 
332 “Galgendenkler” means “gallows-sharpeners.” This refers to legend 871 about the people of 
Enkering, who sharpened their scythes on a low wooden gallows at harvest-time. 
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The Jaxtheimer could have attained the same honour as the Egglayers of 

Heiße, because there once lived a woman there who was a witch and ate 

white magical bread, after which she laid eggs aplenty. A serving-lad 

nibbled that white bread, then he was cackling away and laying, and he laid 

a whole pricketful. The master coming on the scene, the serving-lad 

revealed the secret to him, and the master ate as well, and also became 

like a hen, and laid eggs as if there were no tomorrow. When the news of 

this witchery got round, not a single person wanted to have or buy eggs 

from Jaxtheim, everything thinking that those who laid the eggs could eat 

them themselves. There is a related legend of such egg-laying, but through 

a toad, about a witch’s friend in a village near Cologne-on-Rhine. 

 At one time, the people of Hornberg made preparations for a great 

shooting-fair, and they provided everything – try-your-luck stalls, quoits, 

food, drink, music and firecrackers – but when it was about to start, there 

was just one thing missing: the powder. And so people say of anything that 

is begun with great industry, that fills everyone with hope and excitement, 

so that all are cocksure of its success, and then the whole affair comes to 

nought: It’s turned out like the Hornberger Shoot. The people of Ulm have 

been dealt the story of the sparrow and the straw, with which the 

inhabitants of other places have also been upbraided, but they, the Ulmer, 

have to bear the name “Sparrows” in all patience. The people of Rottweil 

have it worse, their mayor having had to hatch a pumpkin which they found 

and took to be the egg of a rare bird. But that egg went rotten, and so was 

thrown over the wall; it burst, and, startled by the sound, a hare shot out of 

a bush, the people of the town taking it to be a young ass’s foal on account 
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of its long ears. Since that time, they have been called “Asses” – the wild 

and dirty ones, that is. And the people of Neuffen bear the same name, with 

the addition of “-eater,” and so must take comfort like the Silesians. The 

people of Seebronn, beyond Rothenburg a[m] N[eckar], are called 

“Scythe-sniffers” because one of them once secretly mowed another’s 

hemp. To discover the author of this atrocity, the mayor – the newfangled 

name for this is burgomaster, and whether this is the case in Swabia also is 

debatable, but it is a Swabian folly extra muros333 when the countrymen 

call themselves burghers, as if “countryman” were a disgraceful name and 

not an honourable one334 – had all the scythes brought to the parish house 

to discover, from the smell, whose scythe had cut the hemp. It sounds 

ludicrous, and yet it was not without reason, and the mayor was not stupid, 

for hemp has a smell that distinguishes it from all other plants. 

 The people of Hirschau, near Tübingen, are called Croppies. If one 

asks why, this answer is given: because they have their calves under their 

chin and, in the words of the satirical expression, all their limbs on them – 

virtually every one of them is goitrous. A stranger who once passed through 

Hirschau was jeered at by the children because he lacked a goitre; he fared 

like the stranger in Gellert’s fable about the Land of the Limpers and 

Stammerers.335 Yet there was one wise mother who dragged her strumatic 

boy inside, gave him a box on the ear, and said, “Worthless knave! Why 

must you mock the poor gentleman for not having a goitre? Just you thank 

God that you’ve got all your limbs on you!” 

 
333 “Outside the walls,” i.e. in other regions. 
334 Mayor = Schultheiß; Burgomaster = Bürgermeister; Countryman = Bauer; Burgher = Bürger. 
335 “Das Land der Hinkenden” (“The Land of the Limpers”). 
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 The Kiebinger and Mundekinger and called Moon-Catchers and 

Pole-Raisers, for they wanted to catch the Moon in the River Neckar as she 

lay in it, and in the pigsty as she shone into it, and fetch her down from the 

heavens like an apple from a tree. But the people of Aalen – now they are 

clever ones, they know what’s what and where the rub is. At one time, they 

had a dispute with an Emperor, who marched towards them with an army; 

and this putting the wind up them, they dearly wanted to ascertain the 

strength of the approaching army, and if they were a match for it. They 

chose the very cleverest of their number, as, of course, always happens in 

elections and simply cannot be otherwise, hence the mighty number of 

Doctor Wisemen in those days – not so at Aalen. The scout courageously 

strode out to the camp, saw the great army, but could not count it, and so 

he went directly to the generals and spoke candidly: “Areet, bonny lads?” 

“What are you doing here?” was asked. “If yee divvent mind,” he said, 

“ah’m deeing nowt, yee divvent need to be afeared, ah’m anly the scout 

from Aalen and, if it’s alreet with yous, ah’ll tyek a deek roond in the 

camp.”336 Everyone burst into laughter, including the Emperor, and he 

made peace with Aalen. The scout was thereupon put on the Tower Clock – 

his portrait, that is – and he was represented pulling a face, and looked like 

the caput at Jena.337 Subsequently, a great many people have laughed at 

the Abderitian doings of Aalen, even Napoleon with his guard, when he 

passed through the city and held a parade in the marketplace; but then the 

 
336 For those who do not understand Geordie: “God be with you, gentlemen!” “By your leave, I’m 
doing nothing at all, you don’t need to be afraid, I’m just the scout from Aalen and, with your 
permission, I’ll have a little look round in the camp.” 
337 This head is called Schnapphans (“Snatching Hans”) and is the second of the Seven 
Wonders of Jena. It appears on the astronomical clock in the Town Hall. 
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image of the scout, which had been paraded for so long, was secretly taken 

away by the people of Aalen.338 

 

The Follies of Ganslosen (948) 

 There lies a village in Swabia, in the mountains between Owen and 

Geislingen, called Ganslosen, and it is closely related to Dittis in the Rhön 

mountains, one of those villages onto which all Swabian follies are 

principally loaded. The people of Ganslosen, like those of Dittis, have 

stories about the building of their church. When the church was completed, 

a sundial was fitted to the tower, and it had to be painted by the same 

painter who painted the Flight from Egypt for the people of Rottweiler on 

their flag, and used watercolours for everything except the donkey, which 

he painted with oils. So when the flag got wet in the rain, everything flowed 

off it, with only the cuddy remaining as a mocking symbol of the people of 

Rottweiler, a figure to be scorned and derided. Now, the people of 

Ganslosen expecting similar rascality from the painter when he painted 

their sundial, they all agreed to have a roof made over it, so the rain could 

not so easily wash away the colours, and nor could the Sun bleach or 

blanch it. The story about measuring the depth of the well, in which one 

man hangs on to another, and last of all on to the mayor, from whom they 

are all suspended, and who let go to spit on his hands so he could hold on 

with a firmer grip, has also been saddled on the people of Ganslosen. As 

the inhabitants of Wasungen have their own distinctive aria, so do those of 

Ganslosen have one, and it is an aria to a stork, which enjoys, in that village 

 
338 Today his head can be seen, smoking a pipe, above the clock in the Old Town Hall. 
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as in Egypt, the veneration given to a god. Later, however, it was chased 

out of the crop-field by four men who carried a fifth man so he would not 

trample the crops. They have their own Stork Festival which they celebrate 

joyously – that will be on Maundy Thursday, which is often simply called 

“The Stork” in Thuringia and Franconia – and sing their aria as follows: 

  Today we feast 

  The noble beast 

  That stalks around our mea- 

  Dows – in its coat of black and whi- 

  Te, and a beak just li- 

  Ke a goose – Halleluyeah! 

But because the people of Ganslosen were really too badly ribbed, teased, 

and taunted by their fellow-countrymen with these follies and various 

nicknames, the name of their village became disagreeable to them; and 

wanting to be completely quit of the name and the memories it invoked, 

they decided to name their village Audorf [Auendorf], praying that the 

change be a permanent one. Now when neighbouring villages came, they 

mockingly asked, “Is Ganslosen au e Dorf?”339 – and so they have gained 

nothing but the fame of a new Swabian folly. 

 

The Women’s Drink at Weilheim (951) 

 At Weilheim, near Tübingen, the women exercised a particular right 

in bygone days, a finer one than that right of the women at Westheim with 

their stone, and perhaps just as fine as the cheerful criminal court at 

 
339 “au e Dorf” means both “auch ein Dorf” (“a village too”) and “euer Dorf” (“your village”). 
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Marksteft. In short, they had once been given an oak tree – perhaps they, 

like the women at Dornhan, had also once unharnessed the horses of their 

gracious master and mistress and taken their place, which women then 

received a pint of wine for their refreshment on Ash-Wednesday every year 

– but the women had to find the oak-tree, chop it down, and sell it, all by 

themselves, and drink away the money. Now, chopping it down themselves 

was quite a task, and it meant that they chose quite thin oaks, which did not 

sell for much; so the good women agreed to sell their oak – a very thick one 

at that – to the village for a round sum, which the Mayor would have to pay 

every year. Yet a few women would always arm themselves with axes, as a 

sign of the ancient right and convention, then go to the Mayor and say: “We 

wish to chop down our oak-tree.” They thereupon received the money, and 

then the whole crowd of women made their way to the Town Hall for a good 

old celebration. If a woman had business that kept her at home, she had 

someone bring her share of the drink to her house; as for those who came, 

they could drink as much as they wished. Men were not supposed to take 

part in the drinking, but this happened nonetheless, on rare occasions. But 

in later days, the old custom and the old right were abolished, like so many 

other things, for taking from the people as many old practices, customs and 

traditions as possible, whether they be good or bad, has always been the 

aim to which civil servants and new-fangled enlighteners turn their minds. 

 

The Horse-Saint (952) 

 Not many people know that horses also have a patron saint, as pigs 

have their Anthony, and he is the holy martyr Colomanus. He came to 
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Germany from Scotland and preached the gospel here and there in Swabia 

and Bavaria until he met his death, by decapitation, on the thirteenth day of 

Vintage-Month (October) in the Year of Our Lord 110.340 A wood near 

Böhmenkirch in Swabia still bears the name Coloman’s Wood after him, 

and he had a chapel there, next to which a devout hermit lived for a long 

time. To that place, on Whit Monday, people drove horses from the entire 

surrounding area for many years, some four- to five hundred, and rode 

them around the chapel three times; besides this, there was a large 

pilgrimage thither on the same day, the priest of Böhmenkirch gave a 

sermon and held High Mass, the holy martyr’s head being on a table before 

the church-door, and in front of the head stood a large brass basin into 

which offerings were dropped. Peddlers also came and set up their stalls, 

and it was as merry a place as the Keferloh Horse-Market, which still takes 

place. Later, when the forest chapel was pulled down, the head of St. 

Coloman was transferred to the church at Böhmenkirch. 

 Another Coloman’s Wood lies in the district of Hausruck in the 

Archduchy of Austria above the Enns, where a chapel consecrated to the 

horse-saint still stands, two leagues from Mondsee. That is where the holy 

pilgrim rested on his journey to Jerusalem. He is always portrayed as a 

pilgrim with a rope in his hand, and this rope may well be the reason why 

the protection of horses has been entrusted to his care. 

 

St. Andrew’s Eve (953) 

 Such wicked tricks as the maidens at Koburg practised to see who 

 
340 Saint Colman (or Coloman) of Stockerau was actually killed by hanging in 1012, having been 
mistaken for a spy while on pilgrimage from Ireland to the Holy Land. 



698 

 

their future lovers would be were also practised in Swabia on St. Andrew’s 

Eve, Christmas Eve, St. Thomas’s Eve,341 and other holy nights. But 

Andrew’s Eve was the most popular, together with St. Thomas’s Eve. Now 

the maidens who wished to espy their future sweethearts had to sleep in 

the bedroom alone and pray the St. Andrew’s Prayer with the twelfth stroke 

of the midnight hour while stepping on the bedpost three times, as people 

do when they wish to awake at a certain hour of the night. The prayer runs 

as follows: 

  St. Andrew (Thomas), I beg o’ ye, 

  Bedpost, I tread on ye, 

  Dae let appear tae me 

  The man whae’ll be maist dear tae me, 

  As he leeves and breithes 

  And as wi’ me tae kirk he gaes. 

However, these things, like other things, have a But. Many a maiden who 

spoke the prayer felt an ice-cold hand pass over her face; the darling of her 

heart, who thus appeared to her and wed her that same year, was Death. 

Others, who snatched something away from the lover who really did appear, 

knives for the most part, met with deep misfortune: the men who had been 

forcefully transported into their presence in this magical fashion were 

seized with dreadful feelings of alarm, and if, sometime later, they 

unexpectedly found the knife, they would plunge it into their wife’s heart. 

There is also a custom that, on St. Andrew’s Eve, maidens take off all their 

clothes, having placed a burning candle on the table between eleven and 

 
341 St. Andrew’s Eve: November 29. St. Thomas’s Eve: December 20. 
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twelve o’clock and, turning their back to the parlour door, sweep out the 

parlour; but they must not under any circumstances turn round. Then they 

will see their future husband sitting behind the table, as he lives and 

breathes. A lass from Wurmingen made the attempt, and behold – behind 

the table her master, who already had a wife, was sitting. Now the poor 

naked girl felt ashamed almost to death, and thought he could not marry her, 

it was not possible. But the lady of the house died in that same year; the 

husband was happy with all his heart for her to have Heaven, and he briskly 

wed the beautiful young maid. 

 

Knocking Nights (954) 

 There was and is an old custom in Swabia, particularly in the region 

of Stuttgart and Tübingen, to celebrate with great joviality the so-called 

Knöpflinsnächte (Knocking Nights), that is the nights of the last three 

Advent Sundays preceding Christmas. On these nights, much mischief may 

have been done and excessive demands for gifts made, for in many places 

– as early as 1685 in Swabian-Hall – the Knocking Nights were prohibited. 

Usually, boys assembled in choirs and went singing all kinds of ditties for 

alms from house to house, as in the currente, e.g.: 

  This night is Holy Knocking Night, 

  Currente, currente! 

  Who gives me pears and apples too, 

  I thank him! I thank him! etc. 

This ambulatory choir has other begging-verses in almost every town. The 

mediaeval tradition of schoolboys singing while walking the streets – the 
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currente – is still a custom in many towns in the middle of Germany, and the 

black coats which are worn for this still have the cut they had in Luther’s 

time, when he himself walked in the Currente at Eisenach. At Berlin, the 

Currente has very recently been officially reintroduced. 

In the Knocking Nights, people also throw peas at windows, and 

there is a quite singular reason for this. In olden days, a cruel pestilence 

once prevailed in Swabia, death was everywhere, the houses were sealed, 

and nobody knew if their good friends were dead or still alive. To ascertain 

this, people ventured out into the streets at night and threw peas at their 

friends’ windows in inquiry. If they were still alive, they came to the window 

and gave thanks with a “God reward you!” If nobody came to the window, 

then it was certain that those inside were dead and gone. This custom has 

been preserved in many a region, such as around Wurmlingen and 

Rothenburg a.N. [am Neckar], and people still today cry the historical words 

of gratitude – “God reward you!” – out from their windows to the throwers, 

so long as it is peas that are thrown and not stones accompanied by a 

crash, for that will be rewarded not by God but by the Devil. 

 

The Underwalkers (955) 

 Underwalkers is the Swabian name for those false Inspectors of 

Land-marks and Arbitrators of Field Disputes who measure the boundaries 

of village fields and pastures and individual plots wrongly and to the 

detriment of others, shift boundary- and markstones, and plough furrows 

away from their neighbour’s field into their own – all these people, of whom 

legend generally tells in the rest of Germany as well, that they have to walk, 
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float, or spook after death, and that mostly as Jack-o’-Lanterns and large 

will-o’-the-wisps. There were formerly many of them in Swabia; it was not 

good to encounter or come upon them. They struck out with their flaming 

measuring rods and pickaxes, around which red-hot surveyor’s chains were 

entwined, and when they had nobody on whom they could vent their rage, 

they beat one another so hard that sparks flew far around, and cursed each 

other with considerable heat. Of such men, who, as the proverb goes, 

cheated Heaven and Earth with their false measurings, there was a whole 

company at Tübingen, five of them; others have been seen running near 

Betzingen; in the parish of Rothenberg, seven of them floated around; one 

haunts near Bühl in the Neckar Valley – and so on at many other places. 

 

Of Noble Möringer (959) 

 There is an old song about noble Möringer, a valiant knight who 

resided in Möringen on the Danube, and asked his wife for leave to travel to 

Saint Thomas’s Land,342 telling her she might await his return for seven 

years, superintending the land and estate and preserving his fidelity to her 

in the meantime. And to his chamberlain he said, “Guard my wife for seven 

years and watch over her!” The chamberlain said, “Lord, women’s hair is 

long, but their moods are short; seven years is a long time, and seven days 

a short time, and yet I would not wish to be your wife’s guardian for seven 

days.” So the knight spoke with a young lord, whose name was Von 

Neuffen, for him to carefully guard the lady, and he promised by his faith to 

do this. Assured, noble Möringer made his departure and passed into a 

 
342 In southern Italy, referring to the cult of St. Thomas Aquinas. 
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distant land where he stayed for seven whole years. And as the seventh 

year came to an end, he lay slumbering in a garden, and he dreamed that 

he heard an angel’s voice calling to him, “Möringer, noble Möringer! Why do 

you tarry in this place? If you do not return soon, young Von Neuffen will 

wed your wife!” Möringer awoke in alarm at these words, and sighed aloud, 

and besought Saint Thomas to rescue him from such a hard predicament; 

and he fell back to sleep in great sorrow. And when he next awoke, he 

looked around in astonishment, for the countryside no longer seemed to 

him to be Indian, Syrian, Persian, Portuguese or Spanish, but wholly 

Swabian, and the dear Apostle had taken his disciple over land and to his 

homeland in far less time and with far less circumstance than the Devil had 

Henry the Lion (No. 312). Noble Möringer found himself in pilgrim’s garb 

before a mill which belonged to him and clacked close below his castle, and 

he walked over to the mill and asked the man, “Miller, what’s the good news 

in this land? I am a pilgrim and come from afar.” “There’s good news or bad, 

according as you take it!” the miller replied. “The lord von Neuffen’s going to 

wed noble Möringer’s wife or widow up in the castle today, for our good lord, 

alas, has passed away in Saint Thomas’s Land, so it’s said.” Then noble 

Möringer went up to his castle, where he begged for alms and a snack and  

a bed for the night, for God’s and Saint Thomas’s sake, and for old 

Möringer’s soul. When the lady of the castle heard this, she ordered that 

the old man be admitted and given food and lodging for as long as he 

wished, for her heart was filled with joy. Now hwen evening came, a 

liegeman said it had been a custom of noble Möringer to desire a song form 

homecoming pilgrims, and the bridegroom von Neuffen at once cried out, 
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“Call the pilgrim to us, so he sing us a ditty before we go to bed.” And so the 

pilgrim came and sang: how he had, indeed, made a vow of lengthy silence, 

but lovely ladies had now brought him to sing, and he asked the young man 

to avenge him on his old spouse and join in the song with his lute. He was 

now old and grey-bearded, she wished to have a young man, he had 

formerly been a lord and was now a servant, and an old bowl would needs 

be right for him at the wedding. This gloomy song moved the lady, and she 

had the pilgrim proffered a golden goblet of wine after the custom of the 

time; he sank his wedding-ring into it and then sent this back in the lady’s 

goblet. And then it happened as it had at Emperor Charlemagne’s 

homecoming [No. 124] and at that of Henry the Lion: the lady recognised 

the ring and her husband, and cast herself remorsefully down at his feet, 

and swore she had preserved her woman’s honour inviolate to this day, and 

if this were not so, he might have her walled up alive. The young lord von 

Neuffen was the most dismayed, and offered his liege-lord his head by way 

of atonement, but he was told: “Not that way, Lord von Neuffen, take my 

daughter and leave the old bride to me, I’ll personally give her hide a sound 

thrashing.” And all parties were satisfied. 

 

Albertus Magnus at Lauingen (962) 

 In the small town of Lauingen great Albertus was born, who was a 

bishop and a sorceror, but the latter moreso than the former. He was a 

master of all the secret arts and was able to command spirits. Through his 

art he conjured up walking ghosts and talking heads. More than one fine 

tale is told of him in songs, how in Paris he punished and converted that 
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lascivious queen who lured her lovers into the Tower of Nesle and let them 

rot there, so nobody would tell of her disgrace; also, how he won the love of 

the young princess through wiles. Albertus Magnus was able to 

transmogrify winter into summer, as he proved with his banquet at Cologne 

which he gave for King William343 on the Feast of Epiphany in the year 

1248. In those days – six hundred years ago, far back in the past – there 

were still sorcerors; nowadays they are no longer to be found. 

 At one time, Albertus kept company with a good companion who 

flattered him greatly and eagerly solicited Magnus’s friendship, and as 

Albertus had rendered him a service, he solemnly swore, if he should come 

into great fortune, never to forget it; he swore by a cup of wine he was 

holding in his hand, for they were drinking together just then – and it came 

to pass immediately afterwards that the friend who was brimming with 

gratitude did come into great fortune, and it grew, and grew, quite 

miraculously, and in the end he even became a King, and lived as such in 

the lap of luxury for three years, and scraped together much money and 

many goods in a very unkingly manner, and was miserly and stingy beyond 

measure. Albertus, on the other hand, had fallen into poverty in the 

meantime, and he approached the King, whom he had once done a favour, 

as a beggar, and reminded him of this Once, beseeching that he alleviate 

his misery. But the King cried, “Why, just look at this impertinent rogue and 

vagrant! We’d have Our work cut out, had We to remember every vagabond 

and beggar – much better that We had never become King!” “Then be it 

so!” said Albertus, and the goblet fell from the dreamer’s hand and 

 
343 William II of Holland (1227-1256), elected anti-King of Germany in 1248, sole King from 
1254. 
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shattered with a clang – for all his splendour had been but a rapturous 

dream, a vinous dream – and he started up in shock and gaped, and 

Albertus said, “Be off with you, companion! To reveal your mind to me, a 

three-minute dream was long enough, which seemed to you as three years! 

Your loyalty has found its reward.” 

 Afterwards, a statue of its famous native, Albertus, was mounted on 

a tower in Lauingen, and the memory of him lived on there from child to 

grandchild no less vividly than at Cologne and Regensburg, as it lived on in 

his writings on the virtues of animals, herbs, and precious stones, on the 

secrets of nature and the Ladies’ Rose-garden,344 for he was a wise Master 

above all others. 

 

The Worth of an Our Father (966) 

 When Saint Ulrich was Bishop of Augsburg,345 an old beggar came 

to the gate of the episcopal palace every day at dinner-time, where he was 

supplied with a dinner, and every time he prayed three Our Fathers for the 

bishop in pious gratitude. Then there came upon the holy man a time heavy 

with care, such as no mortal can hope to avoid, for everyone has his cross 

to bear at one time or another, and so he went for a walk with gloomy 

thoughts in his mind; and meeting the old beggar, in order to distract 

himself he spoke to him: “How are you, old one?” “As always, your 

Honourable Grace!” was the ancient’s answer. “So, so!” said Ulrich, “but I 

am not as always, I feel gloomy, I most certainly believe you have not said 

 
344 A reference to Der Schwangern Frauen und Hebamen Rosengarten (‘Rose-garden for 
Pregnant Women and Midwives’), a 1513 text for midwives by the physician Eucharius Rösslin, 
which refers to Albertus Magnus among other authorities. 
345 Born in 890. Bishop from 923 to his death in 973. 
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any Our Fathers for me today.” “By my soul, you’re spot on!” replied the 

beggar, “I have not prayed, because, when I came, your Master of the 

Kitchen made a face at me like a cat when there’s thunder, and snarled at 

me and served me up the words, ‘There’s no alms today!’ That serving did 

not fill me, Reverend Father, now am I supposed to pray for nothing?” 

 Hearing these words, the bishop turned back to his palace and 

immediately summoned the Master of the Kitchen, to whom he said: 

“Through your contemptible and damnable miserliness you have deprived 

me of that poor man’s Our Fathers, and you are to blame for the sorrow that 

has come over me.” “Aye, indeed, Your Grace,” the servant saucily 

answered, “I’m sure such a tatterdemalion’s Our Father is a mighty matter! 

How much will it weigh, I wonder?” “I don’t actually know that,” replied 

Ulrich, “so betake yourself to Rome this instant and ask the Most Holy 

Father how much an Our Father is worth, and until you have brought me his 

answer, do not come into my sight!” 

 So the poor Master of the Kitchen now had to pilgrimise to Rome on 

Shanks’s pony, yet being Bishop Ulrich’s messenger made his journey a 

safe one all the way, and he soon came before the Pope and put his 

question to him. Then the Holy Father said: “An Our Father – it is worth a 

golden penny.” With that, the Master of the Kitchen set out for Augsburg 

and made report to Bishop Ulrich. “Very good,” he said, “but, my son, how 

wide would this golden penny be?” The messenger did not know that and 

so had to journey to Rome again and put this new question to the Pope; to 

his mind, this was but a bad favour done him, for on the long journey there 

was nothing like the tasty bites and drops of drink he enjoyed in His Grace 
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the Bishop’s kitchen at Augsburg. Now when he came before the Pope with 

his question, the latter said: “An Our Father, it is worth a golden penny that 

is as wide as the whole world.” The messenger now joyfully hurried back 

over the Alps and announced this information, but St. Ulrich said: “Very 

good, but, my son, how thick would the golden penny be?” Once again, the 

messenger did not know that, and no amount of shivering at the frosty 

weather could save him, he had to peregrinate to Rome for the third time, 

and on the way he bitterly wished all old beggars and starvelings and 

Our-Father-prayers to all the thousand devils, and did not give tuppence to 

any of them, however many of them accosted him in Italy. And now the 

Pope gave this answer: “An Our Father, it is worth a golden penny that is as 

wide as the world and as thick as Heaven is far from the Earth and the 

Earth is from Heaven.” 

 Now when the Master of the Kitchen returned home at last with this 

message, St. Ulrich said: “You see, now you know, my son, how much an 

Our Father is worth, and you may work out for yourself, if you can, how 

many tuppences the same would weigh. And from now on, give the old man 

his meal day after day, that he may continue to pray his holy three Our 

Fathers for us." And that is what happened. 

 

The Abbot of Kalbsangst (968) 

 On the Marienberg, not far from Kempten, there stood a castle which 

had the strange name Kalbsangst (calf’s fear), and it was said to have 

already been there when the Emperor Hildegard founded the Abbey of 

Kempten, the first Abbot of which, Audogar, died as far back as the year 
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796. That is a good while ago. At the time of the struggles between the 

German anti-Kings Philip of Swabia and Otto IV,346 it seems that Kempten 

Abbey did not maintain the best discipline and order; the Abbot, Herr 

Wernher, had not the least desire to live in the abbey, but resided at 

Kalbsangst Castle, where he led a life of pleasure which occasioned people 

to whisper it about that he associated more with the Evil One and his angels 

than with God and His saints, even if he often rode down to the Abbey form 

the castle to read Mass there. 

 One morning, this ride was to take place as usual, but the Abbot’s 

door did not open, and he did not answer when called; and when at last, 

after a long time spent waiting, the lock was forced, Abbot Wernher lay 

dead – not in his bed, but in the middle of his chamber; and while people 

saw his back, they could behold his face at the same time, and his tongue 

was hanging rather far out from his mouth. And when night had fallen and 

the coprse lay in state, black birds hovered in through the windows, 

swishing their wings, with flashing eyes and fiery beaks and claws that 

glowed red, and more and ever more of them came, causing the 

corpse-watchers to panic and flee and call together the residents of the 

castle with their terrified yells. But when they ventured to enter the room, all 

of the birds had raised the Abbot’s lifeless body, and they carried him away 

through the raven-black night. He was still seen retreating into the distance, 

like a streak of fire, yet not upwards, but lower and ever lower, towards the 

lake between Martinszell and Niedersandhofen. Since that time, 

Kalbsangst Castle has been troubled, and for that reason all of its residents 

 
346 These struggles began in 1198 and ended in 1208 with the murder of Philip in a private feud. 
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gradually abandoned it, leaving it a desolate ruin. But there have also been 

horrible hauntings in and around the lake – so terrible that the 

hunting-lodge of the Abbots of Kempten, which had been built on a 

promontory in the lake, became a ruin likewise. 

 

Plague-Dance at Immenstadt (969) 

 At the time of the Thirty Years’ War, a fearful famine raged at 

Immenstadt and the region all around, and from it arose a plague of 

epidemic typhus, and everywhere there was nothing but fear, want, pain, 

terror, lamentation, and despair. Then a priest came and saw how fear and 

general despondency had reduced people to bare deathly-pale wraiths, 

and he said: “What is the purpose of this? Cast off your melancholy and 

lamentation! Let music sound out! Hold masquerades and merry 

processions! Defy Death and the Devil with sheer merriment!” And this 

advice was followed, first by a few people, then by many, then by all, and it 

proved its worth. The sickness ceased, and the invalids regained their 

appetite, and measures were also taken against hunger: it was only 

necessary to use friendly persuasion and compulsion to open the 

storehouses of the regraters, who always promote famine by keeping back 

corn to drive it up to the very highest price, even if this means it being eaten 

by the corn-moth. In commemoration, a dance with a merry procession was 

later held at Immenstadt every year, and it was called the plague-dance. 

This effective method has been revived in very recent times in those towns 

where cholera tried to embed itself, and certainly not without success; and 

there is nothing new under the Sun, but all that is has previously been. The 
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Schäfflertanz, which the coopers at Munich hold every seven years, is said 

to derive from the same origin. 

 

The Founding of Ettal (970) 

 King Ludwig the Bavarian347 made the journey to Rome for his 

coronation, but an adversary had already arisen in the person of Frederick 

the Fair of Austria348 – whom he afterwards vanquished and took prisoner – 

and this lay heavy on his heart, and filled him with despondent thoughts, 

and he went into a church all alone, locked himself in, and prayed to God in 

that place while shedding many tears. Behold – the figure of an old monk 

walked up to him and said, “If you follow my advice, you will be free and 

delivered from all your cares. As soon as you return, build in Ampherong, 

which lies in your land, a cloister, to expiate a heinous murder that occurred 

there, to honour the most blessed Mother of God, and give to it the Rule of 

Saint Benedict.” After these words, the monk brought an image of the Holy 

Virgin out from his garment, it was white as snow, of the finest alabaster, 

and gave it to the King. Ludwig took it reverently, but he said, “Ampherong? 

Ampherong? Never have I heard tell of such a place in my land! And I am 

full of sorrow and cares, threatened by a powerful enemy, I have little 

money and many debts, how am I then to be founder and endower of a 

cloister?” To which the monk replied: “Do not doubt, O King, but believe and 

trust in God and the most blessed Virgin Mary. He whom God will raise, He 

raises him without human counsel, and he to whom He will give, he has. 

You will come to realise this when you are crowned with great honours here 

 
347 Louis IV (1282-1347). 
348 Friedrich III der Schöne (1289-1330). 
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in Rome and the Princes kneel before you and beg you to invest them with 

fiefs.” 

 And then the King perceived that this monk was a messenger from 

God, and he would have bent his knee to him – but the monk vanished. And 

soon afterwards, everything came to pass as the monk had foretold, and 

the King journeyed home with the white statue of Mary and kept it secret, 

and took a most wonderful delight in it, and when he came home to his land, 

he enquired after the name Ampherong. Then a hunter showed him a wild 

wood and a barren valley, and the King had the trees felled and a round 

church built, to which he donated the statue of Mary; and he founded the 

cloister which took from the barren valley (öden Tale) the name Ödtal, Edtal, 

Ettal. 

 

The Faggot Mill (972) 

 When you peregrinate from Starnberg Lake to Munich, the road 

takes you at first through a rather barren flatland at the foot of a range of 

hills, but then a footpath leads off from the roadway to the left, into a forest, 

and this forest is not one of gloomy conifers like the other forests all around 

but a fresh deciduous forest, rich in flowers and full of a deep and splendid 

green, making you think you are in another district of Germany. And through 

the forest there rolls a stream, and the stream drives a mill which is called 

the Faggot Mill, and the valley is called Mill Vale. And over this valley and 

this mill, German legend rushes as with eagle’s wings. 

 Near Freising there was a castle called Weihenstephan. At one time, 

the Frankish King Pepin lived there and protected the land against the 
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heathens. And when he thought to take a wife, he sent his steward – who 

was an evil, red-haired349 knight, a native of Swabia with three sons and a 

daughter – to bring him a King’s daughter from the land of Britain. This 

being entrusted to the knight, he set out with his retinue, but he was of a 

mind that his own daughter should be Queen, and passing out of Swabia 

through the deep wilderness between the Ammersee and the Würmsee, 

not far from a heathen village by the name of Gauting, in that forest he 

commanded his servants to kill the foreign bride, and taking her garments 

from her with the engagement ring Pepin had sent her, he adorned his 

daughter with them and led her to the King that she become his wife. Now, 

the servants had taken pity on the beautiful foreign Princess, who was 

called Bertha, and did not make any attempt to kill her, taking their master 

the tongue of her little dog instead as proof that they had killed the maiden, 

and they were made to swear three oaths to this. The maiden had promised 

the servants that she would not return home, and she found shelter with the 

miller in the valley in this wilderness and served him as a maid for seven 

years, and as she had brought her tools for weaving with her, as well as 

some silk and gold thread, she wove lace, which the miller took to the city of 

Augsburg, where a haberdasher gave him gold and silk thread for it and full 

two denarii, and she bid him bring more of the exquisite lacework. This 

made the maiden happy, and she wove more, and the miller again received 

new material, and thirty denarii; and this continued for three years, and the 

haberdasher would dearly have liked to know who wove such elaborate 

 
349 The proverb “roter Bart, untreue Art” (English equivalent, “Red hair, devil’s hair”) and the 
portrayal of Judas Iscariot with red hair in paintings represent the mediaeval association of red 
hair and a red beard with treachery and evil. 
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lace, which nobody in this land could make, but the miller said to her that if 

she did not desist from asking about what he had been forbidden to tell, he 

would go elsewhere. And the miller was made rich by the maiden’s work, 

but she desired nothing more than her food, and she also did the 

housework right willingly. And seven years later, Pepin the King was 

hunting in the forest between Gauting and Starnberg and became 

separated from his retinue, although his astrologer and physician was still 

with him, together with a hunter and his servant. Then the hunter departed 

to seek the way, and got lost, for in those days there was nothing but sheer 

wilderness from Mill Vale up to Weihenstephan, and Munich was not built 

until more than three hundred years later. And the others were guided to the 

Faggot Mill by a charcoal-burner, and lodged with the miller as foreign 

merchants, and Pepin bantered with the maiden, whom he took to be the 

miller’s daughter. Now when evening came round, the astrologer read the 

stars and told Pepin: “It is written in the stars that today you shall be with 

your wife and gain a son who will be a vanquisher of heathens, and his 

name will be even greater than yours.” And behold: through their 

conversation, everything was revealed, and Pepin recognised Bertha as his 

betrothed from the ring of his on her finger,350 and he took her to wife. But 

she did not wish to be the ruin of anyone, and the King had to promise her 

to keep everything a secret and leave her in the mill. And the King ordered 

everyone, on pain of death, to observe the deepest silence. Afterwards, 

Pepin fought great battles against the heathen and was everywhere 

victorious; and after three-quarters of a year had passed, Lady Bertha gave 

 
350 This is inconsistent with the previous statement that the ring was taken from her. 
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birth to a son in the Faggot Mill. The miller took him to be baptised that 

same day and had him named Charles, then he went to Pepin and brought 

him an arrow, the sign that they had arranged. And when the King saw that 

the time had come, he made everything public, had the faithless steward 

suffer an ignominious death, had his wife, who had given the devilish 

counsel, walled up, and had his daughter, who, although innocent, had 

nevertheless brought the deceit to completion, kept prisoner. Then he 

elevated the noble maiden to wife, richly rewarded the miller, and moved 

with wife and child and all his retinue into France, where Bertha’s son, 

afterwards called Charles the Great (Charlemagne), grew to great fame. 

 

Of the Church of Our Lady at Münich (973) 

 In the Church of Our Lady at Münich there is more than one emblem, 

and more than one legend is told about it. This building is stately and 

splendid, and the mortar for its foundations and construction was prepared 

with Bavarian wine. The church received magnificent tall windows, which 

are adorned in part with the most superb stained glass. When the Devil, 

furious at this beautiful new temple, walked in through the portal under the 

choir one day, he came to be standing on a spot from which he could not 

catch sight of a single one of the windows, and he murmured, “No 

windows? No light? That’s my monks! – Bon!” and he turned around, quite 

contented, and burned his footprint into the floor for happy remembrance. It 

can still be seen today; but he’d got it completely wrong, the stupid devil. 

 As long as the church is, its towers are almost so high – three 

hundred and thirty-three feet. The left southern tower is eerie and is only 
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rarely entered. Jörg Gankoffen [Ganghofer] von Halspach (Halsbach near 

Moosburg, where the house in which he was born is pointed out) was said 

to be the builder of the church: he laid, as an inscription states, the first, the 

middle, and the last stone. The construction took twenty years, and when 

the pious master-mason had laid the last stone, he died. A true likeness of 

him can still be seen inside the church, and beside this is a portrait of the 

carpenter who built the roof truss.351 For this, no fewer than fourteen 

hundred rafts, each one consisting of fifteen to sixteen trees, were floated 

down the Isar. When the construction was completed, one cut, but still 

unused, beam was found, and yet not even a lath was missing anywhere. 

This same piece can still be seen today. The master is said to have taken 

the beam out of the trestle himself and declared, “Now come here, anyone 

who may, and tell me where is missing this beam, and where it properly 

belongs!” But neither then, nor afterwards, did anyone come forward, and 

one century after the other has passed by and the superfluous beam is still 

there. 

Apart from the High Altar, the Church of Our Lady has thirty altars, 

one of which is dedicated to Saint Benno. Aside from the Queen of Heaven, 

he is the other Patron Saint of Munich and this church. The saintly remains 

of Benno were taken to Munich from Meissen, where he lived and 

performed many a miracle; and when he was taken from there to Salzburg 

in a time of danger, and later returned, the saint worked a new miracle, for 

the moment he arrived, the severe plague that had been raging in Munich 

 
351 Construction took place 1468-1488. Jörg von Halspach died in the latter year. His portrait 
was painted by Jan Polack (c.1450-1519). The carpenter was Heinrich or Heimeran von 
Straubing. 
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ceased. Consequently, he was priviliged with the name Miracle-Worker, 

Thaumaturgos. 

 

Devout Barbara (976) 

 Duke Albert III of Bavaria had a daughter of the name of Barbara,352 

who was very pious and chaste. She wished to never marry and to belong 

to nobody but Christ, the Heavenly Bridegroom, and so she spurned even 

the Crown Prince of France, on whose behalf his father had asked 

Barbara’s father for her hand in marriage. Now because this occasioned 

great vexation, the poor eighteen-year-old maiden pined away and wilted, 

like the sprig of marjoram, which she tended in her window, and which died. 

And she was happy no more and sang no more and stayed silent, like her 

little birds, which fell from their poles eight days after the death of the 

marjoram and died. Her heart was fit to burst, like her necklace, which her 

father had given her as a present to adorn herself with, and burst right over 

her heart eight days after the birds’ demise. And when another eight days 

were over, Barbara swooned away like a pale lily, fell into sleep, and never 

awoke. And when twice eight days had passed, a nun who had loved 

Barbara died, and two weeks later another, and so on, until twenty of them 

had died, and the soul of every one was changed into a white dove which 

flew after Barbara into Heaven. Barbara’s mortal remains rest in the church 

of St. James’s-on-the-Green at Munich. 

 

Love Finds Her Ways (978) 

 
352 Albert (1401-60); Barbara (1454-1472). 
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 On the Chiemsee, the largest body of inland water in German lands 

after Lake Constance, there lie two islands at no great distance from one 

another, the Lords’ and the Ladies’ Islands, and on each of them is a 

cloister corresponding to the island’s name. There was a monk on Lords’ 

Island and a nun on Ladies’ Island who had loved one another before they 

had been forced to take the monastic vow, and they loved one another 

never-endingly, as Hero and Leander had once loved each other, only that 

Hero was a nun as a Priestess of Aphrodite. And on dark nights a light burnt  

brightly in the nun’s cell towards Lords’ Island, and there was a soft rippling 

in the sea’s mighty waters, and he came swimming over, raised himself 

onto the beach, and gained the cell and his beloved. But venomous Envy, 

which allows secret love to no man and no woman, lies constantly in wait, 

and one stormy night it extinguished the candle in the nun’s cell after it had 

flared up brightly, and the swimmer never reached his destination shore – 

the nixie of the Chiemsee drew him into her embrace and in the pale light of 

dawn threw his corpse onto Ladies’ Island. The nuns compassionately 

allowed the dead monk a grave, and soon they had to bury a second body 

beside him. 

 

The Iced-Over Alpine Pasture (981) 

 In the region of high mountains in Bavaria, among the long chain of 

mighty Alpine heads, the Wendelstein rises up six thousand three hundred 

feet into the air, and perpetual snow covers the heights all around. On the 

northern slope of this mountain there was an alpine pasture (Alm) called the 

Kaiserer Alm which was full of flowers, had good grazing all over, and there 
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were handsome cow-houses up there, with brisk and merry dairymaids who 

had no idea how good they had it; and because they had it too good, they 

became arrogant, they led luxurious lives and turned their thoughts to all 

kinds of sinful pleasures and worthless things. They hung silver bells on the 

cows and gilded the horns of the bulls; they washed with milk and paved 

the road to the cowshed with cheeses, as the herd on the Blümelis Alpine 

Pasture did his steps [No. 17]. They had wine brought up from Salzburg by 

the keg and delicacies also, dried grapes, almonds, sugar and ginger – 

preserved, it goes without saying – cinnamon and cloves, mace and 

nutmeg, pistachios and cubebs, dates and figs, marzipan and sponges. 

These same maids did not think to pray throughout the week, and also not 

on Sunday, and when the week was over, they did not think again, but they 

always danced and shrieked with delight quite enough. And one day they 

made a dancing-ground entirely from cheese, and filled in the gaps with 

butter, and they danced on it, and thought, for all they cared, the Devil could 

eat the cheese afterwards with his grandmother and comrades, then he 

would get something to put in his hungry belly for once. But now it was all 

played out, and the thread of God’s patience had snapped, and in the night 

there was a howling and knocking and banging and thundering around the 

dairy huts, and a sighing and moaning and groaning, and the squall came 

rushing up, and the ever-frozen waves in the Stone Sea353 surged and 

broke, and it was as if the whole mountain range from the Watzmann to the 

Zugspitze were collapsing all at once with a thunderous crash. Avalanching 

snow from white mountains poured over the alpine pasture and the sinful 

 
353 A massif in the Berchtesgaden Alps. 
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people thereon, it was just a shame about the poor cattle – and when 

morning came, the entire pasture was covered with an enamel coating, like 

sugar-icing on a Linzer torte, and it glittered brightly in the sunshine: 

nothing but ice and snow, and all frozen smooth like the wall of a glacier. 

That is now the iced-over alpine pasture, an everlasting emblem of human 

sacrilegiousness and divine judgement. 

 

The Tailor of Unken (983) 

 In the Lofer Valley, the part which is in Austria, lies Unken, and the 

reality may well adhere to the name, for that land also has a Mäustal 

(Mice-Valley) and a Rabental (Raven-Valley), a small village called 

Höllenstein (Hellstone), and a mountain chain, the Hohlwege (Narrow/Hell 

Passes); a stream is called the Unkenbach (Snakes’ Stream), another the 

Finsterbach (Dark Stream), and another the Schwarzbach (Black Stream), 

all of which flow into the Saal, who sends her icy water streaming into the 

Salzach below Salzburg. There are ghosts enough in that region and great 

amounts of treasure in the bowels of the mighty mountains which confine 

the valley. 

 Now at Unken, there was a brave tailor, a tailor’s son, who was a 

powerful Nimrod and preferred the rifle to the iron, and the hunting-knife to 

the scissors, or at least behaved as if he did, and kept a large bloodhound; 

but he could not go out with his hunting-rifle during the day. Now one night 

he was walking over the Wegscheid Pass, a very eerie spot, having been at 

the Kaitl Inn and doubtless had a drink there, for it is no easy matter to go 

past the Kaitl and not stop off. Now as the tailor was walking up the pass, a 
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man in black walked beside him, keeping step with him and saying no Good 

Day and no Take your time and no Praised be Jesus Christ, and no Good 

Evening – nothing at all. The brave tailor came over all strange, he called 

his large bloodhound. But the large hound, on seeing the man in black, 

clamped his tail between his legs and skedaddled, over the Wegscheid 

down into the Lofer Valley, and was out of his master’s sight in two ticks. 

Now the tailor felt boiling-hot and icy-cold in the same breath, but he 

plucked up his courage and drew his knife from its sheath, that is from his 

belt, and there was a fork attached to it, as is customary in that land – and 

he fumbled the fork in his left hand and thought, now just come at me, Black 

One! At the same time, he was trembling in every limb and his knees were 

knocking. The man in black stayed silent. The dark companion went along 

for a considerable stretch of the road heading right under the Wendberg, 

until they came down to where a bridge leads over a stream that rolls down 

from Mitterberg, and it is called the Säumer Bridge. The man in black came 

to a halt there and bent over towards the water. The brave tailor, his 

weapons – knife and fork – firmly in his hands, trotted on, reached the inn at 

Schnagelreit with toil and with dread,354 more dead than alive and white as 

a sheet, and the people there thought he was going to stab someone to 

death, for he simply would not let go of the weapons in his hands. At last it 

came to light that the firm hold he had anxiously kept had given him cramp 

in his fingers and he could not unclench his fists. Not for the world would he 

have gone out the front door, and never again did he pass over the 

Wegscheid at dusk. On the next morning, when the brave tailor came home 

 
354 An allusion to Goethe’s poem ‘Erlkönig.’ 
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to Unken, he gave the large hound a proper thrashing, almost splitting its 

spine in two with his iron yardstick, and chased it out the house. 

 

Stone Agnes (984) 

 Travelling from Reichenhall towards the Hallturm Pass and 

Berchtesgaden, you go by under Mt. Dreisesselkopf and leave the 

Lattenberg behind on your right. There, a pretty young dairymaid worked in 

a meadow. She was very pious and industrious and lived by the saying: 

Pray and work. And she was called Nesi, which is Agnes in High German. 

Every morning and evening, Nesi said her prayers before a little cross up 

on her meadow, and this riled the Devil no end, for it is mostly the pious 

souls on whom he has designs, the impious ones running into his hands of 

their own free will. 

 Now the Devil made vigorous efforts to lead the pious maid into 

temptation, coming to her now as a shepherd-boy, now as a hunter, now as 

a musician, and prattled out his diabolical lies, but she would not be 

tempted and always eluded him; and in the end, she no longer remained 

alone in her dairy hut, having another dairymaid stay with her. And so, to 

get her alone, the Devil drove one of her cows away to the alpine garden 

that belongs to St. Zeno,355 and when Nesi, searching for her cow, finally 

caught sight of it, so very far away, and was about to drive it home, there 

was the Devil standing in poacher’s garb with a pretty tuft of chamois hair 

on his hat, in a grey jacket, and looking at her with blazing eyes. Then she 

gave a scream and took to her heels, and the Devil was after her, chasing 

 
355 An Augustinian monastery. 
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her until she could run no more, and she came to a rockface, like Saint 

Ottilia [No. 35], and cried to the Mother of God: “Help, holy Mother of God!” 

 “Help! Help!” – and the rockface opened up, and Nesi ran through, 

but the Devil was no sluggard and slipped through behind her, and he 

caught the poor maid after all – but as he ran at her, he almost knocked his 

large black nose into his head and his horns off it (if he still had some), for 

Nesi’s body had been turned into stone, and two white angels gently bore 

her soul up to Heaven. Then the Devil flew into a towering rage at the stone 

dairymaid, and she still stands there today, as a rock, and is called Stone 

Nesi. And the cleft remained and is called the Devil’s Hole, and when the 

Sun shines through it, which happens only once a year, on the Day of the 

Solstice, Nesi gives a delighted shriek that can be heard far and wide over 

the Alpine meadows. 

 

The Dwellers in Untersberg (985) 

 Anyone who travels towards Berchtesgaden from Reichenhall will 

constantly have the far-famed Untersberg on their left. Also called the 

Wunderberg [Wonder-Mountain] by many of the people, it stands a mile 

from Salzburg on the marshy moor where the great capital Helfenburg is 

said to have been situated in ancient times. It is six thousand seven 

hundred and eighty-nine feet high and tremendously rich in forests, alpine 

pastures, game and healing herbs, in marble and other even more valuable 

ores and stones. An old book states that foreign experts often came from 

Italy to secretly work the ores and minerals, at the same time making use of 

evil means to enviously conceal and mask the treasure troves from the 
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local inhabitants. Countless legends are told of the Untersberg by the 

people. Its interior is completely hollowed out and provided with palaces, 

churches, monasteries, gardens, and springs of gold and silver. Small 

mannikins guarded the treasures and often, in past times, walked into the 

city of Salzburg at midnight to hold divine service in the cathedral, but also 

entered other churches in the environs. Seven woodcutters and three men 

from Reichenhall once met, on a narrow footpath, a whole procession of 

black men, to the number of four hundred, two by two, all dressed exactly 

alike, with two drummers and two fifers at the head. People also heard the 

tumult of war and sounds of battle in this Wonder-Mountain at night-time, 

particularly when war was imminent. At the Witching Hour, the giants come 

forth, climb to the peak and look fixedly to the East; and when it strikes 

twelve, the flaming lights that lit their way are extinguished, the giants 

disappear, and the dwarves step out of the magical interior of the mountain 

and break ore or hammer rock, or they walk around, their heads covered 

with retiform woollen caps, among the grazing cattle. 

 The legends of the inhabitants around here also have much to tell of 

the wild women: wild women in white garments, their hair flying, on the 

mountain crests. They sang lovely songs. 

 

Ghosts’ Mass (988) 

 An inhabitant of this region [i.e. around the Untersberg], called 

Seebühler, related that he once went with his father and two other family 

members from Thumsee towards Bechtesgaden at nighttime to shoot game, 

for there is game and there are poachers to be found everywhere in that 
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area. Then, outside Reichenhall, they were walking past the pulled-down 

church of St. Peter and Paul, just as the bells in the town were striking 

twelve. Suddenly the poachers saw the church windows to be brightly lit, 

and they curiously clambered up onto a high window to look in, for 

poachers have no fear of the Devil. And the whole church was filled with 

people dressed in black, and everyone held a light, and all of their heads 

were bowed in reverence. At the altar, the priest was solemnly holding High 

Mass, and the organ ran out in sweet sounds through the silence of the 

night. 

 Apart from this church and the cathedral at Salzburg, the prior’s 

church at Berchtesgaden, the chapel at St. Bartholomä on the edge of Lake 

Constance under the Watzmann, and the church at St. Zeno as you go 

down from Reichenhall towards Salzburg, are also called ghost-churches; 

the same has also been observed in the G’main and in the abbey at 

Höglwörth. Indeed, the black Untersberger have held ghosts’ mass even far 

from Untersberg, at St. Salvator in Prien, on the opposite bank of the 

Chiemsee towards Rosenheim, according to Seebühler, to whom the 

sexton there swore this by all that is holy; the church was brightly lit, the 

organ and other instruments rang out, but the church doors were locked 

and could not be opened with the keys. People from the neighbourhood 

had been there – many of them – and could attest to this. 

 

The Lost Hunter (989) 

 It has not seldom occurred that people have been transported into 

the Untersberg, stayed there for a longer or shorter time, then come back 
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out and related what happened to them inside; there are many legends 

about this, indeed, whole books, such as the one about Lazarus Aizner, 

who saw an awful lot of marvellous things in the mountain, including the 

doors of the passages which lead to the churches that the dwellers in 

Untersberg visit. One of these ways runs deep under Königssee towards St. 

Bartholomew’s Church – and he also heard many strange prophecies.356 

 Once a hunter boy was walking on the Untersberg and lost his way 

there, for he did not return; he had got inside the mountain, without knowing 

how, yet he did not spend much time in there at all, as it seemed to him, 

and he walked back to his home village in high spirits. When he came to the 

church which is named The Congregation of the Mother of God, he heard 

bells being rung, and meeting a little girl in the churchyard, he asked her: 

“Why are they ringing the bells?” “It’s the funeral service for a hunter who 

was lost on the mountain last year,” the girl replied. Then the hunter went 

into the church and kneeled down at the altar rail, and little by little the 

House of God filled up with people, many of whom were his relatives, but 

none of them recognised him. Now when it was time to make an offering, 

the hunter was first to raise himself, and he led the way: then it was that his 

relatives and friends recognised him, and they were astonished that the 

man with the offering was the one for whose poor soul these exequies were 

being held, and when the service was over there was a flurry of questions 

asked around him – but the hunter was silent and revealed nothing. Only to 

the Archbishop of Salzburg did the hunter relate, a short while later, what he 

had seen and experienced in the mountain, and within a quarter of a year 

 
356 Aizner’s legend, “Der Wanderer in den Untersberg,” is set in 1529. 
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he was dead. He was called Michael Hölzegger, and this business is said to 

have taken place in 1738. And the Archbishop became very thoughtful and 

melancholy at what the hunter had told him and confided it to no-one. 

 

The Spikes of Gold (990) 

 On Untersberg, the side profile of whose peak, seen from afar, bears 

a curious resemblance to a human face, a great many people have found 

themselves teased and led astray, if not in the interior, then outside in 

forests and clefts, for it is truly a mighty massif, whose high ridge extends 

for leagues and in whose white marble blocks there are veins as red as 

Barbarossa’s beard. Now at Fagen there was a barn-builder called 

Sebastian Fletscher, who came one day to a rock-face which jutted out 

somewhat – Heavens! – there were spikes of pure, shining gold hanging 

down far enough to be reached with one’s hand – just such as the 

woodcutter found in the Spirits’ Church at Ochsenkopf, but the flaw was that 

one could not break the golden spikes off with one’s hand like icicles. 

However, Fletscher was clever: he thought, You go home and fetch your 

pickaxe, but before that, make a mark so you will find the place again; and 

so he made a fair-sized heap of stones directly under the spikes of gold, 

then he ran home as fast as his legs would carry him, where he fetched his 

pickaxe. How Hope beat such golden wings around him, and fastened them 

to his head and feet so that he fairly flew along! Now when he went back up, 

the handicraftsman, his heap of stones was still there, indeed, but – alas – 

the spikes of gold were there no more – such things do not sit around 

visible for ever. The right hour had passed and would never return, and all 
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that poor Fletscher had as reward for the going was the coming back. 

 

Giants and Wild Women in the Untersberg (991) 

 People from the village of Feldkirchen, not far from the city of 

Salzburg, told the following, in all seriousness: When we were young lads, 

we saw with our own eyes several old giants come out of the Untersberg, 

come down, lean against the parish church of Grödig, which stands beside 

the mountain, and converse with various people; yet they did no harm to 

anyone, but went on their way in peace. The people of Grödig were often 

exhorted by the giants to protect themselves from deserved misfortune by 

leading edifying lives. These same people declared that, at the same time, 

some women, wild by nature, often came out of the Untersberg at Grödig to 

the serving-lads and maids who were watching the cattle beside the cave at 

Glanegg and gave them bread and cheese to eat. These Wild Women also 

came to Grödig at corn-cutting time. They came down very early in the 

morning, and in the evening, when the other people had called it a day, they 

went back into the Wonder-Mountain without partaking of the evening-meal. 

 It happened one day that a countryman was tilling a field near Grödig, 

having placed his little son on his horse. Then the Wild Women came out 

from the Untersberg, clearly wanted to have the boy, and tried to take him 

away by force. But the father, who was already acquainted with the secrets 

of this mountain and what happened there, hurried fearlessly towards the 

women and took the boy from them with the words, “How dare you come 

out so often and even try to take my boy away from me now? What do you 

want with him?” The wild women said, “He’ll be better cared for with us, and 



728 

 

he’ll be better off with us than at home; the boy would be very dear to us, no 

harm would befall him!” But the father kept his grip on his boy, and the Wild 

Women departed, weeping bitterly. 

 The Wild Women came out from the Untersberg once again, near to 

the Kugelstatt [ball-place] or Kugelmühle [ball-mill] which lies handsomely 

situated on a hill beside this mountain, and took away with them a boy who 

was watching grazing cattle. More than a year later, woodcutters saw the 

same boy sitting on a tree-stump on the Untersberg, wearing a fine green 

smock. They told this to the boy’s parents, and the next day they looked for 

him at the same place with his mother and father but the boy was not found 

again. 

 Several times it has happened that a Wild Woman has gone from the 

Untersberg to the village of Anif, which is a good half-a-league’s distance 

from the mountain. She wore uncommonly long and beautiful hair which 

almost reached down to the soles of her feet. 

 A countryman of Anif often saw this woman walking up and walking 

away, and with her beauty and the beauty of her long hair, his heart was 

kindled with love for her. Unable to resist the impulse to approach her, he 

went up to her, regarded her with heartfelt pleasure and finally, in his 

simplicity, lay down beside her on her bed without reserve, yet with all 

honour. Both looked at each other, and neither of them said a word; all the 

less did they commit any impropriety. When the peasant returned on the 

second night, the Wild Woman asked him if he did not have a wife. Now he 

had a lawful wife, but he denied her, saying “No!” 

 Meanwhile, the countryman’s wife had all kinds of thoughts about 
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where her husband could possibly go in the evenings and spend the night. 

So she went out and looked all over for him. She found him in the open field, 

sleeping beside the Wild Woman. Then she cried to the Wild Woman, “O 

God protect your beautiful hair! What are you doing there with each other?” 

With these words, the peasant’s wife retreated from them, and her husband 

was greatly afraid. The Wild Woman reproached him for his faithless denial, 

saying: “If your wife had shown me hatred and anger, it would have been 

disastrous for you, and you would not leave this spot; but because your wife 

was not angry, love her henceforth and live with her in fidelity and never 

again dare to come here, for it is written: Let every man live in fidelity with 

his wedded wife, although this commandment will one day lose most of its 

force, and married couples will then lose their worldly prosperity. Take this 

shoe filled with gold with you, and do not look round!” With these words, the 

Wild Woman disappeared, and the countryman fearfully made his way 

home with his shoe and money, and did as he had been commanded. 

 A miller from Salzburg, by the name of Leonhard Burger, was going 

up the Untersberg one day when he met a Wild Woman and a dwarf, and 

he saw the latter striking the rock with a hammer; half a measure of pure 

gold flowed into a large pot placed directly under. The Wild Woman yelled 

at the miller and he shrank back in fear; if he had stayed, he would probably 

have received something more, but as it was, the dwarf gave him a 

good-sized piece of a shining, shimmering stone, and that was quite 

sufficient for the rest of his life. 

 

The Golden Coals (994) 
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 At Salzburg there was a herb woman, who went up the 

Wonder-Mountain for roots and herbs, for no end of good things grow on it: 

Centaury and bitter gentian, king’s spear and Solomon’s seal, victory onion 

and devil’s-bit scabious, lungwort and noble liverwort, wall fern and St. 

John’s-wort, wild marjoram and snapdragon, Aaron’s rod and hollyhock, 

male fern and female fern, and many hundreds of other healing herbs and 

aromatic herbs. So it is a sheer delight to gather herbs on this mountain. 

Now as the woman was diligently applying herself to her business, she 

came to a mountain face where black lumps lay, looking roughly like coals, 

and she straightaway threw these into her basket, and when it was full of 

herbs she went home. At home, something was flashing bright and clear 

out of the coals – there was pure gold inside, great amounts of it. “Hey, 

you’d better fetch more of this stuff, it’s the real McCoy and a mint to warm 

the heart!” the old woman cried. So she returned to the mountain directly, 

but in the place where the black coals had lain she found nothing but an 

unclean herb: goat-laurels.357 

 

Juvavia (995) 

 In ancient times, a Roman city, Castrum Juvavium or Juvavia, called 

Helfenburg in German, extended right up to the foot of the far-famed 

Untersberg. It is said that Julius Caesar placed a garrison in this fort to 

protect the Roman Empire from the Germans, and Emperor Aelius 

Hadrianus planted a Roman colony there. This town grew in buildings and 

inhabitants and spread far out over the fertile plain in which the present 

 
357 “Ziegenlorbeeren” means “goat droppings.” 
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Salzburg lies. But the inhabitants came, in the end, to honour and fear 

neither the gods nor the only God, and they sank completely into the 

Slough of Vice, and Heaven ordained a wrathful judgement over the sinful 

city. On one terrible night, Juvavia sank, with men and masonry, and in the 

place where it had been there appeared a broad and deep moor, which can 

still be seen today. One would do well not to approach it, for ghosts flit 

around there, and at night-time deceptive lights lure the wanderer into 

abominable depths. Under Archbishop Johann Ernst, Count of Thun,358 a 

search was made for this sunken city in the marshy ground which stretches 

from the Leopoldskron Pond to the Untersberg. An old wall, which runs 

down on one side, not far from the Daunschloss, into Mönchsberg Vineyard, 

is considered to be a ruin from the famous Roman city, and an old 

inscription which Archbishop Johann had engraved in marble serves to 

support the legend. 

 

Murder Meadow (996) 

 Between the Reuteralp mountains and that peak covered with 

perpetual snow, the Watzmann, there lies an Alpine lea which is called 

Murder Meadow. There was a dairymaid up on it who was very beautiful 

and charming, and she had had a swain who was quite delightful and droll, 

but the love affair did not last long, for a dapper hunter took the herdboy’s 

place in his sweetheart’s affections; and the lad pined away terribly, and the 

sweetheart was afraid, for it seldom turns out well when a lass has two 

lovers at once – an old song sings of this – and she secretly imparted to the 

 
358 Count of Thun and Hohenstein. 1643-1709, Prince-Archbishop of Salzburg from 1687. 
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hunter that if he could but find a good way to get rid of the herdboy, that 

would be just fine by her. Then the hunter said, “Why, send the chump up to 

the high Göhl up beyond the Achen, the prettiest edelweiss grows there, 

and earnestly crave a bunch of edelweiss from his hands – then something 

that’ll stop him finding his way back is sure to befall him.” The unfaithful 

dairymaid took this perfidious advice to heart, and it was not long before her 

old sweetheart came and said to the faithless one: “Have you heard? Duke 

Frederick of Bavaria has invaded the land of Berchtegarden, so I’ve come 

up to protect you, as you’re working the farm and lodging all alone up here.” 

“Oh, my God!” replied the faithless girl. “What a dream you’ve been having! 

Go home, or go over to the high Göhl and fetch me some fresh edelweiss 

for my hat, for when I go down to church in Berchtesgaden tomorrow.” “As 

you wish, I meant well,” replied the infelicitious lover, and he climbed up to 

the high Göhl and found the edelweiss, the flower of all alpine flowers, but 

none of them were ever beautiful and large enough for his fancy; until at 

last he saw one on a ledge high over the chasm, that shone like pure silver 

and had opened its blossoms like a flower of the Queen of the Night. But as 

the boy picked it, the stone of the ledge cracked and split apart, and he 

plunged with a scream from a towering height down into the chasm and 

was miserably shattered on the rocks. Meanwhile, the hunter’s lad had 

joined his darling, and they were both in a merry mood, laughing at the poor 

fool who had indeed been unable to find his way back. However, others 

came instead of him, a troop of savage soldiers, who had taken the road 

over Murder Meadow because it was shorter, and also because they did not 

wish to cross the pass on the road from Reichenhall to Berchtesgaden 
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which virtually blocks the way – they found the solitary couple, and did not 

stand on ceremony with the hunter but struck him down. Nor did they set off 

the faithless lass’s beauty with gold, rather doing to her what she did not 

like, and what was the death of her; and as she was dying, there 

shimmered before her breaking eyes the bloody corpse of the betrayed 

lover. The soldiers swilled the milk, wolfed down the cheese, slaughtered 

the cows, set fire to the dairy hut, and threw the bodies of the murdered 

couple into the flames. Since that time, the pasture has been called Mordau 

(Murder Meadow) and this name appears on maps. At dusk, ghostly 

shades glide gloomily and hardly over its grass. 

 

The Three Virgins (997) 

 Over Berchtesgaden – or, as they call it in that region, 

Berchtelsgaden –, there towers a high alpine mountain, the Kirnberg, which 

has three jagged peaks, and these peaks are called the Three Virgins. 

There were three maidens in that place, who tricked themselves out and 

combed their hair and braided it quite beautifully, for they wanted to go to 

the dance. They certainly had not gone to church when the bells had rung 

for Mass; when they were in the middle of braiding their hair, the bell rang 

for Consecration, and they heard the peals, but their fingers were so busy 

that none of them took the time to cross herself. The first one simply said, 

“Listen, they’re ringing for Consecration!” “Let them ring,” the second one 

said. “Consecration or no Consecration,” said the third – then their fingers 

became very stiff, and so cold, and their braids stiffened like icicles and lost 

their suppleness, and the parlour wall retreated, and all became desolate 
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around them – and they rose up and felt themselves raised, and became 

three rocky peaks which they will remain for evermore. 

 

The Saltmen at Dürrenberg (998) 

 In a salt-mine in the Salzberg, which lies near the Dürrenberg (also 

written as Dirnberg) between Berchtesgaden and Salzburg, there was dug 

up in 1573, at a supposed depth of six thousand three hundred feet 

(probably one zero too many), a man, nine spans long, with flesh, bones, 

hair, beard, and clothes, and his flesh was hard and yellow, like, say, a 

smoked stockfish. At that time there was a terrible comet in the sky. Just 

such a man was dug up again in the year 1616 in the St. George Mine in 

the same mountain and kept for years in a small chamber in the Klemereis 

Mine, and in those days many people went to see both these salt-men. In 

the end, however, these salt-men began to smell, like the Egyptian 

mummies in the collection of antiquities that was in the castle at Nuremberg 

for a while, or may still be there; and it was deemed for the best to give 

back to the earth what had belonged to the earth since time immemorial, 

and the salt-men were duly given a Christian burial. 

 


