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The Robber Bridegroom:

The Bridegroom’s Tale


“No words of God or men can excuse what I did, but pray let me speak, if only to soften the hatred that remains in your hearts when I am gone.”


Thus spoke the Robber Bridegroom on the day set for his execution.  He went on:


I was a poor boy, son of a farmer some miles to the south, and one day some men came to those parts whom no one had seen before.  They spoke strangely and had the smell of drink about them, but the creepiest part about them was the look in their eyes, like they wanted to eat you alive.  However, they looked very wealthy too, and that soon proved to be the case.  

They offered me work, but they didn’t say what it would be, only to come to their cabin at a set time every day.  They gave me odd jobs with a random, thoughtless quality to them, as if the men were just trying to keep me around.  That was the truth. One day they told me that they had a task that would pay quite a bit more.  They warned me that it would seem dishonest, but said it was really more of an innocent sort of joke and that all would be right in the end.

All I had to do was act as suitor to a certain local girl for such time as it would take to entice her to visit the cabin.  I had an uneasy feeling, but decided that my presence there would deter any immoral designs, and perhaps it really was nothing more than the peculiar sport of the rich.  I armed myself with a hunting knife nonetheless, for I no more trusted them than you trust me.


They whiled the time away with her, telling jokes and laughing, and although she seemed nervous, she was persuaded to stay for an hour, and then another.  I had had a glass of wine, and soon became unnaturally drowsy.  It must have been drugged.  In the morning the girl was gone, and I thought nothing more of it than a misguided drunken revelry.


Over time I began to guess the truth, but by then I was one of them, and had eaten I knew not what and shared unknowing in their cannibal crimes.  I felt it was too late to escape, that I had been branded a murderer and could now live no other way.


Then I met the miller’s daughter, and my heart nearly broke on the spot, for I had been set to destroy her next.  So out of compassion and repentance, I set about the task of subtly frightening her off.  It was no coincidence that I gave her the willies.  I meant to.  And when I scattered ashes in the forest, it was in the hopes that the wind would blow them away before she found her way there.  Plus I invited her on a day that the others would be gone, so that the old lady would have a chance to warn her.  In my desperation, I even consulted a witch, who I paid to stand in the shape of a bird and utter a warning as she approached.


But I did not repent enough to leave that company, and now I will die with them.  Evil is a strange plague, that spreads like wildfire, but so is good, for if the miller’s daughter had not been such a shining inspiration to me, I could never have found it in me to give up my life in order to save hers.”


Hearing this, the miller’s daughter, deeply moved, begged the crowd until they spared his life.  They married, and lived happily ever after.  The strange, wicked men who had come to that town, however, were hunted down and executed without mercy or delay.
