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Little Brother

    and Little Sister



      ••••••••





Little Brother took Little Sister by the hand and said, ‘Since our mother died we have not had another happy hour; our step-mother beats us every day, and if we come near her she kicks us away with her foot. Our meals are the hard crusts of bread that are left over; and the little dog under the table is better off, for she often throws it a nice morsel. May Heaven pity us. If only our mother knew! Come, let us go forth together into the wide world.’


The whole day they walked through meadows and fields, and over stony wastes; and when it rained Little Sister said, ‘Heaven and our hearts are weeping together.’ In the evening they came to a large forest, and they were so weary with sorrow and hunger and their long journey, that they lay down in a hollow tree and fell asleep.


Next day when they awoke, the sun was already high in the sky, and shone down hot into the tree. Then Little Brother said, ‘Little Sister, I am thirsty; if I knew where there was a little brook I would go and drink. Listen! I think I hear one.’ So he got up and took Little Sister by the hand, and they set off to find the brook.



    



But their wicked step-mother was a witch, and had seen how the two children had gone away, and had crept after them secretly, as witches do creep, and had bewitched all the brooks in the forest.


So when they found a little brook leaping brightly over the stones, Little Brother was going to drink out of it, but Little Sister heard how it said as it ran, ‘Who drinks of me will become a tiger; who drinks of me will become a tiger.’ Then Little Sister cried, ‘Pray, Little Brother, do not drink, or you will become a wild beast, and tear me to pieces.’


Little Brother did not drink, although he was so thirsty, but said, ‘I will wait for the next spring.’


When they came to the next brook Little Sister heard this also say, ‘Who drinks of me will become a wolf; who drinks of me will become a wolf.’ Then Little Sister cried out, ‘Pray, pray, Little Brother, do not drink, or you will become a wolf, and eat me up.’


Little Brother did not drink, and said, ‘I will wait until we come to the next spring, but then I must drink, say what you like; for my thirst is too great.’


And when they came to the third brook Little Sister heard how it said as it ran, ‘Who drinks of me will become a deer; who drinks of me will become a deer.’ Little Sister said, ‘Oh, I pray you, dear brother, do not drink, or you will become a deer, and run away from me.’ But Little Brother had already knelt down by the brook, and had leant over and drunk some water, and as soon as the first drop touched his lips there he lay, a little roebuck.


And now Little Sister wept over her poor bewitched Little Brother, and the little fawn wept also, and sat sorrowfully by her. But at last the girl said, ‘Be quiet, dear little fawn, I will never, never leave you.’



    



Then she took off her golden garter and put it round the roebuck’s neck, and she plucked rushes and wove them into a soft cord. With this she tied the little fawn and led it along as she walked deeper and deeper into the forest.


And when they had gone a very long way they came at last to a little house, and the girl looked in; and as it was empty, she thought, ‘Here we can stay and live.’ Then she sought for leaves and moss to make a soft bed for the fawn; and every morning she went out and gathered roots and berries and nuts for herself, and brought tender grass for the fawn, who ate out of her hand, and was quite content and frisked about her. In the evening, when Little Sister was tired, and had said her prayer, she laid her head upon the roebuck’s back: that was her pillow, and she slept softly on it. And if only Little Brother had had his human form it would have been a delightful life.


For a long time they lived alone like this in the wilderness. But it happened that the King of the country held a great hunt in the forest. Then the blasts of the horns, the barking of dogs, and the merry shouts of the hunters rang through the trees, and the little roebuck heard all, and was only too anxious to be there.


‘Oh,’ said he, to Little Sister, ‘let me be off to the hunt, I cannot bear it any longer;’ and he begged so hard that at last she agreed.


‘But,’ said she to him, ‘come back to me in the evening; I must shut my door for fear of the rough hunters, so knock and say, “My Little Sister, let me in!” that I may know you; and if you do not say that, I shall not open the door.’ Then the young roebuck leaped away; so happy was he and so merry in the open air.


The King and the huntsmen saw the pretty creature, and started after him, but they could not catch him, and when they thought that they surely had him, away he sprang through the bushes and could not be seen. When it was dark he ran to the cottage, knocked, and said, ‘My Little Sister, let me in.’ Then the door was opened for him, and he jumped in, and rested himself the whole night through upon his soft bed.


The next day the hunt went on afresh, and when the roebuck again heard the bugle-horn, and the ho! ho! of the hunters, he had no peace, but said, ‘Little Sister, let me out, I must be off.’ Little Sister opened the door for him, and said, ‘But you must be here again in the evening and say your pass-word.’


When the King and his huntsmen again saw the young roebuck with the golden collar, they all chased him, but he was too quick and nimble for them. This went on for the whole day, but at last by the evening the hunters had surrounded him, and one of them wounded him slightly in the foot, so that he limped and ran slowly. Then a hunter crept after him to the cottage and heard how he said, ‘My Little Sister, let me in,’ and saw that the door was opened for him, and was shut again at once. The huntsman took notice of it all, and went to the King and told him what he had seen and heard.


Then the King said, ‘Tomorrow we will hunt once more.’


Little Sister, however, was dreadfully frightened when she saw that her fawn was hurt. She washed the blood off him, laid herbs on the wound, and said, ‘Go to your bed, dear fawn, that you may get well again.’ But the wound was so slight that next morning the roebuck did not feel it any more. And again when he again heard the horns of hunters, he said, ‘I cannot bear it, I must be there; they shall not find it so easy to catch me.’


Little Sister cried, and said, ‘This time they will kill you, and here am I alone in the forest and forsaken by all the world. I will not let you out.’


‘Then you will have me die of grief,’ answered the fawn; ‘when I hear the bugle-horns I feel as if I must jump out of my skin.’ Then Little Sister could not do otherwise, but opened the door for him with a heavy heart, and the roebuck, full of health and joy, bounded out into the forest.


When the King saw him, he said to his huntsman, ‘Now chase him all day long till night-fall, but take care that no one does him any harm.’


As soon as the sun had set, the King said to the huntsman, ‘Now come and show me the cottage in the wood;’ and when he was at the door, he knocked and called out, ‘Dear Little Sister, let me in.’ Then the door opened, and the King walked in, and there stood a maiden more lovely than any he had ever seen before. The maiden was frightened when she saw, not her little roebuck, but a man who wore a golden crown upon his head. But the King looked kindly at her, stretched out his hand, and said, ‘Will you go with me to my palace and be my dear wife?’


‘Yes, indeed,’ answered the maiden, ‘but the little fawn must go with me, I cannot leave him.’


The King said, ‘It shall stay with you as long as you live, and shall want nothing.’ Just then he came running in, and Little Sister again tied him with the cord of rushes, took it in her own hand, and left the cottage with the King.


The King took the lovely maiden upon his horse and carried her to his palace, where the wedding was held with great pomp. She was now the Queen, and they lived together happily for a long time; the roebuck was tended and cherished, and ran about at liberty in the palace-garden.


But the wicked step-mother, because of whom the children had gone out into the world, thought all the time that Little Sister had been torn to pieces by the wild beasts in the wood, and that Little Brother had been shot for a roebuck by the hunters. Now when she heard that they were so happy, and so well off, envy and hatred rose in her heart and left her no peace, and she thought of nothing but how she could bring them to misfortune. Her own daughter, who was ugly as night, and had only one eye, grumbled at her and said, ‘A Queen! that ought to have been my luck.’


‘Only be quiet,’ answered the old woman, and comforted her by saying, ‘when the time comes I shall be ready for it.’


As time went on, the Queen had a pretty little boy, and it happened that the King was out hunting; so the old witch took the form of the chamber-maid, went into the room where the Queen lay, and said to her, ‘Come, the bath is ready; it will do you good, and give you fresh strength; make haste before it gets cold.’


The daughter also was at hand to help her; so they carried the Queen into the bath-room, and put her into the bath; then they shut the door and ran away. But in the bath-room they had made a fire of such deadly heat that the beautiful young Queen was soon suffocated.


When this was done the old woman took her daughter, put a nightcap on her head, and laid her in bed in place of the Queen. She gave her too the shape and the look of the Queen, only she could not make good the lost eye. But in order that the King might not see it, she was to lie on the side on which she had no eye.


In the evening when he came home and heard that he had a son he was heartily glad, and was going to the bed of his dear wife to see how she was.


But the old woman quickly called out, ‘For your life leave the curtains closed; the Queen ought not to see the light yet, and must have rest.’ The King went away, and did not find out that a false Queen was lying in the bed.


But at midnight when all slept, the nurse, who was sitting in the nursery by the cradle, and who was the only person awake, saw the door open and the true Queen walk in. She took the child out of the cradle, laid it on her arm, and nursed it. Then she shook up its pillow, laid the child down again, and covered it with the little quilt. And she did not forget the roebuck, but went into the corner where it lay, and stroked its back. Then she went quite silently out of the door again. The next morning the nurse asked the guards whether anyone had come into the palace during the night, but they answered, ‘No, we have seen no one.’


She came thus many nights and never spoke a word: the nurse always saw her, but she did not dare to tell anyone about it.


When some time had passed in this manner, the Queen began to speak in the night, and said—




      ‘How fares my child, how fares my deer?




      But twice again shall I appear.’





The nurse did not answer, but when the Queen had gone again, went to the King and told him all. The King said, ‘Ah, heavens! what is this? Tomorrow night I will watch by the child.’ In the evening he went into the nursery, and at midnight the Queen again appeared and said—




      ‘How fares my child, how fares my deer?




      Still once again shall I appear.’





And she nursed the child as she was wont to do before she disappeared. The King dared not speak to her, but on the next night he watched again. Then she said—




      ‘How fares my child, how fares my deer?




      Never again shall I appear.’





Then the King could not restrain himself; he sprang towards her, and said, ‘You can be none other than my own dear wife.’


‘Yes,’ she answered, ‘I am your dear wife,’ and at the same moment life came back to her again, and by God’s grace she became fresh, rosy, and full of health.


Then she told the King the evil deed which the wicked witch and her daughter had been guilty of towards her. The King ordered both to be led before the judge, and judgement was delivered against them. The daughter was taken into the forest where she was torn to pieces by wild beasts, but the witch was cast into the fire and burnt to death. 



And as soon as she was burnt the roebuck changed his shape, and received his human form again, so Little Sister and Little Brother lived happily together all their lives.



    ••••••••






Snow-White and Rose-Red



      ••••••••





There was once a poor widow who lived in a lonely cottage. In front of the cottage was a garden where stood two rose-trees, one a white rose and the other red. She had two children who were like the two rose-trees, and one was called Snow-white, and the other Rose-red. They were as good and happy, as busy and cheerful as ever two children in the world were, only Snow-white was more quiet and gentle than Rose-red. Rose-red liked better to run about in the meadows and fields seeking flowers and catching butterflies; but Snow-white sat at home with her mother, and helped her with her house-work, or read to her when there was nothing to do.


The two children were so fond of each another that they always held each other by the hand when they went out together, and when Snow-white said, ‘We will not leave each other,’ Rose-red answered, ‘Never so long as we live,’ and their mother would add, ‘What one has, she must share with the other.’


They often ran about the forest alone and gathered red berries, and no wild animals did them any harm, but came close to them trustfully. The little hare would eat a cabbage-leaf out of their hands, the roe grazed by their side, the stag leapt merrily by them, and the birds sat still upon the boughs, and sang all the songs they knew.


No mishap overtook them; if they had stayed too late in the forest, and night came on, they laid themselves down near one another upon the moss, and slept until morning came, and their mother knew this and had no distress on their account.


Once when they had spent the night in the wood and the dawn had roused them, they saw a beautiful child in a shining white dress sitting near their bed of moss. He got up and looked kindly at them, but said nothing and went away into the forest. And when they looked round they found that they had been sleeping quite close to a precipice, and would certainly have fallen into it in the darkness if they had gone only a few paces further. And their mother told them that it must have been the angel who watches over good children.


Snow-white and Rose-red kept their mother’s little cottage so neat that it was a pleasure to look inside it. In the summer Rose-red took care of the house, and every morning laid a nosegay by her mother’s bed before she awoke, and in it was a rose from each tree. In the winter Snow-white lit the fire and hung the kettle over it on the hook. The kettle was of copper and shone like gold, so brightly was it polished.


In the evening, when the snowflakes fell, the mother said, ‘Go, Snow-white, and bolt the door,’ and then they sat round the hearth, and the mother took her spectacles and read aloud out of a large book, and the two girls listened as they sat and span. And close by them lay a lamb upon the floor, and behind them upon a perch sat a white dove with its head tucked under its wing.


One evening, as they were sitting cosily together, there was a knock knocked at the door as if someone wished to be let in.


The mother said, ‘Quick, Rose-red, open the door, it must be a traveller who is seeking shelter.’


Rose-red went and pushed back the bolt, thinking that it was some poor man, but it was not. It was a bear that stretched his broad, black head in at the door.


Rose-red screamed and sprang back, the lamb bleated, the dove fluttered, and Snow-white hid herself behind her mother’s bed. But the bear began to speak and said, ‘Do not be afraid, I will do you no harm! I am half-frozen, and only want to warm myself a little beside your fire.’


‘Poor bear,’ said the mother, ‘lie down by the fire, only take care that you do not burn your coat.’ Then she cried, ‘Snow-white, Rose-red, come out, the bear will do you no harm, he means kindly.’


So they both came out, and by-and-by the lamb and dove came nearer, and were not afraid of him.


The bear said, ‘Here, children, knock the snow out of my coat a little.’


So they brought the broom and swept the bear’s hide clean; and he stretched himself by the fire and growled contentedly and comfortably. It was not long before they grew quite at home, and played tricks with their clumsy guest. They tugged his hair with their hands, put their feet upon his back and rolled him about, or they took a hazel-switch and beat him, and when he growled they laughed. But the bear took it all in good part, only when they were too rough he called out, ‘Leave me alive, children,




      ‘Snowy-white, Rosy-red,




      Will you beat your lover dead?’





When it was bed-time, and the others went to bed, the mother said to the bear, ‘You can lie there by the hearth, and then you will be safe from the cold and the bad weather.’ As soon as day dawned the two children let him out, and he trotted across the snow into the forest.


Henceforth the bear came every evening at the same time, laid himself down by the hearth, and let the children amuse themselves with him as much as they liked; and they got so used to him that the doors were never fastened until their black friend had arrived.


When spring had come and all outside was green, the bear said one morning to Snow-white, ‘Now I must go away, and cannot come back for the whole summer.’


‘Where are you going, then, dear bear?’ asked Snow-white.


‘I must go into the forest and guard my treasures from the wicked dwarfs. In the winter, when the earth is frozen hard, they are obliged to stay below and cannot work their way through; but now, when the sun has thawed and warmed the earth, they break through it, and come out to pry and steal; and what once gets into their hands, and in their caves, does not easily see daylight again.’


Snow-white was quite sorry for his going away, and as she unbolted the door for him, and the bear was hurrying out, he caught against the bolt and a piece of his hairy coat was torn off, and it seemed to Snow-white as if she had seen gold shining through it, but she was not sure about it. The bear ran away quickly, and was soon out of sight behind the trees.


A short time afterwards the mother sent her children into the forest to get firewood. There they came to a big fallen tree which lay on the ground, and close by the trunk something was jumping backwards and forwards in the grass, but they could not make out what it was. When they came nearer they saw a dwarf with an old withered face and a snow-white beard a yard long. The end of the beard was caught in a crevice of the tree, and the little fellow was jumping backwards and forwards like a dog tied to a rope, and did not know what to do.



    



He glared at the girls with his fiery red eyes and cried, ‘Why do you stand there? Can you not come here and help me?’


‘What are you about there, little man?’ asked Rose-red.


‘You stupid, prying goose!’ answered the dwarf; ‘I was going to split the tree to get a little wood to cook with. The little bit of food that one of us wants gets burnt up directly with thick logs; we do not swallow so much as you coarse, greedy folk do. I had just driven the wedge safely in, and everything was going as I wished; but the wretched wood was too smooth and suddenly out jumped the wedge, and the tree closed so quickly that I could not pull out my beautiful white beard; so now it is tight in and I cannot get away, and the silly, sleek, milk-faced things laugh! Ugh! how odious you are!’


The children tried very hard, but they could not pull the beard out, it was caught too fast.


‘I will run and fetch someone,’ said Rose-red.


‘You senseless goose!’ snarled the dwarf; ‘why should you fetch someone? You are already two too many for me; can you not think of something better?’


‘Don’t be impatient,’ said Snow-white, ‘I will help you,’ and she pulled her scissors out of her pocket, and cut off the end of the beard.


As soon as the dwarf felt himself free he laid hold of a bag which lay amongst the roots of the tree, and which was full of gold, and lifted it up, grumbling to himself, ‘Clumsy people, to cut off a piece of my fine beard. Bad luck to you!’ and then he swung the bag upon his back, and went off without even once looking at the children.


Some time after that Snow-white and Rose-red went to catch a dish of fish. As they came near the brook they saw something like a large grasshopper jumping towards the water, as if it were going to leap in. They ran to it and found it was the dwarf.


‘Where are you going?’ said Rose-red; ‘you surely don’t want to go into the water?’


‘I am not such a fool!’ cried the dwarf; ‘don’t you see that the accursed fish wants to pull me in?’ The little man had been sitting there fishing, and unluckily the wind had twisted his beard in the fishing-line; at the very moment that a big fish took the bait. The little weakling had not strength to pull it out, and the fish had the better of it, and was pulling the dwarf nearer the edge. He held on to all the reeds and rushes, but it was little good, he was forced to follow the movements of the fish, and was in urgent danger of being dragged into the water.


The girls came just in time; they held him fast and tried to free his beard from the line, but all in vain, beard and line were entangled fast together. Nothing was left but to bring out the scissors and cut the beard, whereby a small part of it was lost. When the dwarf saw that he screamed out:


‘Do you call that civil, you toadstool, disfiguring one’s face like that? Was it not enough to clip off the end of my beard? Now you have cut off the best part of it. I cannot let myself be seen by my people. I wish you had been made to run the soles off your shoes!’ Then he took out a sack of pearls which lay in the rushes, and without saying a word more he dragged it away and disappeared behind a stone.


It happened that soon afterwards the mother sent the two children to the town to buy needles and thread, and laces and ribbons. The road led them across a heath upon which huge pieces of rock lay strewn here and there. Now they noticed a large bird hovering in the air, flying slowly round and round above them; it sank lower and lower, and at last settled near a rock not far off. Directly afterwards they heard a loud, piteous cry. They ran up and saw with horror that the eagle had seized their old acquaintance the dwarf, and was going to carry him off.


The children, full of pity, at once took tight hold of the little man, and pulled against the eagle so long that at last he let his booty go.


As soon as the dwarf had recovered from his first fright he cried with his shrill voice, ‘Could you not have done it more carefully! You dragged at my brown coat so that it is all torn and full of holes, you helpless clumsy creatures!’ Then he took up a sack full of precious stones, and slipped away again under the rock into his hole. The girls, who by this time were used to his thanklessness, went on their way and did their business in the town.


As they crossed the heath again on their way home they surprised the dwarf, who had emptied out his bag of precious stones in a clean spot, and had not thought that anyone would come there so late. The evening sun shone upon the brilliant stones; they glittered and sparkled with all colours so beautifully that the children stood still and looked at them.


‘Why do you stand gaping there?’ cried the dwarf, and his ashen-grey face became copper-red with rage.


He was going on with his bad words when a loud growling was heard, and a black bear came trotting towards them out of the forest. The dwarf sprang up in a fright, but he could not get to his cave, for the bear was already close.


Then in the dread of his heart he cried, ‘Dear Mr. Bear, spare me, I will give you all my treasures. Look, the beautiful jewels lying there! Grant me my life. What do you want with such a skinny little fellow as I am? you would not feel me between your teeth. Come, take these two wicked girls, they are tender morsels for you, fat as young quails. For mercy’s sake eat them!’


The bear took no heed of his words, but gave the scoundrel just one blow with his paw, and he did not move again.


The girls had run away, but the bear called to them, ‘Snow-white and Rose-red, do not be afraid. Wait, I will come with you.’


Then they knew his voice and waited, and when he came up to them suddenly his bearskin fell off, and he stood there, a handsome youth, clothed all in gold. ‘I am a King’s son,’ he said, ‘and I was bewitched by that wicked dwarf, who had stolen my treasures; I have had to run about the forest as a savage bear until I was freed by his death. Now he has got his well-deserved punishment.’


Snow-white was married to him, and Rose-red to his brother, and they divided between them the great treasure which the dwarf had gathered together in his cave. The old mother lived peacefully and happily with her children for many years. She took the two rose-trees with her, and they stood before her window, and every year bore the most beautiful roses, white and red.
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Sweet Porridge



      ••••••••





There was a poor but good little girl who lived alone with her mother, and they no longer had anything to eat. So the child went into the forest, and there an aged woman met her who was aware of her sorrow, and presented her with a little pot, which when she said, ‘Cook, little pot, cook,’ would cook good, sweet porridge, and when she said, ‘Stop, little pot,’ it ceased to cook.
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The girl took the pot home to her mother, and now they were freed from their poverty and hunger, and ate sweet porridge as often as they chose. Once on a time when the girl had gone out, her mother said, ‘Cook, little pot, cook.’ And it did cook and she ate till she was satisfied, and then she wanted the pot to stop cooking, but did not know the word. So it went on cooking and the porridge rose over the edge, and still it cooked on until the kitchen and whole house were full, and then the next house, and then the whole street, just as if it wanted to satisfy the hunger of the whole world, and there was the greatest alarm, but no one knew how to stop it. At last when only one single house remained, the child came home and just said, ‘Stop, little pot,’ and it stopped and gave up cooking, and whosoever wished to return to the town had to eat his way back.



    ••••••••




Thumbling’s Travels



      ••••••••





A certain tailor had a son, who happened to be small, and no bigger than a Thumb, and on this account he was always called Thumbling. He had, however, some courage in him, and said to his father, ‘Father, I must and will go out into the world.’


‘That’s right, my son,’ said the old man, and took a long darning-needle and made a knob of sealing-wax on it at the candle, ‘and there is a sword for thee to take with thee on the way.’


Then the little tailor wanted to have one more meal with them, and hopped into the kitchen to see what his lady mother had cooked for the last time. It was, however, just dished up, and the dish stood on the hearth. Then he said, ‘Mother, what is there to eat today?’


‘See for thyself,’ said his mother. So Thumbling jumped onto the hearth, and peeped into the dish, but as he stretched his neck in too far the steam from the food caught hold of him, and carried him up the chimney. He rode about in the air on the steam for a while, until at length he sank down to the ground again.


Now the little tailor was outside in the wide world, and he travelled about, and went to a master in his craft, but the food was not good enough for him. ‘Mistress, if you give us no better food,’ said Thumbling, ‘I will go away, and early tomorrow morning I will write with chalk on the door of your house, “Too many potatoes, too little meat! Farewell, Mr. Potato-King.”’


‘What wouldst thou have forsooth, grasshopper?’ said the mistress, and grew angry, and seized a dishcloth, and was just going to strike him. But my little tailor crept nimbly under a thimble, peeped out from beneath it, and put his tongue out at the mistress. She took up the thimble to catch him, but little Thumbling hopped into the cloth, and while the mistress was opening it out and looking for him, he got into a crack in the table. ‘Ho, ho, lady mistress,’ cried he, and thrust his head out, and when she hit at him he leapt down into the drawer. At last, however, she caught him and drove him out of the house.


The little tailor journeyed on and came to a great forest, and there he fell in with a band of robbers who had a design to steal the King’s treasure. When they saw the little tailor, they thought, ‘That’s the fellow for us! He can creep through the keyhole and pick the lock.’


‘Hi!’ cried one of them, ‘thou giant Goliath, wilt thou go to the treasure-chamber with us? Thou canst slip thyself in and throw out the money.’


Thumbling thought for a moment, and then said, ‘yes,’ and he went with them to the treasure-chamber. He began by searching the doors from top to bottom to see if he could find a crack in them. It was not long before he espied one which was broad enough to let him in. He was just about to slip in at once, but one of the two sentries who stood before the door, observed him, and said to the other, ‘What an ugly spider is creeping there; I will kill it.’


‘Let the poor creature alone,’ said the other; ‘it has done thee no harm.’ So Thumbling got safely through the crack into the treasure-chamber, opened the window beneath which the robbers were standing, and threw out to them one dollar after another. When the little tailor was hard at work, he heard the King coming to inspect his treasure-chamber, and crept hastily into hiding. The King noticed that several solid silver pieces were missing, but could not conceive who could have stolen them, for locks and bolts were all in order, and well guarded. Then he went away again, and said to the sentries, ‘Be on the watch, someone is after the money.’


When Thumbling began again, they heard the chink, chink of moving coins. They ran in swiftly to seize the thief, but the little tailor, who heard them coming, was still swifter, and leapt into a corner and covered himself with a dollar, so that nothing could be seen of him, and at the same time he mocked the sentries and cried, ‘Here am I!’ Thither ran the sentries, but by the time they got there, he had already hidden into another corner, and was crying, ‘Ho, ho, here am I!’ The watchmen dashed there at top speed, but Thumbling had long ago hopped into a third corner, and was crying, ‘Ho, ho, here am I!’ And thus he made fools of them, and drove them so long round about the treasure-chamber that they were tired out and went away.
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So, one by one, he threw out all the money. He flung out the last coin with all his might, hopping nimbly upon it, and flew down with it through the window. The robbers paid him great compliments. ‘Thou art a valiant hero, indeed’ said they; ‘wilt thou be our captain?’


Thumbling, however, said he wouldn’t, as he wanted to see the world first. They now divided the booty, but the little tailor asked for only one groat, because he could not carry more.


Then he buckled on his sword again, bade the robbers goodbye, and took to the road. First, he went to work under some masters, but he had no liking for that, and at last he hired himself as man-servant in an inn. The maids, however, could not endure him, for he saw all they did secretly, without their seeing him, and he told their master and mistress what they had helped themselves to off the plates, and carried off out of the cellar. Then said they, ‘Wait! we will pay thee off!’ and arranged with each other to play him a trick.


Soon afterwards when one of the maids was mowing in the garden, and saw Thumbling jumping about and creeping up and down in the long grass. Quickly she mowed him up with the grass, made it all into a bundle, and took it and threw it to the cattle. Now amongst them there was a great black cow, who swallowed him down whole without hurting him. But down below, it pleased him ill, for it was quite dark, and there wasn’t any candle burning either. So while the cow was being milked he cried,




      ‘Strip, strap, strull,




      Will the pail soon be full?’





But the noise of the milking kept him from being heard. After this the master of the house came into the cowshed and said, ‘That cow shall be killed tomorrow.’


Then Thumbling was so alarmed that he cried out in a clear voice, ‘Let me out first, for I am shut up inside her.’


The master heard that quite well, but did not know from whence the voice came. ‘Where art thou?’ asked he.


‘In the black one,’ answered Thumbling, but the master did not understand what that meant, and went out.


Next morning the cow was killed. Happily Thumbling did not meet with one blow at the killing and quartering, and he got among the sausage-meat. And when the butcher came in and began his work, he cried out with all his might, ‘Don’t chop too deep, don’t chop too deep, for I am here.’ But no one heard this because of the noise of the chopping-knife. Now, indeed, poor Thumbling was in trouble, but trouble sharpens the wits, and he dodged about so cleverly between the blows that none of them touched him, and he got off with a whole skin. But still he could not get away, there was nothing for it but to let himself be thrust into a black-pudding with the bits of bacon. He found himself in rather close quarters, and besides that he was hung up in the chimney to be smoked, and there the time did hang terribly heavy on his hands.


At length in winter he was taken down again, as the black-pudding had to be set before a guest. When the hostess was cutting it in slices, he took care not to stretch out his head too far, I can tell you, lest a bit of it should be sliced off; at last he saw his opportunity, cleared a way for himself, and jumped out.


The little tailor, however, would not stay any longer in a house where he fared so ill, and at once set out on his journey again. But his liberty did not last long. In the open country he met with a fox who snapped him up without thinking.


‘Hullo, Mr. Fox,’ cried the little tailor, ‘Set me free, set me free! It’s me here, sticking in your throat!’


‘Thou art right,’ answered the fox. ‘And it’s little or nothing to me too. So if thou’lt promise me the fowls in thy father’s yard I’ll let thee go.’


‘With all my heart,’ replied Thumbling. ‘Thou shalt have all the cocks and hens, that I promise thee.’


Then the fox let him go again, and himself carried him home. When the father once more saw his dear son, he willingly gave the fox all the fowls which he had. ‘For this I likewise bring thee a handsome bit of money too,’ said Thumbling, and gave his father the silver groat which he earned on his travels.



    ••••••••




The Skilful Hunter



      ••••••••





There was once a young fellow who had learned the trade of locksmith, and told his father he would now go out into the world and seek his fortune.


‘Very well,’ said the father, ‘I am quite content with that,’ and gave him some money for his journey.


So he travelled about and looked for work. After a time he resolved not to follow the trade of locksmith any more, for he no longer liked it, but he took a fancy for hunting. Then there met him in his rambles a hunter dressed in green, who asked whence he came and where he was going? The youth said he was a locksmith’s apprentice, but that the trade no longer pleased him, and he had a liking for huntsmanship, would he teach it to him?


‘Oh, yes,’ said the hunter, ‘if thou wilt go with me.’


Then the young fellow went with him, bound himself to him for some years, and learned the art of hunting. After this he wished to try his luck elsewhere, and the hunter gave him nothing in the way of payment but an air-gun, which had, however, this property, that it hit its mark without fail whenever he shot with it.


Then he set out and found himself in a very large forest, which he could not get to the end of in one day. When evening came he seated himself in a high tree in order to escape from the wild beasts. Towards midnight, it seemed to him as if a tiny little light glimmered in the distance. Then he looked down through the branches towards it, and kept well in his mind where it was. But in the first place he took off his hat and threw it down in the direction of the light, so that he might go to the hat as a mark when he had descended. Then he got down and went to his hat, put it on again and went straight forwards. The farther he went, the larger the light grew, and when he got close to it he saw that it was an enormous fire, and that three giants were sitting by it, who had an ox on the spit, and were roasting it.
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