SCOTLAND
¥

The hare in this tale is not what she seems, but you may have guessed that
already from the title. While this Scottish tale can be enjoyed any time of year,
reading it by candlelight on the last day of October is especially appropriate.
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3 t the edge of the moor there once lived a lad who was a
¥l beckeeper. Everyday he would stroll among his hives, talk-
f ing to his bees and fussing over them. People in those parts

claimed the bees could understand what the lad said, and

that he, in turn, understood them. Maybe there was some truth in that.

One day as the lad was returning to his cottage for his evening meal,
he was surprised to find a wee hare sitting on the stoop. The creature
wasn't a bit timid and stood still when the beckeeper bent down to
stroke her fur. He opened the door to his home, and the hare hopped -
right into the cottage. And she kept hopping, until she’d hopped onto
a chair and onto the table, and made herself comfortable right next to
the beekeeper’s plate!

The beekeeper noticed there was something unusual about this
hare. Her eyes weren’t brown, nor were they pink; instead they were
as blue as a cloudless sky on a summer’s day.

“You're a lovely thing,” the lad said to the hare. “I don’t know what
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as she disappeared from view.
From then on, the beekeeper kept the hare with him at all times.

She even went to town with him on market day. On one such day the
beckeeper was startled to see the old woman walking about the village
square. He asked one of the other merchants who she was.

“They say she’s a witch,” whispered the merchant, making the sign
of the cross. Well, the lad had no way of knowing if this

were true or not, but he decided to keep an even
closer watch on the hare, just in case.

The summer days gradually grew shorter and

autumn finally arrived. The colder weather slowed
the bees’ activity, and the beekeeper knew that
soon they would not be leaving the warmth and
protection of their hives. The shorter days were
sending the birds south, too, and before long the
wandering gypsies would follow.

One crisp day in carly October, a brightly colored gypsy caravan
pulled by a bony horse lumbered past the cottage. The beekeeper looked
up and waved in greeting. Only when the wagon was out of sight did
he notice that something had fallen from it onto the road. It was a sack
of grain, no doubt feed for the horse. With the hare under one arm,
and the sack of grain upon his shoulder, the beekeeper set off after the
gypsies. |

An hour later he caught up with the wagon, pulled over beside the
lane beneath the shade of some trees. The beekeeper could tell from
the delicious smells coming from the wagon that the gypsies were hav-
ing their midday meal.

“Hallo,” called the beekeeper. “Is there anyone home?”
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On All Hallows’ Eve, the last day of the month, the beekeeper did
just as the old gypsy woman had instructed. He went from hive to hive

asking the bees to help him that night. Then he picked up the hare and
climbed into his wagon. Giving the reins a shake, they set off.

On and on they went, never pausing, as day melted into evening
and evening into night. The full moon was so bright the beekeeper’s
pony had no trouble keeping to the lane. All the while-the lad kept a
firm hold on the hare.

Then suddenly the hare gave a jerk and began to wriggle and twitch.
The lad knew it must be midnight and that the witch was using all her
powers to reclaim the hare. The beekeeper tightened his grasp.

For a moment he feared he had lost the hare when a dark cloud
swept in front of the moon. But when the clouds parted, the lad was
still holding tight, but instead of a hare he held a lovely, blue-eyed lass
in his arms. The lassie told the beekeeper how she had come to be
under the wicked witch’s spell.

That Sunday the two were wed at the village church. On market
day the newlyweds rode into town with their honey. The merchant
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