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The Princess on the Glass Hill



		Once upon a time, a farmer owned a lush green meadow. He would cut the long grass to make hay, then keep the hay in his barn to feed the farm animals.



		One midsummer’s day, he discovered that the grass in his meadow was gone – it had been eaten. It grew back but, after that, the grass kept disappearing again and again. Despairing, the farmer asked his three sons for help. “One of you must hide in the barn and chase off whatever is eating my grass!”
“No problem, Father. I can chase off anything,” boasted the eldest son. He fancied himself the most heroic of the three brothers and couldn’t wait to set out.
However, he hadn’t been in the barn for long when the ground began to rumble and shake. The barn creaked so loudly, the eldest son ran away! When the farmer checked in the morning, a lot of grass had gone.
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So the farmer asked his second son to guard the meadow instead.
“Of course, Father. I won’t be scared away by a bit of howling wind.” The second son had been teasing his older brother all day for running away.
When night fell, the second brother settled down in the barn, but soon the earth started to quake and the barn began to shudder. It was even worse than the first night. The second son was so terrified, he bolted home.
By morning even more grass had been eaten, so the farmer asked his youngest son, Boots, for help.
Boots was a good soul, but he was treated badly by his older brothers, who made him do all the dirtiest jobs. They laughed when their father asked him to guard the meadow. “He’ll run away even faster than we did!”
But Boots ignored them and set off for the barn where, soon enough, the ground shook and the walls wobbled. Boots stayed calm and suddenly everything went quiet apart from the sound of noisy chewing.
Boots peeped around the barn door and was amazed to see a big horse chomping on the grass. By its side lay a saddle, a bridle and a suit of armour made from shiny brass.
“So that’s what has been eating our meadow grass,” said Boots. “I’ll have to put a stop to that.”



		
			
				[image: ]
			

			
				[image: ]
			

			
				[image: ]
			

			
				[image: ]
			

			
				[image: ]
			

			
				[image: ]
			

			
				[image: ]
			

			
				[image: ]
			

			
				[image: ]
			

			
				[image: ]
			

			
				[image: ]
			

			
				[image: ]
			

			
				[image: ]
			

			
				[image: ]
			

		

	


		
			[image: Two images of a girl and a horse, one with a girl riding a horse and the other with a girl holding a horse.

Contenido generado con IA]
		

		
He tiptoed outside, lifted the saddle and quickly placed it on the horse’s back. All at once, the horse became still and tame. Boots stroked its mane and led it into the barn, where he tied it up by the brass bridle and armour. He curled up next to it and fell asleep.
When he got home in the morning, he said, “I didn’t hear anything, but I can go out again tonight if you like.” Boots knew that if he told his brothers about the horse, they would take it from him.
Boots went out that night to check on his new horse, and he was greatly surprised when the earth started to shudder again and the barn began to clatter more loudly than before.
When everything fell silent, Boots looked outside and was astonished to find a horse even bigger than the first. It was grazing beside a silver saddle, a silver bridle and a suit of silver armour.
As before, Boots crept over, slipped the saddle onto the horse’s back and it instantly became tame. He led the horse into the barn and tied it up.
When he got home at dawn, he said, “I didn’t hear a thing, but I can stay in the barn again tonight if you like.”
That night, Boots went to check on his horses, but he was soon knocked off his feet by a huge quake. Eventually, everything went quiet again.
Boots looked outside and gasped.There stood a horse even bigger than the first two. It was grazing beside a saddle, a bridle and a suit of armour – all made of gold!
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Boots threw the golden saddle over the horse’s back and led it into the barn. He fed all three wonderful horses and fell asleep beside them.
The next morning, Boots’ father was thrilled that the grass was still there.
As luck would have it, that very same day, the king declared that anyone who could ride up the famous glass hill next to the palace and retrieve three golden apples from the princess would win half his kingdom.
Brave knights and princes travelled from afar to conquer the great glass hill. Boots’ brothers also decided to take part in the challenge.
When Boots asked to join them, they said, “No! We can’t be seen with you. Stay here and clean our shoes.”
“Very well,” said Boots.
When the brothers arrived at the hill, they rode as fast as they could, but as soon as their horses stepped on the glass, they slid down again. It was as smooth and slippery as ice.
As the day wore on, nobody could get more than a metre up the hill – not even the bravest princes and knights. They rode and slipped and rode and slipped until their horses were too weary to lift a hoof.
Just as the king was about to end the challenge, a knight appeared in
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shining brass armour. He was riding a huge horse with a brass saddle and bridle, and he mounted the glass hill easily.
The princess – who was quite bored by now – was thrilled to see someone at last. However, when the knight was only a third of the way up, he stopped riding and waved at the princess. She was so amused, she threw a golden apple to him. The knight caught it and galloped away into the forest.
That evening, the brass knight was the talk of the whole kingdom but, because he had disappeared, the king declared the trial open for a second day.
The next day, before the brothers set out for the challenge, Boots begged them to let him join them.
“No! You’re not fit to be in the company of heroes,” they said. “Stay here and sweep up the ashes.”
“Very well,” said Boots.
Once more, princes, knights and Boots’ brothers tried to ride up the great glass hill but, instead, they rode and slipped and rode and slipped until their horses could gallop no more.
The king was about to call an end to the competition when a knight rode up on a horse even bigger and finer than the one from the day before. It wore a silver saddle and bridle and the knight was dressed in smart silver armour that gleamed in the sunlight.
The silver knight galloped up the hill and, when he was only two-thirds of the way up, he stopped riding and waved at the princess. She liked the silver knight even better than the one in brass armour, so she threw the second golden apple to him.
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The knight caught the apple and then galloped down the hill, disappearing into the forest.
That evening, the king announced a third and final day of the challenge. Once more, Boots asked his brothers if he could come along.
“No! You’re too scruffy. You’ll make a fool of us,” they said. “Stay here and muck out the pig sty.”
“Very well,” said Boots.
The brothers left to try their luck, but still nobody could get up the glass hill. They rode and slipped and rode and slipped until their horses collapsed.
The king was about to end the contest when a knight rode up on the finest horse anyone had ever seen. It had a golden saddle and bridle, and the knight wore golden armour that was brighter than the sun.
He galloped at the glass hill and rode straight to the top. Once there, he scooped up the last golden apple from the princess’s lap and rode down the hill, racing away into the forest.
That night, all everyone could talk about was the knight’s amazing feat.
The next day, the king asked for the owners of the golden apples to come forward. The royal court was crowded with people curious to learn the true
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identities of the three knights, but nobody approached the throne.
“Someone must have the apples!” cried the king, exasperated.
Just then, a young man wearing rags entered the palace leading the three magnificent horses. It was Boots.
“Do you know who’s got the golden apples, young man?” asked the king.
“Yes,” said Boots. “I have.” He pulled off his rags to reveal a golden suit of armour and three golden apples.
The king beamed. “Congratulations! You have won half my kingdom.”
Boots’ brothers were stunned but the princess grinned, because she saw Boots for who he truly was – a good soul. To celebrate his success, she organised a huge feast with lots of fresh hay for his three horses.
Some say that, apart from Boots’ two mean-spirited brothers, they’re all still making merry today!
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Think About It!
This famous fairy tale comes from Norway, where Boots is sometimes called Cinderlad. How is he similar to Cinderella?
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