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The Fairytale of Little Tina and Little Lars 
 
Narrated and illustrated by Margarethe Luther von Glehn 
 

   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

nce upon a time there was a small boy named Lars and a little girl called Tina.  
Both dearly loved to eat cherries.  Behind their house in the garden stood an old 
cherry tree.  Every year it bore wonderful cherries and when the cherries got ripe, 

their mother would say, “Children, don’t eat all of the cherries again, because then I 
won’t have any to can.”   “No, no”, cried the children, “ we will just taste 
a few of them.”  “Good,” said the mother, “but no more than ten each.”  
But the children were already off to the old cherry tree.  Lars climbed the 
tree and threw down the nicest ones to Tina and also ate some himself and 
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so in a few days there were no more; not one cherry was left.  Now they stood there and 
didn’t know what to do.  No cherries left for canning and both of them could have eaten 
lots more.  “What are we going to do?”, asked Lars, and Tina said, “I don’t know either.”  
Then the children remembered that Aunt Gretchen once had told them about cherry land 
in the enchanted forest.  Was there such a thing?  The children pondered.   “Should we go 
into the woods and look?”   It was a wonderful warm summer day and the far away forest 
was tempting.   “ Should we go?” asked Lars, and Tina said, “Let’s do!  We’ll be home 
by supper time”.   
And so they ran through the flowering meadows till they came to the 
forest.  It was pleasant there under the high firs and the birch trees.  
The children forgot about the time and ran deeper into the green 
twilight.  The forest grew ever thicker, and the children got tired and 
hungry from all the running.   So they sat down under a high spruce on 
the soft moss and felt disappointed that they still hadn’t found cherry 
land. Was it even real?  They got out their breakfast, which fortunately 
they had in their pockets.  When they had eaten they lay down, and the 
soft humming of the insects and the bumblebees lulled them to sleep.   

When they woke up again, it was late in the afternoon and the sun 
was low and sent slanting golden rays through the dense 
branches.  The children rubbed their eyes and looked around in 
astonishment: “Where were they?”   By and by they remembered 
their adventure and looked around them.  “Where was that 
wonderful country?”  Then they noticed nearby a funny little 
man, who was wearing a cherry red jacket and smoked dry cherry 
leaves in his cherry wood pipe.   Tina wrinkled her little nose; it 

didn’t smell very good.  But they weren’t afraid, the little gnome looked so friendly.  He 
had a long white beard just like Santa, who had come last year to bring apples and 
gingerbread, only he was much, much smaller.  The little man moved the pipe into the 
corner of his mouth and asked in a thin voice: “What are you children doing here all 
alone in the woods?”  “We are looking for cherry land,” said Lars,” and we can’t find it.  
Aunt Gretchen says it’s in the enchanted forest.”  “Well, well,” observed  the gnome, 
“why would you want to go there?”  

“Oh, we just want to eat some cherries”, replied Lars, and 
Tina confessed how they had emptied their own tree so 
there were none left for mom to can and that they would 
want to pick some for her too.  “That’s a pretty bad 
thing”, answered the little man.  “I could take you there, 
since I am a cherry gnome, but I worry that you might eat 
too many and end up with a stomach ache!”  “No, no, we 
promise that we will eat just a few,” shouted the children, 
“please do take us there”.  “Good said the gnome, “then 
come along”.  He rose with dignity and went ahead 
deeper into the forest.  The children followed, breathless 
with excitement.  Now they would really get to go into 
cherry land.  It was just too wonderful to imagine.   
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They passed huge ancient trees that had burst with age to make places 
for owls to live.  Those owls scared them with their great round eyes.  
The path took them through thick brambles and pleasant meadows full 
of flowers.  At last they came to a wall.  The man stopped at a gate and 
pulled on a silver bell string.  From inside sounded a delicate bell:  bim, 
bim, bim, and the door opened to offer an enchanting view.  As far as 
they could see there were cherry trees, uphill and downhill in full bloom 
but at the same time covered with pretty cherries, 
yellow and red.  The children hardly dared to enter.  
“Just come on in,” said the gnome in a friendly way.  
“First we are going to visit our king and say hello to 
him, because that is good manners, as you know.”  
The children nodded because they knew that you 

must always say hello to everyone when you come to visit.  
 A broad, winding path all covered with flower petals led into the 
garden.  On the wide meadows under the trees snow white lambs 
were grazing and baby goats jumped around so joyfully that the 
children had to laugh out loud.  
 A charming cottage peeped out from under the flowering trees.  Made out of polished 
cherry wood it reflected the golden evening sun.  It was decorated with beautiful 
ornaments made of cherry pits while the roof consisted of dried cherry leaves.  They 
stepped into a high grand hall where the throne of the king stood.  The king was wearing 
a long silken robe the color of yellow glass cherries and over it he 
had a coat the color of dark red cherries, which were Lars’ 
favorite.  An extraordinarily large cherry served as his orb and a 
blooming cherry branch as his scepter.  Every evening the king ate 
his big cherry as part of a special ceremony watched by all his 
subjects.  And every morning when the king rose from his cherry 
red silken bed sheets, the oldest counselor handed him a new 
cherry to serve as the orb of that day.  This old counselor was 
already over hundred years old.  His head looked like a polished 
cherry pit and around his neck he wore many strands of cherry 
pits, which had been daintily carved in many patterns.  Every year 
on his birthday he got a new one from the king and he held them 

in such high regard that he would never take any of them off, but 
wore them all.  However, as he now was more than hundred years 
old, he had received so many chains that he couldn’t carry them 
anymore, and so they were loaded onto a little wagon that he 
carted in front of him.  The king was very surprised by his visitors 
and looked a little annoyed because he was busy ruling his country 
and didn’t want to be disturbed.  As it happened there was talk of 
hiring a new spider to weave fabric for polishing cherries.  The 
spider was demonstrating her art sitting on a cherry wood table under the eyes of the 
king.      
The gnome now stepped forward and made a deep bow and Lars and Tina did too and 
Lars said very loudly: “Hello, Mr. King”.   At that the king became a little friendlier and 
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nodded his head – but just a little so that his crown wouldn’t fall 
off.  The crown had been made in the shape of cherry blossoms 
by the dwarves beyond the seven mountains.  Then the gnome 
reported how he had found Lars and Tina and about their wish 
to visit cherry land.  Now the king became very friendly because 
he was flattered that the children had run so far into the wide 
world to see his country.  “You are most welcome,” said the 
king, “but do me a favor and don’t overeat on cherries and don’t 

drink any cold water afterwards, because you will get a terrible belly ache if you do.  I 
want to show you my country myself.  You may taste of all the trees and the kind you 
like best you can take lots of back home.”  Then the king arose with dignity and strode 
down the steps of his throne.  The old counselor followed with his chain cart and the 
children and the gnome joined them.         
  
You may believe there were cherries aplenty.  There were the large and the small, the 
clear, the yellow light red, the yellow with red cheeks, the sweet and the sour, the juicy 
and the meaty ones.  Pits were to be thrown into a silver bucket attached to each tree, so 
that they could be fashioned into beautiful chains by the cherry tree elves.  Every elf had 
responsibility for one tree, he had to water it, to polish the cherries, to turn the blossoms 
toward the sun, and to carve the pits and to string them.  The elf with the most beautiful 
chain was elected winner, which meant that he didn’t have to eat cherries for supper.  In 
cherry land there are cherries for supper every day, like we have potatoes.  And if you eat 
cherries all the times, you’ll be bored with them.  Nevertheless, Tina and Lars could not 
imagine how you could ever get bored with cherries.  After much tasting the children 
decided in favor of a black, sweet cherry, which was large and juicy.  That was the tree 
from which most royal orb cherries were picked for the king.  It also turned out to be the 
tree of the friendly gnome and afterwards he had so many pits in his basket, that his chain 
would go twice around the royal castle.  So he also won and didn’t have to eat cherries 
that day.  What do you think he got instead?  A fried finch egg with nettle greens, 
because sometimes you need something hearty.   

 
Suddenly a horrible noise like a crow’s cawing was heard 
and all the elves and even the king and the counselor turned 
pale with fear.  A huge, ugly bird came flying, sat down on a 
cherry tree and began to eat the wonderful cherries in great 

bites.  While he was eating he stared at the king maliciously with his black eyes.   “Chase 
away that bad bird,” said Lars, “it is eating the best cherries.”  And Tina almost started to 
cry.  The elves began to shout and hold up little noisemakers to 
scare the bird away.  But he continued to eat and didn’t bother 
about the noise.  The king became very sad and the old counselor 
spoke: “This bad bird is the great enemy of our country.  He 
comes out of the witch’s forest and is sent by the witch herself.  
She wants to destroy our country because she hates everything 
beautiful.  The bird is her best friend and when she rides on her 
broomstick to the Bald Mountain, he will sit on the back and ride 
along.  There he gets to sing for the devil himself, because the 
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devil likes his cawing a lot.”  “Couldn’t you kill it with a gun?” asked Lars and thought 
of his dad, who often would go after birds of prey with a gun, when they were out to steal 
the chickens.  But the old counselor shook his head so that all his chains rattled,  “No, we 
can’t do anything, we are quite powerless.” 
“There is a way to save us,” remarked the king,” but we can’t do it ourselves.  It would 
take a boy with lots of courage to dare do it, but where would we find him?”  “We dare 
to,” shouted Lars and Tina like one, “just tell us how we must do it!”  “Would you really?  
But I can hardly accept that, my dear children.  Suppose something should happen to you, 
as for instance that the bird pecked your eyes out or the witch turned you into something 
awful.  No, no, let’s better not!”   “Nothing is going to happen to us, we have survived 
many adventures together, isn’t that true, Tina?” declared Lars.  Tina nodded eagerly.  
The king was quite overcome by the generous spirit of the children and embraced them.  
He had to get on tiptoe to do that.  “Well, than pay attention, I’ll tell you’” began the 
king.  In my castle treasury there is a golden bow with a golden arrow.  You must arm 
yourself with that, Lars.  And you, Tina, must take the golden birdcage.  You mustn’t kill 
the bird under any circumstances, because when he falls dead, two new birds arise from 
him and if you kill those, two new bad birds come out of each one of them.  And they are 
bigger and more evil still.  No, you must catch him alive and cage him.  But how you 
could do that, I can’t tell you and neither can the counselor here.  We have spent many 
days and night thinking about it but to no avail.  And the other problem is that we can’t 
even draw the bow.  My ancestor, who owned this bow, was a strong man.  But alas, we 
are no longer that. “Give me the bow, Mr. King, “ exclaimed Lars. “I’ll try to draw it 
right away.  

At that two elves darted away to get the key to the treasury.  It was so 
big and heavy that one elf couldn’t carry it alone. Then they proceeded 
to the treasury, which had been built into a hill.  The four elves pushed 
the key into the lock and strained to turn it over.  The sweat pearled 
from their brows with the effort.  The door sprang open and the king 
entered; he alone was allowed to enter the treasury.  With great 
ceremony he handed the bow to Lars and the cage to Tina.  Lars took the 
bow, put the arrow on the bowstring, and drew back.  It was hard work 
but after a while he managed it.  He would have loved to shoot the arrow 
off right then, but he was afraid that he might lose the golden arrow, and 
so he didn’t. 

Joy and awe was in the faces of all present and the king was beaming. 
There was hope for liberation after all.  “Now you must go into the 
enchanted forest, find the bird and see how you can deal with him.  
Unfortunately none of us can come along, because we can’t run fast 
enough to flee from the witch.  But I will give you my smartest goat and 
my most faithful lamb as companions; they will help you.”  So saying, 
the king took out a golden whistle and sounded it.  Soon the two 
animals came running up and when they heard that they were to go with 
the children, they jumped around gleefully.  Lars put a handful of 
cherries in his pocket and Tina hung a pair of cherries over each of her 
ears and then they were off, goat and lamb in the lead as guides.  Tina 
was a little worried, but Lars took her by the hand and then she was all 
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right. 
The trees were old and ugly and had scary faces, some looked 
angry and twisted their branches like snakes.  Others grinned 
and jabbed at them with pointy branches and thorns.  Their roots 
were exposed on the ground and tripped you at every step.  But 
the goat was a big help, he found the easiest way with graceful 
leaps and the children followed him on foot.  
Finally they arrived at a high tree, which was set somewhat 
apart from the others.  In its top there was a big messy nest.  

That had to be the nest of the bird.  But how could you lure him out and catch him?  
There was no way to climb the tree; the trunk was thick and smooth and extended no 
branches.  The children thought long and hard.  At last Tina’s eyes sparkled, she had 
thought of something.  Quickly she took off her cherry earrings and hung them on a tree, 
very visible and tempting.  She whispered something into Lars’ ear and then they hid 
themselves quickly.  

  Soon the pointy beak of the bird appeared over the rim of the 
nest and those evil eyes turned eagerly to the cherries.  After a 
while the bird couldn’t resist going for the cherries, even 
though he was suspicious about how they might have gotten 
there.  He jumped around nervously on the edge of his nest, 
cawed and clacked his beak.  The children were excited and the 
little goat nearly burst out braying, but Lars gave him a cuff 
and brought him to his senses.  Now the bird flew down.  Lars 
drew the bow and let the arrow fly from the string.  It bored 
into the bird’s right wing, which immediately went limp.  Now 
he couldn’t fly anymore.  Out burst Tina with the cage, quite 
red with excitement, grabbed blindly at the bird and got him by 
the tail.  Lars jumped to her aid to prevent the bird from 

pecking her.  He pulled out his handkerchief and threw it over the bird and pulled it tight.   
Again this time the handkerchief was not quite clean, but for once it didn’t matter.  Tina 
shouted:  “Just don’t let the king see it!”  But Lars didn’t hear her.  He just shouted: “ Get 
him into the cage quick,” and then they stuffed him through the little door.  Now he was 
caught!  Tina was left with a handful of tail feathers in her hand, she had held on so tight.  
And now the bird began to caw and carry on so that it echoed in the woods.  “Quick, 
run,” shouted the lamb, “or the witch will get us.  When she hears him she will come for 
sure.”  The children grabbed bow and arrow and the cage and stumbled after lamb.  
Already they could hear shuffling steps as the witch came closer.  
The children were terrified.  But the little goat knew what to do.  
“You run on ahead,” he shouted, “I can take her on my own.” 
Bravely he ran to meet the witch, making dizzying leaps all 
around her, so she couldn’t get her magic wand out and then he 
lowered his head with the tiny horns and jumped right at the belly 
of the witch.  Down she went and broke a leg as the tree roots 
caught her.  It snapped cleanly in two.  There she lay, and she 
didn’t even have her wand, it had flown right out of her hand.  In 
her hurry she had forgotten to bring her magic salve, so she couldn’t heal her wound.  
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“Kill her now!” shouted goat, and Lars turned and drew back his golden bow once more 
as hard as he could.  He shot the arrow right through her black heart.  There was a mighty 
burst, like when you step on a puffball.  All the evil in her heart spewed out and there was 
such a terrible smoke and stink, that the children had to hold their noses.  But now all 
danger was gone and they could return in triumph. 
The elves had climbed into the tops of the tallest cherry trees to look out and when they 
saw the children return, they all ran to the king to tell him the good news.  Every one 
wanted to be first and so they all fell over one another shouting madly: “They are 
bringing the bird!”  Then thew king rose in all his majesty to make a speech 
to his people in this great moment of salvation.  But since his people were 
all flopping around rather un-majestically, the counselor urged him to 
postpone the address.  So the king told everyone to get up and get a great 
feast together.  “We shall celebrate like never before,” he shouted, “ do 
your very best.  And,” he added,  “we shall have cherry cake with whipped 
cream and we shall drink cherry wine.  Get out the best barrel, it’s as old as 
I am.”  But the king didn’t really know how long he had been king, let 
alone how long it had been since he had been little, he had plain forgotten.  
But the counselor was of the opinion that an old, strong wine might not be 
good for the children and that it might make it hard for them to find their 
way home.  But the king insisted on having his way.   “Then we’ll take 
them home in the cherry cart,” he suggested.   So the old counselor wound 
up all his hundred chains around his neck to free up the cart, but they were 
so heavy that he collapsed under their weight and shrunk even more, so that he practically 
was buried under the cherry pits.  
In a wink the hall was decorated with cherry blossoms and candles 
and the chef had with magical speed baked the most wonderful 
cakes, and the sounds of whipping cream were heard throughout the 
house. The wine barrel was rolled in, and soon the red wine 
sparkled in the crystal decanters, which the king had gotten for his 
hundredth birthday.  However he had forgotten who had given them 
to him, it was so long ago.  The goat and the lamb came prancing in 
and the children followed with the noisy bird.  With tears of joy and 
gratitude the king embraced the children. He could hardly speak.  
The old counselor was the first to gather his wits and he got up from 
under the load of his hundred chains and thanked the children on 
behalf of the elves.  The king took two of his finest chains from his own neck and gave 
them to Lars and Tina as decorations and medals of honor.  And then they had their 
dinner. 
The children had never in their lives eaten such good cakes and whipped cream.  
The wine was sweet and they all drank many small glasses of it until they became 
quite bold and started to sing and dance.  Yes, the king did dance the polka with 
Tina all around the entire dining room table.  It was a good thing that Tina knew 
how to dance the polka.  
When the clock struck midnight, the king stopped the festivities, ate his royal orb 
cherry and said goodbye to the children with heartfelt words of thanks.  
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“But what is going to become of the bird?” asked Tina.  Yes indeed, the bird had been all 
but forgotten where he was angrily skulking in his cage.  “The cage shall be hung up over 
my throne so that the bird will always have to hear how well and wisely my country is 
ruled,” ordered the king.   And so it was and the bird hangs there still.  Outside, the 
cherry cart was already waiting and the good king had ordered a basketful of every kind 
of cherry to be loaded on it.  Now mom would be able to can as much as she might ever 
desire.  He really was a generous king.    The white horse started to pull the wagon and 
they drove home by the light of the stars.  “I wonder what mom will say,” muttered Tina 
half asleep.  “She’ll be happy to have us back,” thought Lars almost dreaming.  Well, 
what mom did say you can well imagine.  
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