Once there was a little cottage in the woods of the Ardeep Forest.  And let me tell ye who lived within it’s walls. A poor farmer lived in that house with his wife, a grandmother, a grandfather, lots of little ones and a wee baby in a crib. ‘Twas a very large family ye see. Each and every day and night, there was a lot of yelling, singing, snoring, laughing, fighting and crying. ‘Twas very noisy!





The poor farmer, the sorry lad, wanted quiet for he couldn’t stand the commotion and noise any longer and was finding it very difficult to sleep. So he came to see the Wise Savant of Oghma. “Excuse me Wise Loremaster,” he said. “My house is full of people and is too noisy! Tell me what I can do.”





So, the wise priest closed his eyes and thought for a moment. “Here is what ye do,” he said. “Bring in thine rooster and chickens into thine house.” Eventhough, the poor farming lad thought such a strange thing to do, he did as he was told…knowing that such a wise man as the Loremaster wouldn’t lead him astray. When he got home that evening, he got his rooster and chickens and put them in his house.





That night there was a lot of yelling, singing, snoring, laughing, fighting and crying. But alas, now there was also a lot of clucking and crowing! ‘Twas still even noisier! The next day, the poor farming lad went back to seek guidance from the Wise Loremaster. “I put the chickens and rooster into the house as ye had mentioned,” he said. “But ‘tis worse than before!” The Loremaster turned and noded. “I understand lad…and now ye must put in thine pigs and thine sheep into thine house.”





Still trusting the Wise Savant, the farming lad did as he was told. He returned home and did just that. Later that eve there was yelling and singing, snoring and laughing, fighting and crying, clucking and crowing, and by the curse of the fates, there was oinking and baaing as well! ‘Twas even worse than before!





The next day, the farming lad went back to the Loremaster. “Noise! Noise! Noise!” he said. I cannot stand such any longer great wise one!” The Loremaster smiled and said, “Now put thine donkey and cow in thine house!”  Thinking the Loremaster crazy, but not wanting to offend him, the farming lad did as he was told. He returned home and put his donkey and cow in the house.





Now, ‘twas getting quite cramped and hard to live in that small farmhouse. And that eve, there was yelling and singing, snoring and laughing, fighting and crying, clucking and crowing, oinking and baaing, and by the gods, braying and mooing! ‘Twas so very noisy that the farming lad got no sleep at all that eve!





Now, seeing that the Loremaster was quite crazy, and that his words had done nothing to help…he returned the next morn to give him a piece of his mind and vent his anger. “Loremaster…ye have done nothing but waste my time…my house is like a barn! I cannot stand it! Ye have only made matters worse!” he cried! The priest smiled and nodded. “Fret not lad! Here is what ye must do! Take all of the animals from thine house.”





Returning to his home, still angry…the farming lad did as he was told. He removed the chickens, he let out the rooster, he let out the pigs, he sent out the sheep, and the donkey and the cow. Was the little house still noisy? Well that eve there still was yelling and singing, there was still snoring and laughing. There was even fighting and crying…but I can tell ye…there was no clucking, no crowing, no oinking or baaing, and by Oghma’s grace not even mooing or braying.





And that night, the poor farming lad got the best sleep he ever had for that small farmhouse in the woods seemed far more quiet than ye could ever imagine to the poor farming lad. And that family in the woods lived happily ever after. Now, of course, the moral of the tale…





“Twould be easy to say that the moral is that ye should be thankful of what ye have, and that ye must look to what is around ye to appreciate it…or even that ye can always make the best out of a bad situation. But, to one such as myself, I think the moral is clear. ‘Tis not to doubt the wisdom of Oghma, and to trust his humble Loremaster’s such as myself…for we shan’t lead ye astray.


