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CINDERELLA
The wife of a rich man fell sick; and when she felt that her end drew nigh, she called her

only daughter to her bedside, and said, ‘Always be a good girl, and I will look down from heaven
and watch over you.’ Soon afterwards she shut her eyes and died and was buried in the garden;
and the little girl went every day to her grave and wept and was always good and kind to all
around her. And the snow fell and spread a beautiful white covering over the grave; but by the
time the spring came, and the sun had melted it away again, her father had married another
wife. This new wife had two daughters of her own that she brought home with her; they were fair
in face but foul at heart, and it was now a sorry time for the poor little girl. ‘What does the
good-for-nothing want in the parlor?’ said they; ‘they who would eat bread should first earn it;
away with the kitchen-maid!’ Then they took away her fine clothes and gave her an old gray
frock to put on, and laughed at her, and turned her out into the kitchen.

There, she was forced to do hard work; to rise early before daylight, to bring water, to
make fire, to cook and wash. Besides that, the sisters plagued her in all sorts of ways and
laughed at her. In the evening when she was tired, she had no bed to lie down on but had to lie
by the hearth among the ashes; and as this, of course, made her always dusty and dirty, they
called her Cinderella.

It happened once that the father was going to the fair, and asked his wife’s daughters
what he should bring them. ‘Fine clothes,’ said the first; ‘Pearls and diamonds,’ cried the
second. ‘Now, child,’ he said to his own daughter, ‘what will you have?’ ‘The first twig, dear
father, brushes against your hat when you turn your face to come homewards,’ said she. Then
he bought for the first two the fine clothes and pearls and diamonds they had asked for: and on
his way home, as he rode through a green copse, a hazel twig brushed against him, and almost
pushed off his hat: so he broke it off and brought it with him; and when he got home he gave it
to his daughter. Then she took it and went to her mother’s grave and planted it there; and cried
so much that it was watered with her tears; and there it grew and became a fine tree. Three
times every day she went to it and cried; and soon a little bird came and built its nest upon the
tree, and talked with her, and watched over her, and brought her whatever she wished for.

Now it happened that the king of that land held a feast, which was to last three days; and
out of those who came to it his son was to choose a bride for himself. Cinderella’s two sisters
were asked to come; so they called her up, and said, ‘Now, comb our hair, brush our shoes, and
tie our sashes for us, for we are going to dance at the king’s feast.’ Then she did as she was
told; but when all was done, she could not help crying, for she thought to herself, she should
have liked to have gone with them to the ball; and at last she begged her mother very hard to let
her go. ‘You, Cinderella!’ said she; ‘you who have nothing to wear, no clothes at all, and who
cannot even dance—you want to go to the ball? And when she kept on begging, she said at
last, to get rid of her, ‘I will throw this dishful of peas into the ash-heap, and if in two hours’ time
you have picked them all out, you shall go to the feast too.’
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Then she threw the peas down among the ashes, but the little maiden ran out at the
back door into the garden, and cried out:

‘Hither, hither, through the sky,

Turtle-doves and linnets, fly!

Blackbird, thrush, and chaffinch gay,

Hither, hither, haste away!

One and all come help me, quick!

Haste ye, haste ye!—pick, pick, pick!’

Then first came two white doves, flying in at the kitchen window; next came two
turtle-doves; and after them came all the little birds under heaven, chirping and fluttering in: and
they flew down into the ashes. And the little doves stooped their heads down and set to work,
pick, pick, pick; and then the others began to pick, pick, pick: and among them all they soon
picked out all the good grain, and put it into a dish but left the ashes. Long before the end of the
hour the work was quite done, and all flew out again at the windows.

Then Cinderella brought the dish to her mother, overjoyed at the thought that now she
should go to the ball. But the mother said, ‘No, no! you slut, you have no clothes, and cannot
dance; you shall not go.’ And when Cinderella begged very hard to go, she said, ‘If you can in
one hour’s time pick two of those dishes of peas out of the ashes, you shall go too.’ And thus
she thought she should at least get rid of her. So she shook two dishes of peas into the ashes.

But the little maiden went out into the garden at the back of the house, and cried out as
before:

‘Hither, hither, through the sky,

Turtle-doves and linnets, fly!

Blackbird, thrush, and chaffinch gay,

Hither, hither, haste away!

One and all come help me, quick!

Haste ye, haste ye!—pick, pick, pick!’

Then first came two white doves in at the kitchen window; next came two turtle-doves;
and after them came all the little birds under heaven, chirping and hopping about. And they flew
down into the ashes; and the little doves put their heads down and set to work, pick, pick, pick;
and then the others began pick, pick, pick; and they put all the good grain into the dishes, and
left all the ashes. Before half an hour’s time all was done, and out they flew again. And then
Cinderella took the dishes to her mother, rejoicing to think that she should now go to the ball.
But her mother said, ‘It is all of no use, you cannot go; you have no clothes, and cannot dance,
and you would only put us to shame’: and off she went with her two daughters to the ball.
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Now when all were gone, and nobody left at home, Cinderella went sorrowfully and sat
down under the hazel-tree, and cried out:

‘Shake, shake, hazel-tree,

Gold and silver over me!’

Then her friend the bird flew out of the tree, and brought a gold and silver dress for her,
and slippers of spangled silk; and she put them on and followed her sisters to the feast. But they
did not know her, and thought it must be some strange princess, she looked so fine and
beautiful in her rich clothes; and they never once thought of Cinderella, taking it for granted that
she was safe at home in the dirt.

The king’s son soon came up to her and took her by the hand and danced with her, and
no one else: and he never left her hand; but when anyone else came to ask her to dance, he
said, ‘This lady is dancing with me.’

Thus, they danced till a late hour of the night; and then she wanted to go home: and the
king’s son said, ‘I shall go and take care of you to your home’; for he wanted to see where the
beautiful maiden lived. But she slipped away from him, unawares, and ran off towards home;
and as the prince followed her, she jumped up into the pigeon-house and shut the door. Then he
waited till her father came home, and told him that the unknown maiden, who had been at the
feast, had hid herself in the pigeon-house. But when they had broken open the door, they found
no one within; and as they came back into the house, Cinderella was lying, as she always did, in
her dirty frock by the ashes, and her dim little lamp was burning in the chimney. For she had run
as quickly as she could through the pigeon-house and on to the hazel-tree, and had there taken
off her beautiful clothes, and put them beneath the tree, that the bird might carry them away,
and had lain down again amid the ashes in her little gray frock.

The next day when the feast was held again, and her father, mother, and sisters were
gone, Cinderella went to the hazel-tree, and said:

‘Shake, shake, hazel-tree,

Gold and silver over me!’

And the bird came and brought a still finer dress than the one she had worn the day
before. And when she came to the ball wearing it, everyone wondered at her beauty: but the
king’s son, who was waiting for her, took her by the hand, and danced with her; and when
anyone asked her to dance, he said as before, ‘This lady is dancing with me.’

When night came, she wanted to go home; and the king’s son followed her as before, so
that he might see into what house she went: but she sprang away from him all at once into the
garden behind her father’s house. In this garden stood a fine large pear-tree full of ripe fruit; and
Cinderella, not knowing where to hide herself, jumped up into it without being seen. Then the
king’s son lost sight of her, and could not find out where she was gone, but waited till her father
came home, and said to him, ‘The unknown lady who danced with me has slipped away, and I
think she must have sprung into the pear-tree.’ The father thought to himself, ‘Can it be
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Cinderella?’ So, he had an ax brought; and they cut down the tree, but found no one upon it.
And when they came back into the kitchen, there lay Cinderella among the ashes; for she had
slipped down on the other side of the tree and carried her beautiful clothes back to the bird at
the hazel-tree, and then put on her little gray frock.

The third day, when her father and mother and sisters were gone, she went again into
the garden, and said:

‘Shake, shake, hazel-tree,

Gold and silver over me!’

Then her kind friend the bird brought a dress still finer than the former one, and slippers
which were all of gold: so that when she came to the feast no one knew what to say, for wonder
at her beauty: and the king’s son danced with nobody but her; and when anyone else asked her
to dance, he said, ‘This lady is my partner, sir.’ When night came, she wanted to go home; and
the king’s son would go with her, and said to himself, ‘I will not lose her this time’; but, however,
she again slipped away from him, though in such a hurry that she dropped her left golden
slipper upon the stairs.

The prince took the shoe and went the next day to the king, his father, and said, ‘I will
take as wife, the lady that this golden slipper fits.’ Then both the sisters were overjoyed to hear
it; for they had beautiful feet, and had no doubt that they could wear the golden slipper. The
eldest went first into the room where the slipper was, and wanted to try it on, and the mother
stood by. But her great toe could not go into it, and the shoe was altogether much too small for
her. Then the mother gave her a knife, and said, ‘Never mind, cut it off; when you are queen you
will not care about toes; you will not want to walk.’ So the silly girl cut off her great toe, and thus
squeezed on the shoe, and went to the king’s son. Then he took her for his bride, and set her
beside him on his horse, and rode away with her homewards.

But on their way home they had to pass by the hazel-tree that Cinderella had planted;
and on the branch sat a little dove singing:

‘Back again! back again! look to the shoe!

The shoe is too small, and not made for you!

Prince! prince! look again for thy bride,

For she’s not the true one that sits by thy side.’

Then the prince got down and looked at her foot; and he saw, by the blood that streamed
from it, what a trick she had played him. So he turned his horse round, and brought the false
bride back to her home, and said, ‘This is not the right bride; let the other sister try and put on
the slipper.’ Then she went into the room and got her foot into the shoe, all but the heel, which
was too large. But her mother squeezed it in till the blood came, and took her to the king’s son:
and he set her as his bride by his side on his horse, and rode away with her.

But when they came to the hazel-tree the little dove sat there still, and sang:
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‘Back again! back again! look to the shoe!

The shoe is too small, and not made for you!

Prince! prince! look again for thy bride,

For she’s not the true one that sits by thy side.’

Then he looked down, and saw that the blood streamed so much from the shoe, that her
white stockings were quite red. So he turned his horse and brought her also back again. ‘This is
not the true bride,’ said he to the father; ‘have you no other daughters?’ ‘No,’ said he; ‘there is
only a little dirty Cinderella here, the child of my first wife; I am sure she cannot be the bride.’
The prince told him to send her. But the mother said, ‘No, no, she is much too dirty; she will not
dare to show herself.’ However, the prince would have her come; and she first washed her face
and hands, and then went in and curtsied to him, and he handed her the golden slipper. Then
she took her clumsy shoe off her left foot and put on the golden slipper; and it fit her as if it had
been made for her. And when he drew near and looked at her face, he knew her, and said, ‘This
is the right bride.’ But the mother and both the sisters were frightened and turned pale with
anger as he took Cinderella on his horse and rode away with her. And when they came to the
hazel-tree, the white dove sang:

‘Home! home! look at the shoe!

Princess! the shoe was made for you!

Prince! prince! take home thy bride,

For she is the true one that sits by thy side!’

And when the dove had finished its song, it came flying, and perched upon her right
shoulder, and so went home with her.

RAPUNZEL
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 rampions, and took it to his wife. She at once
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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, 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 dare you,’ 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 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.’

Immediately the hair fell down and the king’s son climbed up.
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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. 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 WOLF AND THE SEVEN YOUNG GOATS
Once upon a time, there was an old goat who had seven little kids and loved them with

all the love of a mother for her children. One day she wanted to go into the forest to fetch some
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food. So, she called all seven to her and said: ‘Dear children, I have to go into the forest, be on
your guard against the wolf; if he comes in, he will devour you all—skin, hair, and everything.
The wretch often disguises himself, but you will know him at once by his rough voice and his
black feet.’ The kids said: ‘Dear mother, we will take good care of ourselves; you may go away
without any anxiety.’ Then the old one bleated and went on her way with an easy mind.

It was not long before someone knocked at the door and called: ‘Open the door, dear
children; your mother is here, and has brought something back with her for each of you.’ But the
little kids knew that it was the wolf, by the rough voice. ‘We will not open the door,’ cried they,
‘you are not our mother. She has a soft, pleasant voice, but your voice is rough; you are the
wolf!’ Then the wolf went away to a shopkeeper and bought himself a great lump of chalk, ate
this and made his voice soft with it. Then he came back, knocked at the door of the house, and
called: ‘Open the door, dear children, your mother is here and has brought something back with
her for each of you.’ But the wolf had laid his black paws against the window, and the children
saw them and cried: ‘We will not open the door, our mother has not black feet like you: you are
the wolf!’ Then the wolf ran to a baker and said: ‘I have hurt my feet, rub some dough over them
for me.’ And when the baker had rubbed his feet over, he ran to the miller and said: ‘Strew some
white meal over my feet for me.’ The miller thought to himself: ‘The wolf wants to deceive
someone,’ and refused; but the wolf said: ‘If you will not do it, I will devour you.’ Then the miller
was afraid and made his paws white for him. Truly, this is the way of mankind.

So now the wretch went for the third time to the house, knocked on the door and said:
‘Open the door for me, children, your dear little mother has come home, and has brought every
one of you something back from the forest with her.’ The little kids cried: ‘First show us your
paws that we may know if you are our dear little mother.’ Then he put his paws in through the
window and when the kids saw that they were white, they believed that all he said was true and
opened the door. But who should come in but the wolf! They were terrified and wanted to hide
themselves. One sprang under the table, the second into the bed, the third into the stove, the
fourth into the kitchen, the fifth into the cupboard, the sixth under the washing-bowl, and the
seventh into the clock-case. But the wolf found them all and used no great ceremony; one after
the other he swallowed them down his throat. The youngest, who was in the grandfather clock,
was the only one he did not find. When the wolf had satisfied his appetite, he took himself off,
laid himself down under a tree in the green meadow outside, and began to sleep. Soon
afterwards the old goat came home again from the forest. Ah! what a sight she saw there! The
house-door stood wide open. The table, chairs, and benches were thrown down, the
washing-bowl lay broken to pieces, and the quilts and pillows were pulled off the bed. She
sought her children, but they were nowhere to be found. She called them one after another by
name, but no one answered. At last, when she came to the youngest, a soft voice cried: ‘Dear
mother, I am in the clock.’ She took the kid out, and it told her that the wolf had come and had
eaten all the others. Then you may imagine how she wept over her poor children.

At length in her grief, she went out, and the youngest kid ran with her. When they came
to the meadow, there lay the wolf by the tree and snored so loud that the branches shook. She
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looked at him on every side and saw that something was moving and struggling in his gorged
belly. ‘Ah, heavens,’ she said, ‘is it possible that my poor children whom he has swallowed down
for his supper, are still alive?’ Then the kid had to run home and fetch scissors, a needle, and
thread, and the goat cut open the monster’s stomach, and hardly had she made one cut, than
one little kid thrust its head out, and when she had cut farther, all six sprang out one after
another, and were all still alive, and had suffered no injury whatsoever, for in his greediness the
monster had swallowed them down whole. What rejoicing there was! They embraced their dear
mother and jumped like a tailor at his wedding. The mother, however, said: ‘Now go and look for
some big stones, and we will fill the wicked beast’s stomach with them while he is still asleep.’
Then the seven kids dragged the stones thither with all speed and put as many of them into this
stomach as they could get in; and the mother sewed him up again in the greatest haste, so that
he was not aware of anything and never once stirred.

When the wolf at length had had his fill of sleep, he got on his legs, and as the stones in
his stomach made him very thirsty, he wanted to go to a well to drink. But when he began to
walk and to move about, the stones in his stomach knocked against each other and rattled.
Then cried he:

‘What rumbles and tumbles

Against my poor bones?

I thought ‘twas six kids,

But it feels like big stones.’

And when he got to the well and stooped over the water to drink, the heavy stones made
him fall in, and he drowned miserably. When the seven kids saw that, they came running to the
spot and cried aloud: ‘The wolf is dead! The wolf is dead!’ and danced for joy round about the
well with their mother.

PUSS IN BOOTS
There was a miller, who left no more estate to the three sons he had, than his Mill, his

Donkey, and his Cat. The partition was soon made. Neither the scrivener nor attorney were sent
for. They would soon have eaten up all the poor patrimony. The eldest had the Mill, the second
the Donkey, and the youngest nothing but the Cat.

The poor young fellow was quite comfortless at having so poor a lot.

"My brothers," said he, "may get their living handsomely enough, by joining their stocks
together; but for my part, when I have eaten up my Cat, and made me a muff of his skin, I must
die with hunger."

The Cat, who heard all this, but made as if he did not, said to him with a grave and
serious air:
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"Do not thus afflict yourself, my good master; you have only to give me a bag, and get a
pair of boots made for me, that I may scamper thro' the dirt and the brambles, and you shall see
that you have not so bad a portion of me as you imagine."

Tho' the Cat's master did not build very much upon what he said, he had however often
seen him play a great many cunning tricks to catch rats and mice; as when he used to hang by
the heels, or hide himself in the meal, and make as if he were dead; so that he did not
altogether despair of his affording him some help in his miserable condition.

When the Cat had what he asked for, he booted himself very gallantly; and putting his
bag about his neck, he held the strings of it in his two fore paws and went into a warren which
had a great abundance of rabbits. He put bran and sow-thistle into his bag, and stretching
himself out at length, as if he had been dead, he waited for some young rabbit, not yet
acquainted with the deceits of the world, to come and rummage in his bag for what he had put
into it.

Scarce was he lain down, he had what he wanted; a rash and foolish young rabbit
jumped into his bag, and Monsieur Puss, immediately drawing close the strings, took and killed
him without pity. Proud of his prey, he went with it to the palace and asked to speak with his
Majesty. He was shewed upstairs into the King's apartment, and, making a low reverence, said
to him:

"I have brought you, sir, a rabbit of the warren which my noble lord the Marquis of
Carabas" (for that was the title which Puss was pleased to give his master) "has commanded
me to present to your Majesty from him."

"Tell thy master," said the King, "that I thank him, and that he does me a great deal of
pleasure."

Another time he went and hid himself among some standing corn, holding still his bag
open; and when a brace of partridges ran into it, he drew the strings, and so caught them both.
He went and made a present of these to the King, as he had done before of the rabbit. The King
in like manner received the partridges with great pleasure and gave him some money for drink.

The Cat continued for two or three months, thus, to carry his Majesty, from time to time,
game of his master's taking. One day in particular, when he knew for certain that the King was
to take the air, along the river side, with his daughter, the most beautiful Princess in the world,
he said to his master:

"If you will follow my advice, your fortune is made; you have nothing else to do, but go
and wash yourself in the river, in that part I shall shew you, and leave the rest to me."

The Marquis of Carabas did what the Cat advised him to, without knowing why or
wherefore.

While he was washing, the King passed by, and the Cat began to cry out, as loud as he
could:

"Help, help, my lord Marquis of Carabas is drowning."
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At this noise the King put his head out of his coach-window, and finding it was the Cat
who had so often brought him such good game, he commanded his guards to run immediately
to the assistance of his lordship the Marquis of Carabas.

While they were drawing the poor Marquis out of the river, the Cat came up to the coach,
and told the King that while his master was washing, there came by some rogues, who went off
with his clothes, tho' he had cried out "Thieves, thieves," several times, as loud as he could.
This cunning Cat had hidden them under a great stone. The King immediately commanded the
officers of his wardrobe to run and fetch one of his best suits for the lord Marquis of Carabas.

The King received him with great kindness, and as the fine clothes he had given him set
off his good mien (for he was well made, and very handsome in his person), the King's daughter
took a secret fancy to him, and the Marquis of Carabas had no sooner cast two or three
respectful and somewhat tender glances, but she fell in love with him to distraction. The King
would have him come into his coach and take part in the outing. The Cat, quite overjoyed to see
his project begin to succeed, marched on before, and meeting with some countrymen, who were
mowing a meadow, he said to them:

"Good people, you who are mowing, if you do not tell the King, that the meadow you
mow belongs to my lord Marquis of Carabas, you shall be chopped as small as mince-meat."

The King did not fail asking of the mowers, to whom the meadow they were mowing
belonged.

"To my lord Marquis of Carabas," answered they all together; for the Cat's threats had
made them terribly afraid.

"Truly a fine estate," said the King to the Marquis of Carabas.

"You see, sir," said the Marquis, "this is a meadow which never fails to yield a plentiful
harvest every year."

The Master Cat, who still went on before, met with some reapers, and said to them:

"Good people, you who are reaping, if you do not tell the King that all this corn belongs
to the Marquis of Carabas, you shall be chopped as small as mince-meat."

The King, who passed by a moment after, would needs know to whom all that corn,
which he then saw, did belong. "To my lord Marquis of Carabas," replied the reapers; and the
King again congratulated the Marquis.

The Master Cat, who went always before, said the same words to all he met; and the
King was astonished at the vast estates of my lord Marquis of Carabas.

The Master Cat came at last to a stately castle, the master of which was a Wizard, the
richest had ever been known; for all the lands which the King had then gone over belonged to
this castle. The Cat, who had taken care to inform himself who this Wizard was, and what he
could do, asked to speak with him, saying, he could not pass so near his castle, without having
the honor of paying his respects to him.
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The Wizard received him as civilly as an Wizard could do and made him sit down.

"I have been assured," said the Cat, "that you have the gift of being able to change
yourself into all sorts of creatures you have a mind to; you can, for example, transform yourself
into a lion, or elephant, and the like."

"This is true," answered the Wizard very briskly, "and to convince you, you shall see me
now become a lion."

Puss was so sadly terrified at the sight of a lion so near him, that he immediately got into
the gutter, not without abundance of trouble and danger, because of his boots, which were
ill-suited for walking upon the tiles. A little while after, when Puss saw that the Wizard had
resumed his natural form, he came down and owned he had been very much frightened.

"I have been moreover informed," said the Cat, "but I know not how to believe it, that you
have also the power to take on the shape of the smallest animals; for example, to change
yourself into a rat or a mouse; but I must concede, I take this to be impossible."

"Impossible?" cried the Wizard, "you shall see that presently," and at the same time
changed into a mouse, and began to run about the floor.

Puss had no sooner perceived this, that he fell upon him and ate him up.

Meanwhile the King, who saw, as he passed, this fine castle of the Wizard’s, had a mind
to go into it. Puss, who heard the noise of his Majesty's coach running over the drawbridge, ran
out and said to the King:

"Your Majesty is welcome to this castle of my lord Marquis of Carabas."

"What! my lord Marquis?" cried the King, "and does this castle also belong to you? There
can be nothing finer than this court, and all the stately buildings which surround it; let us go into
it, if you please."

The Marquis gave his hand to the Princess, and followed the King, who went up first.
They passed into a spacious hall, where they found a magnificent feast which the Wizard had
prepared for his friends, who were that very day to visit him, but dared not to enter knowing the
King was there. His Majesty was perfectly charmed with the good qualities of Marquis of
Carabas, as was his daughter who had fallen violently in love with him; and seeing the vast
estate he possessed, said to him, after having drank five or six glasses:

"It will be owing to yourself only, my lord Marquis, if you are not my son-in-law."

The Marquis making several low bows, accepted the honor which his Majesty conferred
upon him, and forthwith, that very same day, married the Princess.

Puss became a great lord, and never ran after mice anymore, but only for his diversion.

HANSEL AND GRETEL
Once upon a time a poor woodcutter dwelt by a great forest with his wife and his two

children. The boy was called Hansel and the girl Gretel. He had little to support them, and once
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when great dearth fell on the land, he could no longer procure even daily bread. Now when he
thought this over at 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 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 are 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 nearby. It was
not the axe, however, but a branch which he had fastened to a withered tree which the wind was
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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.

Not long afterwards, there was once more a 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 came, but no one came to get the poor children. They did not awake until it
was dark night, and Hansel comforted his little sister and said: ‘Just wait, Gretel, until the moon
rises, and then we shall see the crumbs of bread which I have strewn about, they will show us
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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 would
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 parlor:

‘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 windowpane,
sat down with it, and enjoyed herself. 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 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 nose like the beasts and
are aware when human beings draw near. When Hansel and Gretel came into her
neighborhood, she laughed with malice, and said mockingly: ‘I have them, they shall not escape
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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 with 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 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 apron full. ‘But now we must be off,’ said Hansel,
‘that we may get out of the witch’s forest.’
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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:

‘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 apron
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.

THE BRAVE LITTLE TAILOR
One summer’s morning a little tailor was sitting on his table by the window; he was in

good spirits and sewed with all his might. Then came a peasant woman down the street crying:
‘Good jams, cheap! Good jams, cheap!’ This rang pleasantly in the tailor’s ears; he stretched his
delicate head out of the window, and called: ‘Come up here, dear woman; here you will get rid of
your goods.’ The woman came up the three steps to the tailor with her heavy basket, and he
made her unpack all the pots for him. He inspected each one, lifted it up, put his nose to it, and
at length said: ‘The jam seems to me to be good, so weigh me out four ounces, dear woman,
and if it is a quarter of a pound that is of no consequence.’ The woman who had hoped to find a
good sale, gave him what he desired, but went away quite angry and grumbling. ‘Now, this jam
shall be blessed by God,’ cried the little tailor, ‘and give me health and strength’; so, he brought
the bread out of the cupboard, cut himself a piece right across the loaf and spread the jam over
it. ‘This won’t taste bitter,’ said he, ‘but I will just finish the jacket before I take a bite.’ He laid the
bread near him, sewed on, and in his joy, made bigger and bigger stitches.

In the meantime, the smell of the sweet jam rose to where the flies were sitting in great
numbers, and they were attracted and descended on it in hosts. ‘Hi! who invited you?’ said the
little tailor and drove the unbidden guests away. The flies, however, who understood no
German, would not be turned away, but came back again in ever-increasing companies. The
little tailor at last lost all patience and drew a piece of cloth from the hole under his worktable,
and saying: ‘Wait, and I will give it to you,’ struck it mercilessly on them. When he drew it away
and counted, there lay before him no fewer than seven, dead and with legs stretched out. ‘Are
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you a fellow of that sort?’ said he and could not help admiring his own bravery. ‘The whole town
shall know of this!’ And the little tailor hastened to cut himself a girdle, stitched it, and
embroidered on it in large letters: ‘Seven at one stroke!’ ‘What, the town!’ he continued, ‘the
whole world shall hear of it!’ and his heart wagged with joy like a lamb’s tail.

The tailor put on the girdle, and resolved to go forth into the world, because he thought
his workshop was too small for his valor. Before he went away, he looked around the house to
see if there was anything which he could take with him; however, he found nothing but an old
cheese, and that he put in his pocket. In front of the door, he observed a bird which had caught
itself in the thicket. It had to go into his pocket with the cheese. Now he took to the road boldly,
and as he was light and nimble, he felt no fatigue. The road led him up a mountain, and when
he had reached the highest point of it, there sat a powerful giant looking peacefully about him.
The little tailor went bravely up, spoke to him, and said: ‘Good day, my friend, so you are sitting
there overlooking the wide-spread world! I am just on my way thither and want to try my luck.
Have you any inclination to go with me?’ The giant looked contemptuously at the tailor and said:
‘You ragamuffin! You miserable creature!’

‘Oh, indeed?’ answered the little tailor, and unbuttoned his coat, and showed the giant
the girdle, ‘there may you read what kind of a man I am!’ The giant read: ‘Seven at one stroke,’
and thought that they had been men whom the tailor had killed and began to feel a little respect
for the tiny fellow. Nevertheless, he wished to try him first, and took a stone in his hand and
squeezed it together so that water dropped out of it. ‘Do that likewise,’ said the giant, ‘if you
have strength.’ ‘Is that all?’ said the tailor, ‘that is child’s play with us!’ and put his hand into his
pocket, brought out the soft cheese, and pressed it until the liquid ran out of it. ‘Faith,’ said he,
‘that was a little better, wasn’t it?’ The giant did not know what to say and could not believe it of
the little man. Then the giant picked up a stone and threw it so high that the eye could scarcely
follow it. ‘Now, little mite of a man, do that likewise,’ ‘Well thrown,’ said the tailor, ‘but after all the
stone came down to earth again; I will throw you one which shall never come back at all,’ and
he put his hand into his pocket, took out the bird, and threw it into the air. The bird, delighted
with its liberty, rose, flew away and did not come back. ‘How does that shot please you, my
friend?’ asked the tailor. ‘You can certainly throw,’ said the giant, ‘but now we will see if you are
able to carry anything properly.’ He took the little tailor to a mighty oak tree which lay there felled
on the ground, and said: ‘If you are strong enough, help me to carry the tree out of the forest.’
‘Readily,’ answered the little man; ‘take you the trunk on your shoulders, and I will raise up the
branches and twigs; after all, they are the heaviest.’ The giant took the trunk on his shoulder, but
the tailor seated himself on a branch, and the giant, who could not look round, had to carry
away the whole tree, and the little tailor into the bargain: he behind, was quite merry and happy,
and whistled the song: ‘Three tailors rode forth from the gate,’ as if carrying the tree were child’s
play. The giant, after he had dragged the heavy burden part of the way, could go no further, and
cried: ‘Hark you, I shall have to let the tree fall!’ The tailor sprang nimbly down, seized the tree
with both arms as if he had been carrying it, and said to the giant: ‘You are such a great fellow,
and yet cannot even carry the tree!’
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They went on together, and as they passed a cherry-tree, the giant laid hold of the top of
the tree where the ripest fruit was hanging, bent it down, gave it into the tailor’s hand, and bade
him eat. But the little tailor was much too weak to hold the tree, and when the giant let it go, it
sprang back again, and the tailor was tossed into the air with it. When he had fallen down again
without injury, the giant said: ‘What is this? Have you not strength enough to hold the weak
twig?’ ‘There is no lack of strength,’ answered the little tailor. ‘Do you think that could be
anything to a man who has struck down seven at one blow? I leapt over the tree because the
huntsmen are shooting down there in the thicket. Jump as I did, if you can do it.’ The giant made
the attempt, but he could not get over the tree, and remained hanging in the branches, so that in
this also the tailor kept the upper hand.

The giant said: ‘If you are such a valiant fellow, come with me into our cavern and spend
the night with us.’ The little tailor was willing and followed him. When they went into the cave,
other giants were sitting there by the fire, and each of them had a roasted sheep in his hand and
was eating it. The little tailor looked round and thought: ‘It is much more spacious here than in
my workshop.’ The giant showed him a bed, and said he was to lie down in it and sleep. The
bed, however, was too big for the little tailor; he did not lie down in it but crept into a corner.
When it was midnight, and the giant thought that the little tailor was lying in a sound sleep, he
got up, took a great iron bar, cut through the bed with one blow, and thought he had finished off
the grasshopper for good. With the earliest dawn the giants went into the forest, and had quite
forgotten the little tailor, when all at once he walked up to them quite merrily and boldly. The
giants were terrified, they were afraid that he would strike them all dead and ran away in a great
hurry.

The little tailor went onwards, always following his own pointed nose. After he had
walked for a long time, he came to the courtyard of a royal palace, and as he felt weary, he lay
down on the grass and fell asleep. Whilst he lay there, the people came and inspected him on
all sides and read on his girdle: ‘Seven at one stroke.’ ‘Ah!’ said they, ‘what does the great
warrior want here in the midst of peace? He must be a mighty lord.’ They went and announced
him to the king and gave it as their opinion that if war should break out, this would be a weighty
and useful man who ought on no account to be allowed to depart. The counsel pleased the king,
and he sent one of his courtiers to the little tailor to offer him military service when he awoke.
The ambassador remained standing by the sleeper, waited until he stretched his limbs and
opened his eyes, and then conveyed to him this proposal. ‘For this very reason have I come
here,’ the tailor replied, ‘I am ready to enter the king’s service.’ He was therefore honorably
received, and a special dwelling was assigned him.

The soldiers, however, were set against the little tailor, and wished him a thousand miles
away. ‘What is to be the end of this?’ they said among themselves. ‘If we quarrel with him, and
he strikes about him, seven of us will fall at every blow; not one of us can stand against him.’
They came therefore to a decision, betook themselves in a body to the king, and begged for
their dismissal. ‘We are not prepared,’ said they, ‘to stay with a man who kills seven at one
stroke.’ The king was sorry that for the sake of one he should lose all his faithful servants,
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wished that he had never set eyes on the tailor, and would willingly have been rid of him again.
But he did not venture to give him his dismissal, for he dreaded lest he should strike him and all
his people dead and place himself on the royal throne. He thought about it for a long time, and
at last found good counsel. He sent to the little tailor and caused him to be informed that as he
was a great warrior, he had one request to make to him. In a forest of his country lived two
giants, who caused great mischief with their robbing, murdering, ravaging, and burning, and no
one could approach them without putting himself in danger of death. If the tailor conquered and
killed these two giants, he would give him his only daughter to wife, and half of his kingdom as a
dowry, likewise one hundred horsemen should go with him to assist him. ‘That would indeed be
a fine thing for a man like me!’ thought the little tailor. ‘One is not offered a beautiful princess
and half a kingdom every day of one’s life!’ ‘Oh, yes,’ he replied, ‘I will soon subdue the giants,
and do not require the help of the hundred horsemen to do it; he who can hit seven with one
blow has no need to be afraid of two.’

The little tailor went forth, and the hundred horsemen followed him. When he came to
the outskirts of the forest, he said to his followers: ‘Just stay waiting here, I alone will soon finish
off the giants.’ Then he bounded into the forest and looked about right and left. After a while he
perceived both giants. They lay sleeping under a tree and snored so that the branches waved
up and down. The little tailor, not idle, gathered two pocketsful of stones, and with these climbed
up the tree. When he was halfway up, he slipped down by a branch, until he sat just above the
sleepers, and then let one stone after another fall on the breast of one of the giants. For a long
time, the giant felt nothing, but at last he awoke, pushed his comrade, and said: ‘Why are you
knocking me?’ ‘You must be dreaming,’ said the other, ‘I am not knocking you.’ They laid
themselves down to sleep again, and then the tailor threw a stone down on the second. ‘What is
the meaning of this?’ cried the other ‘Why are you pelting me?’ ‘I am not pelting you,’ answered
the first, growling. They disputed about it for a time, but as they were weary, they let the matter
rest, and their eyes closed once more. The little tailor began his game again, picked out the
biggest stone, and threw it with all his might on the breast of the first giant. ‘That is too bad!’
cried he, and sprang up like a madman, and pushed his companion against the tree until it
shook. The other paid him back in the same coin, and they got into such a rage that they tore up
trees and belabored each other so long, that at last they both fell down dead on the ground at
the same time. Then the little tailor leapt down. ‘It is a lucky thing,’ said he, ‘that they did not tear
up the tree on which I was sitting, or I should have had to sprint on to another like a squirrel; but
we tailors are nimble.’ He drew out his sword and gave each of them a couple of thrusts in the
breast, and then went out to the horsemen and said: ‘The work is done; I have finished both of
them off, but it was hard work! They tore up trees in their sore need, and defended themselves
with them, but all that is to no purpose when a man like me comes, who can kill seven at one
blow.’ ‘But are you not wounded?’ asked the horsemen. ‘You need not concern yourself about
that,’ answered the tailor, ‘they have not bent one hair of mine.’ The horsemen would not believe
him and rode into the forest; there they found the giants swimming in their blood, and all round
about lay the torn-up trees.
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The little tailor demanded of the king the promised reward; he, however, repented of his
promise, and again bethought himself how he could get rid of the hero. ‘Before you receive my
daughter, and the half of my kingdom,’ said he to him, ‘you must perform one more heroic deed.
In the forest roams a unicorn which does great harm, and you must catch it first.’ ‘I fear one
unicorn still less than two giants. Seven at one blow, is my kind of affair.’ He took a rope and an
axe with him, went forth into the forest, and again bade those who were sent with him to wait
outside. He had not long to seek. The unicorn soon came towards him, and rushed directly on
the tailor, as if it would gore him with its horn without more ado. ‘Softly, softly; it can’t be done as
quickly as that,’ said he, and stood still and waited until the animal was quite close, and then
sprang nimbly behind the tree. The unicorn ran against the tree with all its strength and stuck its
horn so fast in the trunk that it had not the strength enough to draw it out again, and thus it was
caught. ‘Now, I have got the bird,’ said the tailor, and came out from behind the tree and put the
rope round its neck, and then with his axe he hewed the horn out of the tree, and when all was
ready, he led the beast away and took it to the king.

The king still would not give him the promised reward and made a third demand. Before
the wedding the tailor was to catch him a wild boar that made great havoc in the forest, and the
huntsmen should give him their help. ‘Willingly,’ said the tailor, ‘that is child’s play!’ He did not
take the huntsmen with him into the forest, and they were well pleased that he did not, for the
wild boar had several times received them in such a manner that they had no inclination to lie in
wait for him. When the boar perceived the tailor, it ran on him with foaming mouth and whetted
tusks, and was about to throw him to the ground, but the hero fled and sprang into a chapel
which was near and up to the window at once, and in one bound out again. The boar ran after
him, but the tailor ran round outside and shut the door behind it, and then the raging beast,
which was much too heavy and awkward to leap out of the window, was caught. The little tailor
called the huntsmen thither that they might see the prisoner with their own eyes. The hero,
however, went to the king, who was now, whether he liked it or not, obliged to keep his promise,
and gave his daughter and the half of his kingdom. Had he known that it was no war hero, but a
little tailor who was standing before him, his heart would have gone stiller than it did. The
wedding was held with great magnificence and small joy, and out of a tailor a king was made.

After some time, the young queen heard her husband say in his dreams at night: ‘Boy,
make me the doublet, and patch the pantaloons, or else I will rap the yard-measure over your
ears.’ Then she discovered in what state of life the young lord had been born, and next morning
complained of her wrongs to her father and begged him to help her to get rid of her husband,
who was nothing else but a tailor. The king comforted her and said: ‘Leave your bedroom door
open this night, and my servants shall stand outside, and when he has fallen asleep shall go in,
bind him, and take him on board a ship which shall carry him into the wide world.’ The woman
was satisfied with this; but the king’s armor-bearer, who had heard all, was friendly with the
young lord, and informed him of the whole plot. ‘I’ll put a screw into that business,’ said the little
tailor. At night he went to bed with his wife at the usual time, and when she thought that he had
fallen asleep, she got up, opened the door, and then lay down again. The little tailor, who was
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only pretending to be asleep, began to cry out in a clear voice: ‘Boy, make me the doublet and
patch me the pantaloons, or I will rap the yard-measure over your ears. I smote seven at one
blow. I killed two giants, I brought away one unicorn, and caught a wild boar, and am I to fear
those who are standing outside the room.’ When these men heard the tailor speaking thus, they
were overcome by a great dread and ran as if the wild huntsman were behind them, and none
of them would venture anything further against him. So, the little tailor was and remained a king
to the end of his life.

FRAU HOLLE
Once upon a time there was a widow who had two daughters; one of them was beautiful

and industrious, the other ugly and lazy. The mother, however, loved the ugly and lazy one best,
because she was her own daughter, and so the other, who was only her stepdaughter, was
made to do all the work of the house, and was quite the Ashputtle of the family. Her stepmother
sent her out every day to sit by the well in the high road, there to spin until she made her fingers
bleed. Now it happened one day that some blood fell on to the spindle, and as the girl stopped
over the well to wash it off, the spindle suddenly sprang out of her hand and fell into the well.
She ran home crying to tell of her misfortune, but her stepmother spoke harshly to her, and after
giving her a violent scolding, said unkindly, ‘As you have let the spindle fall into the well you may
go yourself and fetch it out.’

The girl went back to the well not knowing what to do, and at last in her distress she
jumped into the water after the spindle.

She remembered nothing more until she awoke and found herself in a beautiful meadow,
full of sunshine, and with countless flowers blooming in every direction.

She walked over the meadow, and presently she came upon a baker’s oven full of
bread, and the loaves cried out to her, ‘Take us out, take us out, or alas! we shall be burnt to a
cinder; we were baked through long ago.’ So, she took the bread-shovel and drew them all out.

She went on a little farther, till she came to a tree full of apples. ‘Shake me, shake me, I
pray,’ cried the tree; ‘my apples, one and all, are ripe.’ So, she shook the tree, and the apples
came falling down upon her like rain; but she continued shaking until there was not a single
apple left upon it. Then she carefully gathered the apples together in a heap and walked on
again.

The next thing she came to was a little house, and there she saw an old woman looking
out, with such large teeth, that she was terrified, and turned to run away. But the old woman
called after her, ‘What are you afraid of, dear child? Stay with me; if you will do the work of my
house properly for me, I will make you very happy. You must be very careful, however, to make
my bed in the right way, for I wish you always to shake it thoroughly, so that the feathers fly
about; then they say, down there in the world, that it is snowing; for I am Mother Holle.’ The old
woman spoke so kindly, that the girl summoned up courage and agreed to enter into her
service.
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She took care to do everything according to the old woman’s bidding and every time she
made the bed, she shook it with all her might, so that the feathers flew about like so many
snowflakes. The old woman was as good as her word: she never spoke angrily to her and gave
her roast and boiled meats every day.

So, she stayed on with Mother Holle for some time, and then she began to grow
unhappy. She could not at first tell why she felt sad, but she became conscious at last of great
longing to go home; then she knew she was homesick, although she was a thousand times
better off with Mother Holle than with her mother and sister. After waiting awhile, she went to
Mother Holle and said, ‘I am so homesick, that I cannot stay with you any longer, for although I
am so happy here, I must return to my own people.’

Then Mother Holle said, ‘I am pleased that you should want to go back to your own
people, and as you have served me so well and faithfully, I will take you home myself.’

Thereupon she led the girl by the hand up to a broad gateway. The gate was opened,
and as the girl passed through, a shower of gold fell upon her, and the gold clung to her, so that
she was covered with it from head to foot.

‘That is a reward for your industry,’ said Mother Holle, and as she spoke, she handed her
the spindle which she had dropped into the well.

The gate was then closed, and the girl found herself back in the old world close to her
mother’s house. As she entered the courtyard, the cock who was perched on the well, called
out:

‘Cock-a-doodle-doo!

Your golden daughter’s come back to you.’

Then she went in to her mother and sister, and as she was so richly covered with gold,
they gave her a warm welcome. She related to them all that had happened, and when the
mother heard how she had come by her great riches, she thought she should like her ugly, lazy
daughter to go and try her fortune. So, she made the sister go and sit by the well and spin, and
the girl pricked her finger and thrust her hand into a thorn-bush, so that she might drop some
blood on to the spindle; then she threw it into the well, and jumped in herself.

Like her sister she awoke in the beautiful meadow, and walked over it till she came to the
oven. ‘Take us out, take us out, or alas! we shall be burnt to a cinder; we were baked through
long ago,’ cried the loaves as before. But the lazy girl answered, ‘Do you think I am going to
dirty my hands for you?’ and walked on.

Presently she came to the apple-tree. ‘Shake me, shake me, I pray; my apples, one and
all, are ripe,’ it cried. But she only answered, ‘A nice thing to ask me to do, one of the apples
might fall on my head,’ and passed on.

At last, she came to Mother Holle’s house, and as she had heard all about the large
teeth from her sister, she was not afraid of them and engaged herself without delay to the old
woman.
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The first day she was very obedient and industrious, and exerted herself to please
Mother Holle, for she thought of the gold she should get in return. The next day, however, she
began to dawdle over her work, and the third day she was more idle still; then she began to lie
in bed in the mornings and refused to get up. Worse still, she neglected to make the old
woman’s bed properly, and forgot to shake it so that the feathers might fly about. So Mother
Holle very soon got tired of her, and told her she might go. The lazy girl was delighted at this,
and thought to herself, ‘The gold will soon be mine.’ Mother Holle led her, as she had led her
sister, to the broad gateway; but as she was passing through, instead of the shower of gold, a
great bucketful of pitch came pouring over her.

‘That is in return for your services,’ said the old woman, and she shut the gate.

So, the lazy girl had to go home covered with pitch, and the cock on the well called out
as she saw her:

‘Cock-a-doodle-doo!

Your dirty daughter’s come back to you.’

But try what she would, she could not get the pitch off and it stuck to her as long as she
lived.

THE BREMER TOWN MUSICIANS
Once upon a time there was a man who had a donkey that had been carrying sacks to

the mill for many years without fail. But now the donkey's strength was running out and he was
no longer fit for work. So, the master thought of giving him away. But the donkey realized that
his master had something bad in mind, ran away and wanted to make his way to Bremen.
There, he thought, he could become a town musician...

When he had been walking for a while, he found a dog lying by the road, howling
miserably. "Why are you howling like that, Packan?" asked the donkey. "Oh," he said, "because
I'm old, I'm getting weaker every day and I can't go hunting anymore, so my master wanted to
shoot me dead. So I ran away. But how am I supposed to earn my living now?"

"I'm going to Bremen to become a town musician"

"Come with me and let me take you to the music as well! I'll play the lute and you beat
the timpani," said the donkey.

The dog agreed and they walked on together. It wasn't long before they saw a cat sitting
by the path with a really sad face. "What's got in your way, old beard-cleaner?" asked the
donkey. "Who can be happy when you're in trouble," replied the cat. "Because I'm old now, my
teeth are getting blunt and I'd rather sit behind the stove and spin than hunt around for mice, my
owner wanted to drown me. I managed to sneak away, but where should I go now?"

"Come to Bremen with us!"

"You know much about night music; you can become a town musician." The cat thought
that was a good idea and went along. As the three of them walked along, they passed a
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farmyard. The house rooster was sitting on the gate and screaming at the top of his lungs.
"You´re screaming so loud, what are you up to?" asked the donkey.

"The housewife has ordered the cook to cut off my head tonight."

"Tomorrow, on Sunday, they have guests, so they want to eat me in the soup. Now I'll
scream at the top of my lungs while I still can." "Well," said the donkey, "you'd better go away
with us, we'll go to Bremen, you'll find something better than death anywhere. You have a good
voice, and if we make music together, it will sound wonderful." The rooster liked the suggestion,
and they all went away together.

However, they were unable to reach the City of Bremen in one Day

In the evening, they came to a forest where they wanted to spend the night. The donkey
and the dog laid down under a large tree, the cat climbed onto a branch and the rooster flew up
to the top of the tree where it was safest for him.

Before he fell asleep, he looked around once more in all four directions. Then he noticed
a glimmer of light. He told his companions that there must be a house nearby because he could
see a light. The donkey replied: "So let's set off and go there, because the shelter here isn´t that
good." The dog said that food would be also good.

So, they set off to where the light was.

Soon they saw it shimmering brighter, and it grew bigger and bigger until they came to a
brightly lit robbers' house. The donkey, being the biggest, approached the window and looked
in.

"What do you see, gray?" asked the rooster. "A table laid with food and drinks, and
robbers sitting all around enjoying themselves!" "That would be something for us," the rooster
said. The animals then thought about how they could start chasing the robbers out.

At last, they found a solution. The donkey stood on the window with his front feet, the
dog jumped on the donkey's back, the cat climbed on the dog, and finally the rooster flew up
and sat on the cat's head. When this was done, at a signal they began to make their music: the
donkey brayed, the dog barked, the cat meowed, and the rooster crowed. Then they rushed
through the window into the parlor, so that the panes rattled.

The robbers jumped at the horrible screams

They thought a ghost was coming in and fled out into the forest in great fear. Now they
sat the four fellows down at the table and each ate to his heart's content of the food he liked
best. When they had finished, they put out the light and each of them looked for a place to sleep
according to his taste. The donkey lay down on the dung, the dog behind the door, the cat on
the stove by the warm ashes, and the rooster flew up onto the roof. And because they were
tired from their long journey, they soon fell asleep.

After midnight, the robbers saw that there were no more lights on
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Everything seemed calm when the captain said: "We shouldn't have let ourselves be
taken in." He sent a robber back to see if there was anyone else in the house.

The robber found everything quiet. He went into the kitchen and wanted to light a light.
He saw the cat's fiery eyes and thought they were glowing coals. He held a match to it so that it
would catch fire. But the cat not able to back up, jumped on his face and scratched him with all
its might. He was terrified and wanted to run out of the back door. But the dog, who was lying
there, jumped up and bit him on the leg. As the robber ran across the yard past the dung heap,
the donkey gave him another good blow with his hind foot. But the rooster, who had been woken
from his sleep by the noise, called down from the roof: "Cock-a-doodle-doo!"

Then the robber ran back to his captain as fast as he could.

He shouted: "Oh, there's a witch in the house, she hissed at me and scratched my face
with her long fingers. There's a man at the door with a knife, he stabbed me in the leg. There's a
black monster in the courtyard, he hit me with a wooden club. And up on the roof, there sits the
judge, who shouted: 'Bring me the rascal! ´ So I made my way away."

From then on, the robbers no longer dared to enter the house.

But the four Bremen Town Musicians liked it so much that they didn't want to leave.

LITTLE RED RIDING HOOD
Once upon a time there was a dear little girl who was loved by everyone who looked at

her, but most of all by her grandmother, and there was nothing that she would not have given to
the child. Once she gave her a little cap of red velvet, which suited her so well that she would
never wear anything else; so she was always called ‘Little Red Riding Hood.’

One day her mother said to her: ‘Come, Little Red Riding Hood, here is a piece of cake
and a bottle of wine; take them to your grandmother, she is ill and weak, and they will do her
good. Set out before it gets hot, and when you are going, walk nicely and quietly and do not run
off the path, or you may fall and break the bottle, and then your grandmother will get nothing;
and when you go into her room, don’t forget to say, “Good morning”, and don’t peep into every
corner before you do it.’

‘I will take great care,’ said Little Red Riding Hood to her mother, and gave her hand on
it.

The grandmother lived out in the wood, half a league from the village, and just as Little
Red Riding Hood entered the wood, a wolf met her. Little Red Riding Hood did not know what a
wicked creature he was and was not at all afraid of him.

‘Good day, Little Red Riding Hood,’ said he.

‘Thank you kindly, wolf.’

‘Where to away so early, Little Red Riding Hood?’

‘To my grandmother’s.’
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‘What have you got in your apron?’

‘Cake and wine; yesterday was baking-day, so poor sick grandmother is to have
something good, to make her stronger.’

‘Where does your grandmother live, Little Red Riding Hood?’

‘A good quarter of a league farther on in the wood; her house stands under the three
large oak-trees, the nut-trees are just below; you surely must know it,’ replied Little Red Riding
Hood.

The wolf thought to himself: ‘What a tender young creature! what a nice plump
mouthful—she will be better to eat than the old woman. I must act craftily, so as to catch both.’
So he walked for a short time by the side of Little Red Riding Hood, and then he said: ‘See,
Little Red Riding Hood, how pretty the flowers are about here—why do you not look round? I
believe, too, that you do not hear how sweetly the little birds are singing; you walk gravely along
as if you were going to school, while everything else out here in the wood is merry.’

Little Red Riding Hood raised her eyes, and when she saw the sunbeams dancing here
and there through the trees, and pretty flowers growing everywhere, she thought: ‘Suppose I
take grandmother a fresh nosegay; that would please her too. It is so early in the day that I shall
still get there in good time’; and so, she ran from the path into the wood to look for flowers. And
whenever she had picked one, she fancied that she saw a still prettier one farther on, and ran
after it, and so got deeper and deeper into the wood.

Meanwhile the wolf ran straight to the grandmother’s house and knocked at the door.

‘Who is there?’

‘Little Red Riding Hood,’ replied the wolf. ‘She is bringing cake and wine; open the door.’

‘Lift the latch,’ called out the grandmother, ‘I am too weak, and cannot get up.’

The wolf lifted the latch, the door sprang open, and without saying a word he went
straight to the grandmother’s bed and devoured her. Then he put on her clothes, dressed
himself in her cap laid himself in bed and drew the curtains.

Little Red Riding Hood, however, had been running about picking flowers, and when she
had gathered so many that she could carry no more, she remembered her grandmother, and set
out on the way to her.

She was surprised to find the cottage-door standing open, and when she went into the
room, she had such a strange feeling that she said to herself: ‘Oh dear! how uneasy I feel today,
and at other times I like being with grandmother so much.’ She called out: ‘Good morning,’ but
received no answer; so she went to the bed and drew back the curtains. There lay her
grandmother with her cap pulled far over her face, and looking very strange.

‘Oh! grandmother,’ she said, ‘what big ears you have!’

‘The better to hear you with, my child,’ was the reply.

‘But, grandmother, what big eyes you have!’ she said.
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‘The better to see you with, my dear.’

‘But, grandmother, what large hands you have!’

‘The better to hug you with.’

‘Oh! but, grandmother, what a terrible big mouth you have!’

‘The better to eat you with!’

And scarcely had the wolf said this, then with one bound he was out of bed and
swallowed up Little Red Riding Hood.

When the wolf had appeased his appetite, he lay down again in the bed, fell asleep and
began to snore very loud. The huntsman was just passing the house and thought to himself:
‘How the old woman is snoring! I must just see if she wants anything.’ So he went into the room,
and when he came to the bed, he saw that the wolf was lying in it. ‘Do I find you here, you old
sinner!’ said he. ‘I have long sought you!’ Then just as he was going to fire at him, it occurred to
him that the wolf might have devoured the grandmother, and that she might still be saved, so he
did not fire, but took a pair of scissors, and began to cut open the stomach of the sleeping wolf.
When he had made two snips, he saw the little Red Hood shining, and then he made two snips
more, and the little girl sprang out, crying: ‘Ah, how frightened I have been! How dark it was
inside the wolf’; and after that the aged grandmother came out alive also, but scarcely able to
breathe. Little Red Riding Hood, however, quickly fetched great stones with which they filled the
wolf’s belly, and when he awoke, he wanted to run away, but the stones were so heavy that he
collapsed at once and fell dead.

Then all three were delighted. The huntsman drew off the wolf’s skin and went home
with it; the grandmother ate the cake and drank the wine which Little Red Riding Hood had
brought, and revived, but Little Red Riding Hood thought to herself: ‘As long as I live, I will never
by myself leave the path, to run into the wood, when my mother has forbidden me to do so.’

SLEEPING BEAUTY
Once upon a time there lived a king and queen who were very unhappy because they

had no children. But at last a little daughter was born, and their sorrow was turned to joy. All the
bells in the land were rung to tell the glad tidings.

The king gave a christening feast so grand that the like of it had never been known. He
invited all the fairies he could find in the kingdom—there were seven of them—to come to the
christening as godmothers. He hoped that each would give the princess a good gift.

When the christening was over, the feast came. Before each of the fairies was placed a
plate with a spoon, a knife, and a fork—all pure gold. But alas! As the fairies were about to seat
themselves at the table, there came into the hall a very old fairy who had not been invited. She
had left the kingdom fifty years before and had not been seen or heard of until this day.
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The king at once ordered that a plate should be brought for her, but he could not furnish
a gold one such as the others had. This made the old fairy angry, and she sat there muttering to
herself.

A young fairy who sat near overheard her angry threats. This good godmother, fearing
the old fairy might give the child an unlucky gift, hid herself behind a curtain. She did this
because she wished to speak last and perhaps be able to change the old fairy’s gift.

At the end of the feast, the youngest fairy stepped forward and said, “The princess shall
be the most beautiful woman in the world.”

The second said,

“She shall have a temper as sweet as an angel.”

The third said,

“She shall have a wonderful grace in all she does or says.”

The fourth said,

“She shall sing like a nightingale.”

The fifth said,

“She shall dance like a flower in the wind.”

The sixth said,

“She shall play such music as was never heard on earth.”

Then the old fairy’s turn came. Shaking her head spitefully, she said,

“When the princess is seventeen years old, she shall prick her finger with a spindle,
and-she-shall-die!”

At this all the guests trembled, and many of them began to weep. The king and queen
wept loudest of all.

Just then the wise young fairy came from behind the curtain and said: “Do not grieve, O
King and Queen. Your daughter shall not die. I cannot undo what my elder sister has done; the
princess shall indeed prick her finger with the spindle, but she shall not die. She shall fall into
sleep that will last a hundred years. At the end of that time, a king’s son will find her and awaken
her.”

Immediately all the fairies vanished.

The king, hoping to save his child even from this misfortune, commanded that all
spindles should be burned. This was done, but it was all in vain.

One day when the princess was seventeen years of age, the king and queen left her
alone in the castle. She wandered about the palace and at last came to a little room in the top of
a tower. There an old woman—so old and deaf that she had never heard of the king’s
command—sat spinning.
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“What are you doing, good old woman?” asked the princess.

“I am spinning, my pretty child.”

“Ah,” said the princess. “How do you do it? Let me see if I can spin also.”

She had just taken the spindle in her hand when, in some way, it pricked her finger. The
princess dropped down on the floor. The old woman called for help, and people came from all
sides, but nothing could be done.

When the good young fairy heard the news, she came quickly to the castle. She knew
that the princess must sleep a hundred years and would be frightened if she found herself alone
when she awoke. So the fairy touched with her magic wand all in the palace except the king and
the queen. Ladies, gentlemen, pages, waiting maids, footmen, grooms in the stable, and even
the horses—she touched them all. They all went to sleep just where they were when the wand
touched them. Some of the gentlemen were bowing to the ladies, the ladies were embroidering,
the grooms stood currying their horses, and the cook was slapping the kitchen boy.

The king and queen departed from the castle, giving orders that no one was to go near
it. This command, however, was not needed. In a little while there sprang around the castle a
wood so thick that neither man nor beast could pass through.

A great many changes take place in a hundred years. The king had no other child, and
when he died, his throne passed to another royal family. Even the story of the sleeping princess
was almost forgotten.

One day the son of the king who was then reigning was out hunting, and he saw towers
rising above a thick wood. He asked what they were, but no one could answer him.

At last an old peasant was found who said, “Your highness, fifty years ago my father told
me that there is a castle in the woods where a princess sleeps—the most beautiful princess that
ever lived. It was said that she must sleep there a hundred years, when she would be awakened
by a king’s son.”

At this the young prince determined to find out the truth for himself. He leaped from his
horse and began to force his way through the wood. To his astonishment, the stiff branches
gave way, and then closed again, allowing none of his companions to follow.

A beautiful palace rose before him. In the courtyard the prince saw horses and men who
looked as if they were dead. But he was not afraid and boldly entered the palace. There were
guards motionless as stone, gentlemen and ladies, pages and footmen, some standing, some
sitting, but all like statues.

At last the prince came to a chamber of gold, where he saw upon a bed the fairest sight
one ever beheld—a princess of about seventeen years who looked as if she had just fallen
asleep. Trembling, the prince knelt beside her and awakened her with a kiss. And now the
enchantment was broken.

The princess looked at him with wondering eyes and said: “Is it you, my prince? I have
waited for you long.”
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So happy were the two that they talked hour after hour. In the meantime, all in the palace
awaked and each began to do what he was doing when he fell asleep. The gentlemen went on
bowing to the ladies. The ladies went on with their embroidery. The grooms went on currying
their horses, the cook went on slapping the kitchen boy, and the servants began to serve the
supper. Then the chief lady in waiting, who was ready to die of hunger, told the princess aloud
that supper was ready.

The prince gave the princess his hand, and they all went into the great hall for supper.
That very evening the prince and princess were married. The next day the prince took his bride
to his father’s palace, and there they lived happily ever afterward.

SNOW WHITE AND THE SEVEN DWARFS
It was in the middle of winter, when the broad flakes of snow were falling around, that a

certain queen sat working at her window, the frame of which was made of fine black ebony; and,
as she was looking out upon the snow, she pricked her finger, and three drops of blood fell upon
it. Then she gazed thoughtfully down on the red drops which sprinkled the white snow and said,
"Would that my little daughter may be as white as that snow, as red as the blood, and as black
as the ebony window-frame!" And so the little girl grew up; her skin was a white as snow, her
cheeks as rosy as blood, and her hair as black as ebony; and she was called Snow-White.

But this queen died; and the king soon married another wife, who was very beautiful, but
so proud that she could not bear to think that anyone could surpass her. She had a magical
looking-glass, to which she used to go and gaze upon herself in it, and say—

"Tell me, glass, tell me true!

Of all the ladies in the land,

Who is fairest? tell me who?"

And the glass answered, "Thou, Queen, art fairest in the land"

But Snow-White grew more and more beautiful; and when she was seven years old, she
was as bright as the day, and fairer than the queen herself. Then the glass one day answered
queen, when she went to consult it as usual—

"Thou, Queen, may'st fair and beauteous be,

But Snow-White is lovelier far than thee?"

When the queen heard this, she turned pale with rage and envy; and calling to one of
her servants said, "Take Snow-White away into the wide wood, that I may never see her more."
Then the servant led the little girl away; but his heart melted when she begged him to spare her
life, and he said, "I will not hurt thee, thou pretty child." So, he left her there alone; and though
he thought it most likely that the wild beasts would tear her to pieces, he felt as if a great weight
were taken off his heart when he had made up his mind not to kill her, but leave her to her fate.

Then poor Snow-White wandered along through the wood in great fear; and the wild
beasts roared around, but none did her any harm. In the evening, she came to a little cottage,
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and went in there to rest, for her weary feet would carry her no further. Everything was spruce
and neat in the cottage: on the table was spread a white cloth, and there were seven little plates
with seven little loaves and seven little glasses with wine in them; and knives and forks laid in
order, and by the wall stood seven little beds. Then, as she was exceedingly hungry, she picked
a little piece off each loaf and drank a very little wine out of each glass; and after that she
thought she would lie down and rest. So, she tried all the little beds; and one was too long, and
another was too short, till, at last, the seventh suited her; and there she laid herself down and
went to sleep. Presently in came the masters of the cottage, who were seven little dwarfs that
lived among the mountains and dug and searched about for gold. They lighted up their seven
lamps and saw directly that all was not right. The first said, "Who has been sitting on my stool?"
The second, "Who has been eating off my plate?" The third, "Who has been picking at my
bread?" The fourth, "Who has been meddling with my spoon?" The fifth, "Who has been
handling my fork?" The sixth, "Who has been cutting with my knife?" The seventh, "Who has
been drinking my wine?" Then the first looked around and said, "Who has been lying on my
bed?" And the rest came running to him, and everyone cried out that somebody had been upon
his bed. But the seventh saw Snow-White and called upon his brethren to come and look at her;
and they cried out with wonder and astonishment, and brought their lamps and gazing upon her,
they said, "Good heavens! what a lovely child she is!" And they were delighted to see her and
took care not to waken her; and the seventh dwarf slept an hour with each of the other dwarfs in
turn, till the night was gone.

In the morning Snow-White told them all her story, and they pitied her, and said if she
would keep all things in order, and cook and wash, and knit and spin for them, she might stay
where she was, and they would take good care of her. Then they went out all day long to their
work, seeking for gold and silver in the mountains; and Snow-White remained at home; and they
warned her, saying, "The queen will soon find out where you are, so take care and let no one
in." But the queen, now that she thought Snow-White was dead, believed that she was certainly
the handsomest lady in the land; so, she went to her glass and said—

"Tell me, glass, tell me true!

Of all the ladies in the land,

Who is fairest? tell me who?"

And the glass answered—

"Thou, Queen, thou are fairest in all this land;

But over the Hills, in the greenwood shade,

Where the seven dwarfs their dwelling have made,

There Snow-White is hiding; and she

Is lovelier far, O Queen, than thee."

Then the queen was very much alarmed; for she knew that the glass always spoke the
truth, and she was sure that the servant had betrayed her. And as she could not bear to think

33



that anyone lived who was more beautiful than she was, she disguised herself as an old peddler
woman and went her way over the hills to the place where the dwarfs dwelt. Then she knocked
at the door and cried, "Fine wares to sell!" Snow-White looked out of the window, and said,
"Good day, good woman; what have you to sell?" "Good wares, fine wares," replied she; "laces
and bobbins of all colors." "I will let the old lady in; she seems to be a very good sort of a body,"
thought Snow-White; so, she ran down and unbolted the door. "Bless me!" said the woman,
"how badly your stays are laced. Let me lace them up with one of my nice new laces."
Snow-White did not dream of any mischief; so, she stood up before the old woman who set to
work so nimbly, and pulled the lace so tightly that Snow-White lost her breath, and fell down as if
she were dead. "There's an end of all thy beauty," said the spiteful queen, and went away home.

In the evening the seven dwarfs returned; and I need not say how grieved they were to
see their faithful Snow-White stretched upon the ground motionless, as if she were quite dead.
However, they lifted her up, and when they found what was the matter, they cut the lace; and in
a little time, she began to breathe, and soon came to herself again. Then they said, "The old
woman was the queen; take care another time and let no one in when we are away."

When the queen got home, she went to her glass, and spoke to it, but to her surprise it
replied in the same words as before.

Then the blood ran cold in her heart with spite and malice to hear that Snow-White still
lived; and she dressed herself up again in a disguise, but very different from the one she wore
before, and took with her a poisoned comb. When she reached the dwarfs' cottage, she
knocked at the door, and cried, "Fine wares to sell!" but Snow-White said, "I dare not let anyone
in." Then the queen said, "Only look at my beautiful combs;" and gave her the poisoned one.
And it looked so pretty that the little girl took it up and put it into her hair to try it; but the moment
it touched her head the poison was so powerful that she fell down senseless. "There you may
lie," said the queen, and went her way. But by good luck the dwarfs returned very early that
evening; and when they saw Snow-White lying on the ground, they thought what had happened,
and soon found the poisoned comb. And when they took it away, she recovered and told them
all that had passed; and they warned her once more not to open the door to anyone.

Meantime the queen went home to her glass and trembled with rage when she received
exactly the same answer as before; and she said, "Snow-White shall die, if it costs me my life."
So she went secretly into a chamber and prepared a poisoned apple: the outside looked very
rosy and tempting, but whosoever tasted it was sure to die. Then she dressed herself up as a
peasant's wife, and travelled over the hills to the dwarfs' cottage, and knocked at the door; but
Snow-White put her head out of the window, and said, "I dare not let anyone in, for the dwarfs
have told me not to." "Do as you please," said the old woman, "but at any rate take this pretty
apple; I will make you a present of it." "No," said Snow-White, "I dare not take it." "You silly girl!"
answered the other, "what are you afraid of? do you think it is poisoned? Come! do you eat one
part, and I will eat the other." Now the apple was so prepared that one side was good, though
the other side was poisoned. Then Snow-White was very much tempted to taste, for the apple
looked exceedingly nice; and when she saw the old woman eat, she could refrain no longer. But
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she had scarcely put the piece into her mouth when she fell down dead upon the ground. "This
time nothing will save thee," said the queen; and she went home to her glass, and at last it
said—"Thou, Queen, art the fairest of all the fair." And then her envious heart was glad, and as
happy as such a heart could be.

When evening came, and the dwarfs returned home, they found Snow-White lying on the
ground; no breath passed her lips, and they were afraid that she was quite dead. They lifted her
up, and combed her hair, and washed her face with wine and water; but all was in vain. So they
laid her down upon a bier, and all seven watched and bewailed her three whole days; and then
they proposed to bury her; but her cheeks were still rosy, and her face looked just as it did while
she was alive; so they said, "We will never bury her in the cold ground." And they made a coffin
of glass so that they might still look at her, and wrote her name upon it in golden letters, and that
she was a king's daughter. Then the coffin was placed upon the hill, and one of the dwarfs
always sat by it and watched. And the birds of the air came, too, and bemoaned Snow-White.
First of all came an owl, and then a raven, but at last came a dove.

And thus, Snow-White lay for a long, long time, and still only looked as though she were
asleep; for she was even now as white as snow, and as red as blood, and as black as ebony. At
last a prince came and called at the dwarfs' house; and he saw Snow-White and read what was
written in golden letters. Then he offered the dwarfs money, and earnestly prayed them to let
him take her away; but they said, "We will not part with her for all the gold in the world." At last,
however, they had pity on him and gave him the coffin; but the moment he lifted it up to carry it
home with him, the piece of apple fell from between her lips, and Snow-White awoke, and
exclaimed, "Where am I!" And the prince answered, "Thou art safe with me." Then he told her all
that had happened, and said, "I love you better than all the world; come with me to my father's
palace, and you shall be my wife." Snow-White consented and went home with the prince; and
everything was prepared with great pomp and splendor for their wedding.

To the feast was invited, among the rest, Snow-White's old enemy, the queen; and as
she was dressing herself in fine, rich clothes, she looked in the glass and said, "Tell me, glass,
tell me true! Of all the ladies in the land, “Who is fairest? tell me who?" And the glass answered,
"Thou, lady, art the loveliest here, I ween; But lovelier far is the new-made queen."

When she heard this, the queen started with rage; but her envy and curiosity were so
great, that she could not help setting out to see the bride. And when she arrived, and saw that it
was no other than Snow-White, whom she thought had been dead a long while, she choked
with passion and fell ill and died; but Snow-White and the prince lived and reigned happily over
that land, many, many years.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN
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
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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,
if 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 all of 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?’ ‘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,
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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
reminded her 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.’

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! —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 trouble for nothing, and said, ‘We wish you a
very good morning, and a merry feast, Mr. RUMPLESTILTSKIN!’
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THE PIED PIPER OF HAMELIN
Long ago, in the medieval city of Hamelin on the Weser River, a strange event occurred.

The town was prosperous, with abundant fisheries and brimming granaries. Thick walls
protected the people from their enemies, and they enjoyed a big town square with a lovely
carved fountain.

The people of Hamelin had just one problem. Huge black rats lived on their grain and
fish and meat. The rats nested beneath eaves and in the walls and cellars of every house. As
time passed, the rats became so numerous, even the cats of Hamelin could not control them.
They grew immune to every poison and smart enough to avoid traps. There seemed no way to
rid the city of the creatures who stole the people's food, gnawed at their houses and bit their
children.

One fine day a jolly looking stranger appeared in the town square. The people gathered
around him out of curiosity, for few strangers ever came to Hamelin. When he asked for bread
and water, they gave him both.

As he drank his fill, one of the town’s men broke through the crowd and approached the
stranger. "Excuse me," the town’s man said gruffly. "How do you plan to pay for these gifts?"

The stranger smiled and drew a slender reed from his sack. "I'll pay with a song," he
said, putting the instrument to his lips. At the first few notes, all who were near stopped what
they were doing, for the music was mesmerizing.

When the piper finished his song, the town’s man asked, "and what else can you do?"
"My pipe will do whatever I ask," the piper answered.

The people moved close, for the piper was speaking of magic.

The piper had, all this while, been observing closely the goings-on in the city around him.
"I'll tell you what," he said. "I can rid this place of all these rats if you like. For a price, of course."

"What price?" the town’s man asked suspiciously.

"Thirty guilders."

The people gasped, but the town’s man agreed to this bargain. "Now remember," the
piper said to the town’s man as they shook hands, "you must not break our bargain, for as I've
told you already, my pipe can play many different kinds of tunes." With that he crossed the
square and disappeared through the gate leading out of the city.

The next morning, music lured people from their beds. They flung open their shutters
and watched as the piper walked through the narrow streets. They stared in wonder, for the rats
were following him. They streamed out of cellars and attics, from windows and nests. Before
long a river of rats was scuttling along the cobbled streets, following the piper's lead.

The piper led the rats to the river and waded in, playing all the while. Enchanted by the
music, the rats paddled into the water and suddenly realized they couldn't swim. But they could
not turn around, for the music led them forward, and soon they were scrabbling and pawing at
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the current and at each other as they fought to save their lives. They slapped at the water and
shrieked as the people of Hamelin watched the creatures drown.

When there were no rats left, the piper waded to shore. He was completely dry. "My
business is finished," he said. "And now if you will pay me, I shall be on my way."

The town’s man frowned. "I think 10 guilders is enough," and that is what he handed the
piper.

For a moment the piper was silent as he stared at the coins in his hand. At last he said,
"We had a bargain, and I warned you. My pipe plays many tunes."

The town’s man simply shook his head, and all the others looked away. The piper
shrugged and quickly walked out of the city. Within a moment the people could see only the tip
of his bright cap as he walked across the fields toward the mountain looming over the city.

The next day at dawn, the people again heard the piper's tune floating over the fields
and through the gate. Wherever the music sounded, the adults froze like statues. The children,
though, did not freeze. They awoke and rose from their beds and began to follow the sound of
the music. Blindly and silently, they marched until the streets were crowded with children
dressed in nightshirts and gowns. As the piper's song filled the air, the children followed him
right through the town, out of the gate.

That was the last anyone ever saw of the piper and the children of Hamelin. That day
130 youngsters disappeared.

Two days later, two bruised and confused children were discovered outside the city gate.
One of the children was blind, and it was he who told the story. The piper, he said, had led all
the children to the top of Mount Poppen. There a huge gate had opened, and the piper led the
children inside. The blind boy was slow, it seems, and as he reached the place, a wall of
brambles closed on him. When he later woke, he found another child lying beside him, and he
felt along the side of the mountain where once the gate had been. Nothing was there.

The people of Hamelin never forgot their tragedy. When they built a new town gate, they
inscribed these words upon it:

"This gate was built 272 years after the sorcerer abducted 130 children from the city."

And they passed their tale on, reminding all their children and grandchildren and
great-grandchildren of the folly of their ancestors, and the sorrow that befell them when they
disregarded the bargain struck with a being from a world beyond their walls.

RÜBEZAHL
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After many hundreds of years, Rübezahl had once again emerged from the depths of the
earth, and as always, in the middle of the Giant Mountains. He walked through the dense forest,
listening to the twittering of the birds, the rustling of the leaves and the murmuring of the stream.
Then he suddenly came to a hidden pool of water with a waterfall. There a group of boisterous
girls were playing happily in the grass on the bank of the water.

Suddenly, Rübezahl turned into a raven and flew croaking onto a branch. Then the most
beautiful of all girls cheekily threw him a golden ring:

Catch it, noble raven, mine

tomorrow is the wedding!

Surprised, the raven caught the ring in its beak and flew away. The princess, that was
the girl, laughed brightly and carefree and called her servants to go back to the castle.
Meanwhile, Rübezahl sat in the thicket as if enchanted and held the golden ring. How much he
had liked this girl and how much he wished he were human! In the next few days he waited
impatiently for the girls to return to the waterfall. When they finally came back, Rübezahl quickly
turned into a handsome youth. With the ring in his hand he went bravely to the princess and
said:

Whoever can bring you the ring here

will hear the wedding bells ringing!

He took her hand, put the ring on her finger and led the astonished princess to the edge
of the water. They climbed in and disappeared into the depths.

The girls lamented loudly when they no longer saw their mistress. They ran as fast as
they could to the king to deliver the bad news. The whole court was sad, but especially Ratibor,
the princess's fiancé. He set out with an army of knights and soldiers and searched for the
princess for a long time, but unfortunately in vain.

By now she was in a magnificent palace deep beneath the Giant Mountains. Rübezahl
looked after her very well. He granted her every wish. He wanted to prove his great love. And
that went well for a while. The princess was happy about every gift. The company of the
handsome young prince was very pleasant and she did not feel bored. The promised wedding
was to take place soon.
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But the more the princess thought about the wedding, the sadder she became. She
could not forget her cheerful friends and Prince Ratibor. She complained to Rübezahl: "Oh, if
only I had my friends here, then I wouldn't be so lonely!"

Rübezahl didn't know people that well yet, but wanted to learn a lot about them. He went
to the castle's vegetable garden, pulled a few fresh turnips out of the ground, put them in a
basket and brought them to the sad princess. "Here," he said, "take this magic wand and touch
the turnips with it and they will turn into the person you are thinking of."

Soon the princess was surrounded by her closest friends and happiness returned to the
palace. Rübezahl was pleased to see the princess laughing again. All the turnips had quickly
become people - the smallest ones were now the cutest kittens and puppies. Even a few birds
were chirping happily in a golden cage.

The princess was already ready to marry Rübezahl. But one morning she saw with
horror how her whole company was turning into shrinking matrons and old men. The turnips had
become old and juiceless and not even Rübezahl could do anything about it. Rübezahl tried to
console the princess. In vain - and now she didn't want to know anything about a wedding.
Desperate, Rübezahl took his magic wand, but couldn't find a single turnip and he sighed:

Until the turnips are ripe in the garden,

The wedding must wait that long.

And the princess

replied to Rübezahl half-heartedly:

With a new harvest of turnips,

I will gladly submit to fate.

In reality, however, the princess was only thinking of a quick escape.

The closer the new turnip harvest came, the more the princess seemed satisfied with her
fate. She was very friendly to Rübezahl and together they planned the wedding.

One day Rübezahl said: "In three days the turnips will be ready and you will have your
wedding party." But the princess replied: "For a real wedding, I need to know exactly how many
guests there are. Please go and count the turnips for me!" Rübezahl was happy to do that. He
went into the field and started counting. When Rübezahl was at the other end of the field, the
princess came and pulled the biggest turnip out of the ground. She touched it with her magic
wand and - whoosh - there stood a strong horse. And she was on her way as fast as the wind -
away from Rübezahl's kingdom.

Meanwhile, to be absolutely sure, Rübezahl wanted to count the turnips a second time.
But this time he got a different number. He scratched his head and counted the turnips for the
third time. Finally he had the right number and ran happily back to the castle. But there he
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searched in vain for his bride. When he finally understood what had happened, the princess had
long since left his kingdom. Perhaps she was already in Ratibor's arms.

In his boundless anger, Rübezahl raced through the air and through his entire kingdom
and complained of his suffering to the four winds. When he had calmed down a little, he
withdrew disappointed into the depths of his kingdom and was not seen again for the next
hundred years.

The inhabitants of the Giant Mountains heard the story and from then on called their
mighty mountain spirit "Rübezahl."
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