Noggin, King of the Nogs
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In the Lands of the North, where the black rocks stand guard against the
cold sea, in the dark night that is very long, the Men of the Northlands
sit by their great log fires and they tell a tale.

They tell of a prince and how he built a long ship and sailed beyond the
black ice at the edge of the world to bring home his bride from the land
of the Midnight Sun.

Noggin the Nog was the name of the prince. He was the son of Knut,
King of the Nogs, the aged ruler of that land of dark forest and snow
which men call the land of Nog.

Now, every morning King Knut would rise from his bed, put on his boots
and climb to the hill above the royal castle. At the top of this hill was a
rock known as Knut's seat. The aged king would sit on the seat and as
the sun rose behind the mountains he would begin to worry.

He would look down on the little town clustered around the castle walls
and he would worry about his people and whether their roofs leaked
and whether they had warm socks this cold weather. He would look
down on his castle and he would worry about his son, Prince Noggin,
and what would happen to his people if Noggin did not marry soon for it
is the law in the Northland that the king shall be married. The old king
knew that if he died Noggin would have to marry within six weeks of his
death or he would not become king, and then the crown would go to his
wicked uncle, Nogbad the Bad.
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On p&m nordum landum paer pa blacan stanas wearde healdap wid pzes cealdan
sé&@s on p&re deorcan nihte séo swide lang is, pa Norpmen sittap néah miclum
béama brynum ond hie spell reccap.

Hie reccap sumne @&deling and ha hé lang scip worhte and siglde begeondan p&m
blacan Tse on péere worulde ecge paet hé his bryde ham brohte fram lande dzere
middenihte sunnan.

Noggin se Noga hatte sé aepeling. Hé waes sunu Knutes, Nogra cyninges, se gamola
baldor fram pissum lande deorcra holta and snawes, paet man nemnep Noges land.

/Alcne morgenne aras Knut cyning fram his bedde, scode him his I&sta and clamb to
Ozere hylle ablfan d&m cynehame. On pé&m coppe waes sé stan Knutes Stol gehaten.
Se gamola cyning szt on stole and swa séo sunne ras baftan d&m bergum swa
begann hé gieman.

He sceawode adin done lytelan tin gaderod ymb dzes cynehames weallas and hé
giemede his folces ond hwader hiera hrofas hlecig waeren and hwaeder hie wearme
soccas haefden on pissum cealdan wedere. Hé scéawode adiin pone cyneham and hé
hogode unblide be Noggine apelinge, his suna, and paette alimpe his folce gif ne
beweddode Noggin forhrape for pon wées se gewuna on p&m nordum landum paet
sé cyning scolde beweddian. Se ealdan cyning cnéow peet gif hé cwaele, ponne scolde
Noggin binnan siex wucum hiwian elles ne béo hé cyning, and pa wurde sé béag to
his arleasum feederan Nogbade p&m Ungecostan cuman.



The people of the town would look up at their king sitting there
worrying and they would say: "Don't worry old king," but of course the
king would go on worrying just the same.

Then, one day, the king rose from his seat as if to go down to his castle.
The people watching him saw him shake and stagger and fall to the
ground. The king was dead. Great was the sadness and loud the wailing.
The flags on the houses were pulled down to half mast, and the great
bell rang. All were sad, save one.

In his black castle, Nogbad the Bad heard the distant sounds of sorrow
and smiled a greedy smile.

In the Royal Castle, Noggin’s mother, Queen Grunhilda rose from her
bed and called for the prince.

“Noggin,” she said, “the time has come for you to choose a bride. | shall
summon all the maidens of gentle birth to the castle within seven days,
and on the seventh day you shall choose your bride.”

Soon the sound of trumpets was heard throughout the land as, from the
battlements of the castles, from the balconies of the tallest houses the
royal heralds proclaimed their message. What excitement there was
among maidens! What twittering and giggling! With hopeful hearts they
put on their walking shoes and skipped away to the royal castle.

On the seventh day the maidens assembled, dozens of them, in lines
across the hall. Slowly Noggin the Nog walked along the lines looking
with great care and friendliness. There were tall girls, short girls, lean
girls from the valleys with hair black as ravens’ wings, fat girls from the
castles on the mountaintops with golden plaits and eyes as blue as the
sky.

bzes tlines folc sceawodon up hiera cyning péer sittende and giemende and hie
cwadon, "Ne giem eald cyning," ac andgitfullice gelaste se cyning eallswa gieman.

On sumum daege aras se cyning fram his stole paet hé tdo cynehame ga.

beet folc pe hine bescéawiende beseah hine ahréran and tealtrian and on eorpan
befeallan. Se cyning was déad. Micel was séo gehornung and hlid seo cwidnes. On
d&m hasum hnigodon da gtpfanan and seo great belle cnylde. Eall wéeron hreowige,
nefne anum.

On his ceastre mircan gehierde Nogbad se Ungecosta pa feoran hléoprunga, and
smearcode gradige grennunge.

Beinnan d&m cynehame astod of hire bedde Noggines modor, Grunhilda cwen, and
beonn done xdeling.

“Noggin,” cwaep héo, “Tima is 02t du bryde ciest. Ic langige cuman ealla da
®0elborenan maegdenu to d&m cyneham binnan seofon dagum, and on d&m
seofodan daege scealt du pine bryde céosan.”

Forhrade waes 6ara bémena hléoprunga gehiered andlang daes rices swa bododon pa
forebodan fram dara burga torrum, fram dara hiestra hisa stanweorcum hiera bod.
Swilc onwaecenness betweohsn d&m maegdum! Swilc gyllung and galsmercung! Mid
hyhtfulum heortum scodon hie hie and hléapetton to 6&m cyneham.

On d&m seofodan daege efencomon 8a maegdenu, fela folca, on rawum, geond daet
flet. Noggin se Noga paedede, bescéawode mid micelum gyman and manascipe. Daer
waeron langa magdenu, scorta mégdenu, maegera magdenu of denum mid feaxum
blacum swa hraefna fidrum, faeta magdenu of beorghleodum, mid gyldenum
wundenfeaxum and eagum swa bléawen swa heofon.



Noggin came to the end of the line and he had not chosen. He had not
found one maiden that pleased him enough to make her his queen.
Standing calmly next to the very last maiden of all, Noggin saw a large
green bird, a strange bird, the like of which he had never seen before.

“You are not a maiden, you are a bird,” he said.

"Your highness is observant," said the bird. "My name is Graculus. | have
flown from the land of the Midnight Sun and from my master, Nan of
the Nooks, | bring you greetings and a gift." The bird took from under
his wing a knife. He placed it in Noggin's hand. "Thank you very much,"
said Noggin. He looked at the knife. It was made from a single faultless
walrus tooth. On it was carved the likeness of a girl's face. Noggin
looked at the face and he thought it beautiful, more beautiful than any
of the maidens he had seen that day, or any other day for that matter.

"Who is this maiden?" he asked.

"It is the likeness of my master's daughter," said the bird. "It is the face
of Nooka, Princess of the Nooks."

Noggin, Prince of the Nogs, turned to his people and, holding up the
knife, he cried out: "This is the maiden | shall marry."

What alarm and surprise there was in the castle!

What grumbling and grumping!

With heavy hearts the maidens put on their walking shoes and trudged
back to their homes.

Noggin climbed the steps in the castle yard and addressed the Royal
Guard and the people of the town.

"Who will come with me?" he asked.
"We will!" cried the warriors with one voice.

Noggin ancom reewe ende and he nafde ne gecoren. Hé ne fand nan magden 0=t
him licode genog his cwén to wlencanne. Stille standende be d&m endenéhstan
magdne, seah Noggin micelne grene fugol, wrétlicne fugol, swa &ror ne seah hé
nefre.

“Dl neart nan maegden, U eart fugol,” cwaed he.

“Deoden min, 80 becépst,” cwaed se fugol. “Min nama is Graculus. Ic fleah fram
lande dare middenihte sunnan and fram minum hlaforde Nane d&m Nokan, ic
inbrenge dé grétingword and giefe.” Se fugol anom cnif of his fidere. He alegde hine
on Noggines handa. “Ic dancie d€ micle,” cwaed Noggin. He aséah done cnif. Hé waes
of anum leahterléasum horshwaeles tép geworht. D&ron waes s€o anlicnes magdnes
andwlitan gecorfen. Noggin aséah done andwlitan and hé didhte him cyrten, cyrtenra
donne &ghwa dara m&gdena pe hé zr geseah 0odde on d&m daege, 0dde on
@ghwam odre daege to bisne.

“Hwa is pis maegden?” ascode hé.

“Is séo anlicnes mines hlafordes dohter,” cwaed se fugol. “Is se andwlita Nokan,
@pelan Nokena.”

Noggin, Noga apeling, béag to his folce and, hebbende done cnif, gylede: “bis is et
magden d=t ic gehiwige.”

Swilc hréamung and forféhdung waes in &m cynehame!
Swilc bemurcende and cioriende!
Mid hefelicum heortum scodon hie 6a maegdenu and forslawodon t6 hire hamum.

Noggin clamb 8a staegre in 8zaes cynehames gearde and clipode done cyneweard and
dzes tlnes folc.

“Hwa bega mid mé?” ascode hé.
“We willad!” cealliap da hererincas mid anre stefne.



"Who will build me a ship?" he asked.
"We willl" called the carpenters.

"And we will paint it!" called the painters.
"And we will make you sails!" called the sailmakers.

And so it was. The Nogs built a long ship of oak from the valleys. The
mast was a single perfect pine tree. The high prow was carved and

“Hwa bytled meé scip?” ascode hé.
“We willad!” cealliad da treowwyrhtan.

“And we meétad hit!” cealliap 62 méteras.
“And weé metad pe seglu!” cealliad da seglwyrhtan.

Swa belimpd hit. baet Nogfolc craeftte lang scip mid acum of §&m denum. Se maest
waes &nga fulfremed furh. baet héa forescip waes forcorfen and feeged and gylden

painted and gilded to a ferocious dragon's head. The sail was a square of hreohmodes dracan héafde gelic. Daet merehraegel waes feoderscéte cleed mid

stout canvas embroidered with the crest of Noggin and the face of
Nooka. To protect the sides of the ship were shields of hammered
bronze.

Noggines tacne and Nokan andwlitan becefed. To gewarianne dzes scipes borda
waeron bordweallas hamercnyssedes braeses.

"Do not grieve for me, Mother," said Noggin the Nog as he took leave of “Ne mé hréow, modor,” cwaed Noggin se Noga pende hé nom geleafe of Grunhilde

Queen Grunhilda. "The ship is strong, the men are brave. Graculus will
guide us through the perils of the deep."

So the ship was launched. Noggin and his band of warriors raised the
great square sail with the crest of Noggin and the face of Nooka. The
wind took the sail and the ship moved away down the fjord towards the
sea. The people watched from the quay and waved goodbye. Everybody
was sad to see them go and afraid for their safety on the long and
perilous journey. Everybody save one.

In his black castle on the hill, Nogbad the Bad looked down on the little
ship and he smiled. He knew that the journey to the land of the
Midnight Sun was so long and dangerous that there was little chance of
Noggin coming back and, as he thought of the royal treasure, the taxes
and jewels and the crown which would soon be his, he chuckled to
himself.

"Huh. Huh. Huh!"

cwéne. “Daet scip is pyhtig, 3@ menn sind dyre. Graculus wisap Gs purh dzes dypes
frecen.”

Swa waes peet scip utscofen. Noggin hof and his eorlwerod done sidan
feowerecgedan segl mid Noggines tacne and Nokan andwlitan becefed. Se wind féng
done segl and Ot scip férde andlang dzere €a ongéan dzet brim. Daet folc
bescéawodon fram dzere haefene and hwearfodon. £Aghwelc waes geenged hire
aweggewitenese t0 gewaeccene and forhtodon for hiera unpléo after d&m langum
farelde and fraacenfulum. Eall nefne anum.

Beinnan dgre mircan ceastre on d&m berge, |ocode Nogbad se Ungecosta adun on
d02&m lytlan scipe and hé smearcode. HE cnéow Jeet se fareld to lande 6are
middenihte sunnan waes swa lang and pléohlic 6zt lytel gesélnes waes dat Noggin
eft cyme and, swa dohte hé be p&m cynellican mapme, p&am feormum and gimmum
and d&m gyldenbéage de sona béo his, swa hloh he selfe.

"Hoh. Hoh. Hoh!"



A good wind blew the ship away from the land of Nog. Night came. The
helmsman lashed the steering oar to hold the helm to the North Star
and the band of Nogs sat round their stove in the canvas cabin and
made hot buttered toast.

All the next day and night the wind blew them on. Then, one day, the
wind dropped. The sun came out and it was really quite warm. As the
sun set that night a storm blew up. The wind howled in the rigging. The
thunder roared, the lightning flashed as the great waves tossed the little
ship about like a cork. Graculus lay under a shelf feeling very, very sick.
The Nogs huddled around their stove and prayed that the ship would
not sink.

Morning came. The storm blew past and all was calm. They hoisted the
sail and looked at it. No wind came to fill it. It hung limp on the mast
and the ship stayed where it was, still in a calm still sea. The Captain of
the Guard, the fierce Thor Nogson, stood at the helm.

"What do we do now, Noggin?"

"Row, | suppose," replied the prince.

The oarsmen took up their oars.

"Which way do we row?" asked Thor Nogson.
"Oh dear, | don't know," said Noggin the Nog.

They could not ask Graculus; he was too seasick to talk. So the Nogs got
out their fishing rods and sat in the sun and fished. They did not catch
anything but it passed the time.

"Land Ho!" came a shout from the look-out.

Not much land indeed, just a small, brownish grey island in the sea.

"Row that way," said Noggin.

God wind bléeow 8t scip of Noges lande. Niht com. Se steormann geband da
steorare 0zt gerédru on d&m norpsteorran to gehendanne and paet Nogwerod
®etsaet ymb his fyrpollan on d&&m getelde and gebra&ddon gebladesod bread mid
butere.

Purh pone operne daeg and pa niht bebléow se wind hie forpweardes. On pys dege
ba endode se wind. Séo sunne ascan and waes gewisse wearm. Da séo sunne astag
pzere nihte da dbléow hreoh. Se wind hréop in p&m waderapum. Séo punorrad
swéog, se ligraesc fyrclode penden hwearfodon pa micelan merefaropas pezet lytele
scip swa flotwudu. Graculus lzeg benypan pa&m borde swipe, swipe untrymig
gefélende. Daet Nogwerod héapode ymb hira fyrpollan and geb&de paet pzet scip ne
asence.

Morgen com. bzt hreoh endode and eall waes smylte. Hie ahofon done segl and hine
asawon. Nan wind ne com hine to afyllanne. Hé hangode drlisende on maeste and
baet scip abad peer, stille on stillum smyltum sé. Se werodtoga, se grama bor
Nogsunu, stod on helman.

“Hwaet dop weé ni, Noggin?”

“Rowab, ic gewene,” géanpingode se adeling.
Pa haszetan aféngon hira ara.

“Hwider rowap wé?” ascode por Nogson.
“Wa 13, ic ne cnawe,” cwaep Noggin se Noga.

Hie ne magon Graculus ascian; he waes to6 mereseoc to wordlianne. Swa feahte paet
Nogwerod hira fisc-ferelan and s&t in sunnbeame and fiscode. Hie ne geféngon
nawyht ac man durhdréag.

“Hweet, land!” for6com cirm fram d&m daegwearde.
Naes micel land fordum, anlice waes lytel eordgraeg ig in brime.

“Rowab pider,” cwaep Noggin.



They rowed over to the island and Thor Nogson swung out on a rope
and landed on it.

"Ooh, it's all soft and squodgy," he said, "and it's covered with sort of
brown grass stuff."

"Explore the island," said Noggin.
"Explore it? | can see all of it from where | am standing! There is nothing
here except this brown grass stuff."

"Dig some up," said Noggin.

They threw Thor Nogson a spade. He put it to the ground and dug. The
whole island rocked under him. It reeled and shook and one end of it
rose in a hill letting out a great roar of pain.

"Earthquake!" shouted Thor Nogson.

The hill turned on them and it was a great head with fierce whiskers and
long sharp teeth.

"I say, do you mind?" it said. "That hurt!"

It was a gigantic walrus. Noggin knew there was only one walrus in the
world as big as that. They had met Arup, King of the Walruses. They
greeted each other as kings do and Noggin offered his guest
refreshment.

"A ship's biscuit perhaps?"

"A ship's biscuit?" said the Walrus. "Why, yes, that would be nice. I'm
feeling a bit peckish."

Hie reowon od pa ige and bor Nogsunu atswang on rape and gelandode pzron.

“Oh, is ful softe and hnesce,” cwaep hé, “and is gewrigen mid dunum gaerslicum
andweorce.”

“Aspyrge daige,” cwaep Noggin.
“Aspyrie? Ic maeg ealles seon hwéer ic stande! Nis nawyht hér bidtan dunum
geerslicum andweorce.”

“Fordelf sumes,” cwaep Noggin.
Costere gewurpon hie to bor Nogsuna. Hé dyde hine to eorpan and dealf. Eall ig

hripbode undere him. Héo ascoc and awegede and sum healf ras to hylle micelne
wraecsang clipiende.

“Eorphrérness!” gylede Por Nogsunu.

Séo hyll becerede and héo waes micel héafod mid unhirlicum wangbeardum and
langum scearpum topum.

“Ic secge, hogiad ni!” hé cwaep. “baet mé derep!”

Se waes gréat horshwael. Noggin cnéow paet n&nig horshweel naes on eordan swa
micel bdtan anum. Hie métton Arup, Horshwala cyning. Hie gegrétton hie swa
cyningas dop and Noggin offrode his gieste gereord.

“Scipes bradhlaf gewéne?”

“Scipes bradhlaf?” cweep se horshwael. “Hwy, gise, pbaet sie gewunsum. Ic hyngrige
hwéne.”



Noggin's men went below and brought up a chest of biscuits.
"How would you like them?" asked Noggin.

"Oh, just throw them in, throw them in!" replied the King of the
Walruses and he opened his mouth.

The Nogs picked up ship's biscuits and threw them into the great mouth
until the chest was empty. Then the Walrus closed his mouth and
chewed.

"Mm, delicious, haven't had ship's biscuit for years!"

"Hi, what about me?" shouted Thor Nogson.
"Throw him a biscuit, somebody," said Noggin.

"No! | want to come back! You can't leave me on this monster all day!"

"Manners, Thor Nogson, manners!" said Noggin severely. "Wait till the
King of the Walruses has finished his elevenses."

The walrus chewed another box of ship's biscuits with great pleasure
and then offered to help them on their way.

"I am going towards the land of the Midnight Sun. If you just throw your
gardener here a rope, | will give you a tow."

They threw Thor Nogson a rope. He tied it around the walrus's neck.
and quickly climbed back on board.

"Right away!" called Noggin.

Noggines llpmenn eéodon inne and gebrungon erc bradhlafa.
“HG gepicge pu hie?” ascode Noggin.

“Oh, hlGtorlice weorp hie innan, weorp hie innan!” oncwaep se Horshwala cyning and
hé openode his mup.

bzt Nogwerod aféng pa scipes bradhlafas and gewearp hie into pone miclan mip op
bzet se erc |ere waes. bonne beclysde se horshweael his mip and ceaw.
“Mm, arlic, fela wintra nazbbe ic nanne scipes bradhlaf!”

“Eala, and ic?” gylede Por Nogsunu.
“Geweorp him bradhlaf, gehwa,” cwaep Noggin.

“Nese! Ic wille eftcerran! Gé ne sculon mé on pissum fifel andlangne daeg forl&tan!”

“Gebaru, Por Nogsunu, geba&aru!” cwaep Noggin teartlice. “Abid oppaet se
Horshwala cyning endap his sn&dinge.”

Se horshwael céaw afterne erc scipes bradhlafa mid micelre glaednese and ponne
béad hé him helpan to férenne.

“Ic ga agean paet land dzere middenihte sunnan. Gif bl geweorpe pissum léacwearde
bine line, pa togie ic pé.”

Hie gewurpon bor Nogsuna linan. Hé geband hie emb paes horshwaeles hneccan and
hwaetlice efthwearf on bat.

“Awegonwend!” béad Noggin.



The walrus moved away though the calm water pulling the ship behind
him. Swiftly he swam. All that day and night he swam. Through the next
day and night he pulled the little ship until they were past the black ice
at the edge of the world. Then he stopped.

"I'll be off now," he said. "l go South here, but there is a good wind.
Keep the Midday Sun behind you. Watch out for icebergs. Good luck!"

The King of the Walruses sank beneath the waves.

The wind bore them on. That night the snow began to fall. Graculus
climbed on to the prow of the ship and guided them past the icebergs
while the Nogs took turns bringing him mugs of cocoa. Then, as dawn
came, they saw before them the land of the Midnight Sun. It was a flat
land. No mountains and forests like their own homeland, just flat ice
and snow. Nan of the Nooks was waiting for them on the shore. He was
a little man in a fur hood sitting on a throne made of blocks of ice. He
was surrounded by other little men in fur hoods all jumping about with
excitement.

"Greetings, Noggin the Nog. Do you come in peace?" he called.
"Hail, Nan of the Nooks. We come in peace," called Noggin the Nog as
he leapt ashore.

Nan of the Nooks came down from his throne of ice and shook Noggin

Se horshwzel awegonwende purh paet smylte brim, p&m scipe wiphindan apullende.
Swiftlice swamm hé. Ealne daeg and ealle niht swamm hé. burhit operne deeg and
opere niht apullode hé paet lytle scip oppaet hie gedégdon paet mirce is st eorpan
ecge. bonne gestillde hé.

“Ic feorre n0,” cwaep hé. “Ic fére supryhte, ac is god wind. Fordheald pa middaeges
sunnan pwiphindan. Bewarna wip isbeorga. God sped!”

Se Horshwaela cyning asanc under pa waegas.

Se wind baer hie forweard. bzere nihte féoll snaw. Graculus clamb on paet forescip
and stéorde hie ymb pa isbeorgas penden hwearf hit embstemn paet Nogwerod him
ealowage bringan. Pa dagung forpcom, pa sawon hie paet land pre middenihte
sunnan. bzt waes brad land. Wéeron nane bergas ne nane holtas hiera édel ungelic,
waes brad 1s anlice and snaw. Nan Nokana basnode hie on brimsteepe. Hé waes lytel
wer on crusenan, sittende on prymselde of Tsgicelum geworht. He waes ymbstandend
mid lytlum mannum on crusenan, eallum hléapende on onwacennesse.

“Eala, Noggin se Noga! Cymst pl on frype?” ceallode hé.
“Wespi hal, Nan Nokana. Wé cumap on frype,” ceallode Noggin se Noga swa l&hte
hé on brimstaep.

Nan Nokana forpcom of his prymselde Tses and hrisode Noggines I6f. “Fulswipe ceald

by the hand. "Perishing cold isn't it?" he said. "Come up to my place and t6 sope?” hé cwaep. “Cum on min his and drenc sumes hat.”

have a cup of something hot."

Nan of the Nooks led Noggin to one of the round ice houses and went
indoors. There was no door, only a sort of arched tunnel to crawl
through. Inside, the house was bright and warm with a skin on the floor
for a carpet. Nan and Noggin sat on stools and Nan's daughter brought

Nan Nokana geléadde Noggin t6 sum trendel ishis and ineode. Naes nan duru, anlice
bogen crypel pone man purhcréap. Binnan waes paet his beorht and hléowfaest mid
hyde swa teepped on flore. Nan and Noggin s&ton t6 stolum and Nanes dohtor
inbzer bleacne léafdrinc in seolfrenum lihwaegum.



them black tea in silver mugs.

She was Nooka, the girl whose likeness was carved on the bone knife.
Noggin looked at her and she was more beautiful than he had expected.

Noggin turned to her father. He said, "Nan of the Nooks, | have come far,
through hail and wind, through snowstorm and sea mist, past the black
ice at the edge of the world to ask your daughter to marry me."

"Yes, | know," said Nan of the Nooks.

"Well, er ..." Noggin faltered, "now I'm here, | feel a bit shy. Would you
ask her for me?"

Nan of the Nooks laughed. "All right then." He called his daughter.
"Nooka," he said. "Noggin has come through hail and wind through
snowstorm and sea mist, past the black ice at the edge of the world to
ask you to marry him. Will your marry him and be Queen of the Nogs?"

"Yes Father, | will."

So Noggin and Nooka were married. There was great feasting and
merriment in the land of the Midnight Sun. Fireworks lit up the sky and
the Nogs and the Nooks sang drinking songs and ate roasted caribou
meat.

The next morning Graculus came to Noggin and Nooka and told them he
was going to fly back to the land of Nog and tell the news that Noggin
was married and on his way home. Otherwise Nogbad the Bad was sure
to try and seize the throne. So Graculus flew away from the land of the
Midnight Sun. Noggin, Nan and Nooka stood and waved until his strong
green wings had carried him out of sight.

Noka waes héo, paet maegden hwaes gelicnese waes on pé&m banan cnife acearf.
Noggin aseah hie and héo waes forfeegerra ponne hé gewénde.

Noggin n&gde hire faader wordum. “Nan Nokana, of feorwegum com ic, purh haegl
and wind, purh snawstorm and meremist, begeondan paet blace 1s on pgre worulde
ecge, pine dohtor to ascianne hwaepere héo mé hiwie.

“Giese, ic wat”, cwaep Nan Nokana.

“La...” Noggin stamerode, “nd eom ic hér, ic geféle hwéne scéoh. Meaht pi hie ascian
for me?”

Nan Nokena hloh. “Swa béo hit.” Hé lapode his dohtor. “Noka,” cwaep hé, “Noggin
com purh haegl and wind, purh snawstorm and meremist, begeondan pzet blace 1s on
béere worulde ecge, pé to ascianne hwaepere pid hine hiwie. Wilt pd hine hiwian and
Cweén para Nogena weorpan?”

“Giese, feeder, ic wille.”

Noggin and Noka hiwodon. Micel wistfullung waes and gledgamen in p&m lande
0zre middenihte sunnan. Fyrgeweorcas beorhtodon heofon and pset Nogwerod and
pbaet Nokfolc agolon drencledp and &ton bréaddne hranmete.

by efteran morgene métte Graculus Noggin and Noka and asagde him paet he
opfléoge t6 Nogenalande and acwepe paet spell paet Noggin hiwode and eple
edwende. £lcra befo Nogbad se Ungecosta paet prymseld. Forpa forpfléag Graculus
fram lande dzere middenihte sunnan. Noggin, Nan and Noka aetstodon and wafodon
op his stranga gréna fipere him aweg abgron.



Far away, in the land of Nog, Nogbad the Bad stood in his black castle
and looked out across the sea. High in the air he saw a bird, a green
bird, flying very slowly like a bird that is very tired. He watched the bird
flutter down and with the last of its strength land on top of the flag
pole, fold its wings, tuck away its head and go to sleep.

Nogbad held the flag-rope and told his guards to haul down the flag.
The guards pulled down the flag. and, as they did so, Nogbad was pulled
up the other side of the pole. He reached the top and grabbed the bird
by the throat.

"Aaark!" cried Graculus.
"Lower away, guards," said Nogbad.

They lowered him. He held out the bird to the guards. He said, "Take this
and put it in the dungeon."

The guards took Graculus and put him in a dungeon. He sat there with a
bow! of water and a bow! of birdseed and he wept. The days passed.
Then one day the door was thrown open and there stood Nogbad in
purple robes carrying a golden crown.

"Look at me, Bird," he said. "It is six weeks since Noggin went away. He
has not returned and so, today, | go down to the council of elders in the
town and they have to proclaim me King!" Graculus watched from the
barred window of the dungeon. He saw Nogbad set out in a golden
carriage.

A robin perched on the window sill.

"Robin," said Graculus. "Do you want Nogbad to be king?"

The robin shook his head. "Take this feather," said Graculus. "Put it in
the hand of Queen Grunhilda and tell her | am here."

Unneéah, in Nogenalande, stod Nogbad se Ungecosta in his mirce ceastre and
forpbeséah lagulade. Heofonhéah séah hé fugol, grenne fugol, swipe slawlice
fleogende swa swipe werig fugol. H& hawode pone fugol niper floterian and mid his
leetemestan maegene on fanalorgre gelandian, his fipere féaldan, his hioful helmian
and onsl&pan.

Nogbad gehende pa fanalinan and bad his weardum pone fanan téon. ba weardas
tugon pone fanan and, swa hie dydon, swa waes Nogbad ahaefen on oderre healfe
lorgre. Hé ancom on pone cnep and gegrap paes fugoles hracan.

“Aaarc!” hréop Graculus.
“Gryndap mé, gé weardas,” cwaep Nogbad.

Hie gryndon hine. Hé geforpode pone fugol to weardum. Hé cwaep, “Tacap pisne and
ingedod hine in paet dimhas.”

bpa weardas tocon Graculus and hine in dimhis ingedydon. b&r saet hé mid bollan
waetres and mid bollan fuglesfodan and hé wéop. ba dagas gewiton. On pyssum
daege waes séo diru unlocen and pér stod Nogbad cynegerelan gearwiende and
gyldenbéah berende.

“Aséoh mé, fugol”, cwaep hé. “£r siex wucan aweggewat Noggin. Hé ne cerde and
forda, todaeg, ga ic td witenagemaote in byrg and hie sculon mé t6 cyninge abéodan!”
Graculus hawode purh dzes dimhises éagpyrl. HE séah Nogbad in gyldenre feringe
feran.

Réadda geseet on éagpyririman.

“Reéadda,” cweaep Graculus. “Wilt pd paet Nogbad t6 cyninge weorpe?”

Se réadda hrisede his héafod. “Foh pas feper,” cwaep Graculus. “Ingedo hie in
Grunhilde cwene 16f and cyp t6 hire paet ic béo hér.”



Down in the town, Nogbad the Bad drove in state past the crowds of
silent people. Nobody cheered or smiled but Nogbad did not care. He
thought of the royal treasure and the taxes and he smiled to himself.

In the royal castle, Queen Grunhilda stood alone by her window and
looked out across the cold sea. "Alas, my poor Noggin!" she sighed and
stretched out her hand towards the horizon. A robin landed on her
hand. It was carrying a green feather. "This is one of Graculus's
feathers," said the old queen. "Where is he?"

The robin pointed with its wing towards Nogbad's castle.
The queen wasted no time. She called the guards.

"Take horses and go to the castle of Nogbad the Bad. Graculus is
imprisoned there. This bird will show you the place. | am going down to
the council of elders to deal with Nogbad."

In niperbyrig, arad Nogbad se Ungecosta cynlice pam swigan gecrode forbi. N&nige
ne amyrgdon ne smearcodon ac Nogbad ne giemde. Hé gehogode on p&m cynelican
feo and p&m gafolum and hé smearcode hine.

Innan cynehame, stod Grunhilda cwén anne be hire éagpyrle and forpbeséah geond
bzt cealde brim. “Wa 13, min déora Noggin!” héo asac and areahte hire 16f agéan
bzt éaggemearc. Réadda gelandode on hire 16f. He bzer grene feder. “Péos is
Graculusre feder,” cwaep séo ealde cwén. “Hwaer is he?”

Se réadda wisode mid his fepere agéan Nogbades ceastre.
Séo cweén ne essode nane tide. Héo langode pa weardas.

“Tacap hengestas and gap t0 ceastre Nogbades paes Ungecostes. Graculus is pger
gefested. bes fugol foreaetywap éow. Ic fére to witenagemote Nogbades ping to
atéonne.”

At the council of elders, Nogbad was explaining what a good king he was £t witenagemote, trahtode Nogbad hi hé god cyning sie and hii gehwa manig niw

going to be and how many extra taxes everybody would pay. Queen
Grunhilda entered the hall, "Nogbad!" she cried in ringing tones. "What
is the penalty for obstructing the king's messenger?"

"The penalty is banishment, Grunhilda."
"Nogbad," she commanded, "go and pack your bags!"

The elders laughed, but Nogbad twirled his moustache and scowled.
"Madam," he began. "I could have you thrown into the dungeons for
insolence, but as you were once Queen of the Nogs | will be merciful. |
will let you go back to your castle, but you must stay there and mind
your own business, for | am the king."

"Oh no you are not," came a voice from the doorway. There was
Graculus perched on the shoulder of the captain of the Queen's Guard.

gafol forgielde. Grunhilda cwén inéode pzet hof. “Nogbad!” ceallode héo, hlidswége.
“Hweet is paet wite for hremminge paes cyninges ares?”

“bzet wite is wrecscipe, Grunhilda.”
“Nogbad,” béad héo, “Ga and gefét pine beligas!”

pa witan smardon hine, ac Nogbad pwaer his grane and ywde grame ansyne.
“Hlgfdige”, begann hé. “Ic mihte pé in dimhis for ofermode ingedon, ac forpon pi
wéere &r Cwén para Nogena ponne miltsie ic. Ic ann pé paet pl td pinum cyneham
eftcierre, ac pi scealt bidan and forswigan, forpon ic eom cyning.”

“La nese, bl neart,” cweaep stefn fram ingange. b&r waes Graculus on p&re eaxle
bére cwene weardgerefan sittende.



"Slink away Nogbad, your time is up!" and Nogbad slunk away. “Slinc aweg, Nogbad, pin tima is forealdod!” and Nogbad slanc aweg.

"Smoke!" cried the boy who sold winkles. “Smic!” ceallode se cnaepling se pe sealde scielfiscas.
"Smoke!" cried the harbour master. “Smic!” ceallode se portgeréfa.

The signal fire on the headland was burning to show that a sail had been baet béacenfyr baernde on paere naesse forpem segl waes sewen.
sighted.

They saw a ship. It was tiny and far away, but Grunhilda, looking through Hie sawon scip. bzt was lytel and unnéah, ac séah Grunhilda lagulade forpbeséonde
the harbour master's telescope, could make out the crest of Nog and Noges tacn and Nokan licnesse on segle becefed.
the face of Nooka embroidered on the sail.

Soon the ship sailed up the fjord to the harbour, where, amid great Forhrape siglde paet scip andlang d2re €a to porte, p&r, onmiddan micelre
rejoicing, Noggin and Nooka stepped ashore to be greeted by their feowunge, bestopon Noggin and Noka on laep and hiera folc hie grétte.
people.

Graculus told Noggin of Nogbad's wickedness and he sent soldiers to Graculus acwaep Noggin be Nogbades wohfulnesse and Noggin asende ferdmenn
seek him out. They did not find him. Nogbad had put on his climbing Nogbad to néosianne. Hine ne gefandon. Nogbad scodde him his lesta and gestah
boots and set off over the pass to stay with his granny in Finland. ofer pone anpaep be his ealdméder in Cwénlande to geeardienne.

So Noggin and Nooka came home to their kingdom. They were crowned bus comon Noggin and Noka to éple, to hiera cyningrice. On py daege wéron hie
that day in the royal castle, Noggin and Nooka, King and Queen of the  gebéagod in cynehame, Noggin Nogena t6 cyninge and Nokan t6 cwéne, and lang
Nogs, and their reign was long and happy. waes hiera rice and eadig.



