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King March’s 
Ears

A tale from Wales

A long time ago in Wales, in the palace of Castellmarch, 
there lived a king. His name was March Ab Meirchion, 
but everyone called him King March.

King March was very rich, but he was also very 
generous. The cellars beneath the palace were stuffed 
with gold and jewels, and the king used his wealth to 
build ships and houses for his people. In return, his 
people loved him, and worked hard. The fi elds were full 
of corn and the rivers were full of fi sh. Everyone in the 
kingdom was as happy as could be.

Everyone except for King March. For the king had a 
terrible secret. He had been born with the ears of a horse! 
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In order to hide his 
ears from everyone, 
the king never cut 
his hair and never 
took off his crown. 
The only person 
who knew the king’s 
secret was the royal 
barber, Bifan. 

“You must never tell 
anyone about my 
ears,” said the king 
to Bifan. “Otherwise 
the people will 
laugh at me. They 
will think I’m a 
terrible king. Our 
beautiful kingdom 
will crumble with 
shame, and no one 
will be happy 
any more.”
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Now, Bifan the barber was a quiet, humble man, and 
King March felt sure that he could trust him. But having 
a secret can be a heavy burden. After many years of 
keeping the king’s secret, Bifan became ill with worry. 

One day, Bifan was sitting on the beach with his wife, 
watching the sun set over the ocean. Anwyn smiled at 
Bifan. “How lucky we are to live in such a beautiful 
place, and to have such a kind and generous king.”

But instead of replying, Bifan hid his face in his hands 
and burst into tears. “I have a terrible secret, but I 
can’t tell anyone!” wailed Bifan. “Not even you!”
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Anwyn thought for a moment. “If you can’t tell 
anyone, then perhaps you should share your secret with 
the Earth. She will keep it safe for you, and you won’t 
have to carry it any more.”

Bifan agreed, and rode out into the forest. After a day 
and a night of travelling, he came to rest at a river. 
Being sure that nobody was around for miles and miles, 
he whispered his secret to the reeds. “King March has 
the ears of a horse.” A soft wind blew and the reeds 
swayed gently. Straight away, Bifan felt as if a huge 
weight had been lifted from his shoulders. He rode 
home to Anwyn with a light and happy heart.

9
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That summer, King March decided to hold a huge feast 
for his people at the palace. He called for the best piper 
in Wales to play at the feast. As the piper was riding 
to Castellmarch, he passed the river where Bifan had 
whispered his secret.

Those reeds will make a fi ne fl ute, he thought. So, he 
jumped off his horse to cut a reed from the banks. 

That evening, at the feast, after everyone had eaten 
and drunk their fi ll, King March ordered the piper to 
play. But as the piper raised his new fl ute to his lips and 
blew, everyone was shocked to hear these words ringing 
out instead of a melody.
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The piper fl ung the fl ute away as if it had bitten him. 
It rolled across the stone fl oor to the feet of Bifan, the 
barber. Immediately, Bifan knew what had 
happened, and dropped to his knees in shame 
before the king.

“Forgive me, Your Highness,” he sobbed. 
“I shared your secret with the Earth!”

Gazing out at the shocked sea of 
faces, King March sadly took off 
his crown. Slowly, he pulled 
back his hair, revealing his 
huge, furry horse ears. But 
to the king’s great surprise, 
there was a huge cheer.

11
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“Hooray for King March!” everyone shouted. “The 
kindest, bravest king of all, with the fi nest ears we’ve 
ever seen! No other king has ears like his!”

All of a sudden, King March realised that his people 
didn’t care what he looked like. They cared about 
what he did. He ordered Bifan to cut his hair that very 
evening. Over time, he became proud of his horse’s ears.

Everyone in the kingdom grew even happier than before. 
There had truly never been a ruler like King March.
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The Pisky Who 
Lost Her Laugh

A tale from England

All across the moorlands of Devon and Cornwall, in 
the west of England, live creatures called piskies. They 
are small, mischievous folk, and the smallest and most 
mischievous of them all was called Omfra.

Omfra liked to trick people, and her most favourite trick 
of all was to leap out at people and make them jump. 
The louder they yelped, the louder Omfra laughed.

One night, when the moon was high in the sky, all 
the piskies were gathered on the moor. A fi ddler was 
playing a merry tune and everyone was dancing. 
Suddenly, Omfra leaped out from behind a rock, and 
yelled “Boo!”

13
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The fi ddler was so shocked that he jumped out of his 
boots and broke a string on his fi ddle. Omfra laughed 
so hard she thought that she would never stop. Fat tears 
rolled down her cheeks, and her shoulders shook.

However, Omfra’s laughing soon turned to choking, 
and her round face went from red, to purple, to blue. 
One of the larger piskies grasped Omfra by the foot and 
shook her upside down. As Omfra spluttered a huge 
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cough, there was a 
loud clap of thunder. 
It was so loud it 
knocked all the 
piskies on to 
the ground.

Once they had 
recovered from their 
fright, the piskies 
gathered round 
Omfra. She was still 
sitting on the ground, but looked most unhappy. They 
clapped her on the back and urged her to get up and 
dance with them. Omfra just shook her head and sat 
morosely on a rock.

This was most unlike Omfra, but Grandpa Oblo, the 
oldest and wisest of all the piskies, knew just what 
had happened.

“You’ve lost your laugh,” he said. “You must go and 
fi nd it, or you’ll never be yourself again.”

So, Omfra set out in search of her laugh, following the 
west wind. She walked for many days, across fi elds, over 
hills and through woods.

r. 
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As Omfra stood on top of one of the great hills where 
the ancient kings of Cornwall were buried, she thought 
she heard the whisper of a chuckle high up on the air. 
Just then, a mole popped her head out of the earth. She 
told Omfra that she must be careful on Bodmin Moor 
for there were will-o’-the-wisps there. Will-o’-the-wisps 
were spirits made from light, and they liked to trick 
travellers into straying from their path. Omfra thanked 
the mole for her advice and hurried across the marshes.

Little lights were fl ickering here and there. They were 
so pretty that Omfra wanted to follow them, but she 
remembered what the mole had told her. Instead, she 
twitched her pointed ears until she heard the faintest 
breath of her laugh in the distance.

Omfra followed her laugh across Bodmin Moor until she 
reached King Arthur’s castle. Taking off her hat, Omfra 
respectfully stepped into the great stone hall. King Arthur 
himself was sitting on a large throne, with a small, blue 
bird perched on the end of his fi ngertip.

Omfra bowed so low that her nose touched the cold 
stone. “Pardon me, Your Majesty, but I have lost my 
laugh. Have you seen it?”

16
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“Yes, I have!” 
said King Arthur 
cheerfully. He 
explained to Omfra 
that he had snatched 
the laugh from the 
wind’s hand and turned 
it into a bird to keep it safe. 
With that, the bird hopped 
from the king’s fi nger on to 
Omfra’s shoulder. As it sang its 
sweet song, Omfra felt her laugh 
bubble up from her belly and burst 
from her mouth. She was herself 
once more!

“Will you promise to look after your laugh 
more carefully from now on?” asked King Arthur. 

17

9781510444164_RP_Four_Corners_L1_BP_f.indd   179781510444164_RP_Four_Corners_L1_BP_f.indd   17 21/11/2018   09:5021/11/2018   09:50



18

Omfra agreed that she certainly would, and promised 
not to play tricks on anyone ever again. She couldn’t 
wait to get back to the dance and her friends, so Omfra 
said goodbye to King Arthur, and skipped all the way 
home. Her laugh rang through the countryside as clear 
as a bell. Every creature that heard it felt as happy 
as Omfra.

So, if you ever see a pisky with a small, blue bird fl ying 
around her shoulders, don’t be afraid. That’s only Omfra, 
and she DEFINITELY won’t play any tricks on you.

18
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The Seal and the 
Wind

A tale from Scotland

Far away, on the Islands of Scotland, lived a lonely 
fi sherman named Lachlan. Over the years, Lachlan had 
grown used to living alone. He could read the sounds 
of the wind and the waves like a book. He would spend 
many days at sea, and when his fi shing nets were full he 
would turn his little boat around and return home to his 
stone cottage.

One day, Lachlan was repairing the sail of his boat when 
he spotted something on the beach. It was a seal skin. 
When he was a boy, Lachlan had been told stories about 
mysterious creatures called selkies. They lived in the sea as 
seals, but became humans as soon as they touched land.

19
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Lachlan picked up the seal skin and looked around. 
A woman was sitting on a rock, staring back at him. 
She had long, red hair and kind, dark eyes. He held the 
seal skin out to her, but she shook her head. Slipping 
off the rock, she walked over to Lachlan and sat beside 
him. As her hair blew around her in the wind, Lachlan 
could hear the crash of the waves. For the fi rst time in 
his life he felt love in his heart.

Lachlan and the woman were soon married. Her name 
was Mairi, and they spent the winter making Lachlan’s 
gloomy, old stone cottage much more cosy. When spring 
came, Lachlan told Mairi he had to go out to sea 
again. She shook her long, red hair. 
“No, Lachlan, stay at home with me. 
The wind is coming and 
it is dangerous.” 

20
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But Lachlan just laughed and said, “I know the wind as 
well as my own hands. I’ll be home soon with a net full of 
fi sh for our cooking pot.”

Every night, Mairi begged her husband to stay, but 
one morning Lachlan got in his fi shing boat and set 
out across the waves. Far out at sea, a shoal of herring 
swam all around the boat. He felt the wind on his back 
from the west and laughed as 
he pulled in a full net of 
shimmering silver fi sh. But 
just as he set sail for home, 
he felt the wind change. 
It suddenly blew in from 
the north-east, and with 
it came a thick fog. The 
little boat began to rock on 
the waves. Lachlan held on 
tightly to the mast. 

21
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The wind was now pulling the sea into great, rolling waves, 
and the rain struck the deck of the boat like stones. With 
a huge breath, the deadly wind blew the sail apart. In 
despair, Lachlan cried out into the fog.

22
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Back on the shore, Mairi could hear Lachlan’s voice on 
the wind. What should she do? She knew that if she 
stepped into the water, she would turn back into her true 
self – a seal. She would never be able to set foot on land 
as a human again. “Mairi!” cried the wind. “Help me!”

Lachlan lay in the bottom of his boat as the waves tossed 
it this way and that. While the wind howled around him, 
he closed his eyes and thought of his wife. Just then, he 
heard a clunk against the side of the boat. Peering down 
into the water, he caught a glimpse of something silvery 
turning the boat around.

Soon the fog began to clear and the wind died down. 
The seal that had pushed the little boat to safety was 
now bobbing in the water nearby. Its sad, dark eyes 
shone in the sunlight. In them, Lachlan could see the 
refl ection of his own tear-streaked face.

Eventually, the seal disappeared back beneath the waves. 
And, after a long time, Lachlan pulled on his oars and 
rowed slowly for home.

23
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The Tale of 
Finn McCool

A tale from Ireland

Finn McCool was the bravest soldier in Ireland. It was 
said that he came from a long line of giants. He stood 
head and shoulders above all men, and carried a huge 
fi r tree that was sharpened at one end to use as a spear. 
He had spent his whole life hunting and fi ghting, and 
had never lost a battle. Finn liked to tell anyone who 
would listen how extremely brave and strong he was.

One day, as Finn was sitting in his garden, Dara the 
fi sherman rode past on his horse.

“Hello, Finn,” he said. “You look restless today.”

“I am!” replied Finn. “I’m so brave and strong that no 
one wants to fi ght me any more.”
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“Maybe you should fi ght that giant from over the water,” 
said Dara. “All his shouting is scaring off the fi sh.”

Finn peered across the water to Scotland. “Good idea!” 
he said, and Finn grabbed his spear and ran down to 
the sea. In the distance, he could see the tiny fi gure of 
the Scottish giant, Benandonner. He was waving his 
fi sts in the air, and his shouting sounded like thunder.
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Despite being extremely brave and strong, Finn didn’t 
want to get his shoes wet. Thinking quickly, he started 
grabbing huge handfuls of rock from the cliffs to make a 
path over the sea. Soon, Finn had built a causeway long 
enough to stretch from Ireland all the way to Scotland.

26
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“Stop all that shouting, Benandonner!” called Finn 
across the water. “I’m the bravest and strongest giant 
around here.” And with that, Finn fi ercely set off across 
the causeway, brandishing his spear.

In the distance, Benandonner leaped down from his 
mountain on to the causeway. Finn felt the rocks 
beneath him shake as Benandonner roared with 
anger. As the giant came closer, Finn soon realised 
that Benandonner was much larger than he thought. 
Terrifi ed, Finn ran back to his home as fast as he could.

Finn’s wife, Oonagh, was inside, baking bread. “What’s 
all this fuss?” she asked.

“I’ve done something stupid!” panted Finn. 
“I challenged that giant from over the water to a fi ght, 
and now he’s coming to get me!”

Oonagh was a very wise woman. She was the daughter 
of fairies, and always had a trick up her sleeve.

“I’ve got an idea,” she said. “Put on this bonnet, and go 
and hide under a blanket in the bath.”

Knowing that Oonagh was always right, Finn did as she 
had told him. Soon there was a fearsome crash at the door.

27
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“Come in!” called Oonagh.

Benandonner smashed down the door. “Where’s 
Finn?” he growled. “I’ve come to fi ght him!”

“He’s out for a walk, but he’ll be home soon,” said 
Oonagh pleasantly. “Why don’t you wait a while and 
have something to eat? Lean your spear next to my 
husband’s toothpick over there.”

Oonagh pointed at Finn’s spear, which was leaning 
against the wall. If that’s his toothpick, Finn must be 

huge! thought Benandonner. Even so, he sat down 
and took a bite from a giant-sized slice of bread 
that Oonagh set in front of him.
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“OUCH!” cried Benandonner. 
He spat out a broken tooth. 
He didn’t know that Oonagh had 
hidden an iron frying pan inside 
the loaf of bread.

“Oh, you poor thing!” she said. 
“My husband eats this bread every 
day, but it must be a bit too tough 
for you.”
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Benandonner was beginning to get very worried. Just 
then, a noise came from the bath. Peering through the 
door, Benandonner saw the huge shape of Finn wriggling 
under the blanket, with Oonagh’s bonnet peeking out of 
the top.

“That’s just our sweet little daughter having her nap,” 
said Oonagh.

“Oh my goodness! If that’s your daughter, Finn must be 
enormous!” cried Benandonner. With that, he grabbed 
his spear and ran all the way back to Scotland across the 
Giant’s Causeway.

When Benandonner got to the other side, he smashed 
his end of the causeway to bits with his enormous feet. 
He certainly did not want to meet Finn McCool again. 
He truly must be the bravest and strongest giant in the 
whole of Ireland.

If you visit Ireland today, you can still see the remains 
of the Giant’s Causeway. Perhaps if you listen very 
closely, you might even hear the faint echoing of a 
giant’s footsteps from a long time ago.
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Now answer the questions … 

1 Where did Bifan travel to so he could share his 
secret in ‘King March’s Ears’?   

2 What does the phrase ‘The louder they yelped, 
the louder Omfra laughed’ tell you about 
Omfra’s character?

3 Which part of ‘The Pisky Who Lost Her Laugh’ best 
describes what Omfra saw on the moors when she 
went to find her laugh? 

4 Which word does the author use in ‘The Seal and 
the Wind’ to describe Mairi’s eyes? Why does the 
author use this word again at the end of the story?  

5 Can you think of another story that has a similar 
theme to ‘The Seal and the Wind’? 

6 Why might Finn McCool have regretted 
building the causeway? 

7 Why is Oonagh important in ‘The Tale of 
Finn McCool’? 

8 Which of the stories from this collection 
was your favourite, and why? 
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