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I 1\r':rIlODDC':rI01\r 

'THE' 'TALE'S OF U.r[ D LJi.' TEE' JJAQ D 

is a collecdon of stories wrirren for you ng 

wizards and witches. They have been popular 

bedtime reading for centuries, with the resu lt 

that the Hopping Pot and the Fountain of Fair 

Fortune are as familiar to many of [he students 

at Hogwarts as C inderella and Sleeping Beauty 

are (0 Muggle (non-magical) children. 

Beedle's stories resemble our fairy tales in 

many respecrs; for instance, virtue is usually 

rewarded, and wickedness punished. However, 

there is one very obvious difference. In Muggle 



fairy ta les, magic rends to lie at the roOl of the 

hero's or heroine's troubles - the wicked witch 

has poisoned the apple, or put (he princess into 

a hundred-year's sleep, or lUrned the prince into 

a hideous beast. In the Tales a/Beedle the Bard, 

on (he other hand, we meet heroes and heroines 

who can perform magic themselves, and yet 

fi nd ir just as hard to solve their problems as we 

do. Beedle's stories have helped generations of 

Wizarding parents to explai n this painful fan of 

life (0 their young children: thar magic causes as 

much t rouble as it cures. 

Another notable difference between these 

fables and their Muggle cou nterparts is that 

Beedle's witches are much more active in seeking 

." I I I ' 

thei r fo rtunes than our fa iry-tale heroines. Asha, 

Alrheda, Amara, and Babbitry Rabbitry are 

all witches who take their fa tes into their own 

hands. rather than taking a prolonged nap or 

waiting for someone (0 return a lost shoe. The 

exception ro this rule - rhe unnamed maiden 

of "The Warlock's Hairy Heart" - acts more 

like our idea of a storybook princess, but there is 

no "happily ever after" at the end of her ta le. 

Beedle rhe Bard li ved in rhe fi fteenth century. 

and much of his life remains shrouded in mys

tery. We know that he was born in Yorkshire. and 

the only surviving woodcur shows that he had 

an exceptionally luxuriam beard . If his stories 

accurately reflect his opinions, he rather liked 

• I l( • 



Muggles, whom he regarded as ignorant rather 

than malevolent; he mistrusted Dark Magic, and 

he bel ieved [hat (he worst excesses of wizardkind 

sprang from the all ~too~human tra its of cruelty, 

apathy, or arrogant misapplication of their own 

ta lents. The heroes and heroi nes who rriumph 

in his stories are nO( those with the most power

ful magic, but rather those who demonsrrare (he 

most kindness, common sense, and ingenuity. 

One modern~day wizard who held very 

similar views was, of course, Professor Albus 

Percival Wulfric Brian Dumbledore, Order of 

Merlin (Fi rst Class), Headmaster of Hogwans 

Schoo! of Witchcraft and Wizardry, Supreme 

Mugwump of the International Confederation 

• x . 

of W izards, and C hief Wa rlock of the Wiz.cn~ 

gamot. This sim ila rity of outlook notwithstand

ing, it was a surprise to d iscover a set of notes 

on the Tales of Beedle the Bard among the many 

papers that Dumbledore left in his wi ll to the 

Hogwarrs Archi ves. W hether thi s commentary 

was written fo r his own satisfact ion or for futu re 

publication, we shall never know; however. we 

have been graciously gramed permission by Pro

fessor M inerva McGonagall, now Head mistress 

of Hogwarts. to pri nt Professor Dumbledore's 

notes here. alongside a brand-new translation of 

the Tales by Hermione Granger. We hope that 

Professor Du mbledore's insights. which include 

observations on W izard ing history. personal 

• x , . 



rem iniscences, and enlightening information on 

key elemenrs of each story, will help a new gen

erat ion of both Wizarding and Muggle readers 

appreciate 77Je Tales of Beedle the Bard. It is the 

belief of all who knew him personally that Pro

fessor Dumbledore would have been delighted 

to lend his suppOrt to this project, given that 

all royalt ies are to be donated to the C hildren's 

High Level Group, which works to benefit chil

dren in desperate need of a voice. 

It seems only right to make one small, 

additional commenr on Professor Dumbledore's 

notes. As far as we can tell , (he notes were com

pleted arollnd eighteen months before the tragic 

events that took place at the top of Hogwarts's 

Astronomy Tower. Those familiar with the hi s

tory of the mOSt recent W izarding war (everyone 

who has read all seven volumes on the life of 

Harry Potter. for instance) will be aware that 

Professor Dumbledore reveals a little less than 

he knows - or suspects - about the final story 

in thi s book. The reason for any om ission lies, 

perhaps, in what Dumbledore sa id about truth , 

many years ago, to his favorite and most famous 

pupil , 

" It is a beautiful and terrible thing. and 

should therefore be treated with great caution." 

Whether we agree with him or nor, we 

can perhaps excuse Professor Dumbledore 

fo r wishing to protect future readers from the 

' XI II-



temptations to which he himself had fallen prey, 

and for which he paid so terrible a price. 

J. K. Rowling 

2008 

A NOTE. ON THE. FOOTNOTE.S 

Professor Dumbl~dor~ ap~ar5 [0 have bc:~n writing 

for a Wizarding audi~nc~. so I hav~ occasionally 

i n~rted an ~xplanation of a r~rm or faCt that 

might n~~d clarification for Mugglc: r~ad~rs. 

- JKR -

TrIl' 

TA~~S 
OF 

E~~D~~ 
~rIl' 

EAll.D 
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']':E-:[1\ WIZAJl.D AND 
']':E-:[ 1\ :E-:[ 0 P PIN CPO ']' 

m here was once a kindly old wizard who 

.l.. used his magic generously and wisely 

for the benefic of his neighbors. Rather than 

reveal the true source of his power, he pretended 

that his porions, cha rms, and anridores sprang 

rcady-made from rhe lia le cauldron he called his 

lucky cooking pOl. From mi les around , people 

came ro him with (heir troubles, and the wiza rd 

was pleased to give his pot a stir, and pur things 

righe. 

. ] . . 



•• • 
Tt-{J, 'f A~r S 0 1;' 

B[E D l[ THr B Alt D 

This well-beloved wizard li ved to a goodly 

age. then died, leaving all his chattels ro his 

only son. This son was of a very differcm 

disposition ro his gentle fa ther. Those who 

could not work magic were, ro the son's mind, 

.* 
• 

worrhless, and he had often qua rreled with his 

fat her's habit of dispensing magical aid to their 

neighbo rs. 

Upon the father's death , rhe son fou nd 

hidden inside the old cooking por a small pack

age bearing his name. He opened ie, hoping 

for gold, bur found instead a soft, thick slipper, 

much roo smaIl to wea r, and with no pair. A 

fragment of pa rchment within the slipper bore 

the words "In the fond hope, my son, rhar you 

will never need ir." 

• 2 • 

•• • 
'f t l r W I Z J\n D AN D 

-r l-l [ HOP!> I N C [JOT 

• * • 

The son cursed his father's age-softened 

mind, then threw the slipper back imo the caul

dron , resolvi ng to use it henceforth as a rubbish 

pail. 

That very night a peasa nt woman knocked 

on (he from door. 

"My granddaughter is afflicted by a crop 

of wa rts, sir," she £old him. "Your father used 

to mix a specia l poultice in that old cooking 

" pOt-

"Begone!" cried the son. "What care I for 

b ' )" your rar swarts. 

And he slammed the door in the old 

woman's face. 

At once there came a loud clanging and 

banging from his kirchen. The wizard lit his 

. , . 



• • • 
THr TAU' S O J" 

BE[ D LE THE Il f\H D 

wand and opened the door. and there, to his 

•• • 

amazement, he saw his fat her's old cooking pOt: 

It had sprouted a single foot of brass, and was 

hopping on rhe spot in the middle of the Aoor, 

mak ing a fearful noise upon rhe AagstOnes. The 

wizard approached it in wonde r. but fel l back 

hurriedly when he saw that rhe whole of rhe 

pm's surface was covered in warts. 

"Disgusting object!" he cried, and he tried 

firstly co Vanish the POt, then to clean it by 

magic. and fin ally co force it out of the house. 

None of his spells worked , however, and he was 

unable to prevenr the POt hopping after him 

out of the kitchen, and then following him up 

co bed, clanging and banging loudly on every 

wooden stair. 

• 4 • 

•• • 
'TH l; WI Z AR D AN D 

THt HOP PI N G P O T 
•• • 

The wizard could not sleep all night for rhe 

banging of the warty old pot by his bedside, and 

next morning rhe pot insisted upon hopping 

after him to rhe breakfast rable. Clang, clang, 

clang wem the brass-footed pot , and rhe wiza rd 

had not even started his porridge when there 

came another knock on rhe door. 

An old man srood on the doorstep. 

'''Tis myoid donkey, sir," he ex plained. 

"Lost , she is, o r scolen, and without her I cannm 

take my wares to market, and my family wi ll go 

hungry conight." 

"And I am hungry now!" roa red the wizard, 

and he slammed the door upon (he old man. 

Clang, clang, clang went the cooking pot'S 

single brass foot upon (he Roor, but now its 

. s . 
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T .H C 'fAU'S or 

Uf( O l,[ TH C BAll O 
. * • 

clamor was mixed with the brays of a donkey 

and human groans of hunger, echoing from rhe 

depths of the pot. 

"Be still. Be silenr!" shrieked rhe wiza rd , bur 

nor all his magica l powers could quieten the 

warry POl , which hopped at his heels all day, 

braying and groaning and clanging, no mancr 

where he wenr or whac he did. 

That evening there came a third knock 

upon rhe door, and there on the threshold stood 

a young woman sobbing as (hough her hean 

would break. 

"My baby is grievously ill ," she said. "Won'( 

YOll please help us? Your farher bade me come if 

rroubled -" 

Bur rhe wizard slammed {he door on her. 

• 6 • 

• • • 
THI: W I Z AI\ D A N D 

' rB.,· HOPP I NG POT 
•• • 

And now the rormenring POt filled (Q the 

brim with salt water, and slopped rea rs all over 

the Roor as it hopped, and brayed. and groaned. 

and sprouted morc warts. 

Though no more villagers came to seck 

help at rhe wizard 's conage for rhe rest of the 

week, (he pot kept him informed of their many 

ills. Within a few days it was not only braying 

and groan!ng and slopping and hopping and 

sprouting wan s, it was also choking and re(ch

ing, crying like a baby, whin ing like a dog, and 

spewing out bad cheese and sour milk and a 

plague of hungry slugs. 

The wizard could nor sleep or eat with the 

pot beside him, but rhe POt refused to leave, and 

he could not silence it o r force it (0 be still. 

7 • 
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TH[ TAl[ S O}" 

8[( 0 1.[ ",' H£ IIA.R D 

At last the wizard could bear it no morc. 

•• • 

"Bring me all your problems, all your 

t roubles, and your woes!" he screamed, fleeing 

into the night, with rhe POt hoppi ng behind 

him along rhe road into the vi ll age. "Come! Let 

me cure you, mend you, and comfort you! I 

have my father's cook ing pot, and J sha ll make 

you well!" 

• 8 • 
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T.t .. U : W I ZAIID AN D 

TH': HOPP I N C POT 
• • • 

And with the fou l POt sti ll boundi ng along 

behind him, he ran up the su ccr, cast ing spells 

in every d irection . 

Inside one house the linlc girl's warts 

va nished as she slept; rhe lost donkey was 

Summoned from a d isram br ia r parch a nd 

SCI dow n sofdy in irs stable; rhe sick baby was 

doused in dittany and woke, well and rosy. 

At every house of sickness and so rrow the 

wizard did his best, and grad ually rhe cooking 

PO( beside hi m sropped groan ing and retching, 

and became quiet, shiny, and clean. 

"Well, Pot?" asked (he rrembling wizard as 

rhe sun began ro rise. 

The por burped our the single slipper he had 

thrown into it, and permitred h im ro fit ir OIl (Q 

• 9 • 
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Tr-Il; TALr.S o r 

1I0;D tI: T H r llA Il D 
• * • 

the brass foor. Together, (hey SCt off back to {he 

wizard 's house, the pOl'S footstep lTIufRed at last. 

Bur from that day forward , the wizard helped 

the villagers, li ke his fa ther before him, lest the 

pot cast off its slipper, and begin to hop once 

more. 

• 1 0 • 

* • • 

• • • 

r-------------------------------~ .* 

on "The Wizard and the Hopping Pot" 

A kind old wizard decides to teach his hard-

hearted son a lesson, by giving him a fasre of 

the local Muggles' misery. The young wizard's 

conscience awakes, and he agrees (Q lise his 

magic for the benefit of his non-magical neigh

bors. A simple and heartwarming fable. one 

might think - in which case, one would reveal 

oneself to be an innocent nincompoop. A 

pro-Muggle story showing a Muggle-Ioving 

father as superior in magic (Q a Muggle-hating 

son? Ie is nothing shon of amazing that any cop-

ies of the o riginal version of this tale surived the 

flames to which they were so ofren consigned. 

• 1 1 • 
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,--------------------------------------, .. 
Beedle was somewhat out of step with his 

dmes in preaching a message of brotherly love 

for Muggles. The persecution of witches and 

wizards was gathering pace all over Europe in 

the early fifteenth century. Many in the magical 

community felt, and with good reason, that 

offering {Q cas( a spell on the Muggle next door's 

sickly pig was tantamount (0 volunteering to 

fetch the fi rewood for one's own funeral pyre.l 

I II is ltu~, of COUrK, thai genuine witcMs and wiz.ards were H:uonably 

:><kPc at escaping the Slake, block. and OOOK (see my commenUi about 

U~II( de Lapin in t .... comlmntary on "Babbiuy Rabbiu y and Her 

Cackling Slump"). Hownet, a numbc-, of deaths did occur: Sir Nicholas 

de Mimsy-]'orpinglon (I wiurd all .... Royal Cout! in his lifetime, and 

;n his death-lime, ghost orGryffindor Tower) was slrip~ o(his wand 

Nforc Nlng locked In J dungeon, and was unabl~ to mJgic himselr OUI 

orhis ex«mion; and Wiurding ramilies were panicularly ptonr 10 losing 

you nger membeu. whO$e inabililylo conlrollheir own magic made Ihem 

noti«able. and vulnerabk, 10 Muggle witch-hunters. 

• 

• L-______________________________ ~-. 

• 1 2 • 

•• • 

• 

"Let the Muggles manage without us!" was the 

cry, as wizards drew further and further apart 

from their non-magica l brethren, culminating 

with the institution of the Internat ional Statute 

ofWizarding Secrecy in 1689, when wiza rdkind 

voluntarily went underground. 

Children being child ren, however, the 

grotesque Hopping POt had taken hold of their 

imaginations. The solution was to jettison the 

pro-Muggle moral bur keep the warty cauldron, 

so by the middle of the sixteenth century a 

different version of the tale was in wide circula-

tion among Wiza rding families. In the revised 

story, the Hopping POt protects an innocent 

wizard from his torch-bearing, pitchfork-toting 

• • L-______________________________ ~ 

• 1 3 • 
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•• r--------------------------------------------, 
• 

neighbors by chasing [hem away from (he 

wizard 's cottage. catching [hem, and swallow-

jng them whole. At the end of the smry. by 

which time the Pot has consumed mOSt of his 

neighbors, the wizard gains a promise from the 

few remaining villagers that he will be left in 

peace to practice magic. In te[Urn, he insrrucrs 

[he POt to render up its victims, who are duly 

burped out of its depths. slightly mangled. To 

this day, some Wizarding children are only told 

the revised version of (he story by their (gener

aUy anti-Muggle) parents. and the original, if 

and when they ever read it, comes as a grear 

surprise. 

As 1 have already hinted, however, its 

pro-Muggle sentiment was nor the only reason 

. * • 

• • • • L __________________________________________ ---1 •• 

• 14- • 

•• r------------------------------------------, . • 
• • 

that "The Wiza rd and the Hopping Pot" 

anracted anger. As the witch hums grew ever 

fiercer. Wizarding families began to live double 

lives. using charms of concealment (Q protect 

themselves and thei r families, By the seven-

teemh century, any witch or wizard who chose 

to fraternize with Muggles became suspect, 

even an outcast in his or her own community. 

Among the many insults hu rled at pro-Muggle 

witches and wizards (such fruity epithets as 

"Mudwallower," "Dunglicker," and "Scum

sucker" date from this period) was [he charge of 

having weak or inferior magic. 

InAuential wizards of [he day such as 

Brutus Malfoy, editor of Warlock at War, 

an anri-Muggle periodical, perpetuated the . , , • '-__________________ ---1 •• 

• J ,5 • 
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stereorype that a Muggle-Iover was about as 

magical as a Squib.:!' In 1675. Brutus wrote: 

This we may state with Cf!rtainty: Any 

wizard who shows fondness for the 

society of Muggles is of low intelli

gence. with magic so ftebk and pitiful 

that he can only lui himsdfsuperior 

ifsurrolmded by Muggle pig-men. 

Nothing is a surer sign of 

weak magic than a weakness for 

non-magical company. 

This prejudice evemually died Out in (he 

face of overwhelming evidence that some of the 

1 (A Squib is 3 person born to magical pucn", but woo has no ~agical 

powcn. Such an occurrence i. nil: , Muggle-born wilChes and wlUrd5 all: 

much morcoommon. - JKR] 

• . \ ------------------------------" .. .. ~ 
• "16 • 

•• r --------------------________ --, •• 
• • 

• • • 

world 's most brilliam wizardsl were, to use the 

common phrase, "M uggle-Iovers." 

The fina l objection to "The Wizard and the 

Hopping PO[" remains alive in certa in quarters 

coday. It was summed up besr, perhaps, by Bea

rrix Bloxam (1794-1910), author of rhe infamous 

Toadstool Taks. Mrs. Bloxam believed that 

7he Tales of Beedle the Bard were damaging to 

children, because of what she called "their un

healthy preoccupation with the most horrid sub

jects, such as death, disease, bloodshed, wicked 

magic, unwholesome characrers, and bodily 

effusions and eruptions of the most disgusting 

kind." Mrs. Bloxam took a va riety of old stories, 

including several of Beedle's, and rewrote them 

• L-____________________________ ~ .• 
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according to her ideals, w hich she expressed as 

"filling the pure minds of our little angels wirh 

healthy. happy thoughts, keeping their sweet 

slumber free of wicked dreams, and protecting 

the precious Rower of their innocence." 

The final paragraph of Mrs. Bloxam's pure 

and precious reworking of "The Wizard and the 

Hopping Pot" reads: 

7hm tht littlt golden pot danud with 

delight - hoppitty hoppitty hop!-

on its tiny rosy toes! Wu Wi/Lykins 

had curd all the dollies ofthdr 

poorly tum-turns, and the little pot 

was so happy that it filld up with 

•• • 

* • • • L _______ _ _ __________ ~ •• 

. 1 8 . 

':: ,-- - - - - ---- --------- --, .. 

• 

sweeties for Wee Wi/Lykins and the 

dollies! 

''But don't forget to brush Jour 

tee/hy-pegs!" cried the pot. 

And Wee Willykins kwd and 

huggld the hoppitty pot and promised 

always to help the dollies and nroer to 

be an old grumpy-wumpkins again. 

Mrs. Bloxam's tale has met the same 

response from generations of Wizarding children: 

uncontrol lable retching, fo llowed by an imme

diate demand to have the book taken from them 

and mashed into pulp. 

• 

• • L ________________________________ ~ • 
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'THt FoDN'T.1UN O F 
Fl\TQ FOn.'TDN -l' 

T T igh on a hill in an enchanted ga rden, 

.rJ....enclosed by ta ll walls and prQ[ccrcd 

by strong magic. Howed the Founta in of Fair 

Fortune. 

Once a yea r. between the hours of sunrise 

and sunset on the longest day, a single unfor-

tunate was g iven the chance (0 fight their way 

[0 rhe Fountai n. bathe in irs waters, and receive 

Fa ir Fortu ne forevermore. 

O n rhe appointed day, hundreds of people 

• 20 • 

• • • 
THE' rOlJNTJ\JN o r 

rl\ I 11 r O RT V N( 
•• • 

traveled from all over the kingdom 1O reach the 

ga rden walls before dawn . Male a nd female, 

rich and poor, young and old , of magica l means 

and wirhOlu, rhey gathered in rhe da rkness. 

each hoping that they wou ld be the one to gai n 

entra nce to the garden. 

Three witches, each with her burden of 

woe, mer on the oU{skins of (he crowd, and 

told one another their sorrows as (hey waited fo r 

sunnse. 

The first, by name Asha. was sick of a 

malady no Healer could cure. She hoped that 

the Fountain would banish her symptoms and 

grant her a long and happy life. 

The second. by name Altheda , had been 

robbed of her home, her gold . and her wa nd by 

• 2 1 • 



•• • 
-r t-![ TAL£.S or 

B(l: D L£ T H I-: BAU D 
•• • 

an evil sorcerer. She hoped that the Fountain 

might relieve her of powerlessness and poverty. 

The th ird , by name Amara, had been 

deserted by a man whom she loved dearly, and 

she thought her hea rt would neve r mend. She 

hoped that the Founta in would relieve her of 

her grief and longing. 

Pitying each other, the three women agreed 

that, should the chance befa ll them, they would 

unite and try to reach the Fountain together. 

The sky was rent with rhe first ray of sun, 

and a chink in the wall opened. The crowd 

surged forward. each of them shriek ing their 

claim for the Fountain's benison. C reepers from 

the ga rden beyond snaked through rhe pressing 

• 22 • 

• • • 
THE roVNTA I N Of 

FAIR rOIl.T llN [ 
•• • 

mass, and twisted themselves around the first 

witch , Asha. She grasped the wrist of the second 

witch, Altheda , who seized tight upon the robes 

of rhe th ird witch , Amara. 

And Amara became caught upon the armor 

of a dismal-looking knighr, who was seated on a 

bone-thin horse. 

The creepers rugged the three witches 

through the chink in rhe wall, and the knighr 

was dragged off his sreed after them. 

The furious screams of the disappoi nted 

throng rose lIpon the morning air, then fell 

silent as the ga rden wa lls sealed once more. 

Asha and Altheda were angry with Amara, 

who had accidentally brought along the kn ight . 

• 2';> • 



• • • 
TKt' TAU' S or 

8t' r O lE TH[ BAn D 
• • • 

"Only one ca n bathe in the Founta in! It wi ll 

be hard enough ro decide which of us it wil l be. 

without adding another! " 

Now, Sir Luckless, as the knight was known 

in the land outside the wa lls, observed that 

these were witches, and , having no magic. 

nor any great skill at jousting or dueling with 

swords, nor anything that d istinguished rhe 

non-magical man, was sure that he had no hope 

of bearing the three women to the Founta in. He 

therefore declared his intent ion of withdrawing 

outside rhe wa lls again. 

At this, Amara became angry too. 

"Faint heart!" she chided him. "Draw your 

sword. Knight, and help us reach our goa l!" 

• :l4- • 
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And so the three witches and the fo rlorn 

knighr venrured forch inro the enchanred 

•• • 

garden, where rare herbs, fruit, and Aowers grew 
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in abundance on either side of the sunlit paths. 

They met no obstacle until they reached the foot 

of the hill on which the Fountain stood. 

There, however. wrapped around the base of 

the hill, was a monstrous white Worm, bloated 

and blind. At their approach it turned a fou l 

face upon them. and uncred the following 

words: 

"Pay me the proof of your pain." 

Sir Luckless drew his sword and atrcmprcd 

to kill rhe beast, bur his blade snapped. lllcn 

Altheda cast rocks at rhe Worm, while Asha and 

Amara essayed every spel l rhat might subdue or 

entrance it . but rhe power of their wands was no 

more effective than their friend 's stones or the 
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knight's steel: The Worm would not let rhem 

pass. 

The sun rose higher and higher in the sky, 

and Asha, despairing, bega n to weep. 

• • • 

Then the great Worm placed its face upon 

hers and drank the tears from her cheeks. It s 

thirst assuaged, the Worm slithered aside, and 

vanished into a hole in the ground. 

Rejoicing a t the Worm's disappea rance, the 

lhree witches and the kn ight began to climb the 

hill, sure that they would reach the Founta in 

before noon. 

Halfway up the steep slope, however, rhey 

came across words cur into the ground before 

them: 
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"Pay me the fruit of your labors," 

Sir Luckless took our hi s only coin , and 

placed it upon the grassy hill side, bur it rolled 

away and was lost. The three witches and the 

knight camillucd ro climb, but though they 

walked for hours more, rhey advanced nor a 

• • 
* 

step; rhe summit came no nea rer, and still the 

inscription lay in the earth befo re rhem. 

All were discouraged as the sun rose over 

their heads and began to sink tOward [he far 

horizon , but Ahheda walked faster and harder 

than any of them, a nd ex horted rhe others 

to follow her example, though she moved no 

farther up the enchanted hill. 

"Courage, friends, and do nor yield!" she 

cried, wiping the swear from her brow. 

• 28 . 
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As the drops fell glinering onro the earth, 

the inscription blocking their path vanished, 

and they found that rhey were able to move 

upward once morc. 

Delighted by the remova l of thi s second 

• • • 

obstacle. rhey hurried wward rhe summit as fast 

as they CQuld , until at last rhey glimpsed the 

Foumain, giincring like crysral in a bower of 

Rowers and frees. 

Before rhey could reach it, however. rhey 

came to a st ream that ra n around rhe hilltop. 

barring their way. In the depths of rhe clear 

water lay a smooth stone bearing the words: 

·r h f • ay me t e treasure 0 your past. 

Sir Luckless attempted ro Roat across the 

stream on his shield , but it sank. The three 
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witches pulled him from the water, then tried to 

leap (he brook themselves, but it would nO( lct 

rhem cross, and all the while the sun was sinking 

lower in the sky. 

So they fell to pondering the mean ing of 

the stone's message, and Amara was the first to 

understa nd. Tak ing her wand , she drew from 

her mind all the memories of happy rimes she 

had spent with her vanished lover, and dropped 

them into the rushing waters. The stream swept 

them away, and stepping stones appeared, and 

the three witches and (he knight were able w 

pass at last ontO the summit of the hill . 

The Fountain shimmered before them, set 

amidst herbs and flowers rarer and morc beaU{i~ 

ful {han any they had yer seen. The sky burned 
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ruby. and it was ti me to decide which of them 

would bat he. 

• * • 

Before they could make their decision, how

ever, frail Asha fell to the ground. Exhausted by 

their sn uggle ro the summit, she was dose to 

death. 

Her th ree friends would have ca rried her w 

the Fountain, bur Asha was in morral agony and 

begged them nor w touch her. 

Then Alrheda hastened w pick all those 

herbs she thought most hopefu l, and mixed 

them in Si r Luckless's gourd of water, and 

poured the pQ(ion into Asha's mouth. 

At once, Asha was able to stand. W hat was 

more, all sympwms of her dread malady had 

van ished. 

• ~1 • 



. , 
• 

THE TALfS or 
B .[( D L[ T:F{ [ BAn D 

• • • 

"I am cured!" she cried . "I have no need of 

the Fountain - let Alrheda bathe!" 

Bur Altheda was busy collecting more herbs 

in her apron. 

"If I can cure this di sease, I shall ea rn gold 

aplenty! Let Amara bathe!" 

Sir Luckless bowed and gestu red Amara 

toward the Fountain, bur she shook her head. 

The stream had washed away all regret for her 

lover, and she saw now that he had been cruel 

and faithless, and that it was happiness enough 

to be rid of him. 

"Good sir, you must bathe, as a reward for 

all your chivalry!" she told Sir Luckless. 

So the knight clanked forth in the last rays of 
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the sert ing sun , and bathed in the Fountain of 

Fair Forrune, astonished that he was the chosen 

one of hundreds and giddy with his incredible 

Juck. 

As the sun fell below the horizon, Sir 

Luckless emerged from the waters with the glory 

of hi s triumph upon him, and Rung himselfin 

his rusted armor at the feet of Amara, who was 

the kindest and most beautiful woman he had 

ever beheld. Flushed with success, he begged 

for her hand and her heart, and Amata , no less 

delighted, rea lized that she had found a man 

worthy of them. 

The three witches and the knight set off 

down the hill together, arm in arm, and all fou r 
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led long and happy lives, and none of them ever 

knew or suspected (hat the Fo untai n's waters 

ca rried no enchantment a t all. 
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on "7he Fountain of Fair Fortune" 

"The Fountain of Fair Fortune" is a perennial 

[avarire, so much so that it was the subject 

of the sole attempt (O introduce a Christmas 

pantomime' to Hogwarts's festive celebrations. 

Our then Herbology master, Professor 

Herben B~ery,l an enthusiastic devotee of 

amateur dramatics. proposed an adaptation of 

this well-beloved children's tale as a Yuletide 

I [Non-Brit ish Muggles may be unfamiliu with .he Bri.ish tradition 

of pbys pre..,,,,ed al Christmasrime, usually b;o...,d on F..iry tales and 

induding music, comical characters, and audienc~ parlicip"-lion [Ihough 

nOI, g~ner.llly, of Ih~ vigorous rype describ..d here). - JKRJ 

1 !'rofenor B~ery ~""nlu ,,- lIy lefl Hogwarts 10 te,,-ch a< W.A.O.A. 

(Wizarding A",-demy of Dr"-m"-lic Arts). wher~, he once conres~ 10 

me, he maint,,-ined "- slrong "-",,rsion to mounting perform,,-nces of ,his 

parliculu Story. b..l ieving il 10 b.. unlucky. 

• • L-____________________________________ -" 
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t reat for staff and scudems. I was then a young 

T ra nsfiguracion tcacher, and Herbert assigned 

me to "specia l effects," which included provid

ing a fu lly functioning Fountain of Fair 

Fortune and a miniature grassy hill, up which 

our three heroines and hero would appear ro 

march, while it sank slowly into the stage and 

ou( of sight. 

I think I may say. without vanity. that both 

my Fountain and my Hill performed ~he parts 

alloned ro them with simple goodwill. Alas, 

that the same could not be said of the rest of the 

cast. Ignori ng for a moment the antics of the 

gigantic "worm" provided by our Care of M agi

cal Creatures tcacher, Professor Silvanus Kerde-

burn, the human e1emenr proved disastrous to 

• 3 () • 
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the show. Professor Beery, in his role of director, 

had been dangerously oblivious to the emotional 

entanglements seething under his very nose. 

Linle did he know that the students playing 

"Amata" and "Sir Luckless" had been boyfriend 

and girl friend um il one hour before the curtain 

rose, at which poinr "Sir Luckless" tra nsferred 

his affections to "Asha." 

Suffice it to say that our seekers after Fai r 

Fortune never made it to the top of the hi ll 

The curtain had barely risen when Professor 

Kenleburn's "worm" - now revea led to be an 

Ashwinder} with an Engorgemem Charm upon 

j Sec F"numk 8(4stJ 4nd wlu .... If} Find 7lum (or a ddi niliv( descrip. 

lion of thi . curiouSlxUI: It out;hl n<."Ver to Ix voluntarily inlroduced 

imo a wood-panded room, nor have: an Engorgemenl C harn! placed 

upon il . 

• . L-________________________________ ~ 
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it - exploded in a shower of hot sparks and 

dust, filling the G reat Hall with smoke and 

fragments of scenery. While the enormous fiery 

eggs it had laid at the foot of my Hill ignited 

the floorboards. "Amara" and "Asha" turned 

upon each other. dueling so fiercely that Profes

sor Beery was caught in the cross fire, and the 

staff had (0 evacuate the Hall. as the inferno 

now raging onsrage threatened to engulf the 

place. The night's enterrainment concluded 

with a packed hospital wing; it was several 

months before the Great Hall lost its pungent 

aroma of wood smoke, and even longer before 

Professor Beery's head reassumed its normal pro

portions, and Professor Kettleburn was taken 

• L-____________________________ -1 .• 
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off proba(ion.~ Headmaster Armando Dipper 

imposed a blanket ban on future pantomimes, 

a proud non-theatrical tradition thar Hogwarts 

continues to this day. 

Our dramatic fiasco notwithstanding, 

"The Fountain of Fair Fortune" is probably the 

most popular of Beedle's (ales, although, just 

like "The Wizard and the Hopping Pot," i( has 

its detractors. More than one parent has de

manded the removal of this particular tale from 

" l)rof~~i>Qr K~ltlcburn survived no fcwer chan ~i KIY'lwo periods of pro

Ncion during hit cmploymem as Care of M~gicaJ Cnmurn lucher. H ls 

relations with my predC<'(5sor II HOfIwaru. Professor Dippel. wc", always 

sl ..... incd, Profc$Wr Dippel conside.ing him to N tolJKwhat .C<'kk&s. By 

the time I became hudmaJle •. h~ver, Profcs..or Keukburn had md-

10 .... eeI. ooruid~ ..... bly. although lhere were alwaystn...s.. who look the cynical 

.. iew thu with only one and a half of his origi n~ll imln ",maining 10 him. 

h~ was (o",ed 10 lake life II I quicle. pace:. 

• • • 
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the Hogwarts library, including, by coincidence, 

a descendam of Brutus Matfoy and one-time 

member of the Hogwarts Board of Governors, 

Mr. Lucius Malfoy. Mr. Malfoy submitted his 

demand for a ban on the story in writing: 

Any work offiction or nonfiction that 

depicts interbreeding between wiz

ards and Muggles should be banned 

from th, book,h,lvts of Hogwarts. I 

do not wish my son to be influenced 

into ,ullying th, purity of his bwod-

line by reading stories that promote 

wizard-Muggle marriage. 

My refusal to remove the book from the 

library was backed by a majority of the Board 

• • • • L ________________ --'. * 
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of Governors. I wrote back to Mr. Malfoy, 

explaini ng my decision: 

So-calkd pure-bwod fomilits 

maintain their alleged purity by 

disowning, banishing, or lying about 

Muggles or Muggle-borns on their 

family trees. 7hey then attr.mpt to 

foist th~ir hyp()crisy up()n th~ r~st ()f 

us by asking us I() ban works d~aling 

with th~ truths they deny. There is 

n()t a witch ()r wizard in ~xistmce 

whose blood has not mingled with 

that of Muggles, and I should there

fore c()nsider it both illogical and 

imm()ral to remove w()rks dealing 

• • *. L-----____________ ...J •• 
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with th~ subject from our studmts' 

store ofknowkdge.s 

This exchange marked the beginning of M r. 

Malfoy's long campaign [0 have me removed 

from my POSt as headmaster of H ogwarts, and 

of mine to have him removed from his posit ion 

as Lord Voldemorr's Favorite Death Eater. 

S My response prompted ~"en.1 funh .. r leuen from Mr. Mal((lY, but:as 

they consisted main ly of opprobrious r~mark, on my ~ nity, parClUagc, 

and hygiene, their relevance to Ihi. commentary i. rcmQtc. 

• •. L-__________________________ ~ 
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r-r-ihere was once a ha ndsome, rich. and 

.-1.-ta lented young warlock, who observed that 

his friends grew foolish when rhey fell in love, 

gamboling a nd preeni ng, losi ng their appet ites 

and their d ignity. 111c young wa rlock resolved 

never to fa ll prey (0 such wea kness, and em-

ployed Dark Arts ro ensure his immuni ty. 

Unaware of his secret, the warlock 's fam ily 

laughed to sec him so aloof and cold. 
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"All wi ll change," they prophesied , "when a 

maid catches his fancy! " 

But rhe young warlock 's fancy remained 

untouched. Though many a maiden was in

trigued by his haughty mien, and employed her 

most subde arts to please him, none succeeded 

in touching his heart. The warlock gloried 

in his indi fference, and rhe sagacity that had 

produced it. 

The first freshness of youth waned, a nd the 

warlock's peers began to wed, and then to bring 

forth children. 

"Their hearts must be husks," he sneered 

inwardly as he observed the amics of the young 

parents around him, "shriveled by (he demands 

of these mewling offspring!" 

. 44 • 
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And once again he congratulated himself 

upon the wisdom of his early choice. 

In due course, rhe wa rlock 's aged parents 

died. Their son did nor m Ollrn rhem; on the 

• • • 

contrary, he considered himself blessed by their 

demise. Now he reigned alone in their casl1e. 

Having transferred his greatest rreasure to the 

deepes t du ngeon, he gave himsel f over (0 a life 

of ease a nd plemy, his comforr rhe only aim of 

his many serva nts. 

The warlock was sure that he must be an 

object of immense env y (0 all who beheld hi s 

splendid and untroubled sol itude. Fierce were 

his anger and chagrin , therefore, when he over~ 

heard twO of his lackeys di scllssing their master 

one day. 
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The first scrvam expressed pity for t he 

warlock who, with all his wea lth and power, was 

yet beloved by nobody. 

But his companion jee red, ask ing why a 

man with so much gold and a palatial casde 

to his name had been unable to attract a 

wife. 

Their words dealt dreadfu l blows to the 

listening wa rlock 's pride. H e resolved at once to 

take a wife. and that she wou ld be a wife supe

rior to all others. She would possess astound ing 

beauty, exciting envy and desire in every man 

who beheld her; she wou ld spring from magi

cal lineage, so that their offspring would inherit 

ou tstanding magica l gifts; and she wou ld have 
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wealth at least equal ro hi s own, so that his 

•• • 

comfonable ex istence would be assu red, in spite 

of additions to his household . 

h might have taken the warlock fifty yea rs 

ro find such a woman, yet it so happened that 

the very day afte r he decided to seck her, a 

maiden answering his every wish arrived in (he 

neighborhood to visit her kinsfolk. 

She was a wi tch of prodigiolls ski ll and pos

sessed of much gold. Her beauty was such t hat 

it tugged at the heart of every ma n who set eyes 

on her; of every man, [hat is. except one. "The 

wa rlock's heart felt nothing at all. Nevertheless, 

she was the priz.e he sought, so he began (Q pay 

her court . 
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All who noticed (he warlock 's change in 

ma nners were a maz.ed, and told the maiden 

that she had succeeded where a hund red had 

fa iled. 

• • • 

The young woman herself was both fasci

nated a nd repelled by the wa rlock 's attentions. 

She sensed the coldness that lay behind the 

warmth of his Ranery, and had neve r met a man 

so strange and remore. Her kinsfolk, however. 

deemed theirs a most su itable march , and, eager 

to promote it, accepted [he warlock's invitation 

to a great feast in the ma iden's honor. 

The table was laden with silver and gold , 

bea ring the finesr wines a nd most sumptuous 

foods. Minstrels strummed on silk-srringed 
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lures and sang of a love their master had never 

• • • 

felL The maiden sat upon a throne bes ide [he 

wa rlock. who spake low, employing words of 

tcnderness he had stolen from the POCts, withom 

any idea of their [rue meaning. 

The maiden li stened, puzzled, and fina lly 

replied, "You speak well , Wa rlock, and I would 

be del ighted by your attent ions, if only I 

thoughr you had a hea rt! " 

The wa rlock smiled , and told her that she 

need not fea r on that score. Bidding her follow, 

he led her from the feast, and down to (he locked 

dungeon where he kepr his greates t treasure. 

Here, in a n encha nted crystal casker, was 

the warlock 's beating hean . 
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Long since disconnected from eyes. ears, 

a nd fin gers, it had never fallen prey to beauty, 

o r to a musical voice. to the feel of sil ken ski n. 

The maiden was terrified by the sight of it. for 

the hea rt was shrunken and covered in long 

black hair. 

"Oh, what have you done?" she lamented. 

"Put it back where it belongs, I beseech you!" 

· 50 · 
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Seeing that this was necessary [Q please her, 

the warlock drew his wand, unlocked the crystal 

casket, sliced open his own breast, and replaced 

the hairy hean in the empty cavity it had once 

occupied . 

"Now you are healed and will know {fue 

lovd" cried the maiden, and she embraced him. 

The touch of her soft white arms, the sound 

of her breath in his ea r, the scent of her heavy 

gold hair: All pierced (he newly awakened hea rt 

like spears. But it had grown strange during its 

long exile, bli nd and savage in the darkness to 

which it had been condemned. and its appetites 

had grown powerful a nd perverse. 

The guests at the feast had noticed the 

absence of their host and the ma iden. At first 
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u ntroubled . they grew anxious as rhe hours 
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passed , and finally began to search the castle. 

~nley found the dungeon at last , and a most 

dread ful sight awaited rhem there. 

The maiden lay dead upon rhe Roor, her 

breast cut opcn, and beside her crouched the 

mad warlock, holding in one bloody hand a 

great, smooth, shining sca riet hean, which he 

licked and stroked, vowing ro exchange it for hi s 

own. 

In his other hand. he held his wand, t rying 

(0 coax from his own chest the shriveled , hairy 

hea rt. Bur [he hairy hea rr was stronger {han he 

was, and refused (0 relinquish irs hold upon his 

senses or (Q return to the coffin in which it had 

been locked for so long . 
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Before the horror-struck eyes of his guests. 

[he wa rlock cast aside hi s wa nd, and seized a sil-

ver dagger. Vowing never to be mastered by his 

own hearl , he hacked if from his chest. 

For one momcnr, .he warlock knelt niuln-

phant, with a heart clutched in each hand; then 

he fell across rhe maiden 's body. and died. 
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on "The Warlock, Hairy Heart" 

As we have already seen, Beedle's first twO ta les 

anracted cri ticism of their themes of generos

ity. rolera nce. a nd love. "1l1C Wa rlock's H airy 

H eart," however, does not appear to have been 

modi fied or much criticized in the hund reds 

of yea rs since it was first wrirten ; the story as 

I eventually read it in the o riginal runes was 

almost exactly that which my mother had mid 

mc. That said , "The Warlock's H airy Heart" is 

by far the most gruesome of Beedle's offerings, 

a nd many parents do nO( share it with their 

• • • 
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children umil they think rhey are old enough 

not to suffer nightmares. l 

Why. then, rhe survival of this grisly tale? 

I would argue (hat "The Warlock's Hairy 

Heart" has survived imacr rhrough rhe cenru-

ries because ir speaks to rhe dark depths in all 

of us. It add resses one of the greaces(, and leasr 

I According to Mr own diary. B,m. ix Bloum n(ftr T«ovcrnl from 

o""rh~ning th i. J10ry being laid by Mr ~lln •• o Mr old~r cOllsins. ~Qllit~ 

byaccid~m . my linle car fell againn the kcyhok 1 ca n only imagin~ 

Iha. I mllSI have bttn paralyzed with horror. for I inadvenemly heard 

Ihe whole of , he disgu5ting nary. nOllO m~n,;on gha5l ly deta ils of Ihe 

dreadfully unsavory affair of my Uncle Nobby .• he local hag. and a uck 

ofBollnd ng Bulbs. lhe shock almost ki lled me: I was in bed for a wttk, 

~nd w dttply traumadzed wu I Ihal I developed tM habit of sleep. 

walking N ck to Ihe same keyhole every nigh., uneil al lut my dear I'oIpa , 

with only my best interestl It hean, put a Sl icking Charm on my door at 

bedl ime: Apparently Balr;l could fi nd no w<oy to make "lhc Warlock's 

H~iry Hcan~ suitabk for children's S<'nsiti"" on, u she never tcWrote ;, 

for 7h~ TOAdIlH'Ttlm . 

• • L-________________________________ ~ 
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acknowledged, temptations of magic: the quest 

for invulnerability. 

Of course, such a quest is nothing more or 

less than a foolish fantasy. No man or woman 

alive, magical or not, has ever escaped some 

form of injury, whether physical, mental, or 

emotional. To hurr is as human as to breathe. 

Nevertheless, we wizards seem particularly 

prone to the idea that we can bend the nature of 

existence [0 our will . The young warlock l in this 

2 (1h~ term · warlock" i$~ "ef)' old one. Ahhough it is wmctimes used as 

inte rchangeable with ·w iurd.~ it originally denoted One learned in dud· 

ing and all martial magi<:, II was allO given 35 a tide to wiu rds who had 

pt',(ormed (C. 15 of bravery, rather as Muggles were sometimes knighted 

for acts of u lo •. By calling the young wizard in this Story a warlock. 

Beedle indicates thu he has already been recogniud as especially skillful 

at off'en.i~ magic. These days wizards uSC "warlock" in one of tWO ways; 

to desc ribe a wizard of unusually fierce appearance. Or as a tide denoting 

particu lar skill or achievement. Thus. Dumbledor~ himsdf ....... Chief 

Warlock of the Wiungamor. - J KRI 

. * • 
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story, for instance, decides that falling in love 

would adversely affect his comfort and secu~ 

rity. He sees love as a humiliation , a weakness, 

a drain on a person's emotional and material 

resources. 

Of course, the centuries~old trade in love 

potions shows that our ficrional wizard is hardly 

alone in seeking to control the unpredictable 

course of love. The sea rch for a true love potion3 

continues to this day, bur no such elixir has yet 

been created, and leading potioneers doubt that 

it is possible. 

3 Hector Dagwonh-Granger. founder of th~ Most Extraordinary Society 

orPotion~r$. explains: ~ Powerful inf31l1alions Ca n be induced by the 

ski llful potioneer, but nevcr YCt has anyone managed to create the truly 

unbr..a kable. eternal, unconditional au ach mcm that alone can be called 

Love." 

• • L-____________________________ ~ 
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The hero in chis cale, however, is not even 

interested in a simulacrum of love thar he can 

create or destroy at will. H e wants to remain 

forever uninfected by what he regards as a kind 

of sickness, and therefore performs a piece of 

Dark Magic that would not be possible ourside 

of a storybook: He locks away his own heart. 

The resemblance of this action to the 

creation of a Horcru x has been noted by many 

writers. Although Beedle's hero is not seeking to 

avoid death, he is dividing what was clearly not 

meant to be divided - body and hea rt, rather 

than soul - and in doing so, he is falling foul 

of the first of Adalbert Waffling's Fundamental 

Laws of Magic: 

.. 
• 
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Tamper with the deepest mysteries

the source of fife, the essence of seif

only if prepared for consequences of 

the most extreme and dangerous kind. 

And sure enough, in seeking (0 become 

superhuman this foolhardy young man renders 

himself inhuman. The hean he has locked away 

slowly shrivels and grows hair, symbolizing his 

own descem to beas rhood. He is fi nally reduced 

to a violent animal who takes what he wants by 

force, and he dies in a fut ile attempt to regain 

what is now forever beyond h is reach - a 

human bean. 

Though somewhat dated, the expression 

• 5 <) • 
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"to have a hairy hea rt" has passed into everyday 

W iza rding language to describe a cold or unfeel-

iog witch or wiza rd . My maiden aunt H onoria 

always alleged that she called off her engage

ment [Q a wizard in the Improper Use of Magic 

Office because she discovered in time that " he 

had a hairy hean." (It was rumored, however, 

that she actually discovered him in the an of 

fond ling some Horklumps ,4 which she found 

deeply shocking.) More recent ly, [he self-help 

book The Hairy Heart: A Guide to Wizards Who 

Won 't Commit S has topped bestseller lists. 

4 Horklumps uc pink. brisdy mushroom-like C'".!UreS. It i. very 

difficuh 10 sec why auro"e would w .1ll to fondl" them. Fo. further 

in form.tion, Stt Fan/as/it- &IlSU and Wl1<'rt 10 Find 7htm. 

) NOl to IJ.c, confused .. · jth Hairy SIIfJ'U, Human H~arl. a h"aJt~nding 

aCCOUllt of one man's struggle with lycanthropy. 

•• • 

• L-________________________________ ~ •• 
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llAllllI'I"1'Y 11AllllI'T'TY AND 

:81\11 CACl[l,ING S'TUMP 

1X long rime ago. in a far-off la nd. there 

I"l..lived a foolish Ki ng who decided that he 

alone should have rhe power of magic. 

He therefore commanded the head of his 

army ro form a Brigade ofWitch-Hunrers, and 

issued them a pack of ferocious black hounds. 

At rhe same time, the King caused proclama

tions to be read in every vi ll age and town across 

the land: "Wanred by rhe King: an Insrructor in 

Magic," 
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No t rue witch or wizard dared volunteer fo r 

[he post, for they were all in hiding from the 

Brigade of Witch-Hunters. 

However, a cunning charlatan with no 

magica l power saw a chance of enriching him-

self, and ar rived at the palace. claiming co be 

a wizard of enormolls skill. The charl atan per

formed a few simple nicks that convinced the 

foolish King of his magica l powers, and was 

immediately appointed Grand Sorcerer in C hief, 

rhe King's Private Magic Master. 

The charlatan bade rhe King give him a 

large sack of gold. so that he might purchase 

wands and other magica l necessities. He also 

requested several large rubies, to be used in the 

cast ing of curative charms, and a silver chalice 
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or ( WO, for the s(Qring and mat uring of porions. 

All these things the foo lish King supplied. 

The charlatan stowed (he treasure sa fely 

in hi s own house and returned to (he palace 

grou nds. 

He did nor know that he was being watched 

by an old woman who lived in a hovel on rhe 

edge of the grounds. Her name was Babbirry, 

and she was rhe washerwoman who kept rhe 

palace li nens soft. fragrant . and white. Peeping 

from behind her drying sheets. Babbirry saw the 

charlatan snap twO twigs from one of rhe King's 

nees, and disappear imo the palace. 

The charlatan gave one of the twigs to the 

King and assured him thar it was a wand of 

nemendous power. 

• 63 • 
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"It will only work, however," said the charla~ 

tan , "when you are wonhy of it," 

Every morning the charlatan and the foolish 

King walked out into the palace grounds, where 

rhey waved their wands and shouted nonsense 

at the sky. The charlata n was careful to perform 

morc tricks, so that the King remained con-

vinced of his G rand Sorcerer's skill , and of the 

power of the wands that had cost so much gold. 

One morning. as the charlatan and the fool

ish King were twirling their twigs, and hopping 

in ci rcles, and chanting meaningless rhymes, a 

loud cackling reached rhe Ki ng's ears. Babbitty 

rhe washerwoman was watching the King and 

the charlatan from the window of her tiny 
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conage, and was laughing so hard she soon sank 

out ot sight, roo weak to stand. 

"I must look most undigni fied , lO make 

the old washerwoman laugh so!" said the King. 

He ceased his hopping and rw ig~rw irling) and 

frowned. "I grow wea ry of practi ce! W hen sha ll 

I be ready ro perform real spells in front of my 

subjects, Sorcerer?" 

The charlatan tried to soothe his pupi l. 

assuring him that he would soon be capablc 

of astonishing feats of magic, but Babbiny's 

cackli ng had stung the foolish King morc than 

the charlatan knew. 

"Tomorrow," said the King, "we sha ll invite 

our court to watch thcir Ki ng perform magic!" 

• uS • 
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1l1C charlara n saw that the rime had come to 

take his n easure and Ace. 

"Alas, Your Majes ty, it is impossible! I had 

forgonen (0 {ell Your Majesty {hat I m u St set 

our o n a long journey tomorrow -" 

"If you leave thi s palace withom my permis

sion, Sorcerer, my Brigade ofWirch-Hunrcrs 

will hum YOli down with the ir hou nds! Tomor-

row morning you wi ll ass ist me ro perform 

magic for the bench I of my Lords and Lad ies, 

and if anybody laughs at me, I shall have you 

beheaded!" 

The King s(Qrmcd back ro the palace, leav~ 

ing the charlatan a lone and afra id. Not all his 

cunning could save him now, for he could nor 
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run away, nor could he help the King with 

magic that neirher of them knew. 

•• • 

Seeking a vent for his fear a nd his anger, the 

charlatan approached rhe window of Babbitty 

the washerwoman. Peering inside, he saw the 

litrle old lady sift ing at her table, polishing a 

wand. In a corner behind her, the King's sheets 

wefe washi ng themselves in a wooden rub. 

The charlata n undersrood at once that 

Babbitry was a true witch , and that she who had 

given him his awfu l problem could also solve it. 

"Crone!" roared rhe charlatan. "Your cack~ 

ling has COSt me dear! It you fa il to help me, I 

shall denounce you as a witch, and it wil l be you 

who is rom apart by rhe King's hounds!" 

• 6 7 • 
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O ld Babbiny smiled at the charl ata n, and 

• • • 

assured him that she would do everything in her 

power co help. 

The chariaran instructed her to conceal her-

sel f inside a bush while the King gave his magi

cal display, and to perform the King's spel ls for 

him without his knowledge. Babbiny agreed to 

(he plan, hut asked one question. 

"Whar, sir, if the King attempts a spell 

Babbitty cannot perfo rm ?" 

The charlatan scoffed . 

"Your magic is more than equal to that fool's 

imagination," he assured her, and he rer ired to 

the castle, well pleased with his own cleverness. 

The following morning all the Lords and 
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Ladies o f the kingdom assembled in the palace 

grounds. The King climbed OntO a stage in from 

of them, with the charlatan by his side. 

"I shall fi rsdy make this Lady's hat d isap-

pear!" cried the King. pointing his twig at a 

noblewoman. 

From inside a bush nearby, Babbitry pointed 

her wand at the hat, and caused it to vanish. 

Grear was rhe astonishment and admi ration of 

the crowd, and loud their applause for the jubi

lant King. 

"Next, I shall make that horse fly!" cried the 

King, point ing his twig at his own steed. 

From inside the bush, Babbitry pointed her 

wand at the horse and it rose high into the air. 
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The crowd was still more thri lled and 

amazed, and they roared their appreciation of 

thei r magical King. 

"And now," said the King, looking all 

.. 
• 

arou nd for an idea; and the Captain of his Bri-

gade of W itch-Hunters ra n forward. 

"Your Majesty," said the Captain, "this very 

morning, Sabre died of eating a poisonous road-

stool! Bring him back to li fe , Your Majesty, with 

your wand!" 

And {he Captain heaved OntO the stage the 

lifeless body of (he largest of the wiKh-hunring 

hounds. 

The foolish Ki ng brandished his (wig and 

pointed it at the dead dog. But inside the bush, 

• 71 • 



•• • 
THE TALES or 

BL[' D ~[ TJ-lr. RA.R D 
•• • 

Babbitry smiled and did not trouble to lift her 

wand. for no magic can raise the dead. 

When the dog did not stir, [he crowd began 

first to whisper, and (hen co laugh. They sus

pecred that the King's first (wo feats had been 

mere tricks after all. 

"Why doesn't it work?" (he King screamed 

at the charlatan , who bethought himself of the 

only ruse left to him. 

"There, Your Majesty, there!" he shouted, 

poiming at the bush where Babhiny sat con

cealed. "I see her plain, a wicked witch who is 

blocking you r magic with her own evi l spells! 

Seize her, somebody, seize her!" 

Babbitty Red from the bush, and [he Brigade 

of Witch-Hunters set offin pursuit , unleashing 
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their hounds, who bayed for Babbirty's blood. 

But as she reached a low hedge. the litrle witch 

vanished from sight, and when the King, the 

charlatan, and all the court iers gained the other 

side. they found the pack of witch-hunting 

hounds barking and scrabbling arou nd a bent 

and aged cree. 

"She has turned herself into a tree!" screamed 

the charl atan, and. dreading lest Bahbiny turn 

back into a woman and denounce him, he 

added, "Cut her down. Your Majesty, that is 

the way to treat ev il witches!" 

An axe was brought at once, and the old tree 

was felled to loud cheers from the courtiers and 

the charlatan. 

However, as they were making ready to 

• 7 3 • 
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cecum to the palace, the sound of loud cackl ing 

stopped them in (heir t racks .. 

"Fools!" cried Babbirty's voice from the 

stump they had left behind. 

"No witch or wiza rd can be killed by being 

cur in half! Take the axe, if you do not believe 

me, and cut the Grand Sorcerer in two!" 

The Capta in of the Brigade of W irch· 

Hunters was eager to make the experiment, 

bur as he ra ised the axe the cha rl atan fell to his 

knees, screaming for mercy and confessing all 

his wickedness. As he was dragged away to the 

dungeons, the t ree stump cackled more loudly 

than ever. 

"By cuuing a witch in half, you have un· 

leashed a dreadfu l curse upon your kingdom!" 
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it £old the pcni fied King. "Henceforth , every 

snoke of harm thac you inflict upon my fellow 

witches and wizards will feel li ke an axe stroke 

in your own side, until you will wish you could 

die of it!" 

At that, the King fel l to his knees roo, and 

(old the stump chat he would issue a prada. 

marion at once, protecting all the witches and 

wizards of the kingdom. and allowing [hem ( 0 

praccice their magic in peace. 

"Very good," said the stump, "but you have 

not yet made amends [0 Babbitty!" 

"Anything, anything at all!" cried the foolish 

King, wringing his hands before the stump. 

"You will erect a statue of Babbitty upon 

me, in memory of your poor washerwoman, and 
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to remind you forever of your own foolishness!" 

said the stump. 

The Ki ng agreed (0 it at once, and promised 

to engage the foremost sculptor in the land. and 

have the statue made of pure gold. Then the 

shamed King and all the noblemen and ~women 

returned to (he palace, leaving the t fCC stump 

cackling behind them. 

W hen the grounds were deserted once 

more, there wriggled from a hole between the 

roors of the tree stump a stout and whiskery 

old rabbit with a wand clamped between her 

teeth. Babbitry hopped out of (he grounds and 

fa r away, and ever after a golden statue of the 

washerwoman stood lIpon the tree stump, and 
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no witch or wizard was ever persecuted in the 

kingdom again. 
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ALBDS DD1\I'I-BLlIDOIUi' 
on ''Babbitty Rabbitty and 

Her Cackling Stump" 

The story of "Babbitty Rabbitry and Her Cack

ling Stump" is, in many ways. the mosr "real" of 

Beedle's tales. in that the magic described in the 

S[QCY conforms. almost entirely, to known magi

cal laws. 

Ir was through this story mar many of us 

first discovered that magic could nor bring 

back the dead - and a great disappoint-

ment and shock it was, convinced as we had 

been, as young children, that our parents 

would be able to awaken our dead rats and 

• L _______________________ --" • 
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cars with one wave of their wands. Though 

some six centuries have elapsed since Beed le 

weare this tale, and while we have dev ised in-

numerable ways of maintaining the illusion of 

our loved ones' cominuing presence,' wizards 

sriH have not found a way of reuniting body 

and soul once death has occurred . As the 

eminent Wiza rd ing philosopher Bertrand de 

Pensees-Profondes writes in his celebrated work 

A Study into th~ Possibility of R~v~rsillg th~ Actual 

and M~taphysical Efficts of NaN,ral Death, with 

r IWiu rdingphologr:Jph.~nd portr:Ji1J mov('a lld (i lllheu~ofik 

lau er) t~lk jlUI like their subjC'Cu. OrhN r:Jr(' objC'Cu. such u rhe 

Mirror ofEriKd. may ~Iso reve~1 n.ore ,han . ltatic im~ge of • loS! 

loved one. G h",u ore rr:Jn!pareRl. movillg, u lk ing •• nd 'hinking 

nr$ions of wiza rds ~nd witche$ who wished. for wh.tever ruson. to 

""m.in on e.nh. - JKRI 

• • • 

, L-______________________________ ~,. 

• 7Q • 



. -,----------------- --- ----, .. 
• • 

Particular Regard to the Reintegration of Essence 

and Matter: 

"Give it up. It's never going to 

happen." 

The tale of Babbitty Rabbitry does, however, 

give us onc of the ea rliest li terary menrions of 

an Animagus, for Babbitcy the washerwoman 

is possessed of the rare magica l ability to trans~ 

form inco an animal at wi ll . 

Animagi make up a small fract ion of the 

Wiza rding population. Achieving perfect, 

spontaneous human-to-animal transform a-

rion requires much study a nd practice, a nd 

many witches and wizards consider that their 

rime might be better employed in other ways. 

• • •• L _______________________ ---1 • • 
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Certainly the application of such a talent is 

limited unless one has a great need of disguise or 

concealmenr. It is for chis reason that the Minis-

t ry of Magic has insisted upon a register· of Ani~ 

magi, for there can be no doubt that this kind 

of magic is of greatest use to those engaged in 

surreptitious, covert, or even criminal activity.! 

W herher there was ever a washerwoman 

who was able to t ransform into a rabbit is open 

to doubr; however, some magical historia ns have 

suggested that Beedle modeled Babbitty on the 

famous French sorceress Lisette de Lapin, who 

1 [Professor McCon3g311. Hc.dmisuess of Hogwans. has ukcd me to 

make clear that she bttamc an Animagus merely as a result ofhn nttn· 

sivt reseorchcs ;nto.1I fields ofTnn,figuflll;on. and th3t . he has ne~r 

used the abil ity 10 turn ;mo 3 tabby c.t fot any surreptit ious purpose, 

selling aside legitimate businen on behalf of the Order of the Phoenix, 

where secrecy 3nd concealment were imper.uive. - J KR] 

•• L-____________________________ ~ 
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was convicted of witchcraft in Paris in 1422. To 

the astonishment of her Muggle guards. who 

were later tried for helping the witch to escape, 

Lisette va nished from her prison cel l the night 

before she was due to be executed . Although it 

has never been proven that Lisette was an Ani

magus who managed to squeeze through the 

bars of her cell window, a large white rabbit was 

subsequently seen crossing the English C han nel 

in a cauldron with a sai l fined ro it, and a simi-

lar rabbit later became a trusted advisor at the 

court of King Henry VJ.1 

The King in Beedle's srory is a foolish 

Muggle who both covets and fears magic. He 

1 'fhi' may h~vt contributed !O , hat Muggle King'J repula,ion for mcmal 

in~, abiliry. 
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bel ieves that he can become a wizard simply 

by learning incantations and waving a wa nd.4 

He is completely ignorant of the true nature 

of magic and wizards, and therefore swallows 

the preposterous suggestions of both the char

latan and Babbitty. This is cenainly typical of 

a panicular type ofMuggle th inking: In their 

ignorance, they are prepared co accept all sorts 

of impossibi lities about magic, including the 

proposition that Babbitty has turned herself 

4 As in'~nli...., l.udks in .h~ ~piruTICm of My:II~rks d~mon$'n(edu 

f:u back 3J .671. wiurds and wi,,1ies are born. not C'Hted. While 1m, 

- roguc- abi li'ylo !",'form masic JOITlclima appean in Ihruc of apporenl 

non-magic:ol d~K~n, (thoush Kvcnl ll'~1 srudies have 'uK&~lted thl! 

lhere will hnc h«n a wi,ch or wiuld sonKWhelc on Ihe family t,,"). 

Mugglcs Clnnot !""form magic. Thc bcsr - or wom - lhey could ho!", 

for arc nndom and uncontrolJable cfrecu scncntcd by a senuine magi_ 

cal WInd. which, as an inlt.ument ,hroush which masic is supposed.o 

be channdcd. sometimes holds residual po_r. which il may diKharge 

II odd mom~nu _ K<: also ,he nores on "'andlo~ for "lhc Talc of , he 

lh",e Bl'(Jthc"." 

• 

• • • • L _ _ __________ _____ ...1 •• 
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into a tree thar can still think and talk. (It is 

worth noting at this point, however, that while 

Beedle uses the talking-tree device co show us 

how ignorant [he Muggle King is, he also asks 

us to believe char BabbiHY can talk while she 

is a rabbit. This might be poetic license. but I 

think it more likely that Beedle had only heard 

ahom Animagi, and never met one, for this is 

the only liberty char he takes with magical laws 

in the Story. Animagi do not retain the power 

of human speech whi le in their animal form, 

although they keep all thei r human thinking 

and reasoning powers. This, as every schoolchild 

knows. is the fundamental difference between 

being an Animagus and Transfiguring oneself 

inco an animal. In the case of the latter, one 

• 
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would become (he animal emirely, with the 

consequence that one would know no magic. be 

unaware that one had ever been a wiz.a rd, and 

would need somebody else to Transfigure one 

back to one's origina.l form .) 

I think it possible (hat in choosing to make 

his heroine pretend to turn into a tree, and rhreat-

en the King with pain like an axe stroke in his 

own side, Beedle was inspired by rt:al magical 

traditions and practices. Trees with wand-

quality wood have always been fiercely protected 

by the wand makers who rend them, and cutting 

down such trees to neal them risks incurring 

nor only the malice of the Bowtruckless usually 

5 For a full descrip1ion of 1hese curious lillie Irec:·dwe]lcn, ~c F""t"stir 

&"m ""d Whto.( t() Fi"d 7h"" . 

• • *' L-_ ____________________ -" • * 
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nesting there, but also the ill effects of protec

tive curses placed around them by their owners. 

In Beedle's rime. the Cruciatus Curse had not 

yet been made illegal by the Ministry of Magic,6 

and could have produced precisely the sensation 

with which Babbitry threatens the King. 

6 The CrucialllS. lmpcrius. and Avada Kcdavra cu r.." Were fi", clnsififil 

as Unforgivable in [717. Wilh .he SUiCICSi pcnal.icI 31uchcd 10 ,hdr use. 

* • * • L _____________________ ---' • • 
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m here were once three brothers who were 

.l.. traveling along a lonely, winding road at 

twilight. In rime, the brothers reached a river 

too deep ro wade through and roo dangerous 

(0 swim across. However, these brothers were 

learned in the magica l a rts, and so (hey simply 

waved their wands and made a bridge appear 

across the treacherous water. They were halfway 

across it when they found thei r path blocked by 

a hooded figure. 
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And Death spoke to them. He was angry 

that he had been cheated our of three new 

vict ims, for travelers usually drowned in the 

river. But Death was cunning. He pretended 

to congratulate the three brmhers upon (heir 

• • • 

magic, and sa id that each had earned a prize for 

having been clever enough (0 evade him. 

So the oldest brother, who was a combative 

man, asked for a wand more powerful than any 

in ex istence: a wand that must always win duels 

for its owner, a wand worthy of a wizard who 

had conquered Death! So Death crossed to an 

elder tree on the banks of the river, fashioned a 

wand from a branch that hung there, and gave it 

to the oldest brother. 

Then the second brother, who was an 
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arrogant man, decided that he wanted ro humil

iate Death st ill further, and asked for the power 

to recall others from Death. So Death picked 

up a s(Onc from the riverbank and gave it {O 

the second brother, and told him that {he stone 

would have the power to bring back the dead. 

And then Death asked the third and young-

est brother what he would li ke. The youngest 

brother was the humblest and also the wisest 

of the brothers, and he did not trust Death. So 

he asked for something that would enable him 

to go forth from that place without being fol

lowed by Death. And Death, most unwillingly, 

handed over his own C loak of Invisibility. 

Then Death stood aside and allowed 

the three brothers to continue on their way • 
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a nd they did so, talking with wonder of the 

advemure they had had, and admiring Dearh's 

gifts. 

In due course the brothers separated. each 

for his own destination. 

The first brother traveled on for a week o r 

more, and reaching a distant vi ll age, sought oue 
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a fellow wiza rd with whom he had a quarrel. 

Natu rally, with the Elder Wand as his weapon, 

he could nor fai l [0 win the duel that followed. 

Leaving hi s enemy dead upon the floor, the 

oldest brother proceeded to an inn, where he 

boasted loudly of the powerful wand he had 

snatched from Death himself, and of how it 

made him inv incible. 

That very night. another wiza rd crept upon 

the oldest brother as he lay, wine-sodden, upon 

his bed. -The thief rook the wand and, for good 

measure, slit the oldest brother's throat. 

And so Death took the first brother fo r his 

own. 

Meanwhile, the second brother journeyed 

to his own home, where he lived alone. H ere he 
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took our the stone that had the power [0 reca ll 

the dead, and turned it thrice in his hand. To 

his amazement and his delight, rhe figure of the 

girl he had once hoped to marry. before her 

untimely death , appeared at once before him. 

Yet she was sad and cold , separated from 

him as by a veil. Though she had returned to rhe 

monal world , she did nor tru ly belong there and 

suffered. Fina lly rhe second brother, driven mad 

with hopeless longing, killed himself so as t ruly 

ro join her. 

And so Death rook the second brocher fo r 

his own. 

But though Death searched for the third 

brother for many yea rs, he was never able to fi nd 

him . If was only when he had an ained a great 
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age that the youngest brother fina lly took off' 

the C loak of invisibility and gave it to his son. 

And then he greeted Death as an old friend, 

a nd well{ wirh him gladly, and , equals, rhey 

departed this life. 
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ALBUS DUMBL1ID OQ1I 
on "The Tale of the Three Brothers" 

This story made a profound impression on me 

as a boy. I hea rd it first from my mother, and 

it soon became the tale I requested more of

ten than any other at bedtime. This frequently 

led to argumenrs with my younger brother, 

Aberforth . whose favorite story was "Grumble 

the G rubby Goat," 

The moral of "The Tale of the Three Broth-

ers" could not be any clearer: Human efforts ro 

evade o r overcome death are always doomed to 

disappoimmenr. The third brochcr in the story 

("the humblesr and also the wisest") is the on ly 

one who understands that, having narrowly 

•• • 
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escaped Death once, (he best he can hope fo r 

is to postpone their nen meeting for as long 

as possible. This youngest brother knows that 

taunting Dearh - by engaging in violence, 

like the firS[ brother, or by meddling in the 

shadowy art o f necromancy,] like the second 

brother - means pitting oneself agai nst a wily 

enemy who canno[ lose. 

The irony is that a curious legend has grown 

up around th is story, which precisely contrad icts 

[he message of the original. This legend holds 

that the gifts Death gives the brothers - an 

unbeatable wand, a stone that can bring back 

the dead, and a n Invisihiliry C loak that endures 

J INu roma[lcy ;5 ]h~ O"k An of raising Ih~ de.d. II is a branch of 

magic Ih.t h.s [lcve r workcd , as Ihis SIOty makes d u ro - J KRI 

• •. L-____________________________ ~ 
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forever - ace genuine objects that exist in the 

real world. The legend goes funher: If any per· 

son becomes the rightful owner of all three, 

then he or she will become "master of D eath," 

which has usually been understood to mean that 

they will be invulnerable, even immonal. 

We may smile, a linle sadly, at what this tells 

us about human namre. The kindest imerprera· 

cion would be: "H ope springs eternal."l In spite 

of the fact that, according to Beedle, two of the 

three objects are highly dangerous, in spite of 

the d ear message that Death comes for us all 

in the end, a tiny minority of the Wizarding 

community persists in believing that Beedle was 

1 (1hiJ quoulion dcmonn r.ucs lhal Albus Dumblcdo~ wo.s nOI only 

execpliona lly wdl -read In Wiurding terms. bill also thaI he was familiar 

wilh the writings of Mugglc poet Alexa nder POJK. - JKRI 

• • • 
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sending them a coded message, which is the ex-

act reverse of the one set down in ink, and that 

they alone are clever enough to understand it. 

Their theory (or perhaps "desperate hope" 

might be a more accurate term) is supported by 

little actual evidence. True invisibi lity cloaks, 

though rare, exist in this world of ours; however, 

the story makes it clea r {hat Dea{h 's Cloak is of 

a uniquely durable nature.' Through all the cen

turies {hat have intervened between Beedle's day 

and our own, nobody has ever cla imed to have 

found Death 's Cloak. This is explained away 

, [Invisibility cloaks a re nOI. gellC:r:lll y. in fa ll ibk. 'Ihey may rip. Of grow 

opaque with age. or the charms placw upon Ik ... ... ~y Wear olf. or Ixo 
countered by charms of revulmenl. This is why witches aud wil ards 

usuall y lu rn. in Ihc fits! insla!!ce. 10 Disi llusion ... elU Cham" for 

sdf.ca mouA age or conculmem. Albus Du mbl«lorc was known 10 Ixo 
able 10 JKr form a Disillusionmenl C harn\ 50 powerful ~s 10 rendel him" 

sclfinvisiblc Wilhoul the noxd for a clo~k . - JKR\ 
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by true believers rhus: Either the third brother's 

descendants do nor know where thei r cloak came 

from, or they know, and are determined to show 

their ancestor's wisdom by not trumpeting the 

fact. 

Naturally enough, the stone has never 

been found either. As I have already noted in 

the commentary for "Babbirty Rabbitry and 

Her Cackl ing Stump," we remain incapable of 

raising the dead, and there is every rcason to 

suppose that this wi ll never happen. Vile substi

tutions have. of course, been attempted by Dark 

wiza rds, who have created Inferi," but these arc 

ghastly puppets, nOt truly reawakened humans. 

Whar is more, Beedle's story is quite explicit 

4 [I nfer; are corp..a reanimated by Dark Magic. - JKRJ 
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about the fact that the second brother's lost love 

has not really returned from the dead. She has 

been sent by Death to lure the second brother 

into Death 's clutches, and is therefore cold, 

remote, tantalizingly both present and absem.~ 

This leaves us with the wand, and here the 

obstinate believers in Beedle's hidden message 

have at least some historical evidence to back up 

their wi ld claims. For it is the case - whether 

because they li ked to glorify themselves, or to 

imimidate possible attackers, or because they 

truly believed what they were saying - that 

wizards dow n the ages have claimed ro possess 

a wand more powerful than the ordinary, even 

S M~ny critic. bd ic~ Ih~ 1 lkedle was inspi red by the Philosopher', 

Slone, which m~kes the immonalily. indudng Elixi r ofLi(e, when 

creating thi, Stone thaI can raise the dead. 

* • .. '-----------------------' .. 
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an "unbeatable" wand. Some of these wizards 

have gone so far as to claim that their wand is 

made of elder, like the wand supposedly made 

by Death. Such wands have been given many 

names, among them the "Wand of Destiny" and 

the "Dearhsrick." 

It is hardly surprising that old superstitions 

have grown up around our wands, which are, 

after all, our most importanr magical tools and 

weapons. Certain wands (and rherefore their 

owners) are supposed ro be incompatible: 

When his wand's oak and hers is holly. 

7hen to marry would be folly. 

or to denote flaws in the owner's characrer: 

• 
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Rowan gossips, chestnut drones, 

ash is stubborn, haul moans. 

And sure enough. within this category of 

unproven sayings we find: 

Wand of eider, never prosper. 

Whether because of the fact that Death 

makes the fictional wand Out of elder in Beedle's 

story, or because power-hungry or violent wiz.-

ards have persistently claimed that their own 

wands are made of elder, it is not a wood that is 

much favored among wandmakers, 

The first well-documented mention of a' 

wand made of elder [hat had particularly strong 

and dangerous powers was owned by Emeric, 

• 
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commonly called "the Evil," a short-lived but 

exceprionally aggressive wizard who terrorized 

the south of England in the early Middle Ages. 

He died as he had lived. in a ferocious duel with a 

wizard known as Egbert. What became of Egbert 

is unknown, although the life expectancy of 

medieval duelers was generally shofe. In the days 

before there was a Ministry of Magic to regulate 

the use of Dark Magic, dueling was usually fatal. 

A full century later, anorher unpleasant 

character, this time named Goddor, advanced 

the study of Dark Magic by writing a collection 

of dangerous spells with the help of a wand he 

described in his notebook as "my moste wicked 

and subtle friend, with bodie of ellhorn,6 who 

6 An old nam., for "Eldu." 
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knowes ways of magick mosre ev ile." (Magick 

Moste Evile became the ride of Godelot's 

masterwork.) 

As can be seen, Godelot considers his wand 

to be a helpmeet, almost an instructo r. Those 

who are knowledgeable about wandlore7 will 

agree that wands do indeed absorb the exper

tise of those who use them, though this is an 

unpredictable and imperfect business; one must 

consider all kinds of additional factors, such as 

the relationship between the wand and [he user, 

to understand how well it is likely to perform 

with any particular individual. Nevertheless, a 

hypothetical wand that had passed through the 

hands of many Dark wizards would be likely to 

7 Such :l.5 my5~1f. 
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have, at the very least , a marked affinity for the 

most dangerous kinds of magic. 

Most witches and wiz.ards prefer a wand 

that has "chosen" them [0 any kind of second~ 

hand wand, precisely because the latter is likely 

(0 have lea rned habits from its previous owner 

that might not be compatible with the new 

user's style of magic. The general practice of 

burying (or burning) the wand with its owner, 

once he or she has died, also rends to prevent 

any individual wand learning fro m too many 

masters. Believers in the Elder Wand, however, 

hold that because of the way in which it has 

always passed allegiance between owners - the 

next master overcoming the first. usuaUy by 

killing him - the Elder Wand has never been 

• * • 
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destroyed or buried, but has survived to accu

mulate wisdom, snength , and power far beyond 

the ordinary. 

Godelot is known to have perished in his 

own cell ar, where he was locked by his mad son, 

Hereward . We must assume that Hereward took 

his father's wand. or the latter wou ld have been 

able to escape, but what Hereward did with 

the wand after t hat we cannot be sure. All that 

is certa in is that a wand called the "Eldrun8 

Wand " by its owner, Barnabas Deverill, appeared 

in the early eighteenth century, and that Deverill 

used it to carve himself Out a reputation as a 

fea rsome warlock, until his reign of terror was 

ended by the equally notorious Loxias, who took 

8 Also an Qld n. me for "E1der: 

• • L-____________________________ ~ 
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the wand, rechristened it the " Deathstick," and 

used it [0 lay waste to anyone who displeased 

him. It is difficult to trace the subsequem his-

tory of Loxias's wand, as many claimed to have 

finished him off, including his own mother. 

W hat must strike any inrelligem witch or 

wizard on studying the so-called history of the 

Elder Wand is that every man who claims [Q 

have owned ir has insisted that it is "unbeat-

able," when the known facts of its passage 

through many owners' hands demonscrare that 

has it not only been beaten hundreds of times, 

but that it also attracts ((ouble as Grumble 

the Grubby Goat anraered flies. U ltimately, 

9 No wifch has ever claimed fO own the Elder Wand. Make o( that what 

you will. 

• 
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the quest for the Elder Wand merely supports 

an observation I have had occasion to make 

many times over the course of my long life, 

that humans have a knack of choosing precisely 

those things that are worst for them. 

But which of us would have shown the 

wisdom of the third brQ[her, if offered the pick 

of Death 's gifts? Wiza rds and Muggles alike are 

imbued with a lust for power; how many would 

resist the "Wand of Destiny"? Which human 

being, having lost someone they loved. could 

withstand the temptation of the Resurrection 

Stone? Even It Albus Dumbledore. would find 

it easiest to refuse the Invisibility C loak; which 

only goes to show that, clever as I am. I remain 

just as big a fool as anyone else. 

• 
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ABOUT THE CHI~DllEN'S 

HICH l,E V El, CllOUP 

Dear Reader, 

7hnnk you very much Jor buying this unique Ilnd 

special book. I wanted to take this opport/(nity to 

explitin just how your mpport will help liS to make 

a real diffirmu to the /jllt'S a/so many vuburllble 

children. 
More than one million chiidrm live in large 

residential institutiom across Europe. COlltrary to 

popular belief, most of them flrt not orpham, bitt are 
in care because their forni/ies (lrt poor, disabled, or 

from rthnic minoritirs, Many 0/ these childrm have 

disabilities and handicaps, bUI often remain withoUl 

any health or educational inurtJemions. 111 some 

caw thq do not rfaive lifo's bnsics, such tIS adequate 

food. Almost always they are without human or 

emotional contact and stimulation. 

To change the lives ofinstillltionaliud and 

marginalized children, and try to make sure that no 

future generation suffers in this way, j. K. Rowling 

lind I set up the Children's High Level Grollp 

(CHLC) charity in 2005. We wanted to give these 

• 1.09 • 



abandon~d children a voia, to allow th~ir stori~s to 

be heard. 

Th~ CHLG aims to bring an end to tlu uu 0/ 
lnrg~ institutiom and promou ways that allow chil

dren to live with families - their own, /oster, or na

tional adoptive parents - or in small group homes. 

Th~ campaign helps around a quarter a/a 

million children each year. We fond a d~dicated, 

independ~nt, child help /in~ that provid~s support 

and i,!formation to hundreds a/thousands a/children 

annually. We also run education activities. including 

the "Community Action" proj~ct in which young 

peop/~ from mainstream ~dllcation work with 

special-needs children in institutions; and "Edelweiss," 

which allows young peop/~ who are marginalized 

and imtitMionaliud to ~xpr~ss themselves through 

their creativity and tnlents. And in Romania, the 

CHLG has creaud a national children's council to 

repr~sent the rights 0/ children, and which allows 

them to speak alit about their own experienas. 

BUI our reach goes only so far. W~ need fonds 

to sca/~ up and replicate Ollr work, to reach out into 

more countries and help even more children who are 

in mch desperate need. 

CHLG has a unique character amongst non

governmental organizations in this field, namely 

· 1:10. 

working with govunments and state institlt/ions. 

cilJiI society (notfor-profit and volunteer organizations, 

faith groups, child advocacy groups, and lobbyists), 

professionals, and practical providers o/urvias at a 

grttssroo/.S level. 

CHLC (Iims to achiev~ foil impkmentation 

oJthe UN Convt'tltion on th~ Rights 0/ the Child 

across Europe and ultimately around the world. 

In only two years, we have already assisted govern

mt'tl/S to develop Slraugi~s to pr~vent the abandon

ment a/babies in hospitals and to improve the 

care 0/ children with disabilities and handicaps, 

and hllve deve/()ped II manual a/best practice in 

dei nSf i Ilf / ;01111 liza tion. 

We are Iruly grtttefid for your support in buy

ing this book. 71Jese vitalfonds will allow CHLC to 

continue our IIctivities, giving hundreds a/thousands 

more childrt'tl the chance 0/ a d~c~nt and healthy lift. 

To find out more about us and how you can get 

furth~r involved, pleas~ visit www.chlg.org. 

Thank you, 

Baroness Nicholson o/Winterbourne, MEP 

Co-CiJn;, o/CHLC 
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