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Clac straightened his back, braced his aching shoulders, and grunted. Sweat

rrickled down his face and dripped from the end of his nose. He licked his lips;

they tasted of salt.

Clac glanced down the long, straight <waths of corn; then, rubbing the back of

his neck between his shoulder blades, he considered the position of the sun. But
his stomach was his best clock. He filled his lungs, cupped 2 huge hand to his
mouth, and bellowed ‘FOOD’.

The other cotars heard him. One by one they stopped work and mopped their
brows: one by one they left their own strips of land and began to walk slowly
towards him.

Their scythes gleamed in the midday sun; a very small wind moved over the

swaths and whispered warnings to the ears of uncut corn.
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‘Come on,” called Clac. He sat on the turf balk dividing his strip from the next,

waiting impatiently. “This sun . . . I’ve had enough of it.’

——

‘So have 1,” groaned Grim. He slumped against the balk.
‘And so have I,” sighed Swein, collapsing in a heap like a sack of potatoes.
‘Come on,” cried Clac, ‘you and you and all the rest of you.’ He picked up a




“‘Look!” insisted Clac, pointing again. ‘Look!’

And there, huddling in the hollow of the largest pit, the cottars saw what Clac
had seen: two green children. Their skin was green, their hair was green, they wore
green clothes. And one was a boy, the other was a gitl.

For a moment, nobody moved, nobody spoke. The cottars looked down at the
green children and the green children looked up at the cottars.

‘Blessed Edmund preserve us!” exclaimed Clac. And he made the sign of the
Cross.

‘And Saint William of Norwich,” muttered Grim. And he crossed himself too.

“Who can they be?’ said Swein helplessly.

‘Ask them,’ said Clac.

Swein laughed nervously.

‘All nght then,” said Clac. ‘I will. I’ll ask them.” But he was nervous too; the
break in his voice betrayed him.

The cottars bunched together anxiously.

They might be little folk,” Swein warned him.

the.m alone,’ said Thurketil.

- them,” Clac replied. ‘Do they look as if they mean harm?’
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The boy and the girl were clutching one another, looking up at the nine men

fearfully. And CRERISEGEESEE dly, the green girl buried her face in her

hands and began to sob.

“You see?’ said Clac.

‘All the same, it might be a trick,” mumbled Grim suspiciously.

Clac took no notice at all. He stepped forward, slid down the grassy bank, and
walked towards the children.

The closer he drew, the more astonished he became —so much so that he comple-
eely forgot his nervousness. In all his thirty years, he had never seen or even heard
of anything like it before: green children . . . a boy and a girl with green checks,
green fingers, and, poking out of their green sandals, green toes.
uff, friendly voice. ‘Who are you?” And he smiled

‘Hallo!” said Clac in his

encouragingly. S -
The children huddled still closer together. ’ﬁhcy gazed at Clac bewildered, and
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Clac looked at the children closely. He saw that they resembled each other not

i » €
only because they were green, but also in the mould of their features. ‘You must be
brother and sister,” he said.

He was right.
Clac also guessed that the girl was about nine and that the boy was about seven.

“Who are you?” he repeated. ‘Where do you come from?’

The children continued to gaze at him silently.

Well, thought Clac. It’s clear enough: either they’re dumb, or they don’t under-
stand me.

At this moment the boy turned to the girl and spoke several strange words.

“That settles it,” said Clac. “You don’t understand me . . . And I can’t pretend I

understand you.’
The green girl looked at Clac; suddenly, she flashed a smile at him, opened her
mouth and pointed at it. '
‘Blessed Edmund preserve me!” exclaimed Clac. ‘She’s got a green tongue.’ He
nodded, and grinned. ‘I see,” he said. “You'’re hungry.” He turned round, waved !

reassuringly to the other cottars, then bawled, ‘What are you doing up there, you

idlers? Get the flitcch and bring it down. And bring the cider too.’




They looked at it blankly,
the girl sniffed it, and w;

‘Look at that!” marvelled

his turn to shake his head
red apples.’

:HCI‘C‘” said Grim, a.nd ‘. d them over.
The two children looked at them.

heads a second time.

Clac was dumbfounded.
admit it. ‘How about that
before.’

Despite their behaviour,

and again they pointed to

weep.
T...hm. _
The other cottars nodded in 2

‘Sir Richard’s a travell
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“\Wait here!” said a guard, hi: _1

Josity. They ran to and fro, e d
e narrow windowslits, the yellow ru

.nd for 2 moment even forgot théir

‘Green Childf@n,’ boomed a‘I{H cu,ﬁ

the ':' hall “What’s all this?

The cottars swung round. M i
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And there, hands on hips, stood Si;
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‘Qaine, an enormous, pot-bellied

and a ‘generous one, though
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The cottars liked him well. H m,sa
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his moods were as variable as the we

the next thundering command

ae thcgfmn children open-

Please my lord,” said Clac, stepping forward. And he explained to Sir Richard



at the Wolfpits. ‘And they don’t speak

how he had discovered the green children

English,’” he said, ‘and they won’t eat ouf food.’ o .
cight, Sir Richard looked down at the shrinking children, He

From his great h
frowned and he stroked his beard.

Sir Richard liked problems: h . .

h s 4 c. cnjoyed solving them, But green children, green
as grass, who couldn’t speak English, who wouldn’t eat apples | , , that was another
thing altogether.

‘So they don’t speak English,’” echoed Sir Richard after a long pause, “‘Ah well!
I don’t blame them. Perhaps they speak Norman,’ He stooped, smiled warmly at the
green girl, and began, ‘D’ol venez-vous?’

The green girl gazed at him blankly, Then she looked at her brother; he shrugg-
ed his shoulders, repeated the strange words that Clac had heard in the Wolf-
pits. Whereupon the girl looked up at Sir Richard, pointed at his pot-belly and
opened her mouth.,

Sir Richard bellowed with laughter, ‘1 understand you,” he cried. “Food’s 2
common language. All right, Sit them down.” Then, walking to the entrance of

the hall, he shouted at the top of his voice, ‘FOOD, FOOD,’
(lac led the two children over to the trestle table and sat them 2t the wooden
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XoIIC R

...... o time, 2 servant bustled in, bearing part of 2 chicken on 2 planier; 2 seoond
llowed, carrying a bunch of succulent, black grapes; and a2 third bu 4

tcher of red wine.,



‘Give them each a wing,’ said Sir Richard. “That'll cempt them. You sec if i

doesn't.’

But the children pushed the chid ken away, indicating that they would not ez j¢.

“What about the grapes then?’ suggested Sir Richard,

The black, succulent grapes were Sct before them, The girl fingered one and
said something to her brother. Then they refused them too.

Sir Richard strode up and down the hall, disconcerted. ‘Bring them some cheese,
then,’ he instructed.

A servant hurried out of the hall, reappeared with a bowl of cream cheese; ang

placed it on the table.
The two children took one look at it and pushed that away too.
‘“Well!’ exclaimed Sir Richard. ‘I don’t know. What wz// they eat?’
At this moment, it so happened that an old servant was crossing the far end of the
hall. In his arms, he carried a pile of freshly cut beans, still attached to their stalks.
Seeing the beans, the green children cried out with delight. They leapt up from
the bench and ran towards the old man who was so startled at the sight of them that

he threw down the beans on the spot and ran out of the hall as fast as his old legs
could carry him.




.Th.e children fell upon the pile ._and immediately began to tear open the stalks,
thinking the beans were in the hollows of them. Finding none, they were utterly
dismayed and began to weep dismally once more.

‘Look!” said Clac. ‘Like this.” He quickly opened a pod and showed them the
naked beans.

And so at last the green children began to eat.

The cottars stood watching them.

‘I see,” said Sir Richard eventually. ‘I see. Green children, green food.’ i

After they had eaten their fill, the green children smiled gratefully at Sir Richard
de Caine and the cottars.

“Well! Now what?’ said Sir Richard. ¢ What ate we going to do with them now?’

This was a question no-one could answer. And as the two children showed no in-
clination to leave the hall, Sir Richard instructed that they should be allowed to
remain at the manot for a5 iBNEIEsMNEVREIECRELC asked his priest, Father John,

to teach them English.

And for many, many months the green children ate nothing but beans.
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The great fair at Stourbridge came and went. Sir Richard de Caine journey

there, laden with packs of wool, and returned with Baltic furs, French cloth and
lace, and salts and spices from the East.
And all this time the green children stayed at the manor.

Father John took his duties seriously; each day the children had English lessons

with him. They both worked hard and made good progress.
And the old priest, a lean, angular man who often declared he loved no-oncb
God, began to love the green boy and the green girl as if they were his own children:
“They must be baptised,” he told Sir Richard one day. “They may be green but j;"
still have souls.’ 1
And so the children were baptised. The ceremony was attended by Sir Richard de

Caine and by all his houschold, and by his cottars and villeins. i




August grew old; September was born.

i inds wrestled with the sun. L
bl‘:ll:ih a::il gold. The elms by the Wolfpits looked like skeletons. .
Clac and his fellow cottars brought the harvest home and bcgﬂff o pre
for winter. They killed pigs and cattle and fowls, and gave them to their wives who
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During the cold days of November, the green boy became listless. He refused his 5 N BN e ol s 1k

beans: he made little progress in his work; he lost interest in playing draughts and

eaves fell, carpeting the carth in coppy

spinning tops; and nothing his sister said could cheer him.
Nobody could say what was wrong with him; he ran no fever, sported no spots.
And his sister could speak so little English that she was unable to explain . ..

Father John was anxious. He made the green boy eat mugwort and mayweed,
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crab-apple, thyme and fennel; he sent to Bury for water from the Well of Our Lady;

he offered prayers.
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One dark day, when the ground was like iron underfoot and the shifting skies
were grey, the green boy threw up his hands and died.
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% The crocuses flowered. /L 151
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family, his servants and guards
demesne, gathered in the of
cat

ing Sit Richard de Caine¢ and his
and villeins who worked on his
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The green
ng fire. Her shadow «

flickeri
¢ same alluring smile she ha

th

s customary for the minsti 108 L 2 strong, clear voice, ‘I come from

e faCé the minstrel and the HE = inimals are green, the earth ; ;'-;,, SKy ar
‘Not tonight,” called Sir Riéhard. ‘Wc’ll not havé ;5. ' -

you all for a special reason.” He paused and looked ro ..

continued, and smiling turncd o the green girl, ‘can speakk English AcHs A puff of woodsmoke I

has told me who she is, and where she comes from. And no e asked her g ees i .

her story to you.’
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There was a rustle of excitement.
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‘Well! One day my brother and I . my poor brother who died of homesick-
ness . . . we were tending sheep on the hills, and they began to stray. We followed
them and came to the mouth of 3 cave, a great cave we’d never seen before. The
sheep entered the cave and we walked in after them. And there, ahead of us, we
heard the sound of bells: a most beautiful sound: loud bells and soft bells, treble

bells and bass bells, ringing, ringing.’

‘And . . .” Sir Richard said.

‘It seemed,’ said the girl, ‘that the sound came from the far end of the cave.
The bells were so beautiful they pulled us towards them. We bad to find them.’

She paused, remembering the sounds. ‘So we walked through the cave, on and on.
At first it was flat; then we began to climb. And the bells rang and rang, tugging

us towards them.
“The cave was gloomy but not dark; then, suddenly, we saw a bright light some

““That’s where the bells are coming from,”” my brother said. So we

way ahead of us.
climbed up

hurried towards it. It grew and grew, dazzling us. And all at once we




f the cave,” said the girl. “The ringing stopped, the sunlighe blinded
S OEE’ {]mt od her han;is to her eyes. - We werc knocked senseless by the sun. Yy,
us.” She clappc
lay in a swoon for 2 long time . . -

411 was leaning forward. The fire roared.

in the h i
Everyone in t were in some deep pit. And although,

“When we recovered our senses, We Saw we
it had completely gone; we couldn’t find j¢

we looked for the entrance to the cave,
again. “What shall we do?”

- 2
rather afraid. “‘But as we can’t

my brother asked me. ““I don’t know,”” I said. I fel

go back, we’d better g0 forward.”” So, very cautiously,
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we climbed out of the Wolfpits . . >

“That’s it,” exclaimed Clac excitedly, ‘] remember. That’s when I saw vou.’
. W you,

The green girl smiled.

11 ' i
Blessed Edmund, preserve me,”” I said,’ continued (I 3¢, ““Tiwo prest chilldieno?

] :
If you were surprised to see green children,’

tonished we were to see pink men!’

the girl replied, ‘think how as-

Everyone laughed.

fation'y, asonished,” continued the groen gitl, ‘but frightened too. My brother

and I backed down into the pit again. But we couldn’t find the entrance to the

cave; and so you caught us.’

The assembled company sighed, and nodded their heads.

‘That’s my story,” said the green girl. “The rest you know. Thank you all for
your great kindness to me. I’ve been very happy here; but if ever I can find the
entrance to the cave, I must return home.’

With that, she sat down.

But that was only the beginning. Many were the questions asked of her that night,

and long into the night; many were the answers given.



But the years passed and the green girl did not return home. She remained at the

manor, for she was quite unable to find the entrance to the cave,

and even to enjoy

In time she learnt to eat meat, and the fruits of the carth,

them. And slowly her skin lost its green tinge, her hair became fair,




She always said that she was very happy in this world. But often Clac and the cot-

tars saw her wandering down by the Wolfpits, alone. At such times, they never

went near her. For they knew that she must be lonely for her own people, and looking

for the entrance to the cave.

One spring the green girl married. She left the manor of Sir Richard de Caine
and went to live with her husband at Lenna near Kings Lynn. But even then she

used to return to the Wolfpits from time to time. Her feet were anchored to this
earth, but her heart and mind sailed on to another, far-off land.



How, then, did it end? What became of the girl who climbed up from the

green land?
All this happened years and years ago. Eight hundred years ago. Some things live

longer than centuries, others do not. We know much about the green girl, byt

there is much we do not know.
And nobody knows — unless you do— whether the green girl lived on earth to the
end of her days; or whether, one day, near the Wolfpits, she simply disappeared.



The story of the Green Children is immensely old. It was first written down seven
hundred years ago by Ralph of Coggeshall; and then by the chronicler, William of
Newbridge. But for hundreds of years before that, it was passed by word of mouth
from grandfather to father to son — and no-one would care to say how, or where,
it all began.

William of Newbridge set the story in the reign of King Stephen, and that is where
we have set it too. But the idea of little people coming up out of the earth is far older

than that. It is age-old; but each age claims it as its own.

GLOSSARY

balk: a ridge.

cottar: a peasant, a cottager who owned an acre of two of his own but had to do a
certain amount of work on his lord’s land.

demesne. estate, land.
flitch: a “side’ of bacon, salted and cured.
gourd. a drinking bottle made out of the hollowed shell of the Gourd fruit.

mugwort, mayweed, crab-apple, thyme, fennel: different herbs, used as medicines.

swath: a line of reaped corn.

villein: a peasant of lower class than the cottar, obliged to do a large amount of
work on his lord’s land.



