
The Lambton Worm 

Chapter One 

Fishing 

Long, long ago in the north of England, there lived a young man called Lambton. He was the heir to 

Lambton Castle. Now it happened that one Sunday he was fishing for trout in the river Wear. In 

those days, people believed that it was a sin to go fishing on Sunday. On Sunday he should have 

been in church. But he was a wild young man who took no notice of others. A passer-by saw him and 

rebuked him. “What are you thinking of? Get you to church as fast as you can and pray for 

forgiveness.” But he didn’t take any notice. He threw in his line, propped it up on a forked stick, and 

sat down in the sunshine to wait. Suddenly, the rod bent. A bite! He grabbed the rod and was nearly 

pulled into the river. Whatever was on the end of his line must be a fighter! At last he managed to 

drag it onto the bank. It was the ugliest thing he had ever seen. It was thin like an eel, but it had legs 

like a lizard. He didn’t want to touch it because it looked so strange. So he pushed it down a nearby 

well with his boot. It disappeared into the black water below. The next day Lambton went off to fight 

in the Crusades. And so it was that he thought no more about the strange creature. 

Crusades – medieval wars in which Christians tried to recapture the Holy 

Chapter Two 

The Dreaded Worm 

After Lambton had gone, strange things started to happen around the castle. Shepherds found half-

eaten sheep in the fields. The cows stopped giving milk. The lord of the castle sent his servants to 

watch through the night to find out what was going on. They saw a huge ugly worm slithering up 

from the well. It was the worm that Lambton had caught, but it had grown enormous, fierce and 

slavering. The servants tried to kill it, but every time they hacked off a piece, it grew back again. The 

attack made it angry. It became even more dangerous and did even more damage. It uprooted trees, 

smashed down fences, and laid waste to the farmers’ crops. It killed sheep and cattle, and at night it 

wrapped itself round a hill near the castle. Everybody was terrified. The lord ordered his servants to 

leave fresh milk and two sheep for the worm every day. He hoped it would stop killing the other 

animals. But his efforts were useless. The worm ate and drank, and then set out to look for more. It 

grew bigger and bigger, while the people grew poorer and poorer. 

Chapter Three 

Lambton Returns 

Now it happened, after many years, that Lambton returned from the Crusades. He was tall and 

handsome now, and wore a fine cloak over his shining armour. As he rode towards the castle, he 

noticed the bare fields and the fallen trees. What could have happened? His father was overjoyed 

that his son had returned. He told him about the worm. Lambton was filled with woe. “Alas, I am to 

blame for this. I put it in the well. I must be the one to rid us of this wicked worm.” He swore a great 

oath to be revenged on the monster. He visited a Wise Woman to get advice. She told him to attack 

the worm in the water. “Stud your armour with sharp spikes, and show no fear. And remember this: 

after slaying the worm you must kill the first living thing you meet. If you fail to do this, the next nine 

generations of Lambtons will meet terrible deaths.” So Lambton told his father that he would blow 

his hunting horn as soon as he had slain the monster. Then his father would release his hunting dogs. 

Nobody must go down to the river until Lambton had killed one of the dogs. 



Chapter Four 

Lambton to the Rescue 

Lambton did as the Wise Woman had told him, and studded his armour with sharp spikes. The next 

day he hid by the river. He saw a shape uncurl itself from the hill and slide into the water. It was the 

worm. Lambton had only a moment to draw his sword before the monster was upon him. He 

slashed bravely at its scaly skin, and as he cut off pieces they were carried away by the river and 

could not grow back again. In its fury the worm lashed its body to and fro, sending up great sheets of 

water. Then it wrapped itself around Lambton, but the spikes on his armour pierced its flesh. It tried 

to climb up the riverbank. Lambton hacked at it until at last it closed its eyes, and was swept away by 

the river. It was dead! Lambton blew a loud blast on his hunting horn. 

Chapter Five 

A Sad Ending 

Up at the castle, Lambton’s father heard the horn. The dreaded worm was dead! In his excitement 

he forgot all about releasing the dogs. Instead, he ran to meet his son, overjoyed that the castle was 

free from the monster. Lambton was horrified when he saw his father. He remembered the Wise 

Woman’s words, that he must kill the first living thing he saw after slaying the worm. He raised his 

sword, and hesitated. He could not kill his own father! That night at the castle there was great 

rejoicing at the death of the worm, but there was great sorrow also. “Alas, our family is doomed!” 

sighed Lambton. “We may be free of the worm, but we are under a fearful curse. We will die terrible 

deaths, and so too will our sons, and their sons, and their sons’ sons, until the Wise Woman’s spell is 

done.” And so it was that the Wise Woman’s words came true. For nine generations after the death 

of the worm, no Lambton ever died peacefully in his bed. 


