

[image: ]















[image: ]

























[image: ]

























Contents









Title Page


The Witch of Rue Mouffetard


The Pair of Shoes


The Giant Who Wore Red Socks


Scoobidoo, the Doll Who Could See Everything


The Story of Lustucru


The Fairy in the Tap


The Witch in the Broom Cupboard


The Good Little Devil


The Love Story of a Potato


Uncle Pierre’s House


Prince Blub and the Mermaid


The Cunning Little Pig


The Fool and His Wise Wife


Afterword


Translator’s Acknowledgements


Pierre Gripari, the Author


Puig Rosado, the Illustrator


Also Available from Pushkin Press


Copyright




























The Witch of Rue Mouffetard





There was once an old witch living in the Gobelins neighbourhood in Paris; she was a dreadfully old and ugly witch, but she really did want to be the most beautiful girl in the world!


One sunny day, while reading the Witches’ Times, she came across the following advertisement:








MADAME


You who are OLD and UGLY


You shall become YOUNG and PRETTY!


To achieve this:


EAT A LITTLE GIRL


In tomato sauce!











Underneath, in small letters, it said: 








BUT TAKE CARE!


YOUR LITTLE GIRL’S FIRST NAME


ABSOLUTELY MUST BEGIN


WITH THE LETTER N!











Now, a little girl whose name was Nadia happened to be living in the very same neighbourhood as the witch. She was the eldest daughter of Papa Sayeed (perhaps you know him?), who kept the cafe-grocer’s on rue Broca.


“I shall have to eat Nadia,” the witch decided.





One fine day, Nadia had gone out to get some bread from the bakery when an old lady stopped and spoke to her:


“Good morning, young Nadia!”


“Good morning, madame!”


“Would you like to do me a good turn?”


“What is it?”


“Would you go and fetch a tin of tomato sauce from your daddy’s shop for me? It would save me going, and I’m so tired today!”
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Nadia agreed right away; she was a good-hearted girl. As soon as she had gone, the witch—for it was she—began to laugh and rub her hands together:


“Oh, I am so cunning!” she said. “Young Nadia is going to bring me the very sauce that I shall eat her with!”


As soon as she had come back home with the bread, Nadia took a tin of tomato sauce from the shelves, and she was just getting ready to go out again when her father stopped her:


“And where are you off to, with that?”


“I am taking this tin of tomato sauce to an old lady who asked me for it.”


“You stay here,” said Papa Sayeed. “If your old lady wants something, she has only to come here herself.”


Nadia, being also a very obedient girl, did not argue. But the next day, while out shopping, she was stopped by the old lady once again:


“Well, Nadia? What about my tomato sauce?”


“Sorry,” said Nadia, blushing from head to foot, “but my daddy didn’t want me to bring it. He said you should come to the shop yourself.”


“Very well,” said the old lady, “I’ll come, then.”


Indeed, she walked into the shop that very same day:


“Good morning, Monsieur Sayeed.”


“Good morning, madame. What can I get you?”


“I would like Nadia.”


“Excuse me?”


“Oh, forgive me! I meant to say: a tin of tomato sauce, please.”


“Of course! A small one or a large one?”


“A large one, it’s for Nadia…”


“What?”


“No, no! I meant to say: it’s to have with some spaghetti…”


“I see! Talking of which, we also have spaghetti…”


“Oh, there’s no need, I’ll have Nadia…”


“What?”


“Do forgive me! I meant to say: the spaghetti, I already have some at home…”


“If you’re sure… Here is your tomato sauce.”


The old lady took the tin and paid for it, but then, instead of leaving, she began to look doubtful:


“Hm! Perhaps it is a little heavy… Do you think you might perhaps…”


“Might what?”


“Let Nadia carry it home for me?”


But Papa Sayeed had his suspicions.


“No, madame, we don’t deliver. Besides, Nadia has other things to be getting on with. If this tin is too heavy for you, well, too bad: you’ll just have to leave it behind!”


“Never mind,” said the witch, “I’ll take it. Goodbye, Monsieur Sayeed!”


“Goodbye, madame!”


And the witch went away, with her tin of tomato sauce. As soon as she was home, she said to herself:


“Here’s an idea: tomorrow morning, I shall disguise myself as a butcher, then go to rue Mouffetard and sell some meat in the market. When Nadia comes out to do the shopping for her parents, I’ll nab her.”





The following day, the witch appeared on rue Mouffetard disguised as a market butcher, when Nadia happened to go by.


“Hello, little girl. Would you like some meat?”


“Oh no, madame, I’ve just bought a chicken.”


“Shoot!” thought the witch.


Next day, back in the market, she had disguised herself as a poultry butcher.


“Hello, dear. Will you buy one of my chickens?”


“Oh no, madame. Today I’m looking for some red meat.”


“Blast!” thought the witch.


On the third day, in a fresh disguise, she was selling both red meat and poultry.


“Hello Nadia, hello my dear! What would you like? You see, today I have something for everyone: beef, mutton, chicken, rabbit…”


“Yes, but we’re having fish today!”


“Drat!”


Back at home, the witch thought and thought. Then she had a new idea:


“Well, if this is how things are, I will use some stronger magic. Tomorrow morning I shall turn myself into EVERY SINGLE ONE of the food-sellers on rue Mouffetard AT THE SAME TIME!”





And indeed, the following day, the witch had turned into every single one of the food-sellers on rue Mouffetard (there were exactly 267 of them), in disguise.


Nadia came along as usual and, quite unsuspecting, went up to a vegetable stall—to buy some green beans, this time—and was about to pay when the shopkeeper caught her by the wrist, snatched her away and ker-CHING! shut her up in the till.


Luckily, Nadia had a little brother whose name was Bashir. Noticing that his big sister had not come home, Bashir said to himself:


“That witch must have taken her. I have to go and save her.”





He picked up his guitar and headed off to rue Mouffetard. Seeing him approach, the 267 food-sellers (remember: every single one of them was actually the witch) began to call out:


“Where are you off to like that, Bashir?”


Bashir closed his eyes tight and answered:


“I am a poor blind musician; all I want is to sing a little song and earn myself a few pennies.”


“What song?” the food-sellers asked.


“I want to sing a song called: Nadia, Where Are You?”


“No, not that one! Sing another!”


“But I don’t know another song!”


“Then sing it really softly!”


“All right! I’ll sing it really softly.”


And Bashir began to sing as loudly as he could:








Nadia, where are you?


Nadia, where are you?


Reply so I can spy you!


Nadia, where are you?


Nadia, where are you?


You’ve vanished from view!











“Softer! Softer!” cried the 267 food-sellers. “You’re hurting our ears!”


But Bashir went on singing:








Nadia, where are you?


Nadia, where are you?











When suddenly a little voice replied:








Bashir, Bashir, set me free


Or the witch will kill me!











At these words, Bashir opened his eyes and all of the 267 food-sellers leapt upon him, screeching:


“He’s faking! He’s faking! He can see!”


But Bashir, who was a brave boy, swung his small guitar and knocked over the nearest stallholder with a single blow. She fell flat on the ground, and the other 266 fell over all at once too, stunned just like their colleague.


Now Bashir went into all the shops on the street, one after the other, singing:








Nadia, where are you?


Nadia, where are you?











Once more, the little voice replied:








Bashir, Bashir, set me free


Or the witch will kill me!











This time there was no doubt: the voice was coming from the grocer’s shop. Bashir raced inside, leaping over the vegetable display, just as, coming round from her faint, the witch-grocer opened her eyes. And, just as she came to, the other 266 food-sellers also opened their eyes. Luckily, Bashir saw her in time and, with a well-aimed blow from his guitar, he knocked them all out again for a few minutes longer.


Then, he tried to open the till, while Nadia continued to sing:








Bashir, Bashir, set me free


Or the witch will kill me!











But the drawer was too tightly closed; it wouldn’t move an inch. Nadia was singing and Bashir was struggling, and all the while the 267 witch-food-sellers were waking up again. But this time, they took good care not to start opening their eyes! Instead, they kept their eyes closed and began to crawl towards the grocer’s where Bashir was working away, so as to surround him.


Just then, when exhausted Bashir couldn’t think which way to turn next, he saw a tall sailor go past, a well-built young man, walking down the street.


“Hello, sailor. Would you mind helping me out?”


“What can I do?”


“Could you carry this shop’s till all the way to our house? My sister is stuck inside it.”


“And what will my reward be?”


“You shall have the money and I’ll have my sister.”


“It’s a deal!”


Bashir lifted the till and was just about to pass it over to the sailor when the witch-grocer, who had crept up quietly as a mouse, caught him by the foot and began to squeal:


“Ah, you thief, I have you now!”


Bashir lost his balance and dropped the till. Being very heavy indeed, when the till fell straight onto the witch-grocer’s head, the single blow cracked open the heads of all 267 witch-food-sellers and knocked their brains out. This time the witch was dead, well and truly dead.


And that’s not all: with the force of the impact, the till drawer flew open—ker-CHING! And Nadia stepped out.


She hugged and thanked her little brother, and the pair of them went home to their parents, while the sailor gathered up all the witch’s blood-spattered money.



















The Pair of Shoes





There once was a pair of shoes that got married. The right shoe, which was the man, was called Nicolas, and the left shoe, which was the lady, was called Tina.


They lived in a beautiful cardboard box where they lay wrapped in tissue paper. They were perfectly happy there, and they hoped things would go on like this for ever.


But then, one fine morning, a sales assistant took them out of their box so that a lady could try them on. The lady put them on, took a few steps, then, seeing that the shoes looked good on her, she said:


“I’ll take them.”


“Would you like the shoebox?” asked the sales assistant.


“No need,” replied the lady, “I’ll walk home in them.”


She paid and left, her new shoes already on her feet.


So it was that Nicolas and Tina walked about for a whole day without a single glimpse of each other. Only that night were they reunited inside a dark cupboard.


“Is that you, Tina?”


“Yes, it’s me, Nicolas.”


“Ah, thank goodness! I thought you were lost!”


“Me too. But where were you?”


“Me? I was on the right foot.”


“And I was on the left foot.”


“Now I see it all,” said Nicolas. “Every time you were in front, I was behind, and when you were behind, why, I was in front. That’s why we couldn’t see each other.”


“And is this how it will be every day?” asked Tina.


“I’m afraid so!”


“But this is terrible! To spend all day without seeing you, my dear Nicolas! I shall never get used to this!”


“Listen,” said Nicolas, “I have an idea. Since I am always on the right and you always on the left, well, every time I step forward, I shall make a little swerve towards you, at the same time. That way, we shall be able to say hello. All right?”


“All right!”


This, then, is what Nicolas did, in such a way that for the whole of the following day the lady wearing the shoes could not take three steps without her right foot bumping into her left heel, and every time it did—crash! She fell flat on the ground.


Very worried, that same day the lady went to consult a doctor.


“Doctor, I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I keep tripping myself up!”


“You trip yourself up?”


“Yes, doctor! Almost every time I take a step, my right foot catches my left heel and it makes me fall over!”


“This is very serious,” said the doctor. “If it goes on, we shall have to cut off your right foot. But here is a prescription: this will get you ten thousand francs’ worth of treatment. Pay me two thousand francs for the consultation, and come and see me tomorrow.”


That evening, inside the cupboard, Tina asked Nicolas:


“Did you hear what the doctor said?”
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“Yes, I heard.”


“This is terrible! If they cut off the lady’s right foot, she will throw you out, and we will be separated for ever! We must do something!”


“Yes, but what?”


“Listen, I have an idea: since I am on the left, tomorrow, I’ll be the one who makes a little swerve to the right, every time I step forward! Okay?”


“Okay!”


Tina did as she said, so that on the second day, all day long it was the left foot that bumped into the right heel, and—crash! The poor lady found herself on the ground again. Even more worried, she went back to her doctor.


“Doctor, I am going from bad to worse! Now it’s my left foot that is catching on my right heel!”


“This is even more serious,” said the doctor. “If this goes on, we shall have to cut off both your feet! But wait, here is a prescription: this will get you a twenty-thousand-franc treatment. Give me three thousand francs for the consultation and, above all, don’t forget to come back and see me tomorrow.”


That evening, Nicolas asked Tina:


“Did you hear?”


“Yes, I heard.”


“If they cut off both the lady’s feet, what will become of us?”


“I can’t bear to think of it!”


“I still love you, Tina!”


“Me too, Nicolas, I love you!”


“I want to be with you for ever!”


“Me too, that’s what I want too!”


And so they talked, in the darkness, not suspecting that the lady who had bought them was pacing up and down in the corridor, in her slippers, because she couldn’t get to sleep for thinking about the doctor’s diagnosis. Walking past the cupboard door, she overheard the shoes’ entire conversation and, being very intelligent, she understood everything.


“So that’s what it is,” she thought. “It isn’t me who is ill, it’s my shoes who are in love! How sweet!”


Upon which, she tossed the thirty thousand francs’ worth of medicines that she had bought into the rubbish bin, and the following morning told her maid:


“Do you see that pair of shoes? I shan’t wear them again, but I should like to keep them all the same. Now, polish them nicely, look after them, so that they are always shiny, and above all, never separate them from each other!”


As soon as she was alone, the maid said to herself:


“Madame is mad, to keep these shoes but never wear them! In a fortnight or so, when madame has forgotten all about it, I shall steal them!”


Two weeks later, she stole them and started wearing them. But as soon as she put them on, the cleaner too began to trip herself up. One evening, while she was on the back staircase taking the rubbish out, Nicolas and Tina tried to kiss, and badaboom! Bang! Bump! The cleaning lady came to rest on her behind on the landing, with a bird’s-nest of potato peelings on her head and a strip of apple peel dangling in a spiral between her eyes, like a lock of hair.


“These shoes are witches,” she thought. “I won’t try wearing them again. I’ll give them to my niece; she already has a limp!”


This is what she did. The niece, who did indeed have a limp, generally spent most of her days sitting in a chair, with her feet together. When she happened to go for a walk, she walked so slowly that she could hardly get her feet caught. And the shoes were happy for, even during the day, they were mostly side by side.


This went on for a long time. Unfortunately, since the niece limped, she wore out one shoe faster than the other.


One evening, Tina said to Nicolas:


“I can feel that my sole is becoming thin, oh so thin! Very soon I shall have a hole!”


“Don’t say that!” said Nicolas. “If they throw us out, we shall be separated again!”


“I know,” said Tina, “but what can we do? I cannot help growing old!”


And so it happened: a week later, her sole had a hole in it. The limping niece bought a new pair of shoes and threw Nicolas and Tina into the rubbish bin.


“What will become of us?” worried Nicolas.


“I don’t know,” said Tina. “If only I could be sure of staying with you for ever!”


“Come close,” said Nicolas, “and take my strap in yours. This way we shall not be parted.”


So they did. Together they were tossed into the big bin; together they were taken away by the dustmen and left in a plot of wasteland. They stayed there together until the day when a little boy and a little girl found them.


“Oh, look at those shoes! They are arm in arm.”


“That’s because they’re married,” said the little girl.


“Well,” said the little boy, “since they’re married, they shall have a honeymoon!”


The little boy picked up the shoes, set them side by side on a plank, then carried the plank down to the water’s edge and let it drift away, carried by the current, towards the sea. As the plank floated away, the little girl waved her handkerchief, calling:


“Goodbye, shoes, and have a wonderful journey!”


So it was that Nicolas and Tina, who were hoping for nothing more out of life, nevertheless had a beautiful honeymoon.



















The Giant Who Wore Red Socks





There was once a giant who always wore bright-red socks. He was three storeys tall and lived underground.


One fine day, he said to himself:


“It’s boring to stay a bachelor! Let me take a look around up there and see if I can get myself a wife.”


No sooner said than done: he knocked a big hole in the ground above his head… but unfortunately, instead of popping up out among meadows, he ended up in the middle of a village.


In this village there was a young girl whose name was Mireille and who loved eating soft-boiled eggs. That particular morning, she was in fact sitting down with an egg in its egg cup, getting ready to crack it open with a teaspoon.


At the first tap of the spoon, the house began to shake.


“Gosh! Have I suddenly got stronger?” Mireille wondered.


At the second tap of the spoon, the house began to move.


“If I go on like this,” she thought, “I shall bring the house right down. Perhaps it would be better if I stopped.”


But since she was hungry, and she really did love soft-boiled eggs, she decided to go on all the same.


At the third tap that Mireille gave her egg, the whole house flew into the air, like a champagne cork, and, in its place, poking out of the ground, appeared the giant’s head.


The young lady was herself thrown into the air. Luckily she landed in the giant’s hair, so she wasn’t at all hurt.


But now, running his fingers through his hair in order to shake the rubble out, the giant felt her wriggling there:


“Goodness!” he thought. “What have I got in there? Feels like some kind of creature!”


He pulled the creature out and peered at it:


“What are you?”


“I am a girl.”


“What is your name?”


“Mireille.”


“Mireille, I love you. I want to marry you.”


“First put me down, and then I’ll give my answer.”


The giant put her back on the ground and Mireille ran away as fast as her legs could carry her, screaming: “Aaaaaaaaaah!”


“What did she mean by that?” wondered the giant. “That’s not an answer!”


All the same, he finished pulling himself out of the ground. He was just straightening his trousers when the village mayor and vicar came along. They were both very angry.


“What on earth is this? A fine way to go about your business! Popping out of the ground like this, plumb in the middle of a residential area… Where exactly do you think you are?”


“I do apologize,” replied the giant, “I didn’t do it on purpose, I promise.”


“And poor Mireille!” exclaimed the vicar. “Her house is quite ruined!”


“If that’s all,” said the giant, “then it isn’t so terrible. I’ll rebuild it myself!”


And there and then, he spoke the following magic words:


“By the power of my bright-red socks, let Mireille’s house be set aright!”


Instantly, the house became just as it had been before, with all its walls, doors, windows and furniture, its dusty corners and even its spiderwebs! Mireille’s soft-boiled egg was back in its egg cup, piping hot all over again, ready for her to eat it!


“That’s better,” said the vicar, calming down. “I see you’re not bad at heart. Now, be on your way.”


“One moment, please,” said the giant. “I want to ask you something.”


“What now?”


“I would like to marry Mireille.”


“That’s impossible,” the vicar replied.


“Impossible? Why?”


“Because you are too tall. You will never fit inside the church.”


“It is true that the church is very small,” said the giant. “What if I blow some air inside to make it a little bigger?”


“That would be cheating,” said the vicar. “The church must stay as it is. It is you who must shrink.”
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“I would like nothing better! How should I go about shrinking?”


There was a silence. The mayor and the vicar exchanged looks.


“Listen,” said the vicar, “I like you. Let me send you to see the great Chinese wizard. While you are away, I will speak to Mireille. Come back in one year and she will be ready to marry you. But take care! She will not wait longer than a year!”


“And where does your Chinese wizard live?”


“In China.”


“Thank you.”


And the giant set off. It took him three months to reach China and another three months to find the wizard. He spent this time learning to speak Chinese. Standing, at last, before the wizard’s house, he knocked at the door. The wizard answered the door and the giant said to him:


“Yong cho-cho-cho kong kong ngo.”


Which in Chinese means: “Are you the great wizard?” To which the wizard replied, in a slightly different tone:


“Yong cho-cho-cho kong kong ngo.”


Which means: “Yes, it’s me. So?”


(Chinese is like that: you can say almost everything with a single sentence, as long as you change the intonation.)


“I would like to be shrunk,” said the giant, still in Chinese.


“Fine,” said the Chinese wizard, also in Chinese, “wait a minute.”


He went inside, then came back with a cup full of magic potion. But the cup was too small: the giant couldn’t even see it. So the wizard vanished inside again and came back with a bottle. But the bottle was too small: the giant couldn’t even pick it up.


Then the wizard had an idea. He rolled his big barrel of magic potion out of the front door, then set it upright and opened it up at the top. The giant drank from the barrel just as we drink from a glass.


When he had finished drinking, he waited. Now, not only did he stay the same size but, from being bright red before, his socks turned green. The great Chinese wizard had simply given him the wrong magic potion.


Then the giant got very angry and yelled very loudly:


“Yong cho-cho-cho kong kong ngo!”


Which means: “Are you trying to make a fool of me?”


The wizard apologized and came back with another barrel, which the giant drank and his socks went red again, as they had been before.


“Now, shrink me,” said the giant to the Chinese wizard, still in Chinese.


“I do apologize,” said the wizard, “but I’ve run out of potion.”


“Now what am I going to do?” cried the giant, in a desperate tone.


“Listen,” said the Chinese wizard, “I like you. Let me send you to see the great Breton wizard.”


“And where does your Breton wizard live?”


“In Brittany.”


So the giant went on his way, saying:


“Yong cho-cho-cho kong kong ngo.”


Which means “Thank you!” And the Chinese wizard watched him go, calling after him:


“Yong cho-cho-cho kong kong ngo!”


Which means: “My pleasure. Bon voyage!”


Three months later, the giant landed in Brittany. It took him yet another month to find the Breton wizard.


“What do you want?” asked the Breton wizard.


The giant replied:


“Yong cho-cho-cho kong kong ngo.”


“Pardon?”


“Forgive me,” said the giant, “I thought I was still in China. I meant to say: could you make me smaller?”


“That’s very easy,” said the Breton wizard.


He went into his house, then came out again with a barrel of magic potion.


“Here, drink this.”


The giant drank it but, instead of shrinking, he began to grow, and was very soon twice as tall as before.


“Oh I am sorry!” said the wizard. “I must have picked up the wrong barrel of potion. Just stay there, I won’t be a second.”


He disappeared, and came back with another barrel.


“Here, drink this one,” he said.


The giant drank and… so it proved. He shrank back to his usual height.


“This is not enough,” he said. “I need to be as small as a man.”


“Ah, that small? I’m sorry, that’s not possible,” said the wizard, “I’m all out of potion. Come back in six months.”


“But I can’t!” exclaimed the giant. “I must return to my fiancée within the next two months!”


And, saying this, he began to cry.


“Listen,” said the wizard, “I like you, and besides, this is my fault. In view of this, I shall give you a good recommendation. Let me send you to see the Pope of Rome.”


“And where does he live, this Pope of Rome?”


“In Rome.”


“Thank you very much.”


One month later, the giant arrived in Rome. It took him another fortnight to find the Pope’s house. Once he had found it, he rang the doorbell. After a few seconds, the Pope came to the door.


“Sir… What can I do for you?”


“I want,” the giant said, “to become as small as a man.”


“But I am not a wizard!”


“Have pity on me, Mr Pope! My fiancée is expecting me in a fortnight!”


“What then?”


“Well, if I’m still too tall then, I won’t be able to get inside the church in order to marry her!”


Hearing this, the Pope felt sorry for the giant:


“That would be sad!” he said. “Listen, my friend, I like you. I shall try to do something for you.”


The Pope went into his house, picked up the telephone and dialled these three letters: HVM.





Perhaps you know, when you dial O, you are put through to the Operator. But what you may not know is that when you dial HVM, you come through to the Holy Virgin Mary. If you don’t believe me, wait for a day when your parents are out, and try it!


Indeed, after a few moments, a gentle voice could be heard:


“Hello? Holy Virgin here. Who is speaking?”


“It’s me, the Pope!”


“You? Ah, how lovely! And what do you want?”


“Well, it’s like this: I have a giant here, who would like to become as small as a man. In order to get married, as far as I understand…”


“And does this giant of yours wear bright-red socks with special powers?”


“So he does, Holy Virgin! How did you know?”


“Well, you see, I just know!”


“Really, Holy Virgin, you are a marvel!”


“Thank you, thank you… Now, tell your giant that he should leave his red socks at the laundrette and go and soak both his feet in the sea, while calling my name. He shall see what happens next!”


“Thank you, Holy Virgin.”


“That’s not all! As I predict that he will still have a few problems, tell him that, afterwards, he can have three wishes, which will come true straight away. But he must be careful! Three wishes, no more!”


“I will tell him.”


And the Pope repeated to the giant what the Holy Virgin Mary had told him.


Later that day, the giant handed his red socks in at the laundrette, then he went to the very edge of the sea, paddled his bare feet in the blue water, and began to call out:


“Mary! Mary! Mary!”


Pouf! He lost his footing and fell over straight away. He had become as small as a man. He swam back to shore, dried himself in the sun and went back to the laundrette.


“Good morning, madam. I’ve come to pick up my red socks.”


“I don’t have any red socks here.”


“But you do! The pair of red socks, about three metres long…”


“Ah you mean: the two red sleeping bags?”


“They’re socks I tell you!”


“Listen,” said the laundrette assistant, “call them what you will, but when I see a sock that I can lie down in, I call it a sleeping bag!”


“Never mind, please give them back to me!”


But when he tried to put his red socks on, the poor man realized that they now came up above his head. He began to cry:


“What is to become of me? I am no longer a giant and, without my magic red socks, I’m nobody! If only they too could be shrunk down to my size!”


No sooner had he said this than his red socks shrank too, and he was able to put them on. His first wish was granted.


Very happy, he put his shoes back on and thanked the Holy Virgin, after which he thought about going back to the village where he had started out.


However, since he was no longer a giant, he could not walk all the way back to Mireille’s village. Moreover, he didn’t have the money to take a train. Once more he burst into tears:


“Alas! And I’ve only got a fortnight to get back to my fiancée! If only I could be near her!”


No sooner had he said this than he found himself in Mireille’s dining room, just as the young lady herself was about to crack open a soft-boiled egg. As soon as she saw him, she jumped up and threw her arms around him:


“The vicar explained everything,” she said. “I know all about what you have done for me, and now I am in love with you. In six months’ time, we shall be married.”


“Only in six months’ time?” asked the man in red socks.


But then he had a sudden thought—that he still had his third wish to make, and so he said aloud:


“Let today be our wedding day!”


No sooner had he said this than he was stepping out of the church, in bright-red socks and a fine black suit, with Mireille at his side, all dressed in white.


From that day onwards, they lived very happily together. They have many children and the former giant, their father, earns enough for the whole family by building houses, which is easy for him, thanks to the magical powers of his bright-red socks.




[image: ]












OEBPS/p_011_online.jpg





OEBPS/5_online.jpg





OEBPS/3_online.jpg
The
00D LITT
G OEVIL ©

AND OTHER TALES

by Pierre Gripari

Illustrated by Puig Rosado
Translated from the French by Sophie Lewis

PUSHKIN CHILDREN’S BOOKS





OEBPS/p_024_online.jpg
', L) o oy

it ot i !
Lsmr e il 1, Vi

\






OEBPS/9781782690382_cover_epub.jpg
PUSHKIN CHILDREN'S






OEBPS/p_035_online.jpg





OEBPS/p_045_online.jpg





