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= In a cottage in a forest in a time long
ago, a young girl called Morna lived with
her mother. Every evening, as the sun was
setting, Morna went down to a clearing,
where she would sit by the river and listen
to her beloved birds. Her favourite sound
was the song of the nightingale, whose
music rang through the woods long after
all the other birds had fallen silent.
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The only thing that spoilt Morna’s joy
was fear of the King'’s men.
l # “When they ride, you hide!” her mother

always warned her. “Or you may never be
seen dgain!”




The King’s hame was Donal, and there
wds one thing he was very embarrassed
about. His ears were so big that he would
allow no one to see them, for he was sure
that if they did, they would laugh at him.




Every time he passed a group of children,
he imagined them singing,

“"Donal the King has donkey’s ears!

Donal the King has donkey’s ears!”

So he always wore a thick purple hood
over his head. He wore it by day and he wore

| ‘ it by night, and he only took it off twice a

|

) _ year, when his hair was to be cut.
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The King had another problem. He could
not use the same barber more than once, for
fear they might spread the word about his ears.

So, as soon as his hair had been chopped
off. he would throw the unfortunate barber
into jail, and that was that.



One day Morna and her mother were
out collecting wood in the forest, when the
King’s guards rode by.

“Run!” cried the old woman, but it was
too late. A/t/mugh she cried and protested,
one of the quards grabbed Morna, pulled
her up onto his horse, and galloped away.



The guards took Morna to the King's
palace.

“I am sorry, child” the King told her,
“but there are no more barbers left in the
land. Everyone hides when | send my men
out to find someone to cut my hair. Now
that you are here, | am afraid that | shall
have to ask you to do it”




"As you command, Your Highness,”
said Morna, for she knew that she had no
choice. "But first | would like to say a proper
goodbye to my mother, for | did not have
time when your guards stole me away.”

The King admired the girl’s courage and
agreed, for he was not a cruel man, just
rather foolish. So he called for his horse,
Morna climbed up behind him and, as
dusk fell, they rode off into the woods.




Morna’s mother cried when she saw her
daughter again.

“She is my only child and all | have left
in the world. Please let her stay here with
b\ me!” she beqged the King.




The King felt sorry for the poor woman,
but someone had to cut his hair, so what
could he do?
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Morna hugged ber mother tightly,
before pulling away. “I must go with the
* King,” she insisted. “There is no other way.”



It was almost dark by the time Morna and
the King made their way back to the palace.




The forest was silent, for night was
falling, but suddenly the air filled with
song.

“Listen to the nightingale!” cried
Morna. "It is the most beautiful sound /4
in the world!”




