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IN times past there lived a king and queen, who said to each other every 

day of their lives, “Would that we had a child!” and yet they had none. 

But it happened once that when the queen was bathing, there came a frog 

out of the water, and he squatted on the ground, and said to her, 

“Thy wish shall be fulfilled; before a year has gone by, thou shalt 

bring a daughter into the world.” 

And as the frog foretold, so it happened; and the queen bore a 

daughter so beautiful that the king could not contain himself for joy, and 

he ordained a great feast. Not only did he bid to it his relations, friends, 

and acquaintances, but also the wise women, that they might be kind and 

favourable to the child. There were thirteen of them in his kingdom, but 

as he had only provided twelve golden plates for them to eat from, one of 

them had to be left out. However, the feast was celebrated with all 

splendour; and as it drew to an end, the wise women stood forward to 

present to the child their wonderful gifts: one bestowed virtue, one 

beauty, a third riches, and so on, whatever there is in the world to wish 

for. And when eleven of them had said their say, in came the uninvited 

thirteenth, burning to revenge herself, and without greeting or respect, 

she cried with a loud voice, 

“In the fifteenth year of her age the princess shall prick herself with a 

spindle and shall fall down dead.” 

And without speaking one more word she turned away and left the 

hall. Everyone was terrified at her saying, when the twelfth came 

forward, for she had not yet bestowed her gift, and though she could not 

do away with the evil prophecy, yet she could soften it, so she said, 

“The princess shall not die, but fall into a deep sleep for a hundred 

years.” 

Now the king, being desirous of saving his child even from this 

misfortune, gave commandment that all the spindles in his kingdom 

should be burnt up. 

The maiden grew up, adorned with all the gifts of the wise women; 

and she was so lovely, modest, sweet, and kind and clever, that no one 

who saw her could help loving her. 

It happened one day, she being already fifteen years old, that the 

king and queen rode abroad, and the maiden was left behind alone in the 

castle. She wandered about into all the nooks and corners, and into all the 
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chambers and parlours, as the fancy took her, till at last she came to an 

old tower. She climbed the narrow winding stair which led to a little 

door, with a rusty key sticking out of the lock; she turned the key, and 

the door opened, and there in the little room sat an old woman with a 

spindle, diligently spinning her flax. 

“Good day, mother,” said the princess, “what are you doing?” 

“I am spinning,” answered the old woman, nodding her head. 

“What thing is that that twists round so briskly?” asked the maiden, 

and taking the spindle into her hand she began to spin; but no sooner had 

she touched it than the evil prophecy was fulfilled, and she pricked her 

finger with it. In that very moment she fell back upon the bed that stood 

there, and lay in a deep sleep. And this sleep fell upon the whole castle; 

the king and queen, who had returned and were in the great hall, fell fast 

asleep, and with them the whole court. The horses in their stalls, the dogs 

in the yard, the pigeons on the roof, the flies on the wall, the very fire 

that flickered on the hearth, became still, and slept like the rest; and the 

meat on the spit ceased roasting, and the cook, who was going to pull the 

scullion’s hair for some mistake he had made, let him go, and went to 

sleep. And the wind ceased, and not a leaf fell from the trees about the 

castle. 

Then round about that place there grew a hedge of thorns thicker 

every year, until at last the whole castle was hidden from view, and 

nothing of it could be seen but the vane on the roof. And a rumour went 

abroad in all that country of the beautiful sleeping Rosamond, for so was 

the princess called; and from time to time many kings’ sons came and 

tried to force their way through the hedge; but it was impossible for them 

to do so, for the thorns held fast together like strong hands, and the 

young men were caught by them, and not being able to get free, there 

died a lamentable death. 

Many a long year afterwards there came a king’s son into that 

country, and heard an old man tell how there should be a castle standing 

behind the hedge of thorns, and that there a beautiful enchanted princess 

named Rosamond had slept for a hundred years, and with her the king 

and queen, and the whole court. The old man had been told by his 

grandfather that many king’s sons had sought to pass the thorn-hedge, 

but had been caught and pierced by the thorns, and had died a miserable 
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death. Then said the young man, “Nevertheless, I do not fear to try; I 

shall win through and see the lovely Rosamond.” The good old man tried 

to dissuade him, but he would not listen to his words. 

For now the hundred years were at an end, and the day had come 

when Rosamond should be awakened. When the prince drew near the 

hedge of thorns, it was changed into a hedge of beautiful large flowers, 

which parted and bent aside to let him pass, and then closed behind him 

in a thick hedge. When he reached the castle-yard, he saw the horses and 

brindled hunting-dogs lying asleep, and on the roof the pigeons were 

sitting with their heads under their wings. And when he came indoors, 

the flies on the wall were asleep, the cook in the kitchen had his hand 

uplifted to strike the scullion, and the kitchen-maid had the black fowl on 

her lap ready to pluck. Then he mounted higher, and saw in the hall the 

whole court lying asleep, and above them, on their thrones, slept the king 

and the queen. And still he went farther, and all was so quiet that he 

could hear his own breathing; and at last he came to the tower, and went 

up the winding stair, and opened the door of the little room where 

Rosamond lay. And when he saw her looking so lovely in her sleep, he 

could not turn away his eyes; and presently he stooped and kissed her, 

and she awaked, and opened her eyes, and looked very kindly on him. 

And she rose, and they went forth together, and the king and the queen 

and whole court waked up, and gazed on each other with great eyes of 

wonderment. And the horses in the yard got up and shook themselves, 

the hounds sprang up and wagged their tails, the pigeons on the roof 

drew their heads from under their wings, looked round, and flew into the 

field, the flies on the wall crept on a little farther, the kitchen fire leapt up 

and blazed, and cooked the meat, the joint on the spit began to roast, the 

cook gave the scullion such a box on the ear that he roared out, and the 

maid went on plucking the fowl. 

Then the wedding of the Prince and Rosamond was held with all 

splendour, and they lived very happily together until their lives’ end. 
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HARD by a great forest dwelt a poor wood-cutter with his wife and his 

two children. The boy was called Hansel and the girl Gretel. He had little 

to bite and to break, and once when great dearth fell on the land, he could 

no longer procure even daily bread. Now when he thought over this by 

night in his bed, and tossed about in his anxiety, he groaned and said to 

his wife: “What is to become of us? How are we to feed our poor 

children, when we no longer have anything even for ourselves?” 

“I’ll tell you what, husband,” answered the woman, “early tomorrow 

morning we will take the children out into the forest to where it is the 

thickest; there we will light a fire for them, and give each of them one 

more piece of bread, and then we will go to our work and leave them 

alone. They will not find the way home again, and we shall be rid of 

them.” 

“No, wife,” said the man, “I will not do that; how can I bear to leave 

my children alone in the forest? The wild animals would soon come and 

tear them to pieces.” 

“O, you fool!” said she, “then we must all four die of hunger, you 

may as well plane the planks for our coffins,” and she left him no peace 

until he consented. “But I feel very sorry for the poor children, all the 

same,” said the man. 

The two children had also not been able to sleep for hunger, and had 

heard what their stepmother had said to their father. Gretel wept bitter 

tears, and said to Hansel: “Now all is over with us.” 

“Be quiet, Gretel,” said Hansel, “do not distress yourself, I will soon 

find a way to help us.” And when the old folks had fallen asleep, he got 

up, put on his little coat, opened the door below, and crept outside. The 

moon shone brightly, and the white pebbles which lay in front of the 

house glittered like real silver pennies. Hansel stooped and stuffed the 

little pocket of his coat with as many as he could get in. Then he went 

back and said to Gretel: “Be comforted, dear little sister, and sleep in 

peace, God will not forsake us,” and he lay down again in his bed. When 

day dawned, but before the sun had risen, the woman came and awoke 

the two children, saying: “Get up, you sluggards! We are going into the 

forest to fetch wood.” She gave each a little piece of bread, and said: 

“There is something for your dinner, but do not eat it up before then, 

for you will get nothing else.” Gretel took the bread under her apron, as 
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Hansel had the pebbles in his pocket. Then they all set out together on 

the way to the forest. When they had walked a short time, Hansel stood 

still and peeped back at the house, and did so again and again. 

His father said: “Hansel, what are you looking at there and staying 

behind for? Pay attention, and do not forget how to use your legs.” 

“Ah, father,” said Hansel, “I am looking at my little white cat, which 

is sitting up on the roof, and wants to say goodbye to me.” The wife said: 

“Fool, that is not your little cat, that is the morning sun which is 

shining on the chimneys.” Hansel, however, had not been looking back at 

the cat, but had been constantly throwing one of the white pebble-stones 

out of his pocket on the road. 

When they had reached the middle of the forest, the father said: 

“Now, children, pile up some wood, and I will light a fire that you may 

not be cold.” Hansel and Gretel gathered brushwood together, as high as 

a little hill. The brushwood was lighted, and when the flames were 

burning very high, the woman said: “Now, children, lay yourselves down 

by the fire and rest, we will go into the forest and cut some wood. When 

we have done, we will come back and fetch you away.” 

Hansel and Gretel sat by the fire, and when noon came, each ate a 

little piece of bread, and as they heard the strokes of the wood-axe they 

believed that their father was near. It was not the axe, however, but a 

branch which he had fastened to a withered tree which the wind was 

blowing backwards and forwards. And as they had been sitting such a 

long time, their eyes closed with fatigue, and they fell fast asleep. When 

at last they awoke, it was already dark night. Gretel began to cry and 

said: “How are we to get out of the forest now?” But Hansel comforted 

her and said: “Just wait a little, until the moon has risen, and then we will 

soon find the way.” And when the full moon had risen, Hansel took his 

little sister by the hand, and followed the pebbles which shone like 

newly-coined silver pieces, and showed them the way. 

They walked the whole night long, and by break of day came once 

more to their father’s house. They knocked at the door, and when the 

woman opened it and saw that it was Hansel and Gretel, she said: “You 

naughty children, why have you slept so long in the forest? We thought 

you were never coming back at all!” The father, however, rejoiced, for it 

had cut him to the heart to leave them behind alone. 
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Not long afterwards, there was once more great dearth throughout 

the land, and the children heard their mother saying at night to their 

father: “Everything is eaten again, we have one half loaf left, and that is 

the end. The children must go, we will take them farther into the wood, 

so that they will not find their way out again; there is no other means of 

saving ourselves!” The man’s heart was heavy, and he thought: 

“It would be better for you to share the last mouthful with your 

children.” The woman, however, would listen to nothing that he had to 

say, but scolded and reproached him. He who says A must say B, 

likewise, and as he had yielded the first time, he had to do so a second 

time also. 

The children, however, were still awake and had heard the 

conversation. When the old folks were asleep, Hansel again got up, and 

wanted to go out and pick up pebbles as he had done before, but the 

woman had locked the door, and Hansel could not get out. Nevertheless 

he comforted his little sister, and said: “Do not cry, Gretel, go to sleep 

quietly, the good God will help us.” 

Early in the morning came the woman, and took the children out of 

their beds. Their piece of bread was given to them, but it was still smaller 

than the time before. On the way into the forest Hansel crumbled his in 

his pocket, and often stood still and threw a morsel on the ground. 

“Hansel, why do you stop and look round?” said the father, “go on.” 

“I am looking back at my little pigeon which is sitting on the roof, 

and wants to say goodbye to me,” answered Hansel. 

“Fool!” said the woman, “that is not your little pigeon, that is the 

morning sun that is shining on the chimney.” Hansel, however little by 

little, threw all the crumbs on the path. 

The woman led the children still deeper into the forest, where they 

had never in their lives been before. Then a great fire was again made, 

and the mother said: “Just sit there, you children, and when you are tired 

you may sleep a little; we are going into the forest to cut wood, and in 

the evening when we are done, we will come and fetch you away.” When 

it was noon, Gretel shared her piece of bread with Hansel, who had 

scattered his by the way. Then they fell asleep and evening passed, but 

no one came to the poor children. They did not awake until it was dark 

night, and Hansel comforted his little sister and said: “Just wait, Gretel, 
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until the moon rises, and then we shall see the crumbs of bread which I 

have strewn about, they will show us our way home again.” When the 

moon came they set out, but they found no crumbs, for the many 

thousands of birds which fly about in the woods and fields had picked 

them all up. Hansel said to Gretel: “We shall soon find the way,” but 

they did not find it. They walked the whole night and all the next day too 

from morning till evening, but they did not get out of the forest, and were 

very hungry, for they had nothing to eat but two or three berries, which 

grew on the ground. And as they were so weary that their legs would 

carry them no longer, they lay down beneath a tree and fell asleep. 

It was now three mornings since they had left their father’s house. 

They began to walk again, but they always came deeper into the forest, 

and if help did not come soon, they must die of hunger and weariness. 

When it was mid-day, they saw a beautiful snow-white bird sitting on a 

bough, which sang so delightfully that they stood still and listened to it. 

And when its song was over, it spread its wings and flew away before 

them, and they followed it until they reached a little house, on the roof of 

which it alighted; and when they approached the little house they saw 

that it was built of bread and covered with cakes, but that the windows 

were of clear sugar. “We will set to work on that,” said Hansel, “and 

have a good meal. I will eat a bit of the roof, and you Gretel, can eat 

some of the window, it will taste sweet.” Hansel reached up above, and 

broke off a little of the roof to try how it tasted, and Gretel leant against 

the window and nibbled at the panes. Then a soft voice cried from the 

parlour: 

“Nibble, nibble, gnaw, who is nibbling at my little house?” 

The children answered: 

“The wind, the wind, the heaven-born wind,” and went on eating 

without disturbing themselves. Hansel, who liked the taste of the roof, 

tore down a great piece of it, and Gretel pushed out the whole of one 

round window-pane, sat down, and enjoyed herself with it. Suddenly the 

door opened, and a woman as old as the hills, who supported herself on 

crutches, came creeping out. Hansel and Gretel were so terribly 

frightened that they let fall what they had in their hands. The old woman, 

however, nodded her head, and said: “Oh, you dear children, who has 

brought you here? Do come in, and stay with me. No harm shall happen 
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to you.” She took them both by the hand, and led them into her little 

house. Then good food was set before them, milk and pancakes, with 

sugar, apples, and nuts. Afterwards two pretty little beds were covered 

with clean white linen, and Hansel and Gretel lay down in them, and 

thought they were in heaven. 

The old woman had only pretended to be so kind; she was in reality a 

wicked witch, who lay in wait for children, and had only built the little 

house of bread in order to entice them there. When a child fell into her 

power, she killed it, cooked and ate it, and that was a feast day with her. 

Witches have red eyes, and cannot see far, but they have a keen scent 

like the beasts, and are aware when human beings draw near. 

When Hansel and Gretel came into her neighbourhood, she laughed 

with malice, and said mockingly: “I have them, they shall not escape me 

again!” Early in the morning before the children were awake, she was 

already up, and when she saw both of them sleeping and looking so 

pretty, with their plump and rosy cheeks she muttered to herself: “That 

will be a dainty mouthful!” Then she seized Hansel with her shriveled 

hand, carried him into a little stable, and locked him in behind a grated 

door. Scream as he might, it would not help him. Then she went to 

Gretel, shook her till she awoke, and cried: “Get up, lazy thing, fetch 

some water, and cook something good for your brother, he is in the 

stable outside, and is to be made fat. When he is fat, I will eat him.” 

Gretel began to weep bitterly, but it was all in vain, for she was 

forced to do what the wicked witch commanded. And now the best food 

was cooked for poor Hansel, but Gretel got nothing but crab-shells. 

Every morning the woman crept to the little stable, and cried: “Hansel, 

stretch out your finger that I may feel if you will soon be fat.” Hansel, 

however, stretched out a little bone to her, and the old woman, who had 

dim eyes, could not see it, and thought it was Hansel’s finger, and was 

astonished that there was no way of fattening him. When four weeks had 

gone by, and Hansel still remained thin, she was seized with impatience 

and would not wait any longer. “Now, then, Gretel,” she cried to the girl, 

“stir yourself, and bring some water. Let Hansel be fat or lean, tomorrow 

I will kill him, and cook him.” 

Ah, how the poor little sister did lament when she had to fetch the 

water, and how her tears did flow down her cheeks! “Dear God, do help 
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us,” she cried. “If the wild beasts in the forest had but devoured us, we 

should at any rate have died together.” 

“Just keep your noise to yourself,” said the old woman, “it won’t 

help you at all.” 

Early in the morning, Gretel had to go out and hang up the cauldron 

with the water, and light the fire. “We will bake first,” said the old 

woman, “I have already heated the oven, and kneaded the dough.” She 

pushed poor Gretel out to the oven, from which flames of fire were 

already darting. 

“Creep in,” said the witch, “and see if it is properly heated, so that 

we can put the bread in.” And once Gretel was inside, she intended to 

shut the oven and let her bake in it, and then she would eat her, too. But 

Gretel saw what she had in mind, and said: “I do not know how I am to 

do it; how do I get in?” 

“Silly goose,” said the old woman. “The door is big enough; just 

look, I can get in myself!” and she crept up and thrust her head into the 

oven. Then Gretel gave her a push that drove her far into it, and shut the 

iron door, and fastened the bolt. Oh! Then she began to howl quite 

horribly, but Gretel ran away and the godless witch was miserably burnt 

to death. 

Gretel, however, ran like lightning to Hansel, opened his little stable, 

and cried: “Hansel, we are saved! The old witch is dead!” Then Hansel 

sprang like a bird from its cage when the door is opened. How they did 

rejoice and embrace each other, and dance about and kiss each other! 

And as they had no longer any need to fear her, they went into the 

witch’s house, and in every corner there stood chests full of pearls and 

jewels. 

“These are far better than pebbles!” said Hansel, and thrust into his 

pockets whatever could be got in, and Gretel said: “I, too, will take 

something home with me,” and filled her pinafore full. “But now we 

must be off,” said Hansel, “that we may get out of the witch’s forest.” 

When they had walked for two hours, they came to a great stretch of 

water. “We cannot cross,” said Hansel, “I see no foot-plank, and no 

bridge.” 

“And there is also no ferry,” answered Gretel, “but a white duck is 

swimming there: if I ask her, she will help us over.” Then she cried: 
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“Little duck, little duck, dost thou see, Hansel and Gretel are waiting 

for thee? There’s never a plank, or bridge in sight, Take us across on thy 

back so white.” 

The duck came to them, and Hansel seated himself on its back, and 

told his sister to sit by him. “No,” replied Gretel, “that will be too heavy 

for the little duck; she shall take us across, one after the other.” The good 

little duck did so, and when they were once safely across and had walked 

for a short time, the forest seemed to be more and more familiar to them, 

and at length they saw from afar their father’s house. Then they began to 

run, rushed into the parlour, and threw themselves round their father’s 

neck. The man had not known one happy hour since he had left the 

children in the forest; the woman, however, was dead. Gretel emptied her 

pinafore until pearls and precious stones ran about the room, and Hansel 

threw one handful after another out of his pocket to add to them. Then all 

anxiety was at an end, and they lived together in perfect happiness. My 

tale is done, there runs a mouse; whosoever catches it, may make himself 

a big fur cap out of it. 
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Cinderella 

By Charles Perrault 
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THERE was once an honest gentleman who took for his second wife a 

lady, the proudest and most disagreeable in the whole country. She had 

two daughters exactly like herself in all things. He also had one little girl, 

who resembled her dead mother, the best woman in all the world. 

Scarcely had the second marriage taken place than the stepmother 

became jealous of the good qualities of the little girl, who was so great a 

contrast to her own two daughters. She gave her all the menial 

occupations of the house: compelled her to wash the floors and 

staircases, to dust the bedrooms, and clean the grates; and while her 

sisters occupied carpeted chambers hung with mirrors, where they could 

see themselves from head to foot, this poor little damsel was sent to sleep 

in an attic, on an old straw mattress, with only one chair and not a 

looking-glass in the room. 

She suffered all in silence, not daring to complain to her father, who 

was entirely ruled by his new wife. When her daily work was done she 

used to sit down in the chimney-corner among the ashes, from which the 

two sisters gave her the nickname of “Cinderella.” But Cinderella, 

however shabbily clad, was handsomer than they were with all their fine 

clothes. 

It happened that the king’s son gave a series of balls, to which were 

invited all the rank and fashion of the city, and among the rest the two 

elder sisters. They were very proud and happy, and occupied their whole 

time in deciding what they should wear, a source of new trouble to 

Cinderella, whose duty it was to get up their fine linen and laces, and 

who never could please them however much she tried. They talked of 

nothing but their clothes. 

“I,” said the elder, “shall wear my velvet gown and my trimmings of 

English lace.” 

“And I,” added the younger, “will have but my ordinary silk 

petticoat, but I shall adorn it with an upper skirt of flowered brocade, and 

shall put on my diamond tiara, which is a great deal finer than anything 

of yours.” 

Here the elder sister grew angry, and dispute began to run so high 

that Cinderella, who was known to have excellent taste, was called upon 

to decide between them. She gave them the best advice she could, and 

gently and submissively offered to dress them herself, and especially to 
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arrange their hair, an accomplishment in which she excelled many a 

noted coiffeur. The important evening came, and she exercised all her 

skill to adorn the two young ladies. While she was combing out the 

elder’s hair, this ill-natured girl said, sharply, “Cinderella, do you not 

wish you were going to the ball?” 

“Ah, madam” (they obliged her always to say madam), “you are only 

mocking me; it is not my fortune to have any such pleasure.” 

“You are right; people would only laugh to see a little cinder-wench 

at a ball.” 

Any other than Cinderella would have dressed the hair all awry, but 

she was good, and dressed it perfectly even and smooth, and as prettily 

as she could. 

The sisters had scarcely eaten for two days, and had broken a dozen 

stay-laces a day, in trying to make themselves slender; but to-night they 

broke a dozen more, and lost their tempers over and over again before 

they had completed their toilet. When at last the happy moment arrived, 

Cinderella followed them to the coach; after it had whirled them away, 

she sat down by the kitchen fire and cried. 

Immediately her godmother, who was a fairy, appeared beside her. 

“What are you crying for, my little maid?” 

“Oh, I wish—I wish—” Her sobs stopped her. 

“You wish to go to the ball; isn’t it so?” 

Cinderella nodded. 

“Well, then, be a good girl and you shall go. First run into the garden 

and fetch me the largest pumpkin you can find.” 

Cinderella did not comprehend what this had to do with her going to 

the ball, but, being obedient and obliging, she went. Her godmother took 

the pumpkin, and, having scooped out all its inside, struck it with her 

wand; it became a splendid gilt coach lined with rose-colored satin. 

“Now fetch me the mouse-trap out of the pantry, my dear.” 

Cinderella brought it; it contained six of the fattest, sleekest mice. 

The fairy lifted up the wire door, and as each mouse ran out she struck it 

and changed it into a beautiful black horse. 

“But what shall I do for your coachman, Cinderella?” 

Cinderella suggested that she had seen a large black rat in the rat-

trap, and he might do for want of better. 
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“You are right; go and look again for him.” 

He was found, and the fairy made him into a most respectable 

coachman, with the finest whiskers imaginable. She afterwards took six 

lizards from behind the pumpkin frame and changed them into six 

footmen, all in splendid livery, who immediately jumped up behind the 

carriage, as if they had been footmen all their days. “Well, Cinderella, 

now you can go to the ball.” 

“What, in these clothes?” said Cinderella piteously, looking down on 

her ragged frock. 

Her godmother laughed, and touched her also with the wand, at 

which her wretched, threadbare jacket became stiff with gold and 

sparkling with jewels; her woollen petticoat lengthened into a gown of 

sweeping satin, from underneath which peeped out her little feet, no 

longer bare, but covered with silk stockings and the prettiest glass 

slippers in the world. “Now, Cinderella, depart; but remember, if you 

stay one instant after midnight, your carriage will become a pumpkin, 

your coachman a rat, your horses mice, and your footmen lizards; while 

you yourself will be the little cinder-wench you were an hour ago.” 

Cinderella promised without fear, her heart was so full of joy. 

Arrived at the palace, the king’s son, whom someone, probably the 

fairy, had told to await the coming of an uninvited princess whom 

nobody knew, was standing at the entrance ready to receive her. He 

offered her his hand, and led her with the utmost courtesy through the 

assembled guests, who stood aside to let her pass, whispering to one 

another, “Oh, how beautiful she is!” It might have turned the head of any 

one but poor Cinderella, who was so used to be despised that she took it 

all as if it were something happening in a dream. 

Her triumph was complete; even the old king said to the queen, that 

never since her majesty’s young days had he seen so charming and 

elegant a person. All the court ladies scanned her eagerly, clothes and all, 

determining to have theirs made next day of exactly the same pattern. 

The king’s son himself led her out to dance, and she danced so gracefully 

that he admired her more and more. Indeed, at supper, which was 

fortunately early, his admiration quite took away his appetite. For 

Cinderella herself, with an involuntary shyness she sought out her sisters, 

placed herself beside them, and offered them all sorts of civil attentions, 
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which, coming as they supposed from a stranger, and so magnificent a 

lady, almost overwhelmed them with delight. 

While she was talking with them she heard the clock strike a quarter 

to twelve, and making a courteous adieu to the royal family, she re-

entered her carriage, escorted tenderly by the king’s son, and arrived in 

safety at her own door. There she found her godmother, who smiled 

approval, and of whom she begged permission to go to a second ball, the 

following night, to which the queen had earnestly invited her. 

While she was talking the two sisters were heard knocking at the 

gate, and the fairy godmother vanished, leaving Cinderella sitting in the 

chimney-corner, rubbing her eyes and pretending to be very sleepy. 

“Ah,” cried the eldest sister, maliciously, “it has been the most 

delightful ball, and there was present the most beautiful princess I ever 

saw, who was so exceedingly polite to us both.” 

“Was she?” said Cinderella, indifferently; “and who might she be?” 

“Nobody knows, though everybody would give their eyes to know, 

especially the king’s son.” 

“Indeed!” replied Cinderella, a little more interested. “I should like 

to see her. Miss Javotte”—that was the elder sister’s name—“will you 

not let me go to-morrow, and lend me your yellow gown that you wear 

on Sundays?” 

“What, lend my yellow gown to a cinder-wench! I am not so mad as 

that.” At which refusal Cinderella did not complain, for if her sister 

really had lent her the gown she would have been considerably 

embarrassed. 

The next night came, and the two young ladies, richly dressed in 

different toilets, went to the ball. Cinderella, more splendidly attired and 

beautiful than ever, followed them shortly after. “Now remember twelve 

o’clock,” was her godmother’s parting speech, and she thought she 

certainly should. But the prince’s attentions to her were greater even than 

the first evening, and, in the delight of listening to his pleasant 

conversation, time slipped by unperceived. While she was sitting beside 

him in a lovely alcove, and looking at the moon from under a bower of 

orange blossoms, she heard a clock strike the first stroke of twelve. She 

started up, and fled away as lightly as a deer. 
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Amazed, the prince followed, but could not catch her. Indeed, he 

missed his lovely princess altogether, and only saw running out of the 

palace doors a little dirty lass whom he had never beheld before, and of 

whom he certainly would never have taken the least notice. Cinderella 

arrived at home breathless and weary, ragged and cold, without carriage 

or footmen or coachman, the only remnant of her past magnificence 

being one of her little glass slippers—the other she had dropped in the 

ballroom as she ran away. 

When the two sisters returned they were full of this strange 

adventure: how the beautiful lady had appeared at the ball more beautiful 

than ever, and enchanted everyone who looked at her; and how as the 

clock was striking twelve she had suddenly risen up and fled through the 

ballroom, disappearing no one knew how or where, and dropping one of 

her glass slippers behind her in her flight. How the king’s son had 

remained inconsolable until he chanced to pick up the little glass slipper, 

which he carried away in his pocket, and was seen to take it out 

continually, and look at it affectionately, with the air of a man very much 

in love; in fact, from his behavior during the remainder of the evening, 

all the court and royal family were convinced that he had become 

desperately enamoured of the wearer of the little glass slipper. 

Cinderella listened in silence, turning her face to the kitchen fire, and 

perhaps it was that which made her look so rosy, but nobody ever noticed 

or admired her at home, so it did not signify, and next morning she went 

to her weary work again just as before. 

A few days after, the whole city was attracted by the sight of a herald 

going round with a little glass slipper in his hand, publishing, with a 

flourish of trumpets, that the king’s son ordered this to be fitted on the 

foot of every lady in the kingdom, and that he wished to marry the lady 

whom it fitted best, or to whom it and the fellow-slipper belonged. 

Princesses, duchesses, countesses, and simple gentlewomen all tried it 

on, but, being a fairy slipper, it fitted nobody; and, besides, nobody could 

produce its fellow-slipper, which lay all the time safely in the pocket of 

Cinderella’s old linsey gown. 

At last the herald came to the house of the two sisters, and though 

they well knew neither of themselves was the beautiful lady, they made 

every attempt to get their clumsy feet into the glass slipper, but in vain. 
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“Let me try it on,” said Cinderella, from the chimney-corner. 

“What, you?” cried the others, bursting into shouts of laughter; but 

Cinderella only smiled and held out her hand. 

Her sisters could not prevent her, since the command was that every 

young maiden in the city should try on the slipper, in order that no 

chance might be left untried, for the prince was nearly breaking his heart; 

and his father and mother were afraid that, though a prince, he would 

actually die for love of the beautiful unknown lady. 

So the herald bade Cinderella sit down on a three-legged stool in the 

kitchen, and himself put the slipper on her pretty little foot, which it 

fitted exactly. She then drew from her pocket the fellow-slipper, which 

she also put on, and stood up—for with the touch of the magic shoes all 

her dress was changed likewise—no longer the poor, despised cinder-

wench, but the beautiful lady whom the king’s son loved. 

Her sisters recognized her at once. Filled with astonishment, mingled 

with no little alarm, they threw themselves at her feet, begging her 

pardon for all their former unkindness. She raised and embraced them, 

told them she forgave them with all her heart, and only hoped they would 

love her always. Then she departed with the herald to the king’s palace, 

and told her whole story to his majesty and the royal family, who were 

not in the least surprised, for everybody believed in fairies, and 

everybody longed to have a fairy godmother. 

For the young prince, he found her more lovely and lovable than 

ever, and insisted upon marrying her immediately. Cinderella never went 

home again, but she sent for her two sisters to the palace, and with the 

consent of all parties married them shortly after to two rich gentlemen of 

the court. 
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The Fisherman and His Wife 

By Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm 
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THERE was once a fisherman who lived with his wife in a pigsty, close 

by the seaside. The fisherman used to go out all day long a-fishing; and 

one day, as he sat on the shore with his rod, looking at the sparkling 

waves and watching his line, all on a sudden his float was dragged away 

deep into the water: and in drawing it up he pulled out a great fish. But 

the fish said, “Pray let me live! I am not a real fish; I am an enchanted 

prince: put me in the water again, and let me go!” 

“Oh, ho!” said the man, “you need not make so many words about 

the matter; I will have nothing to do with a fish that can talk: so swim 

away, sir, as soon as you please!” Then he put him back into the water, 

and the fish darted straight down to the bottom, and left a long streak of 

blood behind him on the wave. 

When the fisherman went home to his wife in the pigsty, he told her 

how he had caught a great fish, and how it had told him it was an 

enchanted prince, and how, on hearing it speak, he had let it go again. 

“Did not you ask it for anything?” said the wife, “We live very 

wretchedly here, in this nasty dirty pigsty; do go back and tell the fish we 

want a snug little cottage.” 

The fisherman did not much like the business: however, he went to 

the seashore; and when he came back there the water looked all yellow 

and green. And he stood at the water’s edge, and said: 

 

“O man of the sea! 

Hearken to me! 

My wife Ilsabill 

Will have her own will, 

And hath sent me to beg a boon of thee!” 

 

Then the fish came swimming to him, and said, “Well, what is her 

will? What does your wife want?” 

“Ah!” said the fisherman, “she says that when I had caught you, I 

ought to have asked you for something before I let you go; she does not 

like living any longer in the pigsty, and wants a snug little cottage.” 

“Go home, then,” said the fish; “she is in the cottage already!” So the 

man went home, and saw his wife standing at the door of a nice trim little 

cottage. “Come in, come in!” said she; “Is not this much better than the 
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filthy pigsty we had?” And there was a parlour, and a bedchamber, and a 

kitchen; and behind the cottage there was a little garden, planted with all 

sorts of flowers and fruits; and there was a courtyard behind, full of 

ducks and chickens. “Ah!” said the fisherman, “How happily we shall 

live now!” 

“We will try to do so, at least,” said his wife. 

Everything went right for a week or two, and then Dame Ilsabill said, 

“Husband, there is not near room enough for us in this cottage; the 

courtyard and the garden are a great deal too small; I should like to have 

a large stone castle to live in: go to the fish again and tell him to give us a 

castle.” 

“Wife,” said the fisherman, “I don’t like to go to him again, for 

perhaps he will be angry; we ought to be easy with this pretty cottage to 

live in.” 

“Nonsense!” said the wife; “He will do it very willingly, I know; go 

along and try!” 

The fisherman went, but his heart was very heavy: and when he 

came to the sea, it looked blue and gloomy, though it was very calm; and 

he went close to the edge of the waves, and said: 

 

“O man of the sea! 

Hearken to me! 

My wife Ilsabill 

Will have her own will, 

And hath sent me to beg a boon of thee!” 

 

“Well, what does she want now?” said the fish. 

“Ah!” said the man, dolefully, “my wife wants to live in a stone 

castle.” 

“Go home, then,” said the fish; “She is standing at the gate of it 

already.” So away went the fisherman, and found his wife standing 

before the gate of a great castle. “See,” said she, “is not this grand?” 

With that they went into the castle together, and found a great many 

servants there, and the rooms all richly furnished, and full of golden 

chairs and tables; and behind the castle was a garden, and around it was a 

park half a mile long, full of sheep, and goats, and hares, and deer; and in 
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the courtyard were stables and cow-houses. “Well,” said the man, “now 

we will live cheerful and happy in this beautiful castle for the rest of our 

lives.” 

“Perhaps we may,” said the wife; “but let us sleep upon it, before we 

make up our minds to that.” So they went to bed. 

The next morning when Dame Ilsabill awoke it was broad daylight, 

and she jogged the fisherman with her elbow, and said, “Get up, 

husband, and bestir yourself, for we must be king of all the land.” 

“Wife, wife,” said the man, “why should we wish to be the king? I 

will not be king.” 

“Then I will,” said she. “But, wife,” said the fisherman, “how can 

you be king—the fish cannot make you a king?” 

“Husband,” said she, “say no more about it, but go and try! I will be 

king.” So the man went away quite sorrowful to think that his wife 

should want to be king. This time the sea looked a dark grey colour, and 

was overspread with curling waves and the ridges of foam as he cried 

out: 

 

“O man of the sea! 

Hearken to me! 

My wife Ilsabill 

Will have her own will, 

And hath sent me to beg a boon of thee!” 

 

“Well, what would she have now?” said the fish. “Alas!” said the 

poor man, “my wife wants to be king.” 

“Go home,” said the fish; “she is king already.” 

Then the fisherman went home; and as he came close to the palace 

he saw a troop of soldiers, and heard the sound of drums and trumpets. 

And when he went in he saw his wife sitting on a throne of gold and 

diamonds, with a golden crown upon her head; and on each side of her 

stood six fair maidens, each a head taller than the other. “Well, wife,” 

said the fisherman, “are you king?” 

“Yes,” said she, “I am king.” And when he had looked at her for a 

long time, he said, “Ah, wife! what a fine thing it is to be king! Now we 

shall never have anything more to wish for as long as we live.” 
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“I don’t know how that may be,” said she; “never is a long time. I am 

king, it is true; but I begin to be tired of that, and I think I should like to 

be emperor.” 

“Alas, wife! Why should you wish to be emperor?” said the 

fisherman. 

“Husband,” said she, “go to the fish! I say I will be emperor.” 

“Ah, wife!” replied the fisherman, “the fish cannot make an emperor, 

I am sure, and I should not like to ask him for such a thing.” 

“I am king,” said Ilsabill, “and you are my slave; so go at once!” 

So the fisherman was forced to go; and he muttered as he went 

along, “This will come to no good, it is too much to ask; the fish will be 

tired at last, and then we shall be sorry for what we have done.” He soon 

came to the seashore; and the water was quite black and muddy, and a 

mighty whirlwind blew over the waves and rolled them about, but he 

went as near as he could to the water’s brink, and said: 

 

“O man of the sea! 

Hearken to me! 

My wife Ilsabill 

Will have her own will, 

And hath sent me to beg a boon of thee!” 

 

“What would she have now?” said the fish. 

“Ah!” said the fisherman, “she wants to be emperor.” 

“Go home,” said the fish; “she is emperor already.” 

So he went home again; and as he came near he saw his wife Ilsabill 

sitting on a very lofty throne made of solid gold, with a great crown on 

her head full two yards high; and on each side of her stood her guards 

and attendants in a row, each one smaller than the other, from the tallest 

giant down to a little dwarf no bigger than my finger. And before her 

stood princes, and dukes, and earls: and the fisherman went up to her and 

said, “Wife, are you emperor?” 

“Yes,” said she, “I am emperor.” 

“Ah!” said the man, as he gazed upon her, “what a fine thing it is to 

be emperor!” 
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“Husband,” said she, “why should we stop at being emperor? I will 

be pope next.” 

“O wife, wife!” said he, “How can you be pope? There is but one 

pope at a time in Christendom.” 

“Husband,” said she, “I will be pope this very day.” 

“But,” replied the husband, “the fish cannot make you pope.” 

“What nonsense!” said she; “If he can make an emperor, he can 

make a pope: go and try him.” 

So the fisherman went. But when he came to the shore the wind was 

raging and the sea was tossed up and down in boiling waves, and the 

ships were in trouble, and rolled fearfully upon the tops of the billows. In 

the middle of the heavens there was a little piece of blue sky, but towards 

the south all was red, as if a dreadful storm was rising. At this sight the 

fisherman was dreadfully frightened, and he trembled so that his knees 

knocked together: but still he went down near to the shore, and said: 

 

“O man of the sea! 

Hearken to me! 

My wife Ilsabill 

Will have her own will, 

And hath sent me to beg a boon of thee!” 

 

“What does she want now?” said the fish. 

“Ah!” said the fisherman, “my wife wants to be pope.” 

“Go home,” said the fish; “she is pope already.” 

Then the fisherman went home, and found Ilsabill sitting on a throne 

that was two miles high. And she had three great crowns on her head, 

and around her stood all the pomp and power of the Church. And on each 

side of her were two rows of burning lights, of all sizes, the greatest as 

large as the highest and biggest tower in the world, and the least no 

larger than a small rushlight. “Wife,” said the fisherman, as he looked at 

all this greatness, “are you pope?” 

“Yes,” said she, “I am pope.” 

“Well, wife,” replied he, “it is a grand thing to be pope; and now you 

must be easy, for you can be nothing greater.” 
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“I will think about that,” said the wife. Then they went to bed: but 

Dame Ilsabill could not sleep all night for thinking what she should be 

next. At last, as she was dropping asleep, morning broke, and the sun 

rose. “Ha!” thought she, as she woke up and looked at it through the 

window, “after all I cannot prevent the sun rising.” At this thought she 

was very angry, and wakened her husband, and said, “Husband, go to the 

fish and tell him I must be lord of the sun and moon.” The fisherman was 

half asleep, but the thought frightened him so much that he started and 

fell out of bed. “Alas, wife!” said he, “Cannot you be easy with being 

pope?” 

“No,” said she, “I am very uneasy as long as the sun and moon rise 

without my leave. Go to the fish at once!” 

Then the man went shivering with fear; and as he was going down to 

the shore a dreadful storm arose, so that the trees and the very rocks 

shook. And all the heavens became black with stormy clouds, and the 

lightnings played, and the thunders rolled; and you might have seen in 

the sea great black waves, swelling up like mountains with crowns of 

white foam upon their heads. And the fisherman crept towards the sea, 

and cried out, as well as he could: 

 

“O man of the sea! 

Hearken to me! 

My wife Ilsabill 

Will have her own will, 

And hath sent me to beg a boon of thee!” 

 

“What does she want now?” said the fish. 

“Ah!” said he, “she wants to be lord of the sun and moon.” 

“Go home,” said the fish, “to your pigsty again.” 
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Snow White and Rose Red 

By Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm 
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A POOR widow lived alone in a little cottage, in front of which was a 

garden, where stood two little rose-trees: one bore white roses, the other 

red. The widow had two children who resembled the two rose-trees: one 

was called Snow White, and the other Rose Red. They were two of the 

best children that ever lived; but Snow White was quieter and more 

gentle than Rose Red. Rose Red liked best to jump about in the 

meadows, to look for flowers and catch butterflies; but Snow White sat 

at home with her mother, helped her in the house, or read to her when 

there was nothing else to do. The two children loved one another so 

much that they always walked hand in hand; and when Snow White said, 

“We will not forsake one another,” Rose Red answered, “Never, as long 

as we live;” and the mother added, “Yes, my children, whatever one has, 

let her divide with the other.” They often ran about in solitary places, and 

gathered red berries; and the wild creatures of the wood never hurt them, 

but came confidingly up to them. The little hare ate cabbage-leaves out 

of their hands, the doe grazed at their side, the stag sprang merrily past 

them, and the birds remained sitting on the boughs, and never ceased 

their songs. They met with no accident if they loitered in the wood and 

night came on; they lay down together on the moss, and slept till 

morning; and the mother knew this, and was in no anxiety about them. 

Once, when they had spent the night in the wood, and the red morning 

awoke them, they saw a beautiful child, in a shining white dress, sitting 

by the place where they had slept, who, arising, and looking at them 

kindly, said nothing, but went into the wood. And when they looked 

round they found out that they had been sleeping close to a precipice, and 

would certainly have fallen down it if they had gone a few steps farther 

in the dark. Their mother told them it must have been the angel that takes 

care of good children who had sat by them all night long. 

Snow White and Rose Red kept their mother’s cottage so clean that 

it was a pleasure to look into it. In the summer Rose Red managed the 

house, and every morning she gathered a nosegay in which was a rose off 

each tree, and set it by her mother’s bed before she awoke. In winter 

Snow White lighted the fire, and hung the kettle on the hook; and though 

it was only copper it shone like gold, it was rubbed so clean. In the 

evening, when the snow fell, the mother said, “Go, Snow White, and bolt 

the door;” and then they seated themselves on the hearth, and the mother 
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took her spectacles, and read aloud out of a great book, and the two girls 

listened, and sat and span. Near them lay a lamb on the floor, and behind 

them, on a perch, sat a white dove, with its head under its wing. 

One evening, as they were thus happy together, someone knocked to 

be let in. The mother said, “Quick, Rose Red, open the door; perhaps it is 

a traveller who seeks shelter.” Rose Red went and pushed the bolt back, 

and thought it was a poor man; but a bear stretched his thick black head 

into the door. Rose Red screamed and sprang back, the little lamb 

bleated, the little dove fluttered about, and Snow White hid herself 

behind her mother’s bed. However, the bear began to speak, and said, 

“Do not be frightened, I will do you no harm; I am half frozen, and only 

want to warm myself a little.” 

“You poor bear,” said the mother, “lay yourself down before the fire, 

only take care your fur does not burn.” Then she called out: “Snow 

White and Rose Red, come out; the bear will not hurt you—he means 

honestly by us.” Then they both came out, and, by degrees, the lamb and 

the dove also approached, and ceased to be afraid. The bear said, 

“Children, knock the snow a little out of my fur;” and they fetched a 

broom, and swept the bear’s skin clean; and he stretched himself before 

the fire and growled softly, like a bear that was quite happy and 

comfortable. In a short time they all became quite friendly together, and 

the children played tricks with the awkward guest. They pulled his hair, 

set their feet on his back, and rolled him here and there; or took a hazel 

rod and beat him, and when he growled they laughed. The bear was very 

much pleased with this frolic, only, when they became too mischievous, 

he called out: “Children, leave me alone.” 

 

“Little Snow White and Rose Red, 

You will strike your lover dead.” 

 

When bedtime came, and the others went to sleep, the mother said to 

the bear: “You can lie there on the hearth, and then you will be sheltered 

from the cold and the bad weather.” At daybreak the two children let him 

out, and he trotted over the snow into the wood. Henceforward the bear 

came every evening at the same hour, laid himself on the hearth, and 

allowed the children to play with him as much as they liked; and they 
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became so used to him that the door was never bolted until their black 

companion had arrived. When spring came, and everything was green 

out-of-doors, the bear said one morning to Snow White: “Now I must go 

away, and may not come again the whole summer.” 

“Where are you going, dear Bear?” asked Snow White. 

“I must go into the wood, and guard my treasures from the bad 

dwarfs; in winter, when the ground is frozen hard, they have to stay 

underneath, and cannot work their way through, but now that the sun has 

thawed and warmed the earth, they break through, come up, seek, and 

steal; what is once in their hands, and lies in their caverns, does not come 

so easily into daylight again.” Snow White was quite sorrowful at 

parting, and as she unbolted the door for him, and the bear ran out, the 

hook of the door caught him, and a piece of his skin tore off; it seemed to 

Snow White as if she had seen gold shining through, but she was not 

sure. But the bear ran quickly away, and soon disappeared behind the 

trees. 

After some time, their mother sent the children into the wood to 

collect fagots. They found there a large tree, which had been cut down 

and lay on the ground, and by the trunk something was jumping up and 

down, but they could not tell what it was. As they came nearer they saw 

that it was a dwarf with an old withered face, and a snow-white beard a 

yard long. The end of the beard was stuck fast in a cleft in the tree, and 

the little fellow jumped about like a dog on a rope, and did not know how 

to help himself. He stared at the girls with his fiery red eyes, and 

screamed out: “Why do you stand there? Can’t you come and render me 

some assistance?” 

“What is the matter with you, little man?” asked Rose Red. 

“Stupid little goose!” answered the dwarf; “I wanted to chop the tree, 

so as to have some small pieces of wood for the kitchen; we only want 

little bits; with thick logs the small quantity of food that we cook for 

ourselves—we are not, like you, great greedy people—burns directly. I 

had driven the wedge well in, and it was all going on right, but the 

detestable wood was too smooth, and sprang out unexpectedly; and the 

tree closed up so quickly that I could not pull my beautiful white beard 

out; now it is sticking there, and I can’t get away. There, you foolish, 
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soft, milk-faces, you are laughing and crying out: ‘How ugly you are! 

how ugly you are!’” 

The children took a great deal of trouble, but they could not pull the 

beard out; it stuck too fast. 

“I will run and fetch somebody,” said Rose Red. 

“You great ninny!” snarled the dwarf, “to want to call more people; 

you are too many for me now. Can’t you think of anything better?” 

“Only don’t be impatient,” said Snow White. “I have thought of 

something;” and she took her little scissors out of her pocket, and cut the 

end of the beard off. 

As soon as the dwarf felt himself free he seized a sack filled with 

gold that was sticking between the roots of the tree; pulling it out, he 

growled to himself: “You rude people, to cut off a piece of my beautiful 

beard! May evil reward you!” Then he threw his sack over his shoulders, 

and walked away without once looking at the children. 

Some time afterwards Snow White and Rose Red wished to catch 

some fish for dinner. As they came near to the stream they saw that 

something like a grasshopper was jumping towards the water, as if it 

were going to spring in. They ran on and recognized the dwarf. 

“Where are you going?” asked Rose Red. “You don’t want to go into 

the water?” 

“I am not such a fool as that,” cried the dwarf. “Don’t you see the 

detestable fish wants to pull me in?” 

The little fellow had been sitting there fishing, and, unluckily, the 

wind had entangled his beard with the line. When directly afterwards a 

great fish bit at his hook the weak creature could not pull him out, so the 

fish was pulling the dwarf into the water. It is true he caught hold of all 

the reeds and rushes, but that did not help him much; he had to follow all 

the movements of the fish, and was in imminent danger of being 

drowned. The girls, coming at the right time, held him fast and tried to 

get the beard loose from the line, but in vain—beard and line were 

entangled fast together. There was nothing to do but to pull out the 

scissors and to cut off the beard, in doing which a little piece of it was 

lost. When the dwarf saw that, he cried out: “Is that manners, you goose! 

to disfigure one’s face so? Is it not enough that you once cut my beard 

shorter? But now you have cut the best part of it off, I dare not be seen 
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by my people. I wish you had had to run, and had lost the soles of your 

shoes!” Then he fetched a sack of pearls that lay among the rushes, and, 

without saying a word more, he dragged it away and disappeared behind 

a stone. 

Soon after the mother sent the two girls to the town to buy cotton, 

needles, cord, and tape. The road led them by a heath, scattered over 

which lay great masses of rock. There they saw a large bird hovering in 

the air; it flew round and round just above them, always sinking lower 

and lower, and at last it settled down by a rock not far distant. Directly 

after they heard a piercing, wailing cry. They ran up, and saw with horror 

that the eagle had seized their old acquaintance, the dwarf, and was going 

to carry him off. The compassionate children instantly seized hold of the 

little man, held him fast, and struggled so long that the eagle let his prey 

go. 

When the dwarf had recovered from his first fright, he called out, in 

his shrill voice: “Could not you deal rather more gently with me? You 

have torn my thin coat all in tatters, awkward, clumsy creatures that you 

are!” Then he took a sack of precious stones, and slipped behind the rock 

again into his den. The girls, who were used to his ingratitude, went on 

their way, and completed their business in the town. As they were 

coming home again over the heath they surprised the dwarf, who had 

emptied his sack of precious stones on a little clean place, and had not 

thought that anyone would come by there so late. The evening sun shone 

on the glittering stones, which looked so beautiful in all their colors that 

the children could not help standing still to gaze. 

“Why do you stand there gaping?” cried the dwarf, his ash-colored 

face turning vermilion with anger. 

With these cross words he was going away when he heard a loud 

roaring, and a black bear trotted out of the woods towards them. The 

dwarf sprang up terrified, but he could not get to his lurking-hole 

again—the bear was already close upon him. Then he called out in 

anguish: 

“Dear Mr. Bear, spare me, and you shall have all my treasures; look 

at the beautiful precious stones that lie there. Give me my life; for what 

do you want with a poor thin little fellow like me? You would scarcely 

feel me between your teeth. Rather seize those two wicked girls; they 
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will be tender morsels for you, as fat as young quails; pray, eat them at 

once.” 

The bear, without troubling himself to answer, gave the malicious 

creature one single stroke with his paw, and he did not move again. The 

girls had run away, but the bear called after them: “Snow White and 

Rose Red, do not be frightened; wait, I will go with you.” Recognizing 

the voice of their old friend, they stood still, and when the bear came up 

to them his skin suddenly fell off; and behold he was not a bear, but a 

handsome young man dressed all in gold. 

“I am a king’s son,” said he; “I was changed by the wicked dwarf, 

who had stolen all my treasures, into a wild bear, and obliged to run 

about in the wood until I should be freed by his death. Now he has 

received his well-deserved punishment.” 

So they all went home together to the widow’s cottage, and Snow 

White was married to the prince and Rose Red to his brother. They 

divided between them the great treasures which the dwarf had amassed. 

The old mother lived many quiet and happy years with her children; but 

when she left her cottage for the palace she took the two rose-trees with 

her, and they stood before her window and bore every year the most 

beautiful roses—one white and the other red. 
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Hans in Luck 

By Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm 
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SOME men are born to good luck: all they do or try to do comes right—

all that falls to them is so much gain—all their geese are swans—all their 

cards are trumps—toss them which way you will, they will always, like 

poor puss, alight upon their legs, and only move on so much the faster. 

The world may very likely not always think of them as they think of 

themselves, but what care they for the world? What can it know about 

the matter? 

One of these lucky beings was neighbour Hans. Seven long years he 

had worked hard for his master. At last he said, “Master, my time is up; I 

must go home and see my poor mother once more: so pray pay me my 

wages and let me go.” And the master said, “You have been a faithful 

and good servant, Hans, so your pay shall be handsome.” Then he gave 

him a lump of silver as big as his head. 

Hans took out his pocket-handkerchief, put the piece of silver into it, 

threw it over his shoulder, and jogged off on his road homewards. As he 

went lazily on, dragging one foot after another, a man came in sight, 

trotting gaily along on a capital horse. “Ah!” said Hans aloud, “what a 

fine thing it is to ride on horseback! There he sits as easy and happy as if 

he was at home, in the chair by his fireside; he trips against no stones, 

saves shoe-leather, and gets on he hardly knows how.” Hans did not 

speak so softly but the horseman heard it all, and said, “Well, friend, why 

do you go on foot then?” 

“Ah!” said he, “I have this load to carry: to be sure it is silver, but it 

is so heavy that I can’t hold up my head, and you must know it hurts my 

shoulder sadly.” 

“What do you say of making an exchange?” said the horseman. “I 

will give you my horse, and you shall give me the silver; which will save 

you a great deal of trouble in carrying such a heavy load about with 

you.” 

“With all my heart,” said Hans: “but as you are so kind to me, I must 

tell you one thing—you will have a weary task to draw that silver about 

with you.” However, the horseman got off, took the silver, helped Hans 

up, gave him the bridle into one hand and the whip into the other, and 

said, “When you want to go very fast, smack your lips loudly together, 

and cry ‘Jip!’” 

© 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor



43 

Hans was delighted as he sat on the horse, drew himself up, squared 

his elbows, turned out his toes, cracked his whip, and rode merrily off, 

one minute whistling a merry tune, and another singing, 

 

“No care and no sorrow, 

A fig for the morrow! 

We’ll laugh and be merry, 

Sing neigh down derry!” 

 

After a time he thought he should like to go a little faster, so he 

smacked his lips and cried “Jip!” Away went the horse full gallop; and 

before Hans knew what he was about, he was thrown off, and lay on his 

back by the road-side. His horse would have ran off, if a shepherd who 

was coming by, driving a cow, had not stopped it. Hans soon came to 

himself, and got upon his legs again, sadly vexed, and said to the 

shepherd, “This riding is no joke, when a man has the luck to get upon a 

beast like this that stumbles and flings him off as if it would break his 

neck. However, I’m off now once for all: I like your cow now a great 

deal better than this smart beast that played me this trick, and has spoiled 

my best coat, you see, in this puddle; which, by the by, smells not very 

like a nosegay. One can walk along at one’s leisure behind that cow—

keep good company, and have milk, butter, and cheese, every day, into 

the bargain. What would I give to have such a prize!” 

“Well,” said the shepherd, “if you are so fond of her, I will change 

my cow for your horse; I like to do good to my neighbours, even though 

I lose by it myself.” 

“Done!” said Hans, merrily. “What a noble heart that good man 

has!” thought he. Then the shepherd jumped upon the horse, wished 

Hans and the cow good morning, and away he rode. 

Hans brushed his coat, wiped his face and hands, rested a while, and 

then drove off his cow quietly, and thought his bargain a very lucky one. 

“If I have only a piece of bread (and I certainly shall always be able to 

get that), I can, whenever I like, eat my butter and cheese with it; and 

when I am thirsty I can milk my cow and drink the milk: and what can I 

wish for more?” When he came to an inn, he halted, ate up all his bread, 

and gave away his last penny for a glass of beer. When he had rested 
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himself he set off again, driving his cow towards his mother’s village. 

But the heat grew greater as soon as noon came on, till at last, as he 

found himself on a wide heath that would take him more than an hour to 

cross, he began to be so hot and parched that his tongue clave to the roof 

of his mouth. “I can find a cure for this,” thought he; “now I will milk 

my cow and quench my thirst”: so he tied her to the stump of a tree, and 

held his leathern cap to milk into; but not a drop was to be had. Who 

would have thought that this cow, which was to bring him milk and 

butter and cheese, was all that time utterly dry? Hans had not thought of 

looking to that. 

While he was trying his luck in milking, and managing the matter 

very clumsily, the uneasy beast began to think him very troublesome; 

and at last gave him such a kick on the head as knocked him down; and 

there he lay a long while senseless. Luckily a butcher soon came by, 

driving a pig in a wheelbarrow. “What is the matter with you, my man?” 

said the butcher, as he helped him up. Hans told him what had happened, 

how he was dry, and wanted to milk his cow, but found the cow was dry 

too. Then the butcher gave him a flask of ale, saying, “There, drink and 

refresh yourself; your cow will give you no milk: don’t you see she is an 

old beast, good for nothing but the slaughter-house?” 

“Alas, alas!” said Hans, “who would have thought it? What a shame 

to take my horse, and give me only a dry cow! If I kill her, what will she 

be good for? I hate cow-beef; it is not tender enough for me. If it were a 

pig now—like that fat gentleman you are driving along at his ease—one 

could do something with it; it would at any rate make sausages.” 

“Well,” said the butcher, “I don’t like to say no, when one is asked to 

do a kind, neighbourly thing. To please you I will change, and give you 

my fine fat pig for the cow.” 

“Heaven reward you for your kindness and self-denial!” said Hans, 

as he gave the butcher the cow; and taking the pig off the wheel-barrow, 

drove it away, holding it by the string that was tied to its leg. 

So on he jogged, and all seemed now to go right with him: he had 

met with some misfortunes, to be sure; but he was now well repaid for 

all. How could it be otherwise with such a travelling companion as he 

had at last got? 
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The next man he met was a countryman carrying a fine white goose. 

The countryman stopped to ask what was o’clock; this led to further chat; 

and Hans told him all his luck, how he had so many good bargains, and 

how all the world went gay and smiling with him. The countryman then 

began to tell his tale, and said he was going to take the goose to a 

christening. “Feel,” said he, “how heavy it is, and yet it is only eight 

weeks old. Whoever roasts and eats it will find plenty of fat upon it, it 

has lived so well!” 

“You’re right,” said Hans, as he weighed it in his hand; “but if you 

talk of fat, my pig is no trifle.” Meantime the countryman began to look 

grave, and shook his head. “Hark ye!” said he, “my worthy friend, you 

seem a good sort of fellow, so I can’t help doing you a kind turn. Your 

pig may get you into a scrape. In the village I just came from, the squire 

has had a pig stolen out of his sty. I was dreadfully afraid when I saw 

you that you had got the squire’s pig. If you have, and they catch you, it 

will be a bad job for you. The least they will do will be to throw you into 

the horse-pond. Can you swim?” 

Poor Hans was sadly frightened. “Good man,” cried he, “pray get me 

out of this scrape. I know nothing of where the pig was either bred or 

born; but he may have been the squire’s for aught I can tell: you know 

this country better than I do, take my pig and give me the goose.” 

“I ought to have something into the bargain,” said the countryman; 

“give a fat goose for a pig, indeed! ’Tis not everyone would do so much 

for you as that. However, I will not be hard upon you, as you are in 

trouble.” Then he took the string in his hand, and drove off the pig by a 

side path; while Hans went on the way homewards free from care. “After 

all,” thought he, “that chap is pretty well taken in. I don’t care whose pig 

it is, but wherever it came from it has been a very good friend to me. I 

have much the best of the bargain. First there will be a capital roast; then 

the fat will find me in goose-grease for six months; and then there are all 

the beautiful white feathers. I will put them into my pillow, and then I am 

sure I shall sleep soundly without rocking. How happy my mother will 

be! Talk of a pig, indeed! Give me a fine fat goose.” 

As he came to the next village, he saw a scissor-grinder with his 

wheel, working and singing, 

 

© 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor



46 

“O’er hill and o’er dale 

So happy I roam, 

Work light and live well, 

All the world is my home; 

Then who so blythe, so merry as I?” 

 

Hans stood looking on for a while, and at last said, “You must be 

well off, master grinder! You seem so happy at your work.” 

“Yes,” said the other, “mine is a golden trade; a good grinder never 

puts his hand into his pocket without finding money in it—but where did 

you get that beautiful goose?” 

“I did not buy it, I gave a pig for it.” “And where did you get the 

pig?” “I gave a cow for it.” “And the cow?” “I gave a horse for it.” “And 

the horse?” “I gave a lump of silver as big as my head for it.” “And the 

silver?” “Oh! I worked hard for that seven long years.” 

“You have thriven well in the world hitherto,” said the grinder, “now 

if you could find money in your pocket whenever you put your hand in 

it, your fortune would be made.” 

“Very true: but how is that to be managed?” 

“How? Why, you must turn grinder like myself,” said the other; 

“You only want a grindstone; the rest will come of itself. Here is one that 

is but little the worse for wear: I would not ask more than the value of 

your goose for it—will you buy?” 

“How can you ask?” said Hans; “I should be the happiest man in the 

world, if I could have money whenever I put my hand in my pocket: 

what could I want more? There’s the goose.” 

“Now,” said the grinder, as he gave him a common rough stone that 

lay by his side, “this is a most capital stone; do but work it well enough, 

and you can make an old nail cut with it.” 

Hans took the stone, and went his way with a light heart: his eyes 

sparkled for joy, and he said to himself, “Surely I must have been born in 

a lucky hour; everything I could want or wish for comes of itself. People 

are so kind; they seem really to think I do them a favour in letting them 

make me rich, and giving me good bargains.” 

Meantime he began to be tired, and hungry too, for he had given 

away his last penny in his joy at getting the cow. 
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At last he could go no farther, for the stone tired him sadly: and he 

dragged himself to the side of a river, that he might take a drink of water, 

and rest a while. So he laid the stone carefully by his side on the bank: 

but, as he stooped down to drink, he forgot it, pushed it a little, and down 

it rolled, plump into the stream. 

For a while he watched it sinking in the deep clear water; then sprang 

up and danced for joy, and again fell upon his knees and thanked 

Heaven, with tears in his eyes, for its kindness in taking away his only 

plague, the ugly heavy stone. 

“How happy am I!” cried he; “Nobody was ever so lucky as I.” Then 

up he got with a light heart, free from all his troubles, and walked on till 

he reached his mother’s house, and told her how very easy the road to 

good luck was. 
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The Golden Bird 

By Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm 
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A CERTAIN king had a beautiful garden, and in the garden stood a tree 

which bore golden apples. These apples were always counted, and about 

the time when they began to grow ripe it was found that every night one 

of them was gone. The king became very angry at this, and ordered the 

gardener to keep watch all night under the tree. The gardener set his 

eldest son to watch; but about twelve o’clock he fell asleep, and in the 

morning another of the apples was missing. Then the second son was 

ordered to watch; and at midnight he too fell asleep, and in the morning 

another apple was gone. Then the third son offered to keep watch; but the 

gardener at first would not let him, for fear some harm should come to 

him: however, at last he consented, and the young man laid himself 

under the tree to watch. As the clock struck twelve he heard a rustling 

noise in the air, and a bird came flying that was of pure gold; and as it 

was snapping at one of the apples with its beak, the gardener’s son 

jumped up and shot an arrow at it. But the arrow did the bird no harm; 

only it dropped a golden feather from its tail, and then flew away. The 

golden feather was brought to the king in the morning, and all the council 

was called together. Everyone agreed that it was worth more than all the 

wealth of the kingdom: but the king said, “One feather is of no use to me, 

I must have the whole bird.” 

Then the gardener’s eldest son set out and thought to find the golden 

bird very easily; and when he had gone but a little way, he came to a 

wood, and by the side of the wood he saw a fox sitting; so he took his 

bow and made ready to shoot at it. Then the fox said, “Do not shoot me, 

for I will give you good counsel; I know what your business is, and that 

you want to find the golden bird. You will reach a village in the evening; 

and when you get there, you will see two inns opposite to each other, one 

of which is very pleasant and beautiful to look at: go not in there, but rest 

for the night in the other, though it may appear to you to be very poor 

and mean.” But the son thought to himself, “What can such a beast as 

this know about the matter?” So he shot his arrow at the fox; but he 

missed it, and it set up its tail above its back and ran into the wood. Then 

he went his way, and in the evening came to the village where the two 

inns were; and in one of these were people singing, and dancing, and 

feasting; but the other looked very dirty, and poor. “I should be very 

silly,” said he, “if I went to that shabby house, and left this charming 
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place”; so he went into the smart house, and ate and drank at his ease, 

and forgot the bird, and his country too. 

Time passed on; and as the eldest son did not come back, and no 

tidings were heard of him, the second son set out, and the same thing 

happened to him. He met the fox, who gave him the good advice: but 

when he came to the two inns, his eldest brother was standing at the 

window where the merrymaking was, and called to him to come in; and 

he could not withstand the temptation, but went in, and forgot the golden 

bird and his country in the same manner. 

Time passed on again, and the youngest son too wished to set out 

into the wide world to seek for the golden bird; but his father would not 

listen to it for a long while, for he was very fond of his son, and was 

afraid that some ill luck might happen to him also, and prevent his 

coming back. However, at last it was agreed he should go, for he would 

not rest at home; and as he came to the wood, he met the fox, and heard 

the same good counsel. But he was thankful to the fox, and did not 

attempt his life as his brothers had done; so the fox said, “Sit upon my 

tail, and you will travel faster.” So he sat down, and the fox began to run, 

and away they went over stock and stone so quick that their hair whistled 

in the wind. 

When they came to the village, the son followed the fox’s counsel, 

and without looking about him went to the shabby inn and rested there 

all night at his ease. In the morning came the fox again and met him as 

he was beginning his journey, and said, “Go straight forward, till you 

come to a castle, before which lie a whole troop of soldiers fast asleep 

and snoring: take no notice of them, but go into the castle and pass on 

and on till you come to a room, where the golden bird sits in a wooden 

cage; close by it stands a beautiful golden cage; but do not try to take the 

bird out of the shabby cage and put it into the handsome one, otherwise 

you will repent it.” Then the fox stretched out his tail again, and the 

young man sat himself down, and away they went over stock and stone 

till their hair whistled in the wind. 

Before the castle gate all was as the fox had said: so the son went in 

and found the chamber where the golden bird hung in a wooden cage, 

and below stood the golden cage, and the three golden apples that had 

been lost were lying close by it. Then thought he to himself, “It will be a 
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very droll thing to bring away such a fine bird in this shabby cage”; so he 

opened the door and took hold of it and put it into the golden cage. But 

the bird set up such a loud scream that all the soldiers awoke, and they 

took him prisoner and carried him before the king. The next morning the 

court sat to judge him; and when all was heard, it sentenced him to die, 

unless he should bring the king the golden horse which could run as 

swiftly as the wind; and if he did this, he was to have the golden bird 

given him for his own. 

So he set out once more on his journey, sighing, and in great despair, 

when on a sudden his friend the fox met him, and said, “You see now 

what has happened on account of your not listening to my counsel. I will 

still, however, tell you how to find the golden horse, if you will do as I 

bid you. You must go straight on till you come to the castle where the 

horse stands in his stall: by his side will lie the groom fast asleep and 

snoring: take away the horse quietly, but be sure to put the old leathern 

saddle upon him, and not the golden one that is close by it.” Then the son 

sat down on the fox’s tail, and away they went over stock and stone till 

their hair whistled in the wind. 

All went right, and the groom lay snoring with his hand upon the 

golden saddle. But when the son looked at the horse, he thought it a great 

pity to put the leathern saddle upon it. “I will give him the good one,” 

said he; “I am sure he deserves it.” As he took up the golden saddle the 

groom awoke and cried out so loud, that all the guards ran in and took 

him prisoner, and in the morning he was again brought before the court 

to be judged, and was sentenced to die. But it was agreed, that, if he 

could bring thither the beautiful princess, he should live, and have the 

bird and the horse given him for his own. 

Then he went his way very sorrowful; but the old fox came and said, 

“Why did not you listen to me? If you had, you would have carried away 

both the bird and the horse; yet will I once more give you counsel. Go 

straight on, and in the evening you will arrive at a castle. At twelve 

o’clock at night the princess goes to the bathing-house: go up to her and 

give her a kiss, and she will let you lead her away; but take care you do 

not suffer her to go and take leave of her father and mother.” Then the 

fox stretched out his tail, and so away they went over stock and stone till 

their hair whistled again. 
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As they came to the castle, all was as the fox had said, and at twelve 

o’clock the young man met the princess going to the bath and gave her 

the kiss, and she agreed to run away with him, but begged with many 

tears that he would let her take leave of her father. At first he refused, but 

she wept still more and more, and fell at his feet, till at last he consented; 

but the moment she came to her father’s house the guards awoke and he 

was taken prisoner again. 

Then he was brought before the king, and the king said, “You shall 

never have my daughter unless in eight days you dig away the hill that 

stops the view from my window.” Now this hill was so big that the 

whole world could not take it away: and when he had worked for seven 

days, and had done very little, the fox came and said. “Lie down and go 

to sleep; I will work for you.” And in the morning he awoke and the hill 

was gone; so he went merrily to the king, and told him that now that it 

was removed he must give him the princess. 

Then the king was obliged to keep his word, and away went the 

young man and the princess; and the fox came and said to him, “We will 

have all three, the princess, the horse, and the bird.” 

“Ah!” said the young man, “that would be a great thing, but how can 

you contrive it?” 

“If you will only listen,” said the fox, “it can be done. When you 

come to the king, and he asks for the beautiful princess, you must say, 

‘Here she is!’ Then he will be very joyful; and you will mount the golden 

horse that they are to give you, and put out your hand to take leave of 

them; but shake hands with the princess last. Then lift her quickly on to 

the horse behind you; clap your spurs to his side, and gallop away as fast 

as you can.” 

All went right: then the fox said, “When you come to the castle 

where the bird is, I will stay with the princess at the door, and you will 

ride in and speak to the king; and when he sees that it is the right horse, 

he will bring out the bird; but you must sit still, and say that you want to 

look at it, to see whether it is the true golden bird; and when you get it 

into your hand, ride away.” 

This, too, happened as the fox said; they carried off the bird, the 

princess mounted again, and they rode on to a great wood. Then the fox 

came, and said, “Pray kill me, and cut off my head and my feet.” But the 
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young man refused to do it: so the fox said, “I will at any rate give you 

good counsel: beware of two things; ransom no one from the gallows, 

and sit down by the side of no river.” Then away he went. “Well,” 

thought the young man, “it is no hard matter to keep that advice.” 

He rode on with the princess, till at last he came to the village where 

he had left his two brothers. And there he heard a great noise and uproar; 

and when he asked what was the matter, the people said, “Two men are 

going to be hanged.” As he came nearer, he saw that the two men were 

his brothers, who had turned robbers; so he said, “Cannot they in any 

way be saved?” But the people said “No,” unless he would bestow all his 

money upon the rascals and buy their liberty. Then he did not stay to 

think about the matter, but paid what was asked, and his brothers were 

given up, and went on with him towards their home. 

And as they came to the wood where the fox first met them, it was so 

cool and pleasant that the two brothers said, “Let us sit down by the side 

of the river, and rest a while, to eat and drink.” So he said, “Yes,” and 

forgot the fox’s counsel, and sat down on the side of the river; and while 

he suspected nothing, they came behind, and threw him down the bank, 

and took the princess, the horse, and the bird, and went home to the king 

their master, and said. “All this have we won by our labour.” Then there 

was great rejoicing made; but the horse would not eat, the bird would not 

sing, and the princess wept. 

The youngest son fell to the bottom of the river’s bed: luckily it was 

nearly dry, but his bones were almost broken, and the bank was so steep 

that he could find no way to get out. Then the old fox came once more, 

and scolded him for not following his advice; otherwise no evil would 

have befallen him: “Yet,” said he, “I cannot leave you here, so lay hold 

of my tail and hold fast.” Then he pulled him out of the river, and said to 

him, as he got upon the bank, “Your brothers have set watch to kill you, 

if they find you in the kingdom.” So he dressed himself as a poor man, 

and came secretly to the king’s court, and was scarcely within the doors 

when the horse began to eat, and the bird to sing, and the princess left off 

weeping. Then he went to the king, and told him all his brothers’ 

roguery; and they were seized and punished, and he had the princess 

given to him again; and after the king’s death he was heir to his 

kingdom. 
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A long while after, he went to walk one day in the wood, and the old 

fox met him, and besought him with tears in his eyes to kill him, and cut 

off his head and feet. And at last he did so, and in a moment the fox was 

changed into a man, and turned out to be the brother of the princess, who 

had been lost a great many many years. 
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Little Red Riding Hood 

By Charles Perrault 
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ONCE upon a time there was a little village girl, the prettiest that had 

ever been seen. Her mother doted on her. Her grandmother was even 

fonder, and made her a little red hood, which became her so well that 

everywhere she went by the name of Little Red Riding Hood. 

One day her mother, who had just made and baked some cakes, said 

to her: 

“Go and see how your grandmother is, for I have been told that she is 

ill. Take her a cake and this little pot of butter.” 

Little Red Riding Hood set off at once for the house of her 

grandmother, who lived in another village. 

On her way through a wood she met old Father Wolf. He would have 

very much liked to eat her, but dared not do so on account of some 

wood-cutters who were in the forest. He asked her where she was going. 

The poor child, not knowing that it was dangerous to stop and listen to a 

wolf, said: 

“I am going to see my grandmother, and am taking her a cake and a 

pot of butter which my mother has sent to her.” 

“Does she live far away?” asked the Wolf. 

“Oh yes,” replied Little Red Riding Hood; “it is yonder by the mill 

which you can see right below there, and it is the first house in the 

village.” 

“Well now,” said the Wolf, “I think I shall go and see her too. I will 

go by this path, and you by that path, and we will see who gets there 

first.” 

The Wolf set off running with all his might by the shorter road, and 

the little girl continued on her way by the longer road. As she went she 

amused herself by gathering nuts, running after the butterflies, and 

making nosegays of the wild flowers which she found. 

The Wolf was not long in reaching the grandmother’s house. 

He knocked. Toc Toc. 

“Who is there?” 

“It is your little daughter, Red Riding Hood,” said the Wolf, 

disguising his voice, “and I bring you a cake and a little pot of butter as a 

present from my mother.” 

The worthy grandmother was in bed, not being very well, and cried 

out to him: 
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“Pull out the peg and the latch will fall.” 

The Wolf drew out the peg and the door flew open. Then he sprang 

upon the poor old lady and ate her up in less than no time, for he had 

been more than three days without food. 

After that he shut the door, lay down in the grandmother’s bed, and 

waited for Little Red Riding Hood. 

Presently she came and knocked. Toc Toc. 

“Who is there?” 

Now Little Red Riding Hood on hearing the Wolf’s gruff voice was 

at first frightened, but thinking that her grandmother had a bad cold, she 

replied: 

“It is your little daughter, Red Riding Hood, and I bring you a cake 

and a little pot of butter from my mother.” 

Softening his voice, the Wolf called out to her: 

“Pull out the peg and the latch will fall.” 

Little Red Riding Hood drew out the peg and the door flew open. 

When he saw her enter, the Wolf hid himself in the bed beneath the 

counterpane. 

“Put the cake and the little pot of butter on the bin,” he said, “and 

come up on the bed with me.” 

Little Red Riding Hood took off her clothes, but when she climbed 

up on the bed she was astonished to see how her grandmother looked in 

her nightgown. 

“Grandmother dear!” she exclaimed, “what big arms you have!” 

“The better to embrace you, my child!” 

“Grandmother dear, what big legs you have!” 

“The better to run with, my child!” 

“Grandmother dear, what big ears you have!” 

“The better to hear with, my child!” 

“Grandmother dear, what big eyes you have!” 

“The better to see with, my child!” 

“Grandmother dear, what big teeth you have!” 

“The better to eat you with!” 

With these words the wicked Wolf leapt upon Little Red Riding 

Hood and gobbled her up. 
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King Thrushbeard 

By Jacob Wilhelm Grimm 
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A KING had a daughter who was beautiful beyond all measure, but at the 

same time so proud and arrogant that no suitor was good enough for her. 

She rejected one after the other, ridiculing them as well. 

Once the king sponsored a great feast and invited from far and near 

all the men wanting to get married. They were all placed in a row 

according to their rank and standing. First came the kings, then the grand 

dukes, then the princes, the earls, the barons, and the aristocracy. Then 

the king’s daughter was led through the ranks, but she objected to 

something about each one. One was too fat: “The wine barrel,” she said. 

Another was too tall: “Thin and tall, no good at all.” The third was too 

short: “Short and thick is never quick.” The fourth was too pale: “As pale 

as death.” The fifth too red: “A prize rooster.” The sixth was not straight 

enough: “Green wood, dried behind the stove.” 

And thus she had some objection to each one, but she ridiculed 

especially one good king who stood at the very top of the row, and 

whose chin had grown a little crooked. “Look!” she cried out, laughing, 

“He has a chin like a thrush’s beak.” And from that time he was called 

Thrushbeard. 

Now the old king, seeing that his daughter did nothing but ridicule 

the people, making fun of all the suitors who were gathered there, 

became very angry, and he swore that she should have for her husband 

the very first beggar to come to his door. 

A few days later a minstrel came and sang beneath the window, 

trying to earn a small handout. 

When the king heard him he said, “Let him come up.” 

So the minstrel, in his dirty, ragged clothes, came in and sang before 

the king and his daughter, and when he was finished he asked for a small 

gift. 

The king said, “I liked your song so much that I will give you my 

daughter for a wife.” 

The king’s daughter took fright, but the king said, “I have taken an 

oath to give you to the very first beggar, and I will keep it.” 

Her protests did not help. The priest was called in, and she had to 

marry the minstrel at once. After that had happened the king said, “It is 

not proper for you, a beggar’s wife, to stay in my palace any longer. All 

you can do now is to go away with your husband.” 
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The beggar led her out by the hand, and she had to leave with him, 

walking on foot. 

They came to a large forest, and she asked, “Who owns this beautiful 

forest?” 

“It belongs to King Thrushbeard. If you had taken him, it would be 

yours.” 

“Oh, I am a miserable thing; If only I’d taken the Thrushbeard 

King.” 

Afterwards they crossed a meadow, and she asked again, “Who owns 

this beautiful green meadow?” 

“It belongs to king Thrushbeard. If you had taken him, it would be 

yours.” 

“Oh, I am a miserable thing; If only I’d taken the Thrushbeard 

King.” 

Then they walked through a large town, and she asked again, “Who 

owns this beautiful large town?” 

“It belongs to king Thrushbeard. If you had taken him, it would be 

yours.” 

“Oh, I am a miserable thing; If only I’d taken the Thrushbeard 

King.” 

“I do not like you to always be wishing for another husband,” said 

the minstrel. “Am I not good enough for you?” 

At last they came to a very little hut, and she said, “Oh goodness. 

What a small house. Who owns this miserable tiny hut?” 

The minstrel answered, “This is my house and yours, where we shall 

live together.” 

She had to stoop in order to get in the low door. 

“Where are the servants?” said the king’s daughter. 

“What servants?” answered the beggar. “You must do for yourself 

what you want to have done. Now make a fire at once, put some water on 

to boil, so you can cook me something to eat. I am very tired.” 

But the king’s daughter knew nothing about lighting fires or cooking, 

and the beggar had to lend a hand himself to get anything done at all. 

When they had finished their scanty meal they went to bed. But he made 

her get up very early the next morning in order to do the housework. 

© 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor



64 

For a few days they lived in this way, as well as they could, but they 

finally came to the end of their provisions. 

Then the man said, “Wife, we cannot go on any longer eating and 

drinking here and earning nothing. You must weave baskets.” He went 

out, cut some willows, and brought them home. Then she began to weave 

baskets, but the hard willows cut into her delicate hands. 

“I see that this will not do,” said the man. “You had better spin. 

Perhaps you can do that better.” She sat down and tried to spin, but the 

hard thread soon cut into her soft fingers until they bled. 

“See,” said the man. “You are not good for any sort of work. I made 

a bad bargain with you. Now I will try to start a business with pots and 

earthenware. You must sit in the marketplace and sell them.” 

“Oh!” she thought. “If people from my father’s kingdom come to the 

market and see me sitting there selling things, how they will ridicule 

me!” 

But her protests did not help. She had to do what her husband 

demanded, unless she wanted to die of hunger. 

At first it went well. People bought the woman’s wares because she 

was beautiful, and they paid her whatever she asked. Many even gave her 

the money and let her keep the pots. So they lived on what she earned as 

long as it lasted. Then the husband bought a lot of new pottery. She sat 

down with this at the corner of the marketplace and set it around her for 

sale. But suddenly there came a drunken hussar galloping along, and he 

rode right into the pots, breaking them into a thousand pieces. She began 

to cry, and was so afraid that she did not know what to do. 

“Oh! What will happen to me?” she cried. “What will my husband 

say about this?” She ran home and told him of the misfortune. 

“Who would sit at the corner of the marketplace with earthenware?” 

said the man. “Now stop crying. I see very well that you are not fit for 

any ordinary work. Now I was at our king’s palace and asked if they 

couldn’t use a kitchen maid. They promised me to take you. In return 

you will get free food.” 

The king’s daughter now became a kitchen maid, and had to be 

available to the cook, and to do the dirtiest work. In each of her pockets 

she fastened a little jar, in which she took home her share of the 

leftovers. And this is what they lived on. 
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It happened that the wedding of the king’s eldest son was to be 

celebrated, so the poor woman went up and stood near the door of the hall 

to look on. When all the lights were lit, and people, each more beautiful 

than the other, entered, and all was full of pomp and splendor, she thought 

about her plight with a sad heart, and cursed the pride and haughtiness 

which had humbled her and brought her to such great poverty. 

The smell of the delicious dishes which were being taken in and out 

reached her, and now and then the servants threw her a few scraps, which 

she put in her jar to take home. 

Then suddenly the king’s son entered, clothed in velvet and silk, with 

gold chains around his neck. When he saw the beautiful woman standing 

by the door he took her by the hand and wanted danced with her. But she 

refused and took fright, for she saw that he was King Thrushbeard, the 

suitor whom she had rejected with scorn. 

Her struggles did not help. He pulled her into the hall. But the string 

that tied up her pockets broke, and the pots fell to the floor. The soup ran 

out, and the scraps flew everywhere. When the people saw this, everyone 

laughed and ridiculed her. She was so ashamed that she would rather 

have been a thousand fathoms beneath the ground. She jumped out the 

door and wanted to run away, but a man overtook her on the stairs and 

brought her back. And when she looked at him, it was King Thrushbeard 

again. 

He said to her kindly, “Don’t be afraid. I and the minstrel who has 

been living with you in that miserable hut are one and the same. For the 

love of you I disguised myself. And I was also the hussar who broke 

your pottery to pieces. All this was done to humble your proud spirit and 

to punish you for the arrogance with which you ridiculed me.” 

Then she cried bitterly and said, “I was terribly wrong, and am not 

worthy to be your wife.” 

But he said, “Be comforted. The evil days are past. Now we will 

celebrate our wedding.” 

Then the maids-in-waiting came and dressed her in the most splendid 

clothing, and her father and his whole court came and wished her 

happiness in her marriage with King Thrushbeard, and their true happiness 

began only now. 

I wish that you and I had been there as well. 
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The Girl Without Hands 

By Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm 
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A MILLER fell slowly but surely into poverty, until finally he had 

nothing more than his mill and a large apple tree which stood behind it. 

One day he had gone into the forest to gather wood, where he was 

approached by an old man, whom he had never seen before, and who 

said, “Why do you torment yourself with chopping wood? I will make 

you rich if you will promise me that which is standing behind your mill.” 

“What can that be but my apple tree?” thought the miller, said yes, 

and signed it over to the strange man. 

The latter, however, laughed mockingly and said, “I will come in 

three years and get what belongs to me,” then went away. 

When he arrived home, his wife came up to him and said, “Miller, 

tell me, where did all the wealth come from that is suddenly in our 

house? All at once all the chests and boxes are full, and no one brought it 

here, and I don’t know where it came from.” 

He answered, “It comes from a strange man whom I met in the 

woods and who promised me great treasures if I would but sign over to 

him that which stands behind the mill. We can give up the large apple 

tree for all this.” 

“Oh, husband!” said the woman, terrified. “That was the devil. He 

didn’t mean the apple tree, but our daughter, who was just then standing 

behind the mill sweeping the yard.” 

The miller’s daughter was a beautiful and pious girl, and she lived 

the three years worshipping God and without sin. When the time was up 

and the day came when the evil one was to get her, she washed herself 

clean and drew a circle around herself with chalk. The devil appeared 

very early in the morning, but he could not approach her. 

He spoke angrily to the miller, “Keep water away from her, so she 

cannot wash herself any more. Otherwise I have no power over her.” 

The miller was frightened and did what he was told. The next 

morning the devil returned, but she had wept into her hands, and they 

were entirely clean. 

Thus he still could not approach her, and he spoke angrily to the 

miller, “Chop off her hands. Otherwise I cannot get to her.” 

The miller was horrified and answered, “How could I chop off my 

own child’s hands!” 
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Then the evil one threatened him, saying, “If you do not do it, then 

you will be mine, and I will take you yourself.” 

This frightened the father, and he promised to obey him. Then he 

went to the girl and said, “My child, if I do not chop off both of your 

hands, then the devil will take me away, and in my fear I have promised 

him to do this. Help me in my need, and forgive me of the evil that I am 

going to do to you.” 

She answered, “Dear father, do with me what you will. I am your 

child,” and with that she stretched forth both hands and let her father 

chop them off. 

The devil came a third time, but she had wept so long and so much 

onto the stumps, that they were entirely clean. Then he had to give up, 

for he had lost all claim to her. 

The miller spoke to her, “I have gained great wealth through you. I 

shall take care of you in splendor as long as you live.” 

But she answered, “I cannot remain here. I will go away. 

Compassionate people will give me as much as I need.” 

Then she had her mutilated arms tied to her back, and at sunrise she 

set forth, walking the entire day until it was night. She came to a royal 

garden, and by the light of the moon she saw that inside there were trees 

full of beautiful fruit. But she could not get inside, for there it was 

surrounded by water. 

Having walked the entire day without eating a bite, she was suffering 

from hunger, and she thought, “Oh, if only I were inside the garden so I 

could eat of those fruits. Otherwise I shall perish.” 

Then she kneeled down and, crying out to God the Lord, she prayed. 

Suddenly an angel appeared. He closed a head gate, so that the moat 

dried up, and she could walk through. 

She entered the garden, and the angel went with her. She saw a fruit 

tree with beautiful pears, but they had all been counted. She stepped up 

to the tree and ate from it with her mouth, enough to satisfy her hunger, 

but no more. The gardener saw it happen, but because the angel was 

standing by her he was afraid and thought that the girl was a spirit. He 

said nothing and did not dare to call out nor to speak to the spirit. After 

she had eaten the pear she was full, and she went and lay down in the brush. 
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The king who owned this garden came the next morning. He counted 

the fruit and saw that one of the pears was missing. He asked the 

gardener what had happened to it. It was not lying under the tree, but had 

somehow disappeared. 

The gardener answered, “Last night a spirit came here. It had no 

hands and ate one of the pears with its mouth.” 

The king said, “How did the spirit get across the water? And where 

did it go after it had eaten the pear?” 

The gardener answered, “Someone dressed in snow-white came from 

heaven and closed the head gate so the spirit could walk through the 

moat. Because it must have been an angel I was afraid, and I asked no 

questions, and I did not call out. After the spirit had eaten the pear it 

went away again.” 

The king said, “If what you said is true, I will keep watch with you 

tonight.” 

After it was dark the king entered the garden, bringing a priest with 

him who was to talk to the spirit. All three sat down under the tree and 

kept watch. At midnight the girl came creeping out of the brush, stepped 

up to the tree, and again ate off a pear with her mouth. An angel dressed 

in white was standing next to her. 

The priest walked up to them and said, “Have you come from God, 

or from the world? Are you a spirit or a human?” 

She answered, “I am not a spirit, but a poor human who has been 

abandoned by everyone except God.” 

The king said, “Even if you have been abandoned by the whole 

world, I will not abandon you.” 

He took her home with him to his royal castle, and because she was 

so beautiful and pure he loved her with all his heart, had silver hands 

made for her, and took her as his wife. 

After a year the king had to go out into the battlefield, and he left the 

young queen in the care of his mother, saying, “If she has a child, 

support her and take good care of her, and immediately send me the news 

in a letter.” 

She gave birth to a beautiful son. The old mother quickly wrote this 

in a letter, giving the joyful news to the king. 
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Now on the way the messenger stopped at a brook to rest. Tired from 

his long journey, he fell asleep. Then the devil came to him. He still 

wanted to harm the pious queen, and he took the letter, putting in its 

place one that stated that the queen had brought a changeling into the 

world. When the king read this letter he was frightened and saddened, 

but nevertheless he wrote an answer that they should take good care of 

the queen until his return. The messenger returned with this letter, but he 

rested at the same place, and again fell asleep. The devil came again and 

placed a different letter in his bag. This letter said that they should kill 

the queen with her child. 

The old mother was terribly frightened when she received this letter. 

She could not believe it, and wrote to the king again, but she got back the 

same answer, because each time the devil substituted a false letter. And 

the last letter even stated that they should keep the queen’s tongue and 

eyes as proof. 

The old mother lamented that such innocent blood was to be shed, 

and in the night she had a doe killed, cut out its tongue and eyes, and had 

them put aside. 

Then she said to the queen, “I cannot have you killed as the king has 

ordered, but you can no longer stay here. Go out into the wide world with 

your child, and never come back.” 

The old mother tied the queen’s child onto her back, and the poor 

woman went away with weeping eyes. She came to a great, wild forest 

where she got onto her knees and prayed to God. Then the angel of the 

Lord appeared to her and led her to a small house. On it was a small sign 

with the words, “Here anyone can live free.” 

A snow-white virgin came from the house and said, “Welcome, 

Queen,” then led her inside. She untied the small boy from her back, held 

him to her breast so he could drink, and then laid him in a beautiful 

made-up bed. 

Then the poor woman said, “How did you know that I am a queen?” 

The white virgin answered, “I am an angel, sent by God to take care 

of you and your child.” 

She stayed in this house for seven years, and was well taken care of. 

And through the grace of God and her own piety her chopped-off hands 

grew back. 
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The king finally came back home from the battlefield, and the first 

thing he wanted to do was to see his wife and their child. 

Then the old mother began to weep, saying, “You wicked man, why 

did you write to me that I was to put two innocent souls to death,” and 

she showed him the two letters that the evil one had counterfeited. Then 

she continued to speak, “I did what you ordered,” and showed him as 

proof the eyes and the tongue. 

Then the king began to weep even more bitterly for his poor wife and 

his little son, until the old woman had mercy and said to him, “Be 

satisfied that she is still alive. I secretly had a doe killed and took the 

proofs from it. I tied your wife’s child onto her back and told her to go 

out into the wide world, and she had to promise never to come back here, 

because you were so angry with her.” 

Then the king said, “I will go as far as the sky is blue, and will 

neither eat nor drink until I have found my dear wife and my child again, 

provided that in the meantime they have not died or perished from 

hunger.” 

Then the king traveled about for nearly seven years, searching in all 

the stone cliffs and caves, but he did not find her, and he thought that she 

had perished. He neither ate nor drank during the entire time, but God 

kept him alive. Finally he came to a great forest, where he found a little 

house with a sign containing the words, “Here anyone can live free.” 

The white virgin came out, took him by the hand, led him inside, and 

said, “Welcome, King,” then asked him where he had come from. 

He answered, “I have been traveling about for nearly seven years 

looking for my wife and her child, but I cannot find them.” 

The angel offered him something to eat and drink, but he did not take 

it, wanting only to rest a little. He lay down to sleep, covering his face 

with a cloth. 

Then the angel went into the room where the queen was sitting with 

her son, whom she normally called “Filled-with-Grief.” 

The angel said to her, “Go into the next room with your child. Your 

husband has come.” 

She went to where he was lying, and the cloth fell from his face. 

Then she said, “Filled-with-Grief, pick up the cloth for your father 

and put it over his face again.” 
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The child picked it up and put it over his face again. The king heard 

this in his sleep and let the cloth fall again. 

Then the little boy grew impatient and said, “Mother, dear, how can I 

cover my father’s face? I have no father in this world. I have learned to 

pray, ‘Our father which art in heaven,’ and you have said that my father 

is in heaven, and that he is our dear God. How can I know such a wild 

man? He is not my father.” 

Hearing this, the king arose and asked who she was. 

She said, “I am your wife, and this is your son Filled-with-Grief.” 

He saw her living hands and said, “My wife had silver hands.” 

She answered, “Our merciful God has caused my natural hands to 

grow back.” 

The angel went into the other room, brought back the silver hands, 

and showed them to him. Now he saw for sure that it was his dear wife 

and his dear child, and he kissed them, and rejoiced, and said, “A heavy 

stone has fallen from my heart.” 

Then the angel of God gave them all something to eat, and then they 

went back home to his old mother. There was great joy everywhere, and 

the king and the queen conducted their wedding ceremony once again, 

and they lived happily until their blessed end. 
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The Fairies 

By Charles Perrault 
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ONCE upon a time there lived a widow with two daughters. The elder 

was often mistaken for her mother, so like her was she both in nature and 

in looks; parent and child being so disagreeable and arrogant that no one 

could live with them. 

The younger girl, who took after her father in the gentleness and 

sweetness of her disposition, was also one of the prettiest girls 

imaginable. The mother doted on the elder daughter—naturally enough, 

since she resembled her so closely—and disliked the younger one as 

intensely. She made the latter live in the kitchen and work hard from 

morning till night. 

One of the poor child’s many duties was to go twice a day and draw 

water from a spring a good half-mile away, bringing it back in a large 

pitcher. One day when she was at the spring an old woman came up and 

begged for a drink. 

“Why, certainly, good mother,” the pretty lass replied. Rinsing her 

pitcher, she drew some water from the cleanest part of the spring and 

handed it to the dame, lifting up the jug so that she might drink the more 

easily. 

Now this old woman was a fairy, who had taken the form of a poor 

village dame to see just how far the girl’s good nature would go. “You 

are so pretty,” she said, when she had finished drinking, “and so polite, 

that I am determined to bestow a gift upon you. This is the boon I grant 

you: with every word that you utter there shall fall from your mouth 

either a flower or a precious stone.” 

When the girl reached home she was scolded by her mother for being 

so long in coming back from the spring. 

“I am sorry to have been so long, mother,” said the poor child. 

As she spoke these words there fell from her mouth three roses, three 

pearls, and three diamonds. 

“What’s this?” cried her mother; “did I see pearls and diamonds 

dropping out of your mouth? What does this mean, dear daughter?” (This 

was the first time she had ever addressed her daughter affectionately.) 

The poor child told a simple tale of what had happened, and in 

speaking scattered diamonds right and left. 

“Really,” said her mother, “I must send my own child there. Come 

here, Fanchon; look what comes out of your sister’s mouth whenever she 
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speaks! Wouldn’t you like to be able to do the same? All you have to do 

is to go and draw some water at the spring, and when a poor woman asks 

you for a drink, give it her very nicely.” 

“Oh, indeed!” replied the ill-mannered girl; “don’t you wish you may 

see me going there!” 

“I tell you that you are to go,” said her mother, “and to go this 

instant.” 

Very sulkily the girl went off, taking with her the best silver flagon 

in the house. No sooner had she reached the spring than she saw a lady, 

magnificently attired, who came towards her from the forest, and asked 

for a drink. This was the same fairy who had appeared to her sister, 

masquerading now as a princess in order to see how far this girl’s ill-

nature would carry her. 

“Do you think I have come here just to get you a drink?” said the 

loutish damsel, arrogantly. “I suppose you think I brought a silver flagon 

here specially for that purpose—it’s so likely, isn’t it? Drink from the 

spring, if you want to!” 

“You are not very polite,” said the fairy, displaying no sign of anger. 

“Well, in return for your lack of courtesy I decree that for every word 

you utter a snake or a toad shall drop out of your mouth.” 

The moment her mother caught sight of her coming back she cried 

out, “Well, daughter?” 

“Well, mother?” replied the rude girl. As she spoke a viper and a 

toad were spat out of her mouth. 

“Gracious heavens!” cried her mother; “what do I see? Her sister is 

the cause of this, and I will make her pay for it!” 

Off she ran to thrash the poor child, but the latter fled away and hid 

in the forest nearby. The king’s son met her on his way home from 

hunting, and noticing how pretty she was inquired what she was doing all 

alone, and what she was weeping about. 

“Alas, sir,” she cried; “my mother has driven me from home!” 

As she spoke the prince saw four or five pearls and as many 

diamonds fall from her mouth. He begged her to tell him how this came 

about, and she told him the whole story. 

The king’s son fell in love with her, and reflecting that such a gift as 

had been bestowed upon her was worth more than any dowry which 
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another maiden might bring him, he took her to the palace of his royal 

father, and there married her. 

As for the sister, she made herself so hateful that even her mother 

drove her out of the house. Nowhere could the wretched girl find anyone 

who would take her in, and at last she lay down in the forest and died. 
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The Gallant Tailor 

By Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm 
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ONE summer morning a little tailor was sitting on his board near the 

window, and working cheerfully with all his might, when an old woman 

came down the street crying, 

“Good jelly to sell! Good jelly to sell!” 

The cry sounded pleasant in the little tailor’s ears, so he put his head 

out of the window, and called out, 

“Here, my good woman—come here, if you want a customer.” 

So the poor woman climbed the steps with her heavy basket, and was 

obliged to unpack and display all her pots to the tailor. He looked at 

every one of them, and lifting all the lids, applied his nose to each, and 

said at last, 

“The jelly seems pretty good; you may weigh me out four half 

ounces, or I don’t mind having a quarter of a pound.” 

The woman, who had expected to find a good customer, gave him 

what he asked for, but went off angry and grumbling. 

“This jelly is the very thing for me,” cried the little tailor; “it will 

give me strength and cunning;” and he took down the bread from the 

cupboard, cut a whole round of the loaf, and spread the jelly on it, laid it 

near him, and went on stitching more gallantly than ever. All the while 

the scent of the sweet jelly was spreading throughout the room, where 

there were quantities of flies, who were attracted by it and flew to 

partake. 

“Now then, who asked you to come?” said the tailor, and drove the 

unbidden guests away. But the flies, not understanding his language, 

were not to be got rid of like that, and returned in larger numbers than 

before. Then the tailor, not being able to stand it any longer, took from 

his chimney-corner a ragged cloth, and saying, 

“Now, I’ll let you have it!” beat it among them unmercifully. When 

he ceased, and counted the slain, he found seven lying dead before him. 

“This is indeed somewhat,” he said, wondering at his own gallantry; 

“the whole town shall know this.” 

So he hastened to cut out a belt, and he stitched it, and put on it in 

large capitals “Seven at one blow!” 

“The town, did I say!” said the little tailor; “the whole world shall 

know it!” And his heart quivered with joy, like a lamb’s tail. 
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The tailor fastened the belt round him, and began to think of going 

out into the world, for his workshop seemed too small for his worship. 

So he looked about in all the house for something that it would be useful 

to take with him, but he found nothing but an old cheese, which he put in 

his pocket. Outside the door he noticed that a bird had got caught in the 

bushes, so he took that and put it in his pocket with the cheese. Then he 

set out gallantly on his way, and as he was light and active he felt no 

fatigue. The way led over a mountain, and when he reached the topmost 

peak he saw a terrible giant sitting there, and looking about him at his 

ease. The tailor went bravely up to him, called out to him, and said, 

“Comrade, good day! There you sit looking over the wide world! I 

am on the way thither to seek my fortune: have you a fancy to go with 

me?” 

The giant looked at the tailor contemptuously, and said, 

“You little rascal! You miserable fellow!” 

“That may be!” answered the little tailor, and undoing his coat he 

showed the giant his belt; “You can read there whether I am a man or 

not!” 

The giant read: “Seven at one blow!” and thinking it meant men that 

the tailor had killed, felt at once more respect for the little fellow. But as 

he wanted to prove him, he took up a stone and squeezed it so hard that 

water came out of it. 

“Now you can do that,” said the giant, “that is, if you have the 

strength for it.” 

“That’s not much,” said the little tailor, “I call that play,” and he put 

his hand in his pocket and took out the cheese and squeezed it, so that the 

whey ran out of it. 

“Well,” said he, “what do you think of that?” 

The giant did not know what to say to it, for he could not have 

believed it of the little man. Then the giant took up a stone and threw it 

so high that it was nearly out of sight. 

“Now, little fellow, suppose you do that!” 

“Well thrown,” said the tailor; “but the stone fell back to earth again, 

I will throw you one that will never come back.” So he felt in his pocket, 

took out the bird, and threw it into the air. And the bird, when it found 

itself at liberty, took wing, flew off, and returned no more. 
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“What do you think of that, comrade?” asked the tailor. 

“There is no doubt that you can throw,” said the giant; “but we will 

see if you can carry.” 

He led the little tailor to a mighty oak-tree which had been felled, 

and was lying on the ground, and said, 

“Now, if you are strong enough, help me to carry this tree out of the 

wood.” 

“Willingly,” answered the little man; “you take the trunk on your 

shoulders, I will take the branches with all their foliage, that is much the 

most difficult.” 

So the giant took the trunk on his shoulders, and the tailor seated 

himself on a branch, and the giant, who could not see what he was doing, 

had the whole tree to carry, and the little man on it as well. And the little 

man was very cheerful and merry, and whistled the tune: “There were 

three tailors riding by,” as if carrying the tree was mere child’s play. The 

giant, when he had struggled on under his heavy load a part of the way, 

was tired out, and cried, 

“Look here, I must let go the tree!” 

The tailor jumped off quickly, and taking hold of the tree with both 

arms, as if he were carrying it, said to the giant, 

“You see you can’t carry the tree though you are such a big fellow!” 

They went on together a little farther, and presently they came to a 

cherry-tree, and the giant took hold of the topmost branches, where the 

ripest fruit hung, and pulling them downwards, gave them to the tailor to 

hold, bidding him eat. But the little tailor was much too weak to hold the 

tree, and as the giant let go, the tree sprang back, and the tailor was 

caught up into the air. And when he dropped down again without any 

damage, the giant said to him, 

“How is this? Haven’t you strength enough to hold such a weak sprig 

as that?” 

“It is not strength that is lacking,” answered the little tailor; “how 

should it to one who has slain seven at one blow! I just jumped over the 

tree because the hunters are shooting down there in the bushes. You 

jump it too, if you can.” 
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The giant made the attempt, and not being able to vault the tree, he 

remained hanging in the branches, so that once more the little tailor got 

the better of him. Then said the giant, 

“As you are such a gallant fellow, suppose you come with me to our 

den, and stay the night.” 

The tailor was quite willing, and he followed him. When they 

reached the den there sat some other giants by the fire, and each had a 

roasted sheep in his hand, and was eating it. The little tailor looked round 

and thought, 

“There is more elbow-room here than in my workshop.” 

And the giant showed him a bed, and told him he had better lie down 

upon it and go to sleep. The bed was, however, too big for the tailor, so 

he did not stay in it, but crept into a corner to sleep. As soon as it was 

midnight the giant got up, took a great staff of iron and beat the bed 

through with one stroke, and supposed he had made an end of that 

grasshopper of a tailor. Very early in the morning the giants went into the 

wood and forgot all about the little tailor, and when they saw him coming 

after them alive and merry, they were terribly frightened, and, thinking 

he was going to kill them, they ran away in all haste. 

So the little tailor marched on, always following his nose. And after 

he had gone a great way he entered the courtyard belonging to a King’s 

palace, and there he felt so overpowered with fatigue that he lay down 

and fell asleep. In the meanwhile came various people, who looked at 

him very curiously, and read on his belt, “Seven at one blow!” 

“Oh!” said they, “why should this great lord come here in time of 

peace? What a mighty champion he must be.” 

Then they went and told the King about him, and they thought that if 

war should break out what a worthy and useful man he would be, and 

that he ought not to be allowed to depart at any price. The King then 

summoned his council, and sent one of his courtiers to the little tailor to 

beg him, so soon as he should wake up, to consent to serve in the King’s 

army. So the messenger stood and waited at the sleeper’s side until his 

limbs began to stretch, and his eyes to open, and then he carried his 

answer back. And the answer was, 

“That was the reason for which I came,” said the little tailor, “I am 

ready to enter the King’s service.” 
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So he was received into it very honourably, and a separate dwelling 

set apart for him. 

But the rest of the soldiers were very much set against the little 

tailor, and they wished him a thousand miles away. 

“What shall be done about it?” they said among themselves; “if we 

pick a quarrel and fight with him then seven of us will fall at each blow. 

That will be of no good to us.” 

So they came to a resolution, and went all together to the King to ask 

for their discharge. 

“We never intended,” said they, “to serve with a man who kills seven 

at a blow.” 

The King felt sorry to lose all his faithful servants because of one 

man, and he wished that he had never seen him, and would willingly get 

rid of him if he might. But he did not dare to dismiss the little tailor for 

fear he should kill all the King’s people, and place himself upon the 

throne. He thought a long while about it, and at last made up his mind 

what to do. He sent for the little tailor, and told him that as he was so 

great a warrior he had a proposal to make to him. He told him that in a 

wood in his dominions dwelt two giants, who did great damage by 

robbery, murder, and fire, and that no man durst go near them for fear of 

his life. But that if the tailor should overcome and slay both these giants 

the King would give him his only daughter in marriage, and half his 

kingdom as dowry, and that a hundred horsemen should go with him to 

give him assistance. 

“That would be something for a man like me!” thought the little 

tailor, “a beautiful princess and half a kingdom are not to be had every 

day,” and he said to the King, 

“Oh yes, I can soon overcome the giants, and yet have no need of the 

hundred horsemen; he who can kill seven at one blow has no need to be 

afraid of two.” 

So the little tailor set out, and the hunched horsemen followed him. 

When he came to the border of the wood he said to his escort, 

“Stay here while I go to attack the giants.” 

Then he sprang into the wood, and looked about him right and left. 

After a while he caught sight of the two giants; they were lying down 

under a tree asleep, and snoring so that all the branches shook. The little 
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tailor, all alive, filled both his pockets with stones and climbed up into 

the tree, and made his way to an overhanging bough, so that he could 

seat himself just above the sleepers; and from there he let one stone after 

another fall on the chest of one of the giants. For a long time the giant 

was quite unaware of this, but at last he waked up and pushed his 

comrade, and said, 

“What are you hitting me for?” 

“You are dreaming,” said the other, “I am not touching you.” And 

they composed themselves again to sleep, and the tailor let fall a stone on 

the other giant. 

“What can that be?” cried he, “what are you casting at me?” 

“I am casting nothing at you,” answered the first, grumbling. 

They disputed about it for a while, but as they were tired, they gave 

it up at last, and their eyes closed once more. Then the little tailor began 

his game anew, picked out a heavier stone and threw it down with force 

upon the first giant’s chest. 

“This is too much!” cried he, and sprang up like a madman and 

struck his companion such a blow that the tree shook above them. The 

other paid him back with ready coin, and they fought with such fury that 

they tore up trees by their roots to use for weapons against each other, so 

that at last they both of them lay dead upon the ground. And now the 

little tailor got down. 

“Another piece of luck!” said he, “that the tree I was sitting in did 

not get torn up too, or else I should have had to jump like a squirrel from 

one tree to another.” 

Then he drew his sword and gave each of the giants a few hacks in 

the breast, and went back to the horsemen and said, 

“The deed is done, I have made an end of both of them: but it went 

hard with me, in the struggle they rooted up trees to defend themselves, 

but it was of no use, they had to do with a man who can kill seven at one 

blow.” 

“Then are you not wounded?” asked the horsemen. 

“Nothing of the sort!” answered the tailor, “I have not turned a hair.” 

The horsemen still would not believe it, and rode into the wood to 

see, and there they found the giants wallowing in their blood, and all 

about them lying the uprooted trees. 
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The little tailor then claimed the promised boon, but the King 

repented him of his offer, and he sought again how to rid himself of the 

hero. 

“Before you can possess my daughter and the half of my kingdom,” 

said he to the tailor, “you must perform another heroic act. In the wood 

lives a unicorn who does great damage; you must secure him.” 

“A unicorn does not strike more terror into me than two giants. 

Seven at one blow! That is my way,” was the tailor’s answer. 

So, taking a rope and an axe with him, he went out into the wood, 

and told those who were ordered to attend him to wait outside. He had 

not far to seek, the unicorn soon came out and sprang at him, as if he 

would make an end of him without delay. “Softly, softly,” said he, “most 

haste, worst speed,” and remained standing until the animal came quite 

near, then he slipped quietly behind a tree. The unicorn ran with all his 

might against the tree and stuck his horn so deep into the trunk that he 

could not get it out again, and so was taken. 

“Now I have you,” said the tailor, coming out from behind the tree, 

and, putting the rope round the unicorn’s neck, he took the axe, set free 

the horn, and when all his party were assembled he led forth the animal 

and brought it to the King. 

The King did not yet wish to give him the promised reward, and set 

him a third task to do. Before the wedding could take place the tailor was 

to secure a wild boar which had done a great deal of damage in the wood. 

The huntsmen were to accompany him. 

“All right,” said the tailor, “this is child’s play.” 

But he did not take the huntsmen into the wood, and they were all the 

better pleased, for the wild boar had many a time before received them in 

such a way that they had no fancy to disturb him. When the boar caught 

sight of the tailor he ran at him with foaming mouth and gleaming tusks 

to bear him to the ground, but the nimble hero rushed into a chapel which 

chanced to be near, and jumped quickly out of a window on the other 

side. The boar ran after him, and when he got inside the door shut after 

him, and there he was imprisoned, for the creature was too big and 

unwieldy to jump out of the window too. Then the little tailor called the 

huntsmen that they might see the prisoner with their own eyes; and then 

he betook himself to the king, who now, whether he liked it or not, was 
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obliged to fulfil his promise, and give him his daughter and the half of 

his kingdom. But if he had known that the great warrior was only a little 

tailor he would have taken it still more to heart. So the wedding was 

celebrated with great splendour and little joy, and the tailor was made 

into a king. 

One night the young queen heard her husband talking in his sleep 

and saying, 

“Now boy, make me that waistcoat and patch me those breeches, or I 

will lay my yard measure about your shoulders!” 

And so, as she perceived of what low birth her husband was, she 

went to her father the next morning and told him all, and begged him to 

set her free from a man who was nothing better than a tailor. The king 

bade her be comforted, saying, 

“To-night leave your bedroom door open, my guard shall stand 

outside, and when he is asleep they shall come in and bind him and carry 

him off to a ship, and he shall be sent to the other side of the world.” 

So the wife felt consoled, but the king’s water-bearer, who had been 

listening all the while, went to the little tailor and disclosed to him the 

whole plan. 

“I shall put a stop to all this,” said he. 

At night he lay down as usual in bed, and when his wife thought that 

he was asleep, she got up, opened the door and lay down again. The little 

tailor, who only made believe to be asleep, began to murmur plainly, 

“Now, boy, make me that waistcoat and patch me those breeches, or 

I will lay my yard measure about your shoulders! I have slain seven at 

one blow, killed two giants, caught a unicorn, and taken a wild boar, and 

shall I be afraid of those who are standing outside my room door?” 

And when they heard the tailor say this, a great fear seized them; 

they fled away as if they had been wild hares, and none of them would 

venture to attack him. 

And so the little tailor all his lifetime remained a king. 
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The Raven 

By Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm 
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THERE was once a queen who had a little daughter, still too young to 

run alone. One day the child was very troublesome, and the mother could 

not quiet it, do what she would. She grew impatient, and seeing the 

ravens flying round the castle, she opened the window, and said: “I wish 

you were a raven and would fly away, then I should have a little peace.” 

Scarcely were the words out of her mouth, when the child in her arms 

was turned into a raven, and flew away from her through the open 

window. The bird took its flight to a dark wood and remained there for a 

long time, and meanwhile the parents could hear nothing of their child. 

Long after this, a man was making his way through the wood when 

he heard a raven calling, and he followed the sound of the voice. As he 

drew near, the raven said, “I am by birth a king’s daughter, but am now 

under the spell of some enchantment; you can, however, set me free.” 

“What am I to do?” he asked. She replied, “Go farther into the wood 

until you come to a house, wherein lives an old woman; she will offer 

you food and drink, but you must not take of either; if you do, you will 

fall into a deep sleep, and will not be able to help me. In the garden 

behind the house is a large tan-heap, and on that you must stand and 

watch for me. I shall drive there in my carriage at two o’clock in the 

afternoon for three successive days; the first day it will be drawn by four 

white, the second by four chestnut, and the last by four black horses; but 

if you fail to keep awake and I find you sleeping, I shall not be set free.” 

The man promised to do all that she wished, but the raven said, 

“Alas! I know even now that you will take something from the woman 

and be unable to save me.” The man assured her again that he would on 

no account touch a thing to eat or drink. 

When he came to the house and went inside, the old woman met him, 

and said, “Poor man! How tired you are! Come in and rest and let me 

give you something to eat and drink.” 

“No,” answered the man, “I will neither eat nor drink.” 

But she would not leave him alone, and urged him saying, “If you 

will not eat anything, at least you might take a draught of wine; one drink 

counts for nothing,” and at last he allowed himself to be persuaded, and 

drank. 

As it drew towards the appointed hour, he went outside into the 

garden and mounted the tan-heap to await the raven. Suddenly a feeling 
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of fatigue came over him, and unable to resist it, he lay down for a little 

while, fully determined, however, to keep awake; but in another minute 

his eyes closed of their own accord, and he fell into such a deep sleep, 

that all the noises in the world would not have awakened him. At two 

o’clock the raven came driving along, drawn by her four white horses; 

but even before she reached the spot, she said to herself, sighing, “I know 

he has fallen asleep.” When she entered the garden, there she found him 

as she had feared, lying on the tan-heap, fast asleep. She got out of her 

carriage and went to him; she called him and shook him, but it was all in 

vain, he still continued sleeping. 

The next day at noon, the old woman came to him again with food 

and drink which he at first refused. At last, overcome by her persistent 

entreaties that he would take something, he lifted the glass and drank 

again. 

Towards two o’clock he went into the garden and on to the tan-heap 

to watch for the raven. He had not been there long before he began to 

feel so tired that his limbs seemed hardly able to support him, and he 

could not stand upright any longer; so again he lay down and fell fast 

asleep. As the raven drove along her four chestnut horses, she said 

sorrowfully to herself, “I know he has fallen asleep.” She went as before 

to look for him, but he slept, and it was impossible to awaken him. 

The following day the old woman said to him, “What is this? You 

are not eating or drinking anything, do you want to kill yourself?” 

He answered, “I may not and will not either eat or drink.” 

But she put down the dish of food and the glass of wine in front of 

him, and when he smelt the wine, he was unable to resist the temptation, 

and took a deep draught. 

When the hour came round again he went as usual on to the tan-heap 

in the garden to await the king’s daughter, but he felt even more 

overcome with weariness than on the two previous days, and throwing 

himself down, he slept like a log. At two o’clock the raven could be seen 

approaching, and this time her coachman and everything about her, as 

well as her horses, were black. 

She was sadder than ever as she drove along, and said mournfully, “I 

know he has fallen asleep, and will not be able to set me free.” She found 

him sleeping heavily, and all her efforts to awaken him were of no avail. 
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Then she placed beside him a loaf, and some meat, and a flask of wine, 

of such a kind, that however much he took of them, they would never 

grow less. After that she drew a gold ring, on which her name was 

engraved, off her finger, and put it upon one of his. Finally, she laid a 

letter near him, in which, after giving him particulars of the food and 

drink she had left for him, she finished with the following words: “I see 

that as long as you remain here you will never be able to set me free; if, 

however, you still wish to do so, come to the golden castle of Stromberg; 

this is well within your power to accomplish.” She then returned to her 

carriage and drove to the golden castle of Stromberg. 

When the man awoke and found that he had been sleeping, he was 

grieved at heart, and said, “She has no doubt been here and driven away 

again, and it is now too late for me to save her.” Then his eyes fell on the 

things which were lying beside him; he read the letter, and knew from it 

all that had happened. He rose up without delay, eager to start on his way 

and to reach the castle of Stromberg, but he had no idea in which 

direction he ought to go. He travelled about a long time in search of it 

and came at last to a dark forest, through which he went on walking for 

fourteen days and still could not find a way out. Once more the night 

came on, and worn out he lay down under a bush and fell asleep. Again 

the next day he pursued his way through the forest, and that evening, 

thinking to rest again, he lay down as before, but he heard such a 

howling and wailing that he found it impossible to sleep. He waited till it 

was darker and people had begun to light up their houses, and then 

seeing a little glimmer ahead of him, he went towards it. 

He found that the light came from a house which looked smaller than 

it really was, from the contrast of its height with that of an immense giant 

who stood in front of it. He thought to himself, “If the giant sees me 

going in, my life will not be worth much.” However, after a while he 

summoned up courage and went forward. When the giant saw him, he 

called out, “It is lucky for that you have come, for I have not had 

anything to eat for a long time. I can have you now for my supper.” 

“I would rather you let that alone,” said the man, “for I do not 

willingly give myself up to be eaten; if you are wanting food I have 

enough to satisfy your hunger.” 
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“If that is so,” replied the giant, “I will leave you in peace; I only 

thought of eating you because I had nothing else.” 

So they went indoors together and sat down, and the man brought out 

the bread, meat, and wine, which although he had eaten and drunk of 

them, were still unconsumed. The giant was pleased with the good cheer, 

and ate and drank to his heart’s content. When he had finished his supper 

the man asked him if he could direct him to the castle of Stromberg. The 

giant said, “I will look on my map; on it are marked all the towns, 

villages, and houses.” So he fetched his map, and looked for the castle, 

but could not find it. “Never mind,” he said, “I have larger maps upstairs 

in the cupboard, we will look on those,” but they searched in vain, for the 

castle was not marked even on these. The man now thought he should 

like to continue his journey, but the giant begged him to remain for a day 

or two longer until the return of his brother, who was away in search of 

provisions. When the brother came home, they asked him about the 

castle of Stromberg, and he told them he would look on his own maps as 

soon as he had eaten and appeased his hunger. Accordingly, when he had 

finished his supper, they all went up together to his room and looked 

through his maps, but the castle was not to be found. Then he fetched 

other older maps, and they went on looking for the castle until at last 

they found it, but it was many thousand miles away. “How shall I be able 

to get there?” asked the man. “I have two hours to spare,” said the giant, 

“and I will carry you into the neighbourhood of the castle; I must then 

return to look after the child who is in our care.” 

The giant, thereupon, carried the man to within about a hundred 

leagues of the castle, where he left him, saying, “You will be able to 

walk the remainder of the way yourself.” The man journeyed on day and 

night till he reached the golden castle of Stromberg. He found it situated, 

however, on a glass mountain, and looking up from the foot he saw the 

enchanted maiden drive round her castle and then go inside. He was 

overjoyed to see her, and longed to get to the top of the mountain, but the 

sides were so slippery that every time he attempted to climb he fell back 

again. When he saw that it was impossible to reach her, he was greatly 

grieved, and said to himself, “I will remain here and wait for her,” so he 

built himself a little hut, and there he sat and watched for a whole year, 
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and every day he saw the king’s daughter driving round her castle, but 

still was unable to get nearer to her. 

Looking out from his hut one day he saw three robbers fighting and 

he called out to them, “God be with you.” They stopped when they heard 

the call, but looking round and seeing nobody, they went on again with 

their fighting, which now became more furious. “God be with you,” he 

cried again, and again they paused and looked about, but seeing no one 

went back to their fighting. A third time he called out, “God be with 

you,” and then thinking he should like to know the cause of dispute 

between the three men, he went out and asked them why they were 

fighting so angrily with one another. One of them said that he had found 

a stick, and that he had but to strike it against any door through which he 

wished to pass, and it immediately flew open. Another told him that he 

had found a cloak which rendered its wearer invisible; and the third had 

caught a horse which would carry its rider over any obstacle, and even up 

the glass mountain. They had been unable to decide whether they would 

keep together and have the things in common, or whether they would 

separate. On hearing this, the man said, “I will give you something in 

exchange for those three things; not money, for that I have not got, but 

something that is of far more value. I must first, however, prove whether 

all you have told me about your three things is true.” The robbers, 

therefore, made him get on the horse, and handed him the stick and the 

cloak, and when he had put this round him he was no longer visible. 

Then he fell upon them with the stick and beat them one after another, 

crying, “There, you idle vagabonds, you have got what you deserve; are 

you satisfied now!” 

After this he rode up the glass mountain. When he reached the gate 

of the castle, he found it closed, but he gave it a blow with his stick, and 

it flew wide open at once and he passed through. He mounted the steps 

and entered the room where the maiden was sitting, with a golden goblet 

full of wine in front of her. She could not see him for he still wore his 

cloak. He took the ring which she had given him off his finger, and threw 

it into the goblet, so that it rang as it touched the bottom. “That is my 

own ring,” she exclaimed, “and if that is so the man must also be here 

who is coming to set me free.” 
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She sought for him about the castle, but could find him nowhere. 

Meanwhile he had gone outside again and mounted his horse and thrown 

off the cloak. When therefore she came to the castle gate she saw him, 

and cried aloud for joy. Then he dismounted and took her in his arms; 

and she kissed him, and said, “Now you have indeed set me free, and 

tomorrow we will celebrate our marriage.” 

© 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor



96 

 

© 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor



97 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Brother and Sister 

By Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm 
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THERE was once a little brother who took his Sister by the hand, and 

said, “Since our own dear mother’s death we have not had one happy 

hour; our stepmother beats us every day, and, when we come near her, 

kicks us away with her foot. Come, let us wander forth into the wide 

world.” So all day long they travelled over meadows, fields, and stony 

roads. By the evening they came into a large forest, and laid themselves 

down in a hollow tree, and went to sleep. When they awoke the next 

morning, the sun had already risen high in the heavens, and its beams 

made the tree so hot that the little boy said to his sister, “I am so very 

thirsty, that if I knew where there was a brook, I would go and drink. Ah! 

I think I hear one running;” and so saying, he got up, and taking his 

Sister’s hand they went to look for the brook. 

The wicked stepmother, however, was a witch, and had witnessed 

the departure of the two children: so, sneaking after them secretly, as is 

the habit of witches, she had enchanted all the springs in the forest. 

Presently they found a brook, which ran trippingly over the pebbles, 

and the Brother would have drunk out of it, but the Sister heard how it 

said as it ran along, “Who drinks of me will become a tiger!” So the 

Sister exclaimed, “I pray you, Brother, drink not, or you will become a 

tiger, and tear me to pieces!” So the Brother did not drink, although his 

thirst was very great, and he said, “I will wait till the next brook.” 

As they came to the second, the Sister heard it say, “Who drinks of 

me becomes a wolf!” The Sister ran up crying, “Brother, do not, pray do 

not drink, or you will become a wolf and eat me up!” Then the Brother 

did not drink, saying, “I will wait until we come to the next spring, but 

then I must drink, you may say what you will; my thirst is much too 

great.” Just as they reached the third brook, the Sister heard the voice 

saying, “Who drinks of me will become a fawn!” So the Sister said, “Oh, 

my Brother do not drink, or you will be changed into a fawn, and run 

away from me!” But he had already kneeled down, and he drank of the 

water, and, as the first drops passed his lips, his shape took that of a 

fawn. 

At first the Sister wept over her little, changed Brother, and he wept 

too, and knelt by her, very sorrowful; but at last the maiden said, “Be 

still, dear little fawn, and I will never forsake you!” and, taking off her 

golden garter, she placed it around his neck, and, weaving rushes, made a 
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girdle to lead him with. This she tied to him, and taking the other end in 

her hand, she led him away, and they travelled deeper and deeper into the 

forest. After they had gone a long distance they came to a little hut, and 

the maiden, peeping in, found it empty, and thought, “Here we can stay 

and dwell.” Then she looked for leaves and moss to make a soft couch 

for the Fawn, and every morning she went out and collected roots and 

berries and nuts for herself, and tender grass for the Fawn. In the evening 

when the Sister was tired, and had said her prayers, she laid her head 

upon the back of the Fawn, which served for a pillow, on which she slept 

soundly. Had but the Brother regained his own proper form, their lives 

would have been happy indeed. 

Thus they dwelt in this wilderness, and some time had elapsed when 

it happened that the King of the country had a great hunt in the forest; 

and now sounded through the trees the blowing of horns, the barking of 

dogs, and the lusty cry of the hunters, so that the little Fawn heard them, 

and wanted very much to join in. “Ah!” said he to his Sister, “let me go 

to the hunt, I cannot restrain myself any longer;” and he begged so hard 

that at last she consented. “But,” she told him, “return again in the 

evening, for I shall shut my door against the wild huntsmen, and, that I 

may know you, do you knock, and say, ‘Sister, dear, let me in,’ and if 

you do not speak I shall not open the door.” 

As soon as she had said this, the little Fawn sprang off quite glad and 

merry in the fresh breeze. The King and his huntsmen perceived the 

beautiful animal, and pursued him; but they could not catch him, and 

when they thought they certainly had him, he sprang away over the 

bushes, and got out of sight. Just as it was getting dark, he ran up to the 

hut, and, knocking, said, “Sister mine, let me in.” Then she unfastened 

the little door, and he went in, and rested all night long upon his soft 

couch. The next morning the hunt was commenced again, and as soon as 

the little Fawn heard the horns and the tally-ho of the sportsmen he could 

not rest, and said, “Sister, dear, open the door; I must be off.” The Sister 

opened it, saying, “Return at evening, mind, and say the words as 

before.” When the King and his huntsmen saw him again, the Fawn with 

the golden necklace, they followed him, close, but he was too nimble and 

quick for them. The whole day long they kept up with him, but towards 

evening the huntsmen made a circle around him, and one wounded him 

© 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor



100 

slightly in the hinder foot, so that he could run but slowly. Then one of 

them slipped after him to the little hut, and heard him say, “Sister, dear, 

open the door,” and saw that the door was opened and immediately shut 

behind him. The huntsman, having observed all this, went and told the 

King what he had seen and heard, and he said, “On the morrow I will 

pursue him once again.” 

The Sister, however, was terribly afraid when she saw that her Fawn 

was wounded, and, washing off the blood, she put herbs upon the foot, 

and said, “Go and rest upon your bed, dear Fawn, that your wound may 

heal.” It was so slight, that the next morning he felt nothing of it, and 

when he heard the hunting cries outside, he exclaimed, “I cannot stop 

away—I must be there, and none shall catch me so easily again!” The 

Sister wept very much and told him, “Soon will they kill you, and I shall 

be here alone in this forest, forsaken by all the world: I cannot let you 

go.” 

“I shall die here in vexation,” answered the Fawn, “if you do not, for 

when I hear the horn, I think I shall jump out of my skin.” The Sister, 

finding she could not prevent him, opened the door, with a heavy heart, 

and the Fawn jumped out, quite delighted, into the forest. As soon as the 

King perceived him, he said to his huntsmen, “Follow him all day long 

till the evening, but let no one do him any harm.” Then when the sun had 

set, the King asked his huntsman to show him the hut; and as they came 

to it he knocked at the door and said, “Let me in, dear Sister.” 

Upon this the door opened, and, stepping in, the King saw a maiden 

more beautiful than he had ever beheld before. She was frightened when 

she saw not her Fawn, but a man enter, who had a golden crown upon his 

head. But the King, looking at her with a kindly glance, held out to her 

his hand, saying, “Will you go with me to my castle, and be my dear 

wife?” 

“Oh, yes,” replied the maiden; “but the Fawn must go too: him I will 

never forsake.” The King replied, “He shall remain with you as long as 

you live, and shall never want.” 

The King took the beautiful maiden upon his horse, and rode to his 

castle, where the wedding was celebrated with great splendor and she 

became Queen, and they lived together a long time; while the Fawn was 

taken care of and played about the castle garden. 
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The wicked stepmother, however, on whose account the children had 

wandered forth into the world, had supposed that long ago the Sister had 

been torn into pieces by the wild beasts, and the little Brother in his 

Fawn’s shape hunted to death by the hunters. As soon, therefore, as she 

heard how happy they had become, and how everything prospered with 

them, envy and jealousy were aroused in her wicked heart, and left her 

no peace; and she was always thinking in what way she could bring 

misfortune upon them. 

Her own daughter, who was as ugly as night, and had but one eye, 

for which she was continually reproached, said, “The luck of being a 

Queen has never happened to me.” 

“Be quiet, now,” replied the old woman, “and make yourself 

contented: when the time comes I will help and assist you.” As soon, 

then, as the time came when the Queen gave birth to a beautiful little 

boy, which happened when the King was out hunting, the old witch took 

the form of a chambermaid, and got into the room where the Queen was 

lying, and said to her, “The bath is ready, which will restore you and give 

you fresh strength; be quick before it gets cold.” Her daughter being at 

hand, they carried the weak Queen between them into the room, and laid 

her in the bath, and then, shutting the door, they ran off; but first they 

made up an immense fire in the stove, which must soon suffocate the 

poor young Queen. 

When this was done, the old woman took her daughter, and, putting a 

cap upon her head, laid her in the bed in the Queen’s place. She gave her, 

too, the form and appearance of the real Queen, as far as she was able; 

but she could not restore the lost eye, and, so that the King might not 

notice it, she turned her upon that side where there was no eye. 

When midnight came, and everyone was asleep, the nurse, who sat 

by herself, wide awake, near the cradle, in the nursery, saw the door open 

and the true Queen come in. She took the child in her arms, and rocked it 

a while, and then, shaking up its pillow, laid it down in its cradle, and 

covered it over again. She did not forget the Fawn, either, but going to 

the corner where he was, stroked his head, and then went silently out of 

the door. The nurse asked in the morning of the guards if anyone had 

passed into the castle during the night; but they answered, “No, we have 

not seen anybody.” For many nights afterwards she came constantly, but 
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never spoke a word; and the nurse saw her always, but she would not 

trust herself to speak about it to anyone. 

When some time had passed away, the Queen one night began to 

speak, and said— 

“How fares my child! How fares my fawn? Twice more will I come, 

but never again.” 

The nurse made no reply; but, when she had disappeared, went to the 

King, and told him. The King exclaimed, “Oh, mercy! What does this 

mean? The next night I will watch myself by the child.” So in the 

evening he went into the nursery, and about midnight the Queen 

appeared, and said— 

“How fares my child! How fares my fawn? Once more will I come, 

but never again.” 

And she nursed the child, as she usually did, and then disappeared. 

The King dared not speak; but he watched the following night, and this 

time she said— 

“How fares my child! How fares my fawn? This time have I come, 

but never again.” 

At these words the King could hold back no longer, but, springing 

up, cried, “You can be no other than my dear wife!” Then she answered, 

“Yes, I am your dear wife;” and at that moment her life was restored by 

God’s mercy, and she was again as beautiful and charming as ever. She 

told the King the fraud which the witch and her daughter had practised 

upon him, and he had them both tried, and sentence was pronounced 

against them. The little Fawn was disenchanted, and received once more 

his human form; and the Brother and Sister lived happily together to the 

end of their days. 
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Ricky of the Tuft 

By Charles Perrault 
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ONCE upon a time there was a queen who bore a son so ugly and 

misshapen that for some time it was doubtful if he would have human 

form at all. But a fairy who was present at his birth promised that he 

should have plenty of brains, and added that by virtue of the gift which 

she had just bestowed upon him he would be able to impart to the person 

whom he should love best the same degree of intelligence which he 

possessed himself. 

This somewhat consoled the poor queen, who was greatly 

disappointed at having brought into the world such a hideous brat. And 

indeed, no sooner did the child begin to speak than his sayings proved to 

be full of shrewdness, while all that he did was somehow so clever that 

he charmed every one. 

I forgot to mention that when he was born he had a little tuft of hair 

upon his head. For this reason he was called Ricky of the Tuft, Ricky 

being his family name. 

Some seven or eight years later the queen of a neighbouring kingdom 

gave birth to twin daughters. The first one to come into the world was 

more beautiful than the dawn, and the queen was so overjoyed that it was 

feared her great excitement might do her some harm. The same fairy who 

had assisted at the birth of Ricky of the Tuft was present, and, in order to 

moderate the transports of the queen she declared that this little princess 

would have no sense at all, and would be as stupid as she was beautiful. 

The queen was deeply mortified, and a moment or two later her 

chagrin became greater still, for the second daughter proved to be 

extremely ugly. 

“Do not be distressed, Madam,” said the fairy; “your daughter shall 

be recompensed in another way. She shall have so much good sense that 

her lack of beauty will scarcely be noticed.” 

“May Heaven grant it!” said the queen; “but is there no means by 

which the elder, who is so beautiful, can be endowed with some 

intelligence?” 

“In the matter of brains I can do nothing for her, Madam,” said the 

fairy, “but as regards beauty I can do a great deal. As there is nothing I 

would not do to please you, I will bestow upon her the power of making 

beautiful any person who shall greatly please her.” 
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As the two princesses grew up their perfections increased, and 

everywhere the beauty of the elder and the wit of the younger were the 

subject of common talk. 

It is equally true that their defects also increased as they became 

older. The younger grew uglier every minute, and the elder daily became 

more stupid. Either she answered nothing at all when spoken to, or 

replied with some idiotic remark. At the same time she was so awkward 

that she could not set four china vases on the mantelpiece without 

breaking one of them, nor drink a glass of water without spilling half of 

it over her clothes. 

Now although the elder girl possessed the great advantage which 

beauty always confers upon youth, she was nevertheless outshone in 

almost all company by her younger sister. At first every one gathered 

round the beauty to see and admire her, but very soon they were all 

attracted by the graceful and easy conversation of the clever one. In a 

very short time the elder girl would be left entirely alone, while 

everybody clustered round her sister. 

The elder princess was not so stupid that she was not aware of this, 

and she would willingly have surrendered all her beauty for half her 

sister’s cleverness. Sometimes she was ready to die of grief, for the 

queen, though a sensible woman, could not refrain from occasionally 

reproaching her with her stupidity. 

The princess had retired one day to a wood to bemoan her 

misfortune, when she saw approaching her an ugly little man, of very 

disagreeable appearance, but clad in magnificent attire. 

This was the young prince Ricky of the Tuft. He had fallen in love 

with her portrait, which was everywhere to be seen, and had left his 

father’s kingdom in order to have the pleasure of seeing and talking to 

her. 

Delighted to meet her thus alone, he approached with every mark of 

respect and politeness. But while he paid her the usual compliments he 

noticed that she was plunged in melancholy. 

“I cannot understand, madam,” he said, “how any one with your 

beauty can be so sad as you appear. I can boast of having seen many fair 

ladies, and I declare that none of them could compare in beauty with you.” 
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“It is very kind of you to say so, sir,” answered the princess; and 

stopped there, at a loss what to say further. 

“Beauty,” said Ricky, “is of such great advantage that everything 

else can be disregarded; and I do not see that the possessor of it can have 

anything much to grieve about.” 

To this the princess replied: 

“I would rather be as plain as you are and have some sense, than be 

as beautiful as I am and at the same time stupid.” 

“Nothing more clearly displays good sense, madam, than a belief 

that one is not possessed of it. It follows, therefore, that the more one 

has, the more one fears it to be wanting.” 

“I am not sure about that,” said the princess; “but I know only too 

well that I am very stupid, and this is the reason of the misery which is 

nearly killing me.” 

“If that is all that troubles you, madam, I can easily put an end to 

your suffering.” 

“How will you manage that?” said the princess. 

“I am able, madam,” said Ricky of the Tuft, “to bestow as much 

good sense as it is possible to possess on the person whom I love the 

most. You are that person, and it therefore rests with you to decide 

whether you will acquire so much intelligence. The only condition is that 

you shall consent to marry me.” 

The princess was dumbfounded, and remained silent. 

“I can see,” pursued Ricky, “that this suggestion perplexes you, and I 

am not surprised. But I will give you a whole year to make up your mind 

to it.” 

The princess had so little sense, and at the same time desired it so 

ardently, that she persuaded herself the end of this year would never 

come. So she accepted the offer which had been made to her. No sooner 

had she given her word to Ricky that she would marry him within one 

year from that very day, than she felt a complete change come over her. 

She found herself able to say all that she wished with the greatest ease, 

and to say it in an elegant, finished, and natural manner. She at once 

engaged Ricky in a brilliant and lengthy conversation, holding her own 

so well that Ricky feared he had given her a larger share of sense than he 

had retained for himself. 
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On her return to the palace amazement reigned throughout the Court 

at such a sudden and extraordinary change. Whereas formerly they had 

been accustomed to hear her give vent to silly, pert remarks, they now 

heard her express herself sensibly and very wittily. 

The entire Court was overjoyed. The only person not too pleased was 

the younger sister, for now that she had no longer the advantage over the 

elder in wit, she seemed nothing but a little fright in comparison. 

The king himself often took her advice, and several times held his 

councils in her apartment. 

The news of this change spread abroad, and the princes of the 

neighbouring kingdoms made many attempts to captivate her. Almost all 

asked her in marriage. But she found none with enough sense, and so she 

listened to all without promising herself to any. 

At last came one who was so powerful, so rich, so witty, and so 

handsome, that she could not help being somewhat attracted by him. Her 

father noticed this, and told her she could make her own choice of a 

husband: she had only to declare herself. 

Now the more sense one has, the more difficult it is to make up one’s 

mind in an affair of this kind. After thanking her father, therefore, she 

asked for a little time to think it over. 

In order to ponder quietly what she had better do she went to walk in 

a wood—the very one, as it happened, where she encountered Ricky of 

the Tuft. 

While she walked, deep in thought, she heard beneath her feet a 

thudding sound, as though many people were running busily to and fro. 

Listening more attentively she heard voices. “Bring me that boiler,” said 

one; then another—“Put some wood on that fire!” 

At that moment the ground opened, and she saw below what appeared 

to be a large kitchen full of cooks and scullions, and all the train of 

attendants which the preparation of a great banquet involves. A gang of 

some twenty or thirty spit-turners emerged and took up their positions 

round a very long table in a path in the wood. They all wore their cook’s 

caps on one side, and with their basting implements in their hands they 

kept time together as they worked, to the lilt of a melodious song. 

The princess was astonished by this spectacle, and asked for whom 

their work was being done. 
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“For Prince Ricky of the Tuft, madam,” said the foreman of the 

gang; “his wedding is to-morrow.” 

At this the princess was more surprised than ever. In a flash she 

remembered that it was a year to the very day since she had promised to 

marry Prince Ricky of the Tuft, and was taken aback by the recollection. 

The reason she had forgotten was that when she made the promise she 

was still without sense, and with the acquisition of that intelligence 

which the prince had bestowed upon her, all memory of her former 

stupidities had been blotted out. 

She had not gone another thirty paces when Ricky of the Tuft 

appeared before her, gallant and resplendent, like a prince upon his 

wedding day. 

“As you see, madam,” he said, “I keep my word to the minute. I do 

not doubt that you have come to keep yours, and by giving me your hand 

to make me the happiest of men.” 

“I will be frank with you,” replied the princess. “I have not yet made 

up my mind on the point, and I am afraid I shall never be able to take the 

decision you desire.” 

“You astonish me, madam,” said Ricky of the Tuft. 

“I can well believe it,” said the princess, “and undoubtedly, if I had 

to deal with a clown, or a man who lacked good sense, I should feel 

myself very awkwardly situated. ‘A princess must keep her word,’ he 

would say, ‘and you must marry me because you promised to!’ But I am 

speaking to a man of the world, of the greatest good sense, and I am sure 

that he will listen to reason. As you are aware, I could not make up my 

mind to marry you even when I was entirely without sense; how can you 

expect that to-day, possessing the intelligence you bestowed on me, 

which makes me still more difficult to please than formerly, I should take 

a decision which I could not take then? If you wished so much to marry 

me, you were very wrong to relieve me of my stupidity, and to let me see 

more clearly than I did.” 

“If a man who lacked good sense,” replied Ricky of the Tuft, “would 

be justified, as you have just said, in reproaching you for breaking your 

word, why do you expect, madam, that I should act differently where the 

happiness of my whole life is at stake? Is it reasonable that people who 

have sense should be treated worse than those who have none? Would 
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you maintain that for a moment—you, who so markedly have sense, and 

desired so ardently to have it? But, pardon me, let us get to the facts. 

With the exception of my ugliness, is there anything about me which 

displeases you? Are you dissatisfied with my breeding, my brains, my 

disposition, or my manners?” 

“In no way,” replied the princess; “I like exceedingly all that you 

have displayed of the qualities you mention.” 

“In that case,” said Ricky of the Tuft, “happiness will be mine, for it 

lies in your power to make me the most attractive of men.” 

“How can that be done?” asked the princess. 

“It will happen of itself,” replied Ricky of the Tuft, “if you love me 

well enough to wish that it be so. To remove your doubts, madam, let me 

tell you that the same fairy who on the day of my birth bestowed upon 

me the power of endowing with intelligence the woman of my choice, 

gave to you also the power of endowing with beauty the man whom you 

should love, and on whom you should wish to confer this favour.” 

“If that is so,” said the princess, “I wish with all my heart that you 

may become the handsomest and most attractive prince in the world, and 

I give you without reserve the boon which it is mine to bestow.” 

No sooner had the princess uttered these words than Ricky of the 

Tuft appeared before her eyes as the handsomest, most graceful and 

attractive man that she had ever set eyes on. 

Some people assert that this was not the work of fairy enchantment, 

but that love alone brought about the transformation. They say that the 

princess, as she mused upon her lover’s constancy, upon his good sense, 

and his many admirable qualities of heart and head, grew blind to the 

deformity of his body and the ugliness of his face; that his hump back 

seemed no more than was natural in a man who could make the courtliest 

of bows, and that the dreadful limp which had formerly distressed her 

now betokened nothing more than a certain diffidence and charming 

deference of manner. They say further that she found his eyes shine all 

the brighter for their squint, and that this defect in them was to her but a 

sign of passionate love; while his great red nose she found nought but 

martial and heroic. 

However that may be, the princess promised to marry him on the 

spot, provided only that he could obtain the consent of her royal father. 
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The king knew Ricky of the Tuft to be a prince both wise and witty, 

and on learning of his daughter’s regard for him, he accepted him with 

pleasure as a son-in-law. 

The wedding took place upon the morrow, just as Ricky of the Tuft 

had foreseen, and in accordance with the arrangements he had long ago 

put in train. 
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Rumpelstiltskin 

By Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm 
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BY the side of a wood, in a country a long way off, ran a fine stream of 

water; and upon the stream there stood a mill. The miller’s house was 

close by, and the miller, you must know, had a very beautiful daughter. 

She was, moreover, very shrewd and clever; and the miller was so proud 

of her, that he one day told the king of the land, who used to come and 

hunt in the wood, that his daughter could spin gold out of straw. Now 

this king was very fond of money; and when he heard the miller’s boast 

his greediness was raised, and he sent for the girl to be brought before 

him. Then he led her to a chamber in his palace where there was a great 

heap of straw, and gave her a spinning-wheel, and said, “All this must be 

spun into gold before morning, as you love your life.” It was in vain that 

the poor maiden said that it was only a silly boast of her father, for that 

she could do no such thing as spin straw into gold: the chamber door was 

locked, and she was left alone. 

She sat down in one corner of the room, and began to bewail her 

hard fate; when on a sudden the door opened, and a droll-looking little 

man hobbled in, and said, “Good morrow to you, my good lass; what are 

you weeping for?” 

“Alas!” said she, “I must spin this straw into gold, and I know not 

how.” 

“What will you give me,” said the hobgoblin, “to do it for you?” 

“My necklace,” replied the maiden. He took her at her word, and sat 

himself down to the wheel, and whistled and sang: 

 

“Round about, round about, 

Lo and behold! 

Reel away, reel away, 

Straw into gold!” 

 

And round about the wheel went merrily; the work was quickly 

done, and the straw was all spun into gold. 

When the king came and saw this, he was greatly astonished and 

pleased; but his heart grew still more greedy of gain, and he shut up the 

poor miller’s daughter again with a fresh task. Then she knew not what 

to do, and sat down once more to weep; but the dwarf soon opened the 

door, and said, “What will you give me to do your task?” 
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“The ring on my finger,” said she. So her little friend took the ring, 

and began to work at the wheel again, and whistled and sang: 

 

“Round about, round about, 

Lo and behold! 

Reel away, reel away, 

Straw into gold!” 

 

Till, long before morning, all was done again. 

The king was greatly delighted to see all this glittering treasure; but 

still he had not enough: so he took the miller’s daughter to a yet larger 

heap, and said, “All this must be spun tonight; and if it is, you shall be 

my queen.” As soon as she was alone that dwarf came in, and said, 

“What will you give me to spin gold for you this third time?” 

“I have nothing left,” said she. “Then say you will give me,” said the 

little man, “the first little child that you may have when you are queen.” 

“That may never be,” thought the miller’s daughter: and as she knew 

no other way to get her task done, she said she would do what he asked. 

Round went the wheel again to the old song, and the manikin once more 

spun the heap into gold. The king came in the morning, and, finding all 

he wanted, was forced to keep his word; so he married the miller’s 

daughter, and she really became queen. 

At the birth of her first little child she was very glad, and forgot the 

dwarf, and what she had said. But one day he came into her room, where 

she was sitting playing with her baby, and put her in mind of it. Then she 

grieved sorely at her misfortune, and said she would give him all the 

wealth of the kingdom if he would let her off, but in vain; till at last her 

tears softened him, and he said, “I will give you three days’ grace, and if 

during that time you tell me my name, you shall keep your child.” 

Now the queen lay awake all night, thinking of all the odd names that 

she had ever heard; and she sent messengers all over the land to find out 

new ones. The next day the little man came, and she began with Timothy, 

Ichabod, Benjamin, Jeremiah, and all the names she could remember; but 

to all and each of them he said, “Madam, that is not my name.” 
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The second day she began with all the comical names she could hear 

of, Bandy-Legs, Hunchback, Crook-Shanks, and so on; but the little 

gentleman still said to every one of them, “Madam, that is not my name.” 

The third day one of the messengers came back, and said, “I have 

travelled two days without hearing of any other names; but yesterday, as 

I was climbing a high hill, among the trees of the forest where the fox 

and the hare bid each other good night, I saw a little hut; and before the 

hut burnt a fire; and round about the fire a funny little dwarf was dancing 

upon one leg, and singing: 

 

“Merrily the feast I’ll make. 

Today I’ll brew, tomorrow bake; 

Merrily I’ll dance and sing. 

For next day will a stranger bring. 

Little does my lady dream 

Rumpelstiltskin is my name!” 

 

When the queen heard this she jumped for joy, and as soon as her 

little friend came she sat down upon her throne, and called all her court 

round to enjoy the fun; and the nurse stood by her side with the baby in 

her arms, as if it was quite ready to be given up. Then the little man 

began to chuckle at the thought of having the poor child, to take home 

with him to his hut in the woods; and he cried out, “Now, lady, what is 

my name?” 

“Is it John?” asked she. “No, madam!” 

“Is it Tom?” 

“No, madam!” 

“Is it Jemmy?” 

“It is not.” 

“Can your name be Rumpelstiltskin?” said the lady slyly. 

“Some witch told you that!” cried the little man, and dashed his right 

foot in a rage so deep into the floor, that he was forced to lay hold of it 

with both hands to pull it out. 

Then he made the best of his way off, while the nurse laughed and 

the baby crowed; and all the court jeered at him for having had so much 
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trouble for nothing, and said, “We wish you a very good morning, and a 

merry feast, Mr. Rumpelstiltskin!” 
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The Twelve Brothers 

By Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm 
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ONCE upon a time there lived a King and Queen very peacefully 

together; they had twelve children, all boys. Now the King said to the 

Queen one day, 

“If our thirteenth child should be a girl the twelve boys shall die, so 

that her riches may be the greater, and the kingdom fall to her alone.” 

Then he caused twelve coffins to be made; and they were filled with 

shavings, and a little pillow laid in each, and they were brought and put 

in a locked-up room; and the King gave the key to the Queen, and told 

her to say nothing about it to anyone. 

But the mother sat the whole day sorrowing, so that her youngest 

son, who never left her, and to whom she had given the Bible name 

Benjamin, said to her, 

“Dear mother, why are you so sad?” 

“Dearest child,” answered she, “I dare not tell you.” 

But he let her have no peace until she went and unlocked the room, 

and showed him the twelve coffins with the shavings and the little 

pillows. Then she said, 

“My dear Benjamin, your father has caused these coffins to be made 

for you and your eleven brothers, and if I bring a little girl into the world 

you are all to be put to death together and buried therein.” And she wept 

as she spoke, and her little son comforted her and said, 

“Weep not, dear mother, we will save ourselves and go far away.” 

Then she answered, 

“Yes, go with your eleven brothers out into the world, and let one of 

you always sit on the top of the highest tree that can be found, and keep 

watch upon the tower of this castle. If a little son is born I will put out a 

white flag, and then you may safely venture back again; but if it is a little 

daughter I will put out a red flag, and then flee away as fast as you can, 

and the dear God watch over you. Every night will I arise and pray for 

you—in winter that you may have a fire to warm yourselves by, and in 

summer that you may not languish in the heat.” 

After that, when she had given her sons her blessing, they went away 

out into the wood. One after another kept watch, sitting on the highest 

oak tree, looking towards the tower. When eleven days had passed, and 

Benjamin’s turn came, he saw a flag put out, but it was not white, but 
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blood red, to warn them that they were to die. When the brothers knew 

this they became angry, saying, 

“Shall we suffer death because of a girl! We swear to be revenged; 

wherever we find a girl we will shed her blood.” 

Then they went deeper into the wood; and in the middle, where it 

was darkest, they found a little enchanted house, standing empty. Then 

they said, 

“Here will we dwell; and you, Benjamin, the youngest and weakest, 

shall stay at home and keep house; we others will go abroad and purvey 

food.” 

Then they went into the wood and caught hares, wild roes, birds, and 

pigeons, and whatever else is good to eat, and brought them to Benjamin 

for him to cook and make ready to satisfy their hunger. So they lived 

together in the little house for ten years, and the time did not seem long. 

By this time the Queen’s little daughter was growing up, she had a 

kind heart and a beautiful face, and a golden star on her forehead. Once 

when there was a great wash she saw among the clothes twelve shirts, 

and she asked her mother, 

“Whose are these twelve shirts? They are too small to be my 

father’s.” Then the mother answered with a sore heart, 

“Dear child, they belong to your twelve brothers.” The little girl said, 

“Where are my twelve brothers? I have never heard of them.” And 

her mother answered, 

“God only knows where they are wandering about in the world.” 

Then she led the little girl to the secret room and unlocked it, and showed 

her the twelve coffins with the shavings and the little pillows. 

“These coffins,” said she, “were intended for your twelve brothers, 

but they went away far from home when you were born,” and she related 

how everything had come to pass. Then said the little girl, 

“Dear mother, do not weep, I will go and seek my brothers.” 

So she took the twelve shirts and went far and wide in the great 

forest. The day sped on, and in the evening she came to the enchanted 

house. She went in and found a youth, who asked, 

“Whence do you come, and what do you want?” and he marvelled at 

her beauty, her royal garments, and the star on her forehead. Then she 

answered, 
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“I am a king’s daughter, and I seek my twelve brothers, and I will go 

everywhere under the blue sky until I find them.” And she showed him 

the twelve shirts which belonged to them. Then Benjamin saw that it 

must be his sister, and said, 

“I am Benjamin, your youngest brother.” 

And she began weeping for joy, and Benjamin also, and they kissed 

and cheered each other with great love. After a while he said, 

“Dear sister, there is still a hindrance; we have sworn that any 

maiden that we meet must die, as it was because of a maiden that we had 

to leave our kingdom.” Then she said, 

“I will willingly die, if so I may benefit my twelve brothers.” 

“No,” answered he, “you shall not die; sit down under this tub until 

the eleven brothers come, and I agree with them about it.” She did so; 

and as night came on they returned from hunting, and supper was ready. 

And as they were sitting at table and eating, they asked, 

“What news?” And Benjamin said, 

“Don’t you know any?” 

“No,” answered they. So he said, 

“You have been in the wood, and I have stayed at home, and yet I 

know more than you.” 

“Tell us!” cried they. He answered, 

“Promise me that the first maiden we see shall not be put to death.” 

“Yes, we promise,” cried they all, “she shall have mercy; tell us 

now.” Then he said, 

“Our sister is here,” and lifted up the tub, and the king’s daughter 

came forth in her royal garments with her golden star on her forehead, 

and she seemed so beautiful, delicate, and sweet, that they all rejoiced, 

and fell on her neck and kissed her, and loved her with all their hearts. 

After this she remained with Benjamin in the house and helped him 

with the work. The others went forth into the woods to catch wild 

animals, does, birds, and pigeons, for food for them all, and their sister 

and Benjamin took care that all was made ready for them. She fetched 

the wood for cooking, and the vegetables, and watched the pots on the 

fire, so that supper was always ready when the others came in. She kept 

also great order in the house, and the beds were always beautifully white 

and clean, and the brothers were contented, and lived in unity. 
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One day the two got ready a fine feast, and when they were all 

assembled they sat down and ate and drank, and were full of joy. Now 

there was a little garden belonging to the enchanted house, in which grew 

twelve lilies; the maiden, thinking to please her brothers, went out to 

gather the twelve flowers, meaning to give one to each as they sat at 

meat. But as she broke off the flowers, in the same moment the brothers 

were changed into twelve ravens, and flew over the wood far away, and 

the house with the garden also disappeared. So the poor maiden stood 

alone in the wild wood, and as she was looking around her she saw an 

old woman standing by her, who said, 

“My child, what hast thou done! Why couldst thou not leave the 

twelve flowers standing? They were thy twelve brothers, who are now 

changed to ravens forever.” The maiden said, weeping, 

“Is there no means of setting them free?” 

“No,” said the old woman, “there is in the whole world no way but 

one, and that is difficult; thou canst not release them but by being dumb 

for seven years: thou must neither speak nor laugh; and wert thou to 

speak one single word, and it wanted but one hour of the seven years, all 

would be in vain, and thy brothers would perish because of that one 

word.” 

Then the maiden said in her heart, “I am quite sure that I can set my 

brothers free,” and went and sought a tall tree, climbed up, and sat there 

spinning, and never spoke or laughed. Now it happened that a King, who 

was hunting in the wood, had with him a large greyhound, who ran to the 

tree where the maiden was, sprang up at it, and barked loudly. Up came 

the King and saw the beautiful Princess with the golden star on her 

forehead, and he was so charmed with her beauty that he prayed her to 

become his wife. She gave no answer, only a little nod of her head. Then 

he himself climbed the tree and brought her down, set her on his horse 

and took her home. The wedding was held with great splendour and 

rejoicing, but the bride neither spoke nor laughed. After they had lived 

pleasantly together for a few years, the King’s mother, who was a wicked 

woman, began to slander the young Queen, and said to the King, 

“She is only a low beggar-maid that you have taken to yourself; who 

knows what mean tricks she is playing? Even if she is really dumb and 
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cannot speak she might at least laugh; not to laugh is the sign of a bad 

conscience.” 

At first the King would believe nothing of it, but the old woman talked 

so long, and suggested so many bad things, that he at last let himself be 

persuaded, and condemned the Queen to death. 

Now a great fire was kindled in the courtyard, and she was to be 

burned in it; and the King stood above at the window, and watched it all 

with weeping eyes, for he had held her very dear. And when she was 

already fast bound to the stake, and the fire was licking her garments with 

red tongues, the last moment of the seven years came to an end. Then a 

rushing sound was heard in the air, and twelve ravens came flying and 

sank downwards; and as they touched the earth they became her twelve 

brothers that she had lost. They rushed through the fire and quenched the 

flames, and set their dear sister free, kissing and consoling her. And now 

that her mouth was opened, and that she might venture to speak, she told 

the King the reason of her dumbness, and why she had never laughed. The 

King rejoiced when he heard of her innocence, and they all lived together 

in happiness until their death. 

But the wicked mother-in-law was very unhappy, and died miserably. 
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The Frog Prince 

By Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm 
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ONE fine evening a young princess put on her bonnet and clogs, and 

went out to take a walk by herself in a wood; and when she came to a 

cool spring of water, that rose in the midst of it, she sat herself down to 

rest a while. Now she had a golden ball in her hand, which was her 

favourite plaything; and she was always tossing it up into the air, and 

catching it again as it fell. After a time she threw it up so high that she 

missed catching it as it fell; and the ball bounded away, and rolled along 

upon the ground, till at last it fell down into the spring. The princess 

looked into the spring after her ball, but it was very deep, so deep that 

she could not see the bottom of it. Then she began to bewail her loss, and 

said, “Alas! If I could only get my ball again, I would give all my fine 

clothes and jewels, and everything that I have in the world.” 

Whilst she was speaking, a frog put its head out of the water, and 

said, “Princess, why do you weep so bitterly?” 

“Alas!” said she, “what can you do for me, you nasty frog? My 

golden ball has fallen into the spring.” The frog said, “I want not your 

pearls, and jewels, and fine clothes; but if you will love me, and let me 

live with you and eat from off your golden plate, and sleep upon your 

bed, I will bring you your ball again.” 

“What nonsense,” thought the princess, “this silly frog is talking! He 

can never even get out of the spring to visit me, though he may be able to 

get my ball for me, and therefore I will tell him he shall have what he 

asks.” So she said to the frog, “Well, if you will bring me my ball, I will 

do all you ask.” Then the frog put his head down, and dived deep under 

the water; and after a little while he came up again, with the ball in his 

mouth, and threw it on the edge of the spring. As soon as the young 

princess saw her ball, she ran to pick it up; and she was so overjoyed to 

have it in her hand again, that she never thought of the frog, but ran 

home with it as fast as she could. The frog called after her, “Stay, 

princess, and take me with you as you said,” But she did not stop to hear 

a word. 

The next day, just as the princess had sat down to dinner, she heard a 

strange noise—tap, tap—plash, plash—as if something was coming up 

the marble staircase: and soon afterwards there was a gentle knock at the 

door, and a little voice cried out and said: 
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“Open the door, my princess dear, 

Open the door to thy true love here! 

And mind the words that thou and I said 

By the fountain cool, in the greenwood shade.” 

 

Then the princess ran to the door and opened it, and there she saw 

the frog, whom she had quite forgotten. At this sight she was sadly 

frightened, and shutting the door as fast as she could came back to her 

seat. The king, her father, seeing that something had frightened her, 

asked her what was the matter. “There is a nasty frog,” said she, “at the 

door, that lifted my ball for me out of the spring this morning: I told him 

that he should live with me here, thinking that he could never get out of 

the spring; but there he is at the door, and he wants to come in.” 

While she was speaking the frog knocked again at the door, and said: 

 

“Open the door, my princess dear, 

Open the door to thy true love here! 

And mind the words that thou and I said 

By the fountain cool, in the greenwood shade.” 

 

Then the king said to the young princess, “As you have given your 

word you must keep it; so go and let him in.” She did so, and the frog 

hopped into the room, and then straight on—tap, tap—plash, plash—

from the bottom of the room to the top, till he came up close to the table 

where the princess sat. “Pray lift me upon chair,” said he to the princess, 

“and let me sit next to you.” As soon as she had done this, the frog said, 

“Put your plate nearer to me, that I may eat out of it.” This she did, and 

when he had eaten as much as he could, he said, “Now I am tired; carry 

me upstairs, and put me into your bed.” And the princess, though very 

unwilling, took him up in her hand, and put him upon the pillow of her 

own bed, where he slept all night long. As soon as it was light he jumped 

up, hopped downstairs, and went out of the house. “Now, then,” thought 

the princess, “at last he is gone, and I shall be troubled with him no 

more.” 

But she was mistaken; for when night came again she heard the same 

tapping at the door; and the frog came once more, and said: 
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“Open the door, my princess dear, 

Open the door to thy true love here! 

And mind the words that thou and I said 

By the fountain cool, in the greenwood shade.” 

 

And when the princess opened the door the frog came in, and slept 

upon her pillow as before, till the morning broke. And the third night he 

did the same. But when the princess awoke on the following morning she 

was astonished to see, instead of the frog, a handsome prince, gazing on 

her with the most beautiful eyes she had ever seen, and standing at the 

head of her bed. 

He told her that he had been enchanted by a spiteful fairy, who had 

changed him into a frog; and that he had been fated so to abide till some 

princess should take him out of the spring, and let him eat from her plate, 

and sleep upon her bed for three nights. “You,” said the prince, “have 

broken his cruel charm, and now I have nothing to wish for but that you 

should go with me into my father’s kingdom, where I will marry you, 

and love you as long as you live.” 

The young princess, you may be sure, was not long in saying “Yes” 

to all this; and as they spoke a gay coach drove up, with eight beautiful 

horses, decked with plumes of feathers and a golden harness; and behind 

the coach rode the prince’s servant, faithful Heinrich, who had bewailed 

the misfortunes of his dear master during his enchantment so long and so 

bitterly, that his heart had well-nigh burst. 

They then took leave of the king, and got into the coach with eight 

horses, and all set out, full of joy and merriment, for the prince’s 

kingdom, which they reached safely; and there they lived happily a great 

many years. 
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Tom Thumb 

By Charles Perrault 
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ONCE upon a time there lived a wood-cutter and his wife, who had 

seven children, all boys. The eldest was only ten years old, and the 

youngest was seven. People were astonished that the wood-cutter had 

had so many children in so short a time, but the reason was that his wife 

delighted in children, and never had less than two at a time. 

They were very poor, and their seven children were a great tax on 

them, for none of them was yet able to earn his own living. And they 

were troubled also because the youngest was very delicate and could not 

speak a word. They mistook for stupidity what was in reality a mark of 

good sense. 

This youngest boy was very little. At his birth he was scarcely bigger 

than a man’s thumb, and he was called in consequence Little Tom 

Thumb. The poor child was the scapegoat of the family, and got the 

blame for everything. All the same, he was the sharpest and shrewdest of 

the brothers, and if he spoke but little he listened much. 

There came a very bad year, when the famine was so great that these 

poor people resolved to get rid of their family. One evening, after the 

children had gone to bed, the wood-cutter was sitting in the chimney-

corner with his wife. His heart was heavy with sorrow as he said to her: 

“It must be plain enough to you that we can no longer feed our 

children. I cannot see them die of hunger before my eyes, and I have 

made up my mind to take them to-morrow to the forest and lose them 

there. It will be easy enough to manage, for while they are amusing 

themselves by collecting faggots we have only to disappear without their 

seeing us.” 

“Ah!” cried the wood-cutter’s wife, “do you mean to say you are 

capable of letting your own children be lost?” 

In vain did her husband remind her of their terrible poverty; she 

could not agree. She was poor, but she was their mother. In the end, 

however, reflecting what a grief it would be to see them die of hunger, 

she consented to the plan, and went weeping to bed. 

Little Tom Thumb had heard all that was said. Having discovered, 

when in bed, that serious talk was going on, he had got up softly, and had 

slipped under his father’s stool in order to listen without being seen. He 

went back to bed, but did not sleep a wink for the rest of the night, 

thinking over what he had better do. In the morning he rose very early 
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and went to the edge of a brook. There he filled his pockets with little 

white pebbles and came quickly home again. 

They all set out, and little Tom Thumb said not a word to his 

brothers of what he knew. 

They went into a forest which was so dense that when only ten paces 

apart they could not see each other. The wood-cutter set about his work, 

and the children began to collect twigs to make faggots. Presently the 

father and mother, seeing them busy at their task, edged gradually away, 

and then hurried off in haste along a little narrow footpath. 

When the children found they were alone they began to cry and call 

out with all their might. Little Tom Thumb let them cry, being confident 

that they would get back home again. For on the way he had dropped the 

little white stones which he carried in his pocket all along the path. 

“Don’t be afraid, brothers,” he said presently; “our parents have left 

us here, but I will take you home again. Just follow me.” 

They fell in behind him, and he led them straight to their house by 

the same path which they had taken to the forest. At first they dared not 

go in, but placed themselves against the door, where they could hear 

everything their father and mother were saying. 

Now the wood-cutter and his wife had no sooner reached home than 

the lord of the manor sent them a sum of ten crowns which had been 

owing from him for a long time, and of which they had given up hope. 

This put new life into them, for the poor creatures were dying of hunger. 

The wood-cutter sent his wife off to the butcher at once, and as it 

was such a long time since they had had anything to eat, she bought three 

times as much meat as a supper for two required. 

When they found themselves once more at table, the wood-cutter’s 

wife began to lament. 

“Alas! Where are our poor children now?” she said; “they could 

make a good meal off what we have over. Mind you, William, it was you 

who wished to lose them: I declared over and over again that we should 

repent it. What are they doing now in that forest? Merciful heavens, 

perhaps the wolves have already eaten them! A monster you must be to 

lose your children in this way!” 
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At last the wood-cutter lost patience, for she repeated more than 

twenty times that he would repent it, and that she had told him so. He 

threatened to beat her if she did not hold her tongue. 

It was not that the wood-cutter was less grieved than his wife, but 

she browbeat him, and he was of the same opinion as many other people, 

who like a woman to have the knack of saying the right thing, but not the 

trick of being always in the right. 

“Alas!” cried the wood-cutter’s wife, bursting into tears, “where are 

now my children, my poor children?” 

She said it once so loud that the children at the door heard it plainly. 

Together they all called out: 

“Here we are! Here we are!” 

She rushed to open the door for them, and exclaimed, as she 

embraced them: 

“How glad I am to see you again, dear children! You must be very 

tired and very hungry. And you, Peterkin, how muddy you are—come 

and let me wash you!” 

This Peterkin was her eldest son. She loved him more than all the 

others because he was inclined to be red-headed, and she herself was 

rather red. 

They sat down at the table and ate with an appetite which it did their 

parents good to see. They all talked at once, as they recounted the fears 

they had felt in the forest. 

The good souls were delighted to have their children with them 

again, and the pleasure continued as long as the ten crowns lasted. But 

when the money was all spent they relapsed into their former sadness. 

They again resolved to lose the children, and to lead them much further 

away than they had done the first time, so as to do the job thoroughly. 

But though they were careful not to speak openly about it, their 

conversation did not escape little Tom Thumb, who made up his mind to 

get out of the situation as he had done on the former occasion. 

But though he got up early to go and collect his little stones, he 

found the door of the house doubly locked, and he could not carry out his 

plan. 

He could not think what to do until the wood-cutter’s wife gave them 

each a piece of bread for breakfast. Then it occurred to him to use the 
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bread in place of the stones, by throwing crumbs along the path which 

they took, and he tucked it tight in his pocket. 

Their parents led them into the thickest and darkest part of the forest, 

and as soon as they were there slipped away by a side-path and left them. 

This did not much trouble little Tom Thumb, for he believed he could 

easily find the way back by means of the bread which he had scattered 

wherever he walked. But to his dismay he could not discover a single 

crumb. The birds had come along and eaten it all. 

They were in sore trouble now, for with every step they strayed 

further, and became more and more entangled in the forest. Night came 

on and a terrific wind arose, which filled them with dreadful alarm. On 

every side they seemed to hear nothing but the howling of wolves which 

were coming to eat them up. They dared not speak or move. 

In addition it began to rain so heavily that they were soaked to the 

skin. At every step they tripped and fell on the wet ground, getting up 

again covered with mud, not knowing what to do with their hands. 

Little Tom Thumb climbed to the top of a tree, in an endeavour to 

see something. Looking all about him he espied, far away on the other 

side of the forest, a little light like that of a candle. He got down from the 

tree, and was terribly disappointed to find that when he was on the 

ground he could see nothing at all. 

After they had walked some distance in the direction of the light, 

however, he caught a glimpse of it again as they were nearing the edge of 

the forest. At last they reached the house where the light was burning, 

but not without much anxiety, for every time they had to go down into a 

hollow they lost sight of it. 

They knocked at the door, and a good dame opened to them. She 

asked them what they wanted. 

Little Tom Thumb explained that they were poor children who had 

lost their way in the forest, and begged her, for pity’s sake, to give them 

a night’s lodging. 

Noticing what bonny children they all were, the woman began to cry. 

“Alas, my poor little dears!” she said; “you do not know the place 

you have come to! Have you not heard that this is the house of an ogre 

who eats little children?” 
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“Alas, madam!” answered little Tom Thumb, trembling like all the 

rest of his brothers, “what shall we do? One thing is very certain: if you 

do not take us in, the wolves of the forest will devour us this very night, 

and that being so we should prefer to be eaten by your husband. Perhaps 

he may take pity on us, if you will plead for us.” 

The ogre’s wife, thinking she might be able to hide them from her 

husband till the next morning, allowed them to come in, and put them to 

warm near a huge fire, where a whole sheep was cooking on the spit for 

the ogre’s supper. 

Just as they were beginning to get warm they heard two or three 

great bangs at the door. The ogre had returned. His wife hid them quickly 

under the bed and ran to open the door. 

The first thing the ogre did was to ask whether supper was ready and 

the wine opened. Then without ado he sat down to table. Blood was still 

dripping from the sheep, but it seemed all the better to him for that. He 

sniffed to right and left, declaring that he could smell fresh flesh. 

“Indeed!” said his wife. “It must be the calf which I have just dressed 

that you smell.” 

“I smell fresh flesh, I tell you,” shouted the ogre, eyeing his wife 

askance; “and there is something going on here which I do not 

understand.” 

With these words he got up from the table and went straight to the 

bed. 

“Aha!” said he; “so this is the way you deceive me, wicked woman 

that you are! I have a very great mind to eat you too! It’s lucky for you 

that you are old and tough! I am expecting three ogre friends of mine to 

pay me a visit in the next few days, and here is a tasty dish which will 

just come in nicely for them!” 

One after another he dragged the children out from under the bed. 

The poor things threw themselves on their knees, imploring mercy; 

but they had to deal with the most cruel of all ogres. Far from pitying 

them, he was already devouring them with his eyes, and repeating to his 

wife that when cooked with a good sauce they would make most dainty 

morsels. 

Off he went to get a large knife, which he sharpened, as he drew near 

the poor children, on a long stone in his left hand. 
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He had already seized one of them when his wife called out to him. 

“What do you want to do it now for?” she said; “Will it not be time 

enough to-morrow?” 

“Hold your tongue,” replied the ogre; “they will be all the more 

tender.” 

“But you have such a lot of meat,” rejoined his wife; “look, there are 

a calf, two sheep, and half a pig.” 

“You are right,” said the ogre; “give them a good supper to fatten 

them up, and take them to bed.” 

The good woman was overjoyed and brought them a splendid 

supper; but the poor little wretches were so cowed with fright that they 

could not eat. 

As for the ogre, he went back to his drinking, very pleased to have 

such good entertainment for his friends. He drank a dozen cups more 

than usual, and was obliged to go off to bed early, for the wine had gone 

somewhat to his head. 

Now the ogre had seven daughters who as yet were only children. 

These little ogresses all had the most lovely complexions, for, like their 

father, they ate fresh meat. But they had little round grey eyes, crooked 

noses, and very large mouths, with long and exceedingly sharp teeth, set 

far apart. They were not so very wicked at present, but they showed great 

promise, for already they were in the habit of killing little children to 

suck their blood. 

They had gone to bed early, and were all seven in a great bed, each 

with a crown of gold upon her head. 

In the same room there was another bed, equally large. Into this the 

ogre’s wife put the seven little boys, and then went to sleep herself 

beside her husband. 

Little Tom Thumb was fearful lest the ogre should suddenly regret 

that he had not cut the throats of himself and his brothers the evening 

before. Having noticed that the ogre’s daughters all had golden crowns 

upon their heads, he got up in the middle of the night and softly placed 

his own cap and those of his brothers on their heads. Before doing so, he 

carefully removed the crowns of gold, putting them on his own and his 

brothers’ heads. In this way, if the ogre were to feel like slaughtering 

them that night he would mistake the girls for the boys, and vice versa. 
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Things fell out just as he had anticipated. The ogre, waking up at 

midnight, regretted that he had postponed till the morrow what he could 

have done overnight. Jumping briskly out of bed, he seized his knife, 

crying: ‘Now then, let’s see how the little rascals are; we won’t make the 

same mistake twice!’ 

He groped his way up to his daughters’ room, and approached the 

bed in which were the seven little boys. All were sleeping, with the 

exception of little Tom Thumb, who was numb with fear when he felt the 

ogre’s hand, as it touched the head of each brother in turn, reach his own. 

“Upon my word,” said the ogre, as he felt the golden crowns; “a nice 

job I was going to make of it! It is very evident that I drank a little too 

much last night!” 

Forthwith he went to the bed where his daughters were, and here he 

felt the little boys’ caps. 

“Aha, here are the little scamps!” he cried; “now for a smart bit of 

work!” 

With these words, and without a moment’s hesitation, he cut the 

throats of his seven daughters, and well satisfied with his work went 

back to bed beside his wife. 

No sooner did little Tom Thumb hear him snoring than he woke up 

his brothers, bidding them dress quickly and follow him. They crept 

quietly down to the garden, and jumped from the wall. All through the 

night they ran in haste and terror, without the least idea of where they 

were going. 

When the ogre woke up he said to his wife: 

“Go upstairs and dress those little rascals who were here last night.” 

The ogre’s wife was astonished at her husband’s kindness, never 

doubting that he meant her to go and put on their clothes. She went 

upstairs, and was horrified to discover her seven daughters bathed in 

blood, with their throats cut. 

She fell at once into a swoon, which is the way of most women in 

similar circumstances. 

The ogre, thinking his wife was very long in carrying out his orders, 

went up to help her, and was no less astounded than his wife at the 

terrible spectacle which confronted him. 
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“What’s this I have done?” he exclaimed. “I will be revenged on the 

wretches, and quickly, too!” 

He threw a jugful of water over his wife’s face, and having brought 

her round ordered her to fetch his seven-league boots, so that he might 

overtake the children. 

He set off over the countryside, and strode far and wide until he 

came to the road along which the poor children were travelling. They 

were not more than a few yards from their home when they saw the ogre 

striding from hill-top to hill-top, and stepping over rivers as though they 

were merely tiny streams. 

Little Tom Thumb espied near at hand a cave in some rocks. In this 

he hid his brothers, and himself followed them in, while continuing to 

keep a watchful eye upon the movements of the ogre. 

Now the ogre was feeling very tired after so much fruitless marching 

(for seven-league boots are very fatiguing to their wearer), and felt like 

taking a little rest. As it happened, he went and sat down on the very rock 

beneath which the little boys were hiding. Overcome with weariness, he 

had not sat there long before he fell asleep and began to snore so terribly 

that the poor children were as frightened as when he had held his great 

knife to their throats. 

Little Tom Thumb was not so alarmed. He told his brothers to flee at 

once to their home while the ogre was still sleeping soundly, and not to 

worry about him. They took his advice and ran quickly home. 

Little Tom Thumb now approached the ogre and gently pulled off his 

boots, which he at once donned himself. The boots were very heavy and 

very large, but being enchanted boots they had the faculty of growing 

larger or smaller according to the leg they had to suit. Consequently they 

always fitted as though they had been made for the wearer. 

He went straight to the ogre’s house, where he found the ogre’s wife 

weeping over her murdered daughters. 

“Your husband,” said little Tom Thumb, “is in great danger, for he 

has been captured by a gang of thieves, and the latter have sworn to kill 

him if he does not hand over all his gold and silver. Just as they had the 

dagger at his throat, he caught sight of me and begged me to come to you 

and thus rescue him from his terrible plight. You are to give me 

everything of value which he possesses, without keeping back a thing, 
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otherwise he will be slain without mercy. As the matter is urgent he 

wished me to wear his seven-league boots, to save time, and also to 

prove to you that I am no impostor.” 

The ogre’s wife, in great alarm, gave him immediately all that she 

had, for although this was an ogre who devoured little children, he was 

by no means a bad husband. 

Little Tom Thumb, laden with all the ogre’s wealth, forthwith 

repaired to his father’s house, where he was received with great joy. 

 

*** 

 

Many people do not agree about this last adventure, and pretend that 

little Tom Thumb never committed this theft from the ogre, and only 

took the seven-league boots, about which he had no compunction, since 

they were only used by the ogre for catching little children. These folks 

assert that they are in a position to know, having been guests at the 

wood-cutter’s cottage. They further say that when little Tom Thumb had 

put on the ogre’s boots, he went off to the Court, where he knew there 

was great anxiety concerning the result of a battle which was being 

fought by an army two hundred leagues away. 

They say that he went to the king and undertook, if desired, to bring 

news of the army before the day was out; and that the king promised him 

a large sum of money if he could carry out his project. 

Little Tom Thumb brought news that very night, and this first errand 

having brought him into notice, he made as much money as he wished. 

For not only did the king pay him handsomely to carry orders to the 

army, but many ladies at the court gave him anything he asked to get 

them news of their lovers, and this was his greatest source of income. He 

was occasionally entrusted by wives with letters to their husbands, but 

they paid him so badly, and this branch of the business brought him in so 

little, that he did not even bother to reckon what he made from it. 

After acting as courier for some time, and amassing great wealth 

thereby, little Tom Thumb returned to his father’s house, and was there 

greeted with the greatest joy imaginable. He made all his family 

comfortable, buying newly-created positions for his father and brothers. 
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In this way he set them all up, not forgetting at the same time to look 

well after himself. 

© 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor



138 

 

© 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor Media, Inc. © 2014 Tantor



139 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Golden Goose 

By Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm 
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THERE was a man who had three sons, the youngest of whom was 

called Dummling, and was despised, mocked, and sneered at on every 

occasion. 

It happened that the eldest wanted to go into the forest to hew wood, 

and before he went his mother gave him a beautiful sweet cake and a 

bottle of wine in order that he might not suffer from hunger or thirst. 

When he entered the forest he met a little grey-haired old man who 

bade him good day, and said: “Do give me a piece of cake out of your 

pocket, and let me have a draught of your wine; I am so hungry and 

thirsty.” But the clever son answered: “If I give you my cake and wine, I 

shall have none for myself; be off with you,” and he left the little man 

standing and went on. 

But when he began to hew down a tree, it was not long before he 

made a false stroke, and the axe cut him in the arm, so that he had to go 

home and have it bound up. And this was the little grey man’s doing. 

After this the second son went into the forest, and his mother gave 

him, like the eldest, a cake and a bottle of wine. The little old grey man 

met him likewise, and asked him for a piece of cake and a drink of wine. 

But the second son, too, said sensibly enough: “What I give you will be 

taken away from myself; be off!” and he left the little man standing and 

went on. His punishment, however, was not delayed; when he had made 

a few blows at the tree he struck himself in the leg, so that he had to be 

carried home. 

Then Dummling said: “Father, do let me go and cut wood.” The 

father answered: “Your brothers have hurt themselves with it, leave it 

alone, you do not understand anything about it.” But Dummling begged 

so long that at last he said: “Just go then, you will get wiser by hurting 

yourself.” His mother gave him a cake made with water and baked in the 

cinders, and with it a bottle of sour beer. 

When he came to the forest the little old grey man met him likewise, 

and greeting him, said: “Give me a piece of your cake and a drink out of 

your bottle; I am so hungry and thirsty.” Dummling answered: “I have 

only cinder-cake and sour beer; if that pleases you, we will sit down and 

eat.” So they sat down, and when Dummling pulled out his cinder-cake, 

it was a fine sweet cake, and the sour beer had become good wine. So 

they ate and drank, and after that the little man said: “Since you have a 
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good heart, and are willing to divide what you have, I will give you good 

luck. There stands an old tree, cut it down, and you will find something 

at the roots.” Then the little man took leave of him. 

Dummling went and cut down the tree, and when it fell there was a 

goose sitting in the roots with feathers of pure gold. He lifted her up, and 

taking her with him, went to an inn where he thought he would stay the 

night. Now the host had three daughters, who saw the goose and were 

curious to know what such a wonderful bird might be, and would have 

liked to have one of its golden feathers. 

The eldest thought: “I shall soon find an opportunity of pulling out a 

feather,” and as soon as Dummling had gone out she seized the goose by 

the wing, but her finger and hand remained sticking fast to it. 

The second came soon afterwards, thinking only of how she might 

get a feather for herself, but she had scarcely touched her sister than she 

was held fast. 

At last the third also came with the like intent, and the others 

screamed out: “Keep away; for goodness’ sake keep away!” But she did 

not understand why she was to keep away. “The others are there,” she 

thought, “I may as well be there too,” and ran to them; but as soon as she 

had touched her sister, she remained sticking fast to her. So they had to 

spend the night with the goose. 

The next morning Dummling took the goose under his arm and set 

out, without troubling himself about the three girls who were hanging on 

to it. They were obliged to run after him continually, now left, now right, 

wherever his legs took him. 

In the middle of the fields the parson met them, and when he saw the 

procession he said: “For shame, you good-for-nothing girls, why are you 

running across the fields after this young man? Is that seemly?” At the 

same time he seized the youngest by the hand in order to pull her away, 

but as soon as he touched her he likewise stuck fast, and was himself 

obliged to run behind. 

Before long the sexton came by and saw his master, the parson, 

running behind three girls. He was astonished at this and called out: “Hi! 

Your reverence, whither away so quickly? Do not forget that we have a 

christening today!” and running after him he took him by the sleeve, but 

was also held fast to it. 
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Whilst the five were trotting thus one behind the other, two labourers 

came with their hoes from the fields; the parson called out to them and 

begged that they would set him and the sexton free. But they had 

scarcely touched the sexton when they were held fast, and now there 

were seven of them running behind Dummling and the goose. 

Soon afterwards he came to a city, where a king ruled who had a 

daughter who was so serious that no one could make her laugh. So he 

had put forth a decree that whosoever should be able to make her laugh 

should marry her. When Dummling heard this, he went with his goose 

and all her train before the king’s daughter, and as soon as she saw the 

seven people running on and on, one behind the other, she began to laugh 

quite loudly, and as if she would never stop. Thereupon Dummling asked 

to have her for his wife; but the king did not like the son-in-law, and 

made all manner of excuses and said he must first produce a man who 

could drink a cellarful of wine. Dummling thought of the little grey man, 

who could certainly help him; so he went into the forest, and in the same 

place where he had felled the tree, he saw a man sitting, who had a very 

sorrowful face. Dummling asked him what he was taking to heart so 

sorely, and he answered: “I have such a great thirst and cannot quench it; 

cold water I cannot stand, a barrel of wine I have just emptied, but that to 

me is like a drop on a hot stone!” 

“There, I can help you,” said Dummling, “just come with me and 

you shall be satisfied.” 

He led him into the king’s cellar, and the man bent over the huge 

barrels, and drank and drank till his loins hurt, and before the day was 

out he had emptied all the barrels. Then Dummling asked once more for 

his bride, but the king was vexed that such an ugly fellow, whom 

everyone called Dummling, should take away his daughter, and he made 

a new condition; he must first find a man who could eat a whole 

mountain of bread. Dummling did not think long, but went straight into 

the forest, where in the same place there sat a man who was tying up his 

body with a strap, and making an awful face, and saying: “I have eaten a 

whole ovenful of rolls, but what good is that when one has such a hunger 

as I? My stomach remains empty, and I must tie myself up if I am not to 

die of hunger.” 
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At this Dummling was glad, and said: “Get up and come with me; you 

shall eat yourself full.” He led him to the king’s palace where all the flour 

in the whole Kingdom was collected, and from it he caused a huge 

mountain of bread to be baked. The man from the forest stood before it, 

began to eat, and by the end of one day the whole mountain had vanished. 

Then Dummling for the third time asked for his bride; but the king again 

sought a way out, and ordered a ship which could sail on land and on 

water. “As soon as you come sailing back in it,” said he, “you shall have 

my daughter for wife.” 

Dummling went straight into the forest, and there sat the little grey 

man to whom he had given his cake. When he heard what Dummling 

wanted, he said: “Since you have given me to eat and to drink, I will give 

you the ship; and I do all this because you once were kind to me.” Then he 

gave him the ship which could sail on land and water, and when the king 

saw that, he could no longer prevent him from having his daughter. The 

wedding was celebrated, and after the king’s death, Dummling inherited 

his kingdom and lived for a long time contentedly with his wife. 
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Rapunzel 

By Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm 
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THERE were once a man and a woman who had long in vain wished for 

a child. At length the woman hoped that God was about to grant her 

desire. These people had a little window at the back of their house from 

which a splendid garden could be seen, which was full of the most 

beautiful flowers and herbs. It was, however, surrounded by a high wall, 

and no one dared to go into it because it belonged to an enchantress, who 

had great power and was dreaded by all the world. One day the woman 

was standing by this window and looking down into the garden, when 

she saw a bed which was planted with the most beautiful rampion 

(rapunzel), and it looked so fresh and green that she longed for it, she 

quite pined away, and began to look pale and miserable. Then her 

husband was alarmed, and asked: “What ails you, dear wife?” 

“Ah,” she replied, “if I can’t eat some of the rampion, which is in the 

garden behind our house, I shall die.” The man, who loved her, thought: 

“Sooner than let your wife die, bring her some of the rampion yourself, 

let it cost what it will.” 

At twilight, he clambered down over the wall into the garden of the 

enchantress, hastily clutched a handful of rampion, and took it to his 

wife. She at once made herself a salad of it, and ate it greedily. It tasted 

so good to her—so very good, that the next day she longed for it three 

times as much as before. If he was to have any rest, her husband must 

once more descend into the garden. In the gloom of evening therefore, he 

let himself down again; but when he had clambered down the wall he 

was terribly afraid, for he saw the enchantress standing before him. 

“How can you dare,” said she with angry look, “descend into my garden 

and steal my rampion like a thief? You shall suffer for it!” 

“Ah,” answered he, “let mercy take the place of justice, I only made 

up my mind to do it out of necessity. My wife saw your rampion from 

the window, and felt such a longing for it that she would have died if she 

had not got some to eat.” Then the enchantress allowed her anger to be 

softened, and said to him: “If the case be as you say, I will allow you to 

take away with you as much rampion as you will, only I make one 

condition, you must give me the child which your wife will bring into the 

world; it shall be well treated, and I will care for it like a mother.” The 

man in his terror consented to everything, and when the woman was 
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brought to bed, the enchantress appeared at once, gave the child the name 

of Rapunzel, and took it away with her. 

Rapunzel grew into the most beautiful child under the sun. When she 

was twelve years old, the enchantress shut her into a tower, which lay in 

a forest, and had neither stairs nor door, but quite at the top was a little 

window. When the enchantress wanted to go in, she placed herself 

beneath it and cried: 

 

“Rapunzel, Rapunzel, 

Let down your hair to me.” 

 

Rapunzel had magnificent long hair, fine as spun gold, and when she 

heard the voice of the enchantress she unfastened her braided tresses, 

wound them round one of the hooks of the window above, and then the 

hair fell twenty ells down, and the enchantress climbed up by it. 

After a year or two, it came to pass that the king’s son rode through 

the forest and passed by the tower. Then he heard a song, which was so 

charming that he stood still and listened. This was Rapunzel, who in her 

solitude passed her time in letting her sweet voice resound. The king’s 

son wanted to climb up to her, and looked for the door of the tower, but 

none was to be found. He rode home, but the singing had so deeply 

touched his heart, that every day he went out into the forest and listened 

to it. Once when he was thus standing behind a tree, he saw that an 

enchantress came there, and he heard how she cried: 

 

“Rapunzel, Rapunzel, 

Let down your hair to me.” 

 

Then Rapunzel let down the braids of her hair, and the enchantress 

climbed up to her. “If that is the ladder by which one mounts, I too will 

try my fortune,” said he, and the next day when it began to grow dark, he 

went to the tower and cried: 

 

“Rapunzel, Rapunzel, 

Let down your hair to me.” 
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Immediately the hair fell down and the king’s son climbed up. 

At first Rapunzel was terribly frightened when a man, such as her 

eyes had never yet beheld, came to her; but the king’s son began to talk 

to her quite like a friend, and told her that his heart had been so stirred 

that it had let him have no rest, and he had been forced to see her. Then 

Rapunzel lost her fear, and when he asked her if she would take him for 

her husband, and she saw that he was young and handsome, she thought: 

“He will love me more than old Dame Gothel does”; and she said yes, 

and laid her hand in his. She said: “I will willingly go away with you, but 

I do not know how to get down. Bring with you a skein of silk every time 

that you come, and I will weave a ladder with it, and when that is ready I 

will descend, and you will take me on your horse.” 

They agreed that until that time he should come to her every evening, 

for the old woman came by day. The enchantress remarked nothing of 

this, until once Rapunzel said to her: “Tell me, Dame Gothel, how it 

happens that you are so much heavier for me to draw up than the young 

king’s son—he is with me in a moment.” 

“Ah! you wicked child,” cried the enchantress. “What do I hear you 

say! I thought I had separated you from all the world, and yet you have 

deceived me!” In her anger she clutched Rapunzel’s beautiful tresses, 

wrapped them twice round her left hand, seized a pair of scissors with the 

right, and snip, snap, they were cut off, and the lovely braids lay on the 

ground. And she was so pitiless that she took poor Rapunzel into a desert 

where she had to live in great grief and misery. 

On the same day that she cast out Rapunzel, however, the enchantress 

fastened the braids of hair, which she had cut off, to the hook of the 

window, and when the king’s son came and cried: 

 

“Rapunzel, Rapunzel, 

Let down your hair to me.” 

 

She let the hair down. The king’s son ascended, but instead of 

finding his dearest Rapunzel, he found the enchantress, who gazed at him 

with wicked and venomous looks. “Aha!” she cried mockingly, “you 

would fetch your dearest, but the beautiful bird sits no longer singing in 

the nest; the cat has got it, and will scratch out your eyes as well. 
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Rapunzel is lost to you; you will never see her again.” The king’s son 

was beside himself with pain, and in his despair he leapt down from the 

tower. He escaped with his life, but the thorns into which he fell pierced 

his eyes. Then he wandered quite blind about the forest, ate nothing but 

roots and berries, and did naught but lament and weep over the loss of 

his dearest wife. Thus he roamed about in misery for some years, and at 

length came to the desert where Rapunzel, with the twins to which she 

had given birth, a boy and a girl, lived in wretchedness. He heard a voice, 

and it seemed so familiar to him that he went towards it, and when he 

approached, Rapunzel knew him and fell on his neck and wept. Two of 

her tears wetted his eyes and they grew clear again, and he could see 

with them as before. He led her to his kingdom where he was joyfully 

received, and they lived for a long time afterwards, happy and contented. 

 

The End 
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