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		1

		Why the Princess has a Story about her

		There was once a little princess whose father was king over a great country full of mountains and valleys. His palace was built upon one of the mountains, and was very grand and beautiful. The princess, whose name was Irene, was born there, but she was sent soon after her birth, because her mother was not very strong, to be brought up by country people in a large house, half castle, half farmhouse, on the side of another mountain, about half-way between its base and its peak.

		The princess was a sweet little creature, and at the time my story begins was about eight years old, I think, but she got older very fast. Her face was fair and pretty, with eyes like two bits of night sky, each with a star dissolved in the blue. Those eyes you would have thought must have known they came from there, so often were they turned up in that direction. The ceiling of her nursery was blue, with stars in it, as like the sky as they could make it. But I doubt if ever she saw the real sky with the stars in it, for a reason which I had better mention at once.

		These mountains were full of hollow places underneath; huge caverns, and winding ways, some with water running through them, and some shining with all colours of the rainbow when a light was taken in. There would not have been much known about them, had there not been mines there, great deep pits, with long galleries and passages running off from them, which had been dug to get at the ore of which the mountains were full. In the course of digging, the miners came upon many of these natural caverns. A few of them had far-off openings out on the side of a mountain, or into a ravine.

		Now in these subterranean caverns lived a strange race of beings, called by some gnomes, by some kobolds, by some goblins. There was a legend current in the country that at one time they lived above ground, and were very like other people. But for some reason or other, concerning which there were different legendary theories, the king had laid what they thought too severe taxes upon them, or had required observances of them they did not like, or had begun to treat them with more severity, in some way or other, and impose stricter laws; and the consequence was that they had all disappeared from the face of the country. According to the legend, however, instead of going to some other country, they had all taken refuge in the subterranean caverns, whence they never came out but at night, and then seldom showed themselves in any numbers, and never to many people at once. It was only in the least frequented and most
			difficult parts of the mountains that they were said to gather even at night in the open air. Those who had caught sight of any
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AUTHOR FILE


NAME: George MacDonald 

BORN: 10 December 1824 in Huntly, Aberdeenshire, Scotland 

DIED: 18 September 1905 in Ashtead, Surrey, England 

NATIONALITY: Scottish 

LIVED: England and Italy 

MARRIED: Louisa Powell 

CHILDREN: six sons and five daughters 

What was he like? 

George was the son of a farmer with the same name. His mother, Helen MacKay, died when he was only eight years old. George loved books and reading from a very early age. He enjoyed school, where he read Gaelic myths and stories from the Bible. 

Where did he grow up? 

George MacDonald grew up, along with his four brothers, on his father’s farm. His parents also owned a linen mill and a bank, but increasing competition devastated the family fortune. At the age of fifteen he was granted a scholarship to study science at Aberdeen University and in 1844 he graduated with a degree in Science and Moral Philosophy. It was during this time that he first began writing poetry. 

What did he do apart from writing books? 

At the same time as pursuing a literary career, he had tried to be a Congregationalist minister and in 1850 he was made a pastor at Arundel in Sussex. But his unconventional views caused so many complaints from the members of his parish that he became disillusioned and gave it up. He never lost his ideals, however, which shine through in much of his writing. George met his wife, Louisa Powell, in 1851 and together they had six sons and five daughters. Once a year he used to entertain the poor of his neighbourhood by putting on a play with himself and his large family as all the cast. As his reputation as a literary figure grew, George was invited to tour and lecture in America, where he was well received by huge audiences and writers of the time, such as Ralph Waldo Emerson, a famous poet and philosopher.

Where did he get the idea for The Princess and the Goblin?

It was through having a large family of eleven children that George MacDonald was inspired to tell fairy stories. In 1871 this led to the publication of At the Back of the North Wind, which was considered to be a fantasy masterpiece and was followed by his other two much-loved novels, The Princess and the Goblin and The Princess and Curdie.

What did people think of The Princess and the Goblin when it was first published?

The Princess and the Goblin was first serialized in a journal called Good Words for the Young between 1870–71, and then published in book form the following year. People loved it and the story became the inspiration for some of the outstanding writers of the twentieth century, such as W. H. Auden, J. R. R. Tolkien, C. S. Lewis and Madeleine L’Engle. C. S. Lewis, author of the Narnia stories, was greatly influenced by the works of George MacDonald and regarded him as ‘his master’. The Princess and the Goblin has never been out of print, and George MacDonald is reputed to be the father of all fantasy writing.

What other books did he write?

George MacDonald wrote over fifty books, including poetry, fiction and literary criticism. He is best known for his fantasy novels for adults and his short stories and fairy tales for children, including At the Back of the North Wind, The Golden Key and The Light Princess, The Princess and the Goblin and its sequel, The Princess and Curdie.






WHO’S WHO IN THE PRINCESS AND THE GOBLIN


ABOVE GROUND

Princess Irene – eight-year-old Princess Irene lives in the castle with her nurse and other servants while her father, the king, travels about the country on his duties. She is a very good princess, but she can never be left alone for fear that the goblins might snatch her away even though she is unaware of the dangers that surround her. Princess Irene is polite, brave and determined. She always tells the truth and tries never to break her promise. 

Curdie – twelve-year-old Curdie, the miner’s young son, knows all about the goblins living in the tunnels beneath the mountain. Curdie overhears them plotting to flood the mines and kidnap Princess Irene, and he bravely sets about trying to stop them. 

Grandmother Irene – Princess Irene’s mysterious and magical great-great-grandmother who lives in rooms at the top of the long, winding staircase in the castle. She has long white hair and smooth skin, and is very kind and wise. She gives Irene a special ball of thread and a ring so that she can always find her way back home. 

‘King-papa’ – Princess Irene’s beloved father who adores his daughter although he spends little time with her because he is often away on his duties. 

Nurse Lootie – takes care of the princess. It is her duty to protect Princess Irene from the goblins at all times and never leave her on her own outdoors, especially after sunset. Although she loves the princess dearly, she refuses to believe her story about the great old lady living at the top of the castle, and suggests that it is all a dream, much to Irene’s annoyance.

Mrs Peterson – Curdie’s loving mother. When Curdie and the princess fall out, Mrs Peterson encourages her son to believe in things that are not always seen.

BELOW GROUND

The Goblins (‘Cobs’) – live in the subterranean caverns beneath the mountains. They sleep during the day and work at night. The goblins are extremely ugly and grotesque, and like nothing better than causing mischief to the people who live above them. They are strong, with very hard skulls, but their one physical weakness is their soft, toeless feet. The goblins also have an aversion to singing and rhymes.

The Goblin Queen – extremely bossy and mean, and determined to get her own way. The Goblin Queen is the only one allowed to wear shoes to protect her soft feet.

Harelip – the nasty, ugly goblin prince.

Glump, Helfer and Podge – the goblin family that Curdie secretly follows after they pack up their belongings and move to a new house. 

The Cobs’ Creatures – ugly and misshapen creatures, they are the household pets belonging to the goblins who escape into the grounds of the castle, causing mayhem. 






SOME THINGS TO THINK ABOUT …


Who is your favourite character in the story and why? 

Do you think the goblins are all bad? Do you feel any sympathy for them? 

There are several themes running through The Princess and the Goblin, such as the importance of courage and belief. What do you think Curdie learns by the end of the story? 

What do you imagine would have happened to Princess Irene if she hadn’t been saved from the goblins? 

Are there any other books that you can think of which have been influenced by this fairy tale? 






SOME THINGS TO DO …


Draw a picture of your very own goblin. Give him a name and decide what mischievous things he might get up to. 

Write another adventure for Princess Irene and Curdie and illustrate it in your own style. Include a rhyme that you think might scare the goblins away. 

Create a collage of the goblins’ magnificent cavern. Think about what materials you could use to make the picture look atmospheric, such as shiny black paper, silver glitter and small pieces of shell for the rocks. 

Do you like the original illustrations in the book? Find out more about the artist, Arthur Hughes. 






MISCHIEVOUS FAIRY FOLK


Boggarts and bogles are wicked, according to folklore. These mischievous fairies were often held responsible for things disappearing, milk going sour … and even for making dogs lame! 

Brownies come from Scottish popular folklore. They are thought to be good-natured and helpful, working at night while everyone is asleep. If you offer to repay the brownie, he will leave and never come back. 

Dwarves are generally thought to be short, fat and ugly, with long grey beards. They live deep under the ground in mines, digging for gold and precious metals to forge into magical shields and swords. They cannot come above ground because just one ray of sunlight will turn them to stone. 

Elves are usually mischievous creatures who live in the woods. They are often described as small, with pointed ears, and possess magical powers. These days elves are most famously known for helping Santa at Christmas time! 

Gnomes are related to goblins and dwarves. A race of small, odd-shaped creatures with long beards, they live under the earth, often guarding mines of precious treasure. 

Goblins are generally considered to be wicked creatures, described as horribly disfigured gnomes, ranging in height from a dwarf (about 120 cm) to an average human. Goblins traditionally live in grottos, but are often found lurking around human households, where they cause havoc by banging on pots and pans, snatching nightclothes from sleeping people, moving furniture and playing knock-down-ginger (a nuisance game that involves knocking on a door and then running away quickly). They have often been said to help parents discipline children by rewarding good behaviour with presents, and punishing them when they are naughty.

Hobgoblins are also rather ugly and grotesque, but on the whole they are friendly and helpful, although they enjoy playing practical jokes for fun.

Imps are described as lively and small in stature. Some are the servants of witches; others are kept inside artefacts, such as gemstone pieces or vials, and summoned for service by magic practitioners. Some people believe they are capable of being turned good, because they are so desperately lonely they would do almost anything – even perform good deeds – to have a committed friend.

Kobolds generally found in German folklore, a kobold is a small goblin-like spirit, who can be both helpful and naughty. Some kobolds live in caves and mines.

Trolls are a fearsome race of creatures from Norse mythology who rob and eat anyone who happens to be passing by. Trolls live in caves on the hilltops or can often be found lurking under bridges!






GLOSSARY


choke-damp – the air in a mine which is low in oxygen and high in carbon dioxide, which causes a person to choke 

clue – a ball of thread 

efficacious – having the power to make things better 

enmity – a feeling of hostility or ill-will 

firedamp – an explosive gas formed in mines

gruel – a thin watery porridge 

inundation – a flood of water 

lode – a rich supply of ore 

ore – any kind of mineral containing a metal which is mined 

subterranean – below the surface of the ground 

turbid – muddy 
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THE HAPPY PRINCE AND OTHER STORIES

		The Nightingale and the Rose

‘She said that she would dance with me if I brought her red roses,’ cried the young Student, ‘but in all my garden there is no red rose.’

From her nest in the holm-oak tree the Nightingale heard him, and she looked out through the leaves and wondered.

‘No red rose in all my garden!’ he cried, and his beautiful eyes filled with tears. ‘Ah, on what little things does happi­ness depend! I have read all that the wise men have written, and all the secrets of philosophy are mine, yet for want of a red rose is my life made wretched.’

‘Here at last is a true lover,’ said the Nightingale. ‘Night after night have I sung of him though I knew him not: night after night have I told his story to the stars and now I see him. His hair is dark as the hyacinth-blossom, and his lips are red as the rose of his desire, but passion has made his face like pale ivory and sorrow has set her seal upon his brow.’

‘The Prince gives a ball tomorrow night,’ murmured the young Student, ‘and my love will be of the company. If I bring her a red rose she will dance with me till dawn. If I bring her a red rose, I shall hold her in my arms, and she will lean her head upon my shoulder and her hand will be clasped in mine. But there is no red rose in my garden, so I shall sit lonely and she will pass me by. She will have no heed of me, and my heart will break.’

‘Here, indeed, is the true lover,’ said the Nightingale. ‘What I sing of, he suffers: what is joy to me, to him is pain. Surely love is a wonderful thing. It is more precious than emeralds and dearer than fine opals. Pearls and pomegran­ates cannot buy it, nor is it set forth in the market-place. It may not be purchased of the merchants, nor can it be weighed out in the balance for gold.’

‘The musicians will sit in their gallery,’ said the young Student, ‘and play upon their stringed instruments, and my love will dance to the sound of the harp and the violin. She will dance so lightly that her feet will not touch the floor, and the courtiers in their gay dresses will throng round her. But with me she will not dance, for I have no red rose to give her’; and he flung himself down on the grass, and buried his face in his hands, and wept.

‘Why is he weeping?’ asked a little Green Lizard, as he ran past him with his tail in the air.

‘Why, indeed?’ said a Butterfly, who was fluttering about after a sunbeam.

‘Why, indeed?’ whispered a Daisy to his neighbour, in a soft, low voice.

‘He is weeping for a red rose,’ said the Nightingale.

‘For a red rose?’ they cried; ‘how very ridiculous!’ and the little Lizard, who was something of a cynic, laughed outright.

But the Nightingale understood the secret of the Student’s sorrow, and she sat silent in the oak-tree, and thought about the mystery of Love.

Suddenly she spread her brown wings for flight, and soared into the air. She passed through the grove like a shadow and like a shadow she sailed across the garden.

In the centre of the grass-plot was standing a beautiful rose-tree, and when she saw it she flew over to it, and lit upon a spray.

‘Give me a red rose,’ she cried, ‘and I will sing you my sweetest song.’

But the Tree shook its head.

‘My roses are white,’ it answered; ‘as white as the foam of the sea, and whiter than the snow on the mountain. But go to my brother who grows round the old sun-dial, and perhaps he will give you what you want.’

So the Nightingale flew over to the Rose-tree that was growing round the old sun-dial.

‘Give me a red rose,’ she cried, ‘and I will sing you my sweetest song.’

But the Tree shook its head.

‘My roses are yellow,’ it answered; ‘as yellow as the hair of the mermaiden who sits upon an amber throne, and yellower than the daffodil that blooms in the meadow before the mower comes with his scythe. But go to my brother who grows beneath the Student’s window, and perhaps he will give you what you want.’

So the Nightingale flew over to the Rose-tree that was growing beneath the Student’s window.

‘Give me a red rose,’ she cried, ‘and I will sing you my sweetest song.’

But the Tree shook its head.

‘My roses are red,’ it answered; ‘as red as the feet of the dove, and redder than the great fans of coral that wave and wave in the ocean-cavern. But the winter has chilled my veins, and the frost has nipped my buds, and the storm has broken my branches, and I shall have no roses at all this year.’

‘One red rose is all I want,’ cried the Nightingale, ‘only one red rose! Is there no way by which I can get it?’

‘There is a way,’ answered the Tree ‘but it is so terrible that I dare not tell it to you.’

‘Tell it to me,’ said the Nightingale, ‘I am not afraid.’

‘If you want a red rose,’ said the Tree, ‘you must build it out of music by moonlight, and stain it with your own heart’s-blood. You must sing to me with your breast against a thorn. All night long you must sing to me, and the thorn must pierce your heart, and your life-blood must flow into my veins, and become mine.’

‘Death is a great price to pay for a red rose,’ cried the Nightingale, ‘and Life is very dear to all. It is pleasant to sit in the green wood, and to watch the Sun in his chariot of gold, and the Moon in her chariot of pearl. Sweet is the scent of the hawthorn, and sweet are the bluebells that hide in the valley, and the heather that blows on the hill. Yet Love is better than Life, and what is the heart of a bird compared to the heart of a man?’

So she spread her brown wings for flight, and soared into the air. She swept over the garden like a shadow, and like a shadow she sailed through the grove.

The young Student was still lying on the grass, where she had left him, and the tears were not yet dry in his beautiful eyes.

‘Be happy,’ cried the Nightingale, ‘be happy; you shall have your red rose. I will build it out of music by moon­light, and stain it with my own heart’s-blood. All that I ask of you in return is that you will be a true lover, for Love is wiser than Philosophy, though he is wise, and mightier than Power, though he is mighty. Flame-coloured are his wings, and coloured like flame is his body. His lips are sweet as honey, and his breath is like frankincense.’

The Student looked up from the grass, and listened, but he could not understand what the Nightingale was saying to him, for he only knew the things that are written down in books.

But the Oak-tree understood, and felt sad, for he was very fond of the little Nightingale who had built her nest in his branches.

‘Sing me one last song,’ he whispered; ‘I shall feel lonely when you are gone.’

So the Nightingale sang to the Oak-tree, and her voice was like water bubbling from a silver jar.

When she had finished her song, the Student got up, and pulled a note-book and a lead-pencil out of his pocket.

‘She has form,’ he said to himself, as he walked away through the grove – ‘that cannot be denied to her; but has she got feeling? I am afraid not. In fact, she is like most artists; she is all style without any sincerity. She would not sacrifice herself for others. She thinks merely of music, and everybody knows that the arts are selfish. Still, it must be admitted that she has some beautiful notes in her voice. What a pity it is that they do not mean anything, or do any practical good!’ And he went into his room, and lay down on his little pallet-bed, and began to think of his love; and, after a time, he fell asleep.

And when the moon shone in the heavens the Nightingale flew to the Rose-tree, and set her breast against the thorn. All night long she sang, with her breast against the thorn, and the cold crystal Moon leaned down and listened. All night long she sang, and the thorn went deeper and deeper into her breast, and her life-blood ebbed away from her.

She sang first of the birth of love in the heart of a boy and a girl. And on the topmost spray of the Rose-tree there blossomed a marvellous rose, petal following petal, as song followed song. Pale was it, at first, as the mist that hangs over the river – pale as the feet of the morning, and silver as the wings of the dawn. As the shadow of a rose in a mirror of silver, as the shadow of a rose in a water-pool, so was the rose that blossomed on the topmost spray of the Tree.

But the Tree cried to the Nightingale to press closer against the thorn. ‘Press closer, little Nightingale,’ cried the Tree, ‘or the Day will come before the rose is finished.’

So the Nightingale pressed closer against the thorn, and louder and louder grew her song, for she sang of the birth of passion in the soul of a man and a maid.

And a delicate flush of pink came into the leaves of the rose, like the flush in the face of the bridegroom when he kisses the lips of the bride. But the thorn had not yet reached her heart, so the rose’s heart remained white, for only a Nightingale’s heart’s-blood can crimson the heart of a rose.

And the Tree cried to the Nightingale to press closer against the thorn. ‘Press closer, little Nightingale,’ cried the Tree, ‘or the Day will come before the rose is finished.’

So the Nightingale pressed closer against the thorn, and the thorn touched her heart, and a fierce pang of pain shot through her. Bitter, bitter was the pain, and wilder and wilder grew her song, for she sang of the Love that is perfected by Death, of the Love that dies not in the tomb.

And the marvellous rose became crimson, like the rose of the eastern sky. Crimson was the girdle of petals, and crimson as a ruby was the heart.

But the Nightingale’s voice grew fainter, and her little wings began to beat, and a film came over her eyes. Fainter and fainter grew her song, and she felt something choking in her throat.

Then she gave one last burst of music. The white Moon heard it, and she forgot the dawn, and lingered on in the sky. The red rose heard it, and it trembled all over with ecstasy, and opened its petals to the cold morning air. Echo bore it to her purple cavern in the hills, and woke the sleeping shepherds from their dreams. It floated through the reeds of the river, and they carried its message to the sea.

‘Look, look!’ cried the Tree, ‘the rose is finished now;’ but the Nightingale made no answer, for she was lying dead in the long grass, with the thorn in her heart.

And at noon the Student opened his window and looked out.

‘Why, what a wonderful piece of luck!’ he cried; ‘here is a red rose! I have never seen any rose like it in all my life. It is so beautiful that I am sure it has a long Latin name’; and he leaned down and plucked it.

Then he put on his hat, and ran up to the Professor’s house with the rose in his hand.

The daughter of the Professor was sitting in the doorway winding blue silk on a reel, and her little dog was lying at her feet.

‘You said that you would dance with me if I brought you a red rose,’ cried the Student. ‘Here is the reddest rose in all the world. You will wear it tonight next your heart, and as we dance together it will tell you how I love you.’

But the girl frowned.

‘I am afraid it will not go with my dress,’ she answered; ‘and, besides, the Chamberlain’s nephew has sent me some real jewels, and everybody knows that jewels cost far more than flowers.’

‘Well, upon my word, you are very ungrateful,’ said the Student angrily and he threw the rose into the street, where it fell into the gutter, and a cart-wheel went over it.

‘Ungrateful!’ said the girl. ‘I tell you what, you are very rude; and, after all, who are you? Only a Student. Why, I don’t believe you have even got silver buckles to your shoes as the Chamberlain’s nephew has’; and she got up from her chair and went into the house.

‘What a silly thing Love is!’ said the Student as he walked away. ‘It is not half as useful as Logic, for it does not prove anything, and it is always telling one of things that are not going to happen, and making one believe things that are not true. In fact, it is quite unpractical, and, as in this age to be practical is everything, I shall go back to Philosophy and study Metaphysics.’

So he returned to his room and pulled out a great dusty book, and began to read.
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