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  Introduction




  These days, fairies do not have a particularly good reputation. Quite apart from any sexual connotation, fairies are generally imagined as small, winsome humanoids with lacy

  wings, such as appeared in the cleverly faked Cottingley Fairies photographs published in 1920. An examination of these shows that the cardboard cut-outs used to represent the fairies bore a marked

  resemblance to the images depicted by Richard Doyle in his illustrations in In Fairyland: A Series of Pictures from the Elf World, published in 1869. It is, perhaps, no coincidence that

  the Cottingley Fairies were championed by the creator of Sherlock Holmes, Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, who was Richard Doyle’s nephew.




  But the history of fairies goes far beyond the sentimentalised Victorian and Edwardian beings characterised by Tinker Bell in Peter Pan. The word itself is derived from the Latin

  fata or fate, and is expressed as fée in French or ‘fay’ in English, and it came to denote a person with magical powers – Morgan Le Fay, for instance.

  Fairies could take many forms, from witches and elves to giants, dwarves, sprites, wizards, ogres, leprechauns and pixies. Some were good, some evil and others morally ambivalent, like the donor of

  the beans in ‘Jack and the Beanstalk’. The development of the concept of fairies owes much to folklore, and the mixture of folk tales and the literary tradition that emerged in the

  Renaissance, from The Decameron and The Canterbury Tales to The Faerie Queen and Le Morte D’Arthur, contributed to the canon that we know today. By the end

  of the seventeenth century, stories were becoming more formalised, with the collections of Madame d’Aulnoy and Charles Perrault in France and The Pentameron in Italy. The next great

  collection came over a century later and was Nursery and Household Tales by Jakob and Wilhelm Grimm, who were philologists rather than folklorists. It was the oral tradition that

  interested them, and they insisted on the importance of the tales to the German cultural tradition. In the middle of the nineteenth century a Dane, Hans Christian Andersen, produced a series of

  fairy tales, some original, some a re-telling of folk tales, all of them written in a simple and attractive style that has been matched, perhaps, only by Oscar Wilde in The Happy Prince and

  Other Tales. The last classical collector of fairy stories was a Scot, Andrew Lang, who drew together stories from around the world in twelve ‘coloured’ fairy books – from

  The Blue Fairy Book, The Red Fairy Book and The Green Fairy Book right up to The Mauve Fairy Book – and these remain a rich source of world-wide fairy stories.




  Most of the stories in this book are re-told in the European style, but many have antecedents far older than the European version. A form of ‘Cinderella’ first appeared in

  ninth-century China in the Yu Young Ts Tsu (Miscellany of Forgotten Lore). In Europe, the first Cinderella-type story is found in The Pentameron, and the version most familiar to

  us today comes from Perrault’s Cendrillon (as well as d’Aulnoy’s Finetta, the Cinder-girl ), though whether he took the story from a source of his own or whether

  he based it on folk tradition is not known. The Grimm brothers constructed their version, Aschenputtel, from a series of Hessian tales; this is much darker and involves self-mutilation by

  the ugly sisters.




  Common themes running through fairy tales were recognised by a Finn, Antii Aarne, who published a classification of folktales in 1910. This was enlarged and expanded by the American folklorist

  Stith Thompson, and his 1961 catalogue established the widely recognised Aarne–Thompson categorisation of folk and fairy tales. Briefly, the catalogue is divided into: Supernatural Opponents

  (for example, ‘Little Red Riding-Hood’); Supernatural or Enchanted Relatives (for example, ‘Cinderella’); Supernatural Tasks (for example, the labours of Hercules);

  Supernatural Helpers (for example, ‘Rumpelstiltskin’) and Others (for example, ‘Snow White’).




  If one looks beyond the conventional narrative of fairy tales, a darker but more socially useful pattern can be discovered. Perhaps this is best explained in Bruno Bettelheim’s remarkable

  book The Uses of Enchantment. In it he demonstrates the importance of fairy tales to childhood development. Using Freudian analysis, he shows how for children the stories can help explain

  often conflicting anxieties, which may be feelings of smallness, helplessness or insignificance, or the fear of strangers and the mysteries of the outside world. For instance, ‘Hansel and

  Gretel’ deals with the fear of parental desertion and the need to develop independence and overcome hardship. In ‘Little Red Riding Hood’, Bettelheim observes that the heroine is

  more mature, more questioning than Hansel and Gretel, and that she is caught up in the conflicts of puberty in which the Wolf can be seen as the selfish, asocial, violent and potentially

  destructive male, while the huntsman of the Grimm version (not in this anthology) represents the unselfish, social, thoughtful and protective qualities that may also be seen in the male

  character.




  Bettelheim is particularly illuminating when discussing the role of the stepmother in fairy stories. He proposes that since as a child grows older the formerly all-nurturing mother becomes

  another separate and demanding creature (‘make your bed’, ‘tie your shoelaces’, ‘tidy your room’), the ‘stepmother’ concept enables a young child to

  rationalise the transition from being totally provided for to having to assume a more mature and responsible position in the household.




  It takes nothing away from the old fairy and folk tales to analyse them and to see them as a mirror which reflects aspects of an inner world, and the necessary passage from immaturity to

  maturity. Several of the stories are quite straightforward in this respect: ‘Jack and the Beanstalk’ (with all its phallic connotations), ‘Dick Whittington’ and ‘Puss

  in Boots’ all depict the necessity for young males to make their way in the world. ‘Puss in Boots’ shares with ‘The Valiant Little Tailor’ a sub-text of bluff, if not

  outright lying, though perhaps Puss can be seen as the imaginary friend who accompanies many young children for a period, so that his exaggerations and deceits remove blame from the protagonist.

  Thus, in an unthreatening way, do children become aware of what Thomas Traherne called ‘the dirty devices of this world’. Others have even more direct messages. The story of ‘The

  Three Little Pigs’ demonstrates not only the fatal consequences of unpreparedness, but also the necessity of guile for ultimate reward. Violent ends are frequent, and the demise of two of the

  little pigs, a troll and several giants are set apart from reality either through anthropomorphism or because the stories belong to ‘once upon a time . . . ’, ‘many years ago . .

  . ’, or ‘in a far country . . . ’




  There are straightforwardly didactic stories too, teaching fortitude (‘The Steadfast Tin Soldier’), unselfishness (‘The Little Match Girl’) and the penalties of being too

  curious (‘Blue Beard’).




  Drawn from around the world, these tales share common themes and, in general, come from an oral tradition. Many themes are older than religion; indeed, religion plays little part in most fairy

  tales, which is why they were discouraged by Puritans on both sides of the Atlantic. It is this universality that commends the stories with all their simplicity and complexities to the modern

  world.
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  Aladdin and the Wonderful Lamp




  There once lived a poor tailor, who had a son called Aladdin, a careless, idle boy who would do nothing but play all day long in the streets with little idle boys like himself.

  This so grieved the father that he died; yet, in spite of his mother’s tears and prayers, Aladdin did not mend his ways.




  One day, when he was playing in the streets as usual, a stranger asked him his age, and if he were not the son of Mustapha the tailor. ‘I am, sir,’ replied Aladdin; ‘but he

  died a long time ago.’




  On this the stranger, who was a famous African magician, fell on his neck and kissed him, saying: ‘I am your uncle, and knew you from your likeness to my brother. Go to your mother and

  tell her I am coming.’




  Aladdin ran home, and told his mother of his newly found uncle.




  ‘Indeed, child,’ she said, ‘your father had a brother, but I always thought he was dead.’




  However, she prepared supper, and bade Aladdin seek his uncle, who came laden with wine and fruit. He presently fell down and kissed the place where Mustapha used to sit, bidding Aladdin’s

  mother not to be surprised at not having seen him before, as he had been forty years out of the country. He then turned to Aladdin, and asked him his trade, at which the boy hung his head, while

  his mother burst into tears. On learning that Aladdin was idle and would learn no trade, he offered to take a shop for him and stock it with merchandise. Next day he bought Aladdin a fine suit of

  clothes, and took him all over the city, showing him the sights, and brought him home at nightfall to his mother, who was overjoyed to see her son so fine.




  Next day the magician led Aladdin into some beautiful gardens a long way outside the city gates. They sat down by a fountain, and the magician pulled a cake from his girdle, which he divided

  between them. They then journeyed onwards till they almost reached the mountains. Aladdin was so tired that he begged to go back, but the magician beguiled him with pleasant stories, and led him on

  in spite of himself.




  At last they came to two mountains divided by a narrow valley.




  ‘We will go no farther,’ said the false uncle. ‘I will show you something wonderful; only do you gather up sticks while I kindle a fire.’




  When it was lit the magician threw on it a powder he had about him, at the same time saying some magical words. The earth trembled a little and opened in front of them, disclosing a square flat

  stone with a brass ring in the middle to raise it by. Aladdin tried to run away, but the magician caught him and gave him a blow that knocked him down.




  ‘What have I done, uncle?’ he said piteously; whereupon the magician said more kindly: ‘Fear nothing, but obey me. Beneath this stone lies a treasure which is to be yours, and

  no one else may touch it, so you must do exactly as I tell you.’




  At the word treasure, Aladdin forgot his fears, and grasped the ring as he was told, saying the names of his father and grandfather. The stone came up quite easily and some steps appeared.




  ‘Go down,’ said the magician; ‘at the foot of those steps you will find an open door leading into three large halls. Tuck up your gown and go through them without touching

  anything, or you will die instantly. These halls lead into a garden of fine fruit trees. Walk on till you come to a niche in a terrace where stands a lighted lamp. Pour out the oil it contains and

  bring it to me.’




  He drew a ring from his finger and gave it to Aladdin, bidding him prosper.




  Aladdin found everything as the magician had said, gathered some fruit off the trees, and, having got the lamp, arrived back at the mouth of the cave. The magician cried out in a great hurry:

  ‘Make haste and give me the lamp.’ This Aladdin refused to do until he was out of the cave. The magician flew into a terrible passion, and throwing some more powder on the fire, he said

  something, and the stone rolled back into its place.




  The magician left Persia for ever, which plainly showed that he was no uncle of Aladdin’s but a cunning magician who had read in his magic books of a wonderful lamp, which would make him

  the most powerful man in the world. Though he alone knew where to find it, he could only receive it from the hand of another. He had picked out the foolish Aladdin for this purpose, intending to

  get the lamp and kill him afterwards.




  For two days Aladdin remained in the dark, crying and lamenting. At last he clasped his hands in prayer, and in so doing rubbed the ring, which the magician had forgotten to take from him.

  Immediately an enormous and frightful genie rose out of the earth, saying: ‘What wouldst thou with me? I am the Slave of the Ring, and will obey thee in all things.’




  Aladdin fearlessly replied: ‘Deliver me from this place!’ whereupon the earth opened, and he found himself outside. As soon as his eyes could bear the light he went home, but fainted

  on the threshold. When he came to himself he told his mother what had passed, and showed her the lamp and the fruits he had gathered in the garden, which were in reality precious stones. He then

  asked for some food.




  ‘Alas! child,’ she said, ‘I have nothing in the house, but I have spun a little cotton and will go and sell it.’




  Aladdin bade her keep her cotton, for he would sell the lamp instead. As it was very dirty she began to rub it, that it might fetch a higher price. Instantly a hideous genie appeared, and asked

  what she would have. She fainted away, but Aladdin, snatching the lamp, said boldly: ‘Fetch me something to eat!’




  The genie returned with a silver bowl, twelve silver plates containing rich meats, two silver cups, and two bottles of wine. Aladdin’s mother, when she came to herself, said: ‘Whence

  comes this splendid feast?’




  ‘Ask not, but eat,’ replied Aladdin.




  So they sat at breakfast till it was dinner-time, and Aladdin and his mother talked about the lamp. She begged him to sell it, and have nothing to do with devils.




  ‘No,’ said Aladdin, ‘since chance has made us aware of its virtues, we will use it and the ring likewise, which I shall always wear on my finger.’ When they had eaten all

  the genie had brought, Aladdin sold one of the silver plates, and so on till none were left. He then had recourse to the genie, who gave him another set of plates, and thus they lived for many

  years.




  One day Aladdin heard an order from the sultan proclaiming that everyone was to stay at home and close his shutters while the princess, his daughter, went to and from the bath. Aladdin was

  seized by a desire to see her face, which was very difficult, as she always went veiled. He hid himself behind the door of the bath, and peeped through a chink. The princess lifted her veil as she

  went in, and looked so beautiful that Aladdin fell in love with her at first sight. He went home so changed that his mother was frightened. He told her he loved the princess so deeply that he could

  not live without her, and meant to ask her in marriage of her father. His mother, on hearing this, burst out laughing, but Aladdin at last prevailed upon her to go before the sultan and carry his

  request. She fetched a napkin and laid in it the magic fruits from the enchanted garden, which sparkled and shone like the most beautiful jewels. She took these with her to please the sultan, and

  set out, trusting in the lamp. The grand-vizier and the lords of council had just gone in as she entered the hall and placed herself in front of the sultan. He, however, took no notice of her. She

  went every day for a week, and stood in the same place.




  When the council broke up on the sixth day the sultan said to his vizier: ‘I see a certain woman in the audience-chamber every day carrying something in a napkin. Call her next time, that

  I may find out what she wants.’




  Next day, at a sign from the vizier, she went up to the foot of the throne, and remained kneeling till the sultan said to her: ‘Rise, good woman, and tell me what you want.’




  She hesitated, so the sultan sent away all but the vizier, and bade her speak freely, promising to forgive her beforehand for anything she might say. She then told him of her son’s violent

  love for the princess.




  ‘I prayed him to forget her,’ she said, ‘but in vain; he threatened to do some desperate deed if I refused to go and ask your majesty for the hand of the princess. Now I pray

  you to forgive not me alone, but my son Aladdin.’




  The sultan asked her kindly what she had in the napkin, whereupon she unfolded the jewels and presented them.




  He was thunderstruck, and turning to the vizier said: ‘What sayest thou? Ought I not to bestow the princess on one who values her at such a price?’




  The vizier, who wanted her for his own son, begged the sultan to withhold her for three months, in the course of which he hoped his son would contrive to make him a richer present. The sultan

  granted this, and told Aladdin’s mother that, though he consented to the marriage, she must not appear before him again for three months.




  Aladdin waited patiently for nearly three months, but after two had elapsed his mother, going into the city to buy oil, found everyone rejoicing, and asked what was going on.




  ‘Do you not know,’ was the answer, ‘that the son of the grand-vizier is to marry the sultan’s daughter tonight?’




  Breathless, she ran and told Aladdin, who was overwhelmed at first, but presently bethought him of the lamp. He rubbed it, and the genie appeared, saying: ‘What is thy will?’




  Aladdin replied: ‘The sultan, as thou knowest, has broken his promise to me, and the vizier’s son is to have the princess. My command is that tonight you bring hither the bride and

  bridegroom.’




  ‘Master, I obey,’ said the genie.




  Aladdin then went to his chamber, where, sure enough at midnight the genie transported the bed containing the vizier’s son and the princess.




  ‘Take this new-married man,’ he said, ‘and put him outside in the cold, and return at daybreak.’




  Whereupon the genie took the vizier’s son out of bed, leaving Aladdin with the princess.




  ‘Fear nothing,’ Aladdin said to her; ‘you are my wife, promised to me by your unjust father, and no harm shall come to you.’




  The princess was too frightened to speak, and passed the most miserable night of her life, while Aladdin lay down beside her and slept soundly. At the appointed hour the genie fetched in the

  shivering bridegroom, laid him in his place, and transported the bed back to the palace.




  Presently the sultan came to wish his daughter good-morning. The unhappy vizier’s son jumped up and hid himself, while the princess would not say a word, and was very sorrowful.




  The sultan sent her mother to her, who said: ‘How comes it, child, that you will not speak to your father? What has happened?’




  The princess sighed deeply, and at last told her mother how, during the night, the bed had been carried into some strange house, and what had passed there. Her mother did not believe her in the

  least, but bade her rise and consider it an idle dream.




  The following night exactly the same thing happened, and next morning, on the princess’s refusing to speak, the sultan threatened to cut off her head. She then confessed all, bidding him

  ask the vizier’s son if it were not so. The sultan told the vizier to ask his son, who owned the truth, adding that, dearly as he loved the princess, he had rather die than go through another

  such fearful night, and wished to be separated from her. His wish was granted, and there was an end of feasting and rejoicing.




  When the three months were over, Aladdin sent his mother to remind the sultan of his promise. She stood in the same place as before, and the sultan, who had forgotten Aladdin, at once remembered

  him, and sent for her. On seeing her poverty the sultan felt less inclined than ever to keep his word, and asked the vizier’s advice, who counselled him to set so high a value on the princess

  that no man living could come up to it.




  The sultan then turned to Aladdin’s mother, saying: ‘Good woman, a sultan must remember his promises, and I will remember mine, but your son must first send me forty basins of gold,

  brimful with jewels, carried by forty black slaves, led by as many white ones, splendidly dressed. Tell him that I await his answer.’ The mother of Aladdin bowed low and went home, thinking

  all was lost.




  She gave Aladdin the message, adding: ‘He may wait long enough for your answer!’




  ‘Not so long, mother, as you think,’ her son sais. ‘I would do a great deal more than that for the princess.’




  He summoned the genie, and in a few moments the eighty slaves arrived, and filled up the small house and garden.




  Aladdin made them set out to the palace, two and two, followed by his mother. They were so richly dressed, with such splendid jewels in their girdles, that everyone crowded to see them and the

  golden basins they carried on their heads.




  

    

      [image: ]


    




    He summoned the genie, and in a few moments the eighty slaves arrived


  




  They entered the palace, and, after kneeling before the sultan, stood in a half-circle round the throne with their arms crossed, while Aladdin’s mother presented them to the sultan.




  He hesitated no longer, but said: ‘Good woman, return and tell your son that I wait for him with open arms.’




  She lost no time in telling Aladdin, bidding him make haste. But Aladdin first called the genie. ‘I would like a scented bath,’ he said, ‘a richly embroidered habit, a horse

  surpassing the sultan’s, and twenty slaves to attend me. Besides this, six slaves, beautifully dressed, to wait on my mother; and lastly, ten thousand pieces of gold in ten purses.’




  No sooner said than done. Aladdin mounted his horse and passed through the streets, the slaves strewing gold as they went. Those who had played with him in his childhood knew him not, he had

  grown so handsome.




  When the sultan saw him he came down from his throne, embraced him, and led him into a hall where a feast was spread, intending to marry him to the princess that very day.




  But Aladdin refused, saying, ‘I must build a palace fit for her,’ and took his leave.




  Once home he said to the genie: ‘Build me a palace of the finest marble, set with jasper, agate and other precious stones. In the middle you shall build me a large hall with a dome, its

  four walls of massy gold and silver, each side having six windows, whose lattices, all except one, which is to be left unfinished, must be set with diamonds and rubies. There must be stables and

  horses and grooms and slaves; go and see about it!’




  The palace was finished by next day, and the genie carried him there and showed him all his orders faithfully carried out, even to the laying of a velvet carpet from Aladdin’s palace to

  the sultan’s. Aladdin’s mother then dressed herself carefully, and walked to the palace with her slaves, while he followed her on horseback. The sultan sent musicians with trumpets and

  cymbals to meet them, so that the air resounded with music and cheers. She was taken to the princess, who saluted her and treated her with great honour. At night the princess said goodbye to her

  father, and set out on the carpet for Aladdin’s palace, with his mother at her side, and followed by the hundred slaves. She was charmed at the sight of Aladdin, who ran to receive her.




  ‘Princess,’ he said, ‘blame your beauty for my boldness if I have displeased you.’




  She told him that, having seen him, she willingly obeyed her father in this matter. After the wedding had taken place Aladdin led her into the hall, where a feast was spread, and she supped with

  him, after which they danced till midnight.




  Next day Aladdin invited the sultan to see the palace. On entering the hall with the four-and-twenty windows, with their rubies, diamonds, and emeralds, he cried: ‘It is a world’s

  wonder! There is only one thing that surprises me. Was it by accident that one window was left unfinished?’




  ‘No, sir, by design,’ returned Aladdin. ‘I wished your majesty to have the glory of finishing this palace.’




  The sultan was pleased, and sent for the best jewellers in the city. He showed them the unfinished window, and bade them fit it up like the others.




  ‘Sir,’ replied their spokesman, ‘we cannot find jewels enough.’




  The sultan had his own fetched, which they soon used, but to no purpose, for in a month’s time the work was not half done. Aladdin, knowing that their task was vain, bade them undo their

  work and carry the jewels back, and the genie finished the window at his command. The sultan was surprised to receive his jewels again and visited Aladdin, who showed him the window finished. The

  sultan embraced him, the envious vizier meanwhile hinting that it was the work of enchantment.




  Aladdin had won the hearts of the people by his gentle bearing. He was made captain of the sultan’s armies, and won several battles for him, but remained modest and courteous as before,

  and lived thus in peace and content for several years.




  But far away in Africa the magician remembered Aladdin, and by his magic arts discovered that Aladdin, instead of perishing miserably in the cave, had escaped, and had married a princess, with

  whom he was living in great honour and wealth. He knew that the poor tailor’s son could only have accomplished this by means of the lamp, and travelled night and day till he reached the

  capital of China, bent on Aladdin’s ruin. As he passed through the town he heard people talking everywhere about a marvellous palace.




  ‘Forgive my ignorance,’ he asked, ‘what is this palace you speak of?’




  ‘Have you not heard of Prince Aladdin’s palace,’ was the reply, ‘the greatest wonder of the world? I will direct you if you have a mind to see it.’




  The magician thanked him who spoke, and having seen the palace knew that it had been raised by the genie of the lamp, and became half mad with rage. He determined to get hold of the lamp, and

  again plunge Aladdin into the deepest poverty.




  Unluckily, Aladdin had gone a-hunting for eight days, which gave the magician plenty of time. He bought a dozen copper lamps put them into a basket, and went to the palace, crying: ‘New

  lamps for old!’ followed by a jeering crowd.




  The princess, sitting in the hall of four-and-twenty windows, sent a slave to find out what the noise was about. She came back laughing, so that the princess scolded her.




  ‘Madam,’ replied the slave, ‘who can help laughing to see an old fool offering to exchange fine new lamps for old ones?’




  Another slave, hearing this, said: ‘There is an old one on the cornice there which he can have.’




  Now this was the magic lamp, which Aladdin had left there, as he could not take it out hunting with him. The princess, not knowing its value, laughingly bade the slave take it and make the

  exchange.




  She went and said to the magician: ‘Give me a new lamp for this.’




  He snatched it and bade the slave take her choice, amid the jeers of the crowd. Little he cared, but left off crying his lamps, and went out of the city gates to a lonely place, where he

  remained till nightfall, when he pulled out the lamp and rubbed it. The genie appeared, and at the magician’s command carried him, together with the palace and the princess in it, to a lonely

  place in Africa.




  Next morning the sultan looked out of the window towards Aladdin’s palace and rubbed his eyes, for it was gone. He sent for the vizier, and asked what had become of the palace. The vizier

  looked out too, and was lost in astonishment. He again put it down to enchantment, and this time the sultan believed him, and sent thirty men on horseback to fetch Aladdin in chains. They met him

  riding home, bound him, and forced him to go with them on foot. The people, however, who loved him, followed, armed, to see that he came to no harm. He was carried before the sultan, who ordered

  the executioner to cut off his head. The executioner made Aladdin kneel down, bandaged his eyes, and raised his scimitar to strike.
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    The magican snatched the lamp


  




  At that instant the vizier, who saw that the crowd had forced their way into the courtyard and were scaling the walls to rescue Aladdin, called to the executioner to stay his hand. The people,

  indeed, looked so threatening that the sultan gave way and ordered Aladdin to be unbound, and pardoned him in the sight of the crowd.




  Aladdin now begged to know what he had done.




  ‘False wretch!’ said the sultan, ‘come hither,’ and showed him from the window the place where his palace had stood.




  Aladdin was so amazed that he could not say a word.




  ‘Where is my palace and my daughter?’ demanded the sultan. ‘For the first I am not so deeply concerned, but my daughter I must have, and you must find her or lose your

  head.’




  Aladdin begged for forty days in which to find her, promising if he failed to return and suffer death at the sultan’s pleasure. His prayer was granted, and he went forth sadly from the

  sultan’s presence. For three days he wandered about like a madman, asking everyone what had become of his palace, but they only laughed and pitied him. He came to the banks of a river, and

  knelt down to say his prayers before throwing himself in. In so doing he rubbed the magic ring he still wore.




  The genie he had seen in the cave appeared, and asked his will.




  ‘Save my life, genie,’ said Aladdin, ‘and bring my palace back.’




  ‘That is not in my power,’ said the genie; ‘I am only the slave of the ring; you must ask the slave of the lamp.’




  ‘Even so,’ said Aladdin; ‘but thou canst take me to the palace, and set me down under my dear wife’s window.’ He at once found himself in Africa, under the window

  of the princess, and fell asleep out of sheer weariness.




  He was awakened by the singing of the birds, and his heart was lighter. He saw plainly that all his misfortunes were owing to the loss of the lamp, and vainly wondered who had robbed him of

  it.




  That morning the princess rose earlier than she had done since she had been carried into Africa by the magician, whose company she was forced to endure once a day. She, however, treated him so

  harshly that he dared not live there altogether. As she was dressing, one of her women looked out and saw Aladdin. The princess ran and opened the window, and at the noise she made Aladdin looked

  up. She called to him to come to her, and great was the joy of these lovers at seeing each other again.




  After he had kissed her Aladdin said: ‘I beg of you, princess, in God’s name, before we speak of anything else, for your own sake and mine, tell me what has become of an old lamp I

  left on the cornice in the hall of four-and-twenty windows, when I went a-hunting.’




  ‘Alas!’ she said, ‘I am the innocent cause of our sorrows,’ and told him of the exchange of the lamp.




  ‘Now I know,’ cried Aladdin, ‘that we have to thank the African magician for this! Where is the lamp?’




  ‘He carries it about with him,’ said the princess. ‘I know, for he pulled it out of his breast to show me. He wishes me to break my faith with you and marry him, saying that

  you were beheaded by my father’s command. He is forever speaking ill of you, but I only reply by my tears. If I persist, I doubt not that he will use violence.’




  Aladdin comforted her, and left her for a while. He changed clothes with the first person he met in the town, and having bought a certain powder returned to the princess, who let him in by a

  little side door.




  ‘Put on your most beautiful dress,’ he said to her, ‘and receive the magician with smiles, leading him to believe that you have forgotten me. Invite him to sup with you, and

  say you wish to taste the wine of his country. He will go for some, and while he is gone I will tell you what to do.’




  She listened carefully to Aladdin, and when he left arrayed herself gaily for the first time since she left China. She put on a girdle and headdress of diamonds, and seeing in a glass that she

  looked more beautiful than ever, received the magician, saying to his great amazement: ‘I have made up my mind that Aladdin is dead, and that all my tears will not bring him back to me, so I

  am resolved to mourn no more, and have therefore invited you to sup with me; but I am tired of wines from China and would fain taste those of Africa.’




  The magician flew to his cellar, and the princess put the powder Aladdin had given her in her cup. When he returned she asked him to drink her health in the wine of Africa, handing him her cup

  in exchange for his as a sign she was reconciled to him.




  Before drinking the magician made her a speech in praise of her beauty, but the princess cut him short saying: ‘Let me drink first, and you shall say what you will afterwards.’ She

  set her cup to her lips and kept it there, while the magician drained his to the dregs and fell back lifeless.




  The princess then opened the door to Aladdin, and flung her arms round his neck, but Aladdin put her away, bidding her to leave him, as he had more to do. He then went to the dead magician, took

  the lamp out of the bosom of his garment, and bade the genie carry the palace and all in it back to China. This was done, and the princess in her chamber only felt two little shocks, and little

  thought she was at home again.




  The sultan, who was sitting in his closet, mourning for his lost daughter, happened to look up, and rubbed his eyes, for there stood the palace as before! He hastened thither, and Aladdin

  received him in the hall of the four-and-twenty windows, with the princess at his side. Aladdin told him what had happened, and showed him the dead body of the magician, that he might believe. A

  ten days’ feast was proclaimed, and it seemed as if Aladdin might now live the rest of his life in peace; but it was not to be.




  The African magician had a younger brother, who was, if possible, more wicked and more cunning than himself. He travelled to China to avenge his brother’s death, and went to visit a pious

  woman called Fatima, thinking she might be of use to him. He entered her cell and clapped a dagger to her breast, telling her to rise and do his bidding on pain of death. He changed clothes with

  her, coloured his face like hers, put on her veil and murdered her, that she might tell no tales. Then he went towards the palace of Aladdin, and all the people thinking he was the holy woman,

  gathered round him, kissing his hands and begging his blessing. When he got to the palace there was such a noise going on round him that the princess bade her slave look out of the window and ask

  what was the matter. The slave said it was the holy woman, curing people by her touch of their ailments, whereupon the princess, who had long desired to see Fatima, sent for her. On coming to the

  princess the magician offered up a prayer for her health and prosperity. When she had thanked him the princess made him sit by her, and begged him to stay with her always. The false Fatima, who

  wished for nothing better, consented, but kept his veil down for fear of discovery. The princess showed him the hall, and asked him what he thought of it.




  ‘It is truly beautiful,’ said the false Fatima. ‘In my mind it wants but one thing.’
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    But when the magician came near, Aladdin, seizing his dagger, pierced him to the heart


  




  ‘And what is that?’ said the princess.




  ‘If only a roc’s egg,’ replied he, ‘were hung up from the middle of this dome, it would be the wonder of the world.’




  After this the princess could think of nothing but a roc’s egg, and when Aladdin returned from hunting he found her in a very ill humour. He begged to know what was amiss, and she told him

  that all her pleasure in the hall was spoilt for the want of a roc’s egg hanging from the dome.




  ‘It that is all,’ replied Aladdin, ‘you shall soon be happy.’




  He left her and rubbed the lamp, and when the genie appeared commanded him to bring a roc’s egg. The genie gave such a loud and terrible shriek that the hall shook.




  ‘Wretch!’ he cried, ‘is it not enough that I have done everything for you, but you must command me to bring my master and hang him up in the midst of this dome? You and your

  wife and your palace deserve to be burnt to ashes; but this request does not come from you, but from the brother of the African magician whom you destroyed. He is now in your palace disguised as

  the holy woman – whom he murdered. He it was who put that wish into your wife’s head. Take care of yourself, for he means to kill you.’ So saying the genie disappeared.




  Aladdin went back to the princess, saying his head ached, and requesting that the holy Fatima should be fetched to lay her hands on it. But when the magician came near, Aladdin, seizing his

  dagger, pierced him to the heart.




  ‘What have you done?’ cried the princess. ‘You have killed the holy woman!’




  ‘Not so,’ replied Aladdin, ‘but a wicked magician,’ and told her of how she had been deceived.




  After this Aladdin and his wife lived in peace. He succeeded the sultan when he died, and reigned for many years, leaving behind him a long line of kings.




  





  Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves




  In a town in Persia there dwelt two brothers, one named Cassim, the other Ali Baba. Cassim was married to a rich wife and lived in plenty, while Ali Baba had to maintain his

  wife and children by cutting wood in a neighbouring forest and selling it in the town. One day, when Ali Baba was in the forest, he saw a troop of men on horseback, coming towards him in a cloud of

  dust. He was afraid they were robbers, and climbed into a tree for safety. When they came up to him and dismounted, he counted forty of them. They unbridled their horses and tied them to trees. The

  finest man among them, whom Ali Baba took to be their captain, went a little way among some bushes, and said: ‘Open, Sesame!’ so plainly that Ali Baba heard him. A door opened in the

  rocks, and having made the troop go in, he followed them, and the door shut again of itself. They stayed some time inside, and Ali Baba, fearing they might come out and catch him, was forced to sit

  patiently in the tree. At last the door opened again, and the forty thieves came out. As the captain went in last he came out first, and made them all pass by him; he then closed the door, saying:

  ‘Shut, Sesame!’ Every man bridled his horse and mounted, the captain put himself at their head, and they returned as they came.




  Then Ali Baba climbed down and went to the door concealed among the bushes, and said: ‘Open, Sesame!’ and it flew open. Ali Baba, who expected a dull, dismal place,

  was greatly surprised to find it large and well lighted, hollowed by the hand of man in the form of a vault, which received the light from an opening in the ceiling. He saw rich bales of

  merchandise – silk, stuff-brocades, all piled together, and gold and silver in heaps, and money in leather purses. He went in and the door shut behind him. He did not look at the silver, but

  brought out as many bags of gold as he thought his asses, which were browsing outside, could carry, loaded them with the bags, and hid it all with faggots. Using the words: ‘Shut,

  Sesame!’ he closed the door and went home.
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    He went in and the door shut behind him


  




  Then he drove his asses into the yard, shut the gates, carried the money-bags to his wife, and emptied them out before her. He bade her keep the secret, and he would go and bury the gold.

  ‘Let me first measure it,’ said his wife. ‘I will go and borrow a measure from someone, while you dig the hole.’ So she ran to the wife of Cassim and borrowed a measure.

  Knowing Ali Baba’s poverty, the sister was curious to find out what sort of grain his wife wished to measure, and artfully put some suet at the bottom of the measure. Ali Baba’s wife

  went home and set the measure on the heap of gold, and filled it and emptied it often, to her great content. She then carried it back to her sister, without noticing that a piece of gold was

  sticking to it, which Cassim’s wife perceived directly her back was turned. She grew very curious, and said to Cassim when he came home: ‘Cassim, your brother is richer than you. He

  does not count his money, he measures it.’ He begged her to explain this riddle, which she did by showing him the piece of money and telling him where she found it. Then Cassim grew so

  envious that he could not sleep, and went to his brother in the morning before sunrise. ‘Ali Baba,’ he said, showing him the gold piece, ‘you pretend to be poor and yet you

  measure gold.’ By this Ali Baba perceived that through his wife’s folly Cassim and his wife knew their secret, so he confessed all and offered Cassim a share. ‘That I

  expect,’ said Cassim; ‘but I must know where to find the treasure, otherwise I will discover all, and you will lose all.’ Ali Baba, more out of kindness than fear, told him of the

  cave, and the very words to use. Cassim left Ali Baba, meaning to be beforehand with him and get the treasure for himself. He rose early next morning, and set out with three mules loaded with great

  chests. He soon found the place, and the door in the rock. He said: ‘Open, Sesame!’ and the door opened and shut behind him. He could have feasted his eyes all day on the treasures, but

  he now hastened to gather together as much of it as possible; but when he was ready to go he could not remember what to say for thinking of his great riches. Instead of ‘Sesame’, he

  said: ‘Open, Barley!’ and the door remained fast. He named several different sorts of grain, all but the right one, and the door still stuck fast. He was so frightened at the danger he

  was in that he had as much forgotten the word as if he had never heard it.




  About noon the robbers returned to their cave, and saw Cassim’s mules roving about with great chests on their backs. This gave them the alarm; they drew their sabres, and went to the door,

  which opened on their captain’s saying: ‘Open, Sesame!’ Cassim, who had heard the trampling of their horses’ feet, resolved to sell his life dearly, so when the door opened

  he leaped out and threw the captain down. In vain, however, for the robbers with their sabres soon killed him. On entering the cave they saw all the bags laid ready, and could not imagine how

  anyone had got in without knowing their secret. They cut Cassim’s body into four quarters, and nailed them up inside the cave, in order to frighten anyone who should venture in, and went away

  in search of more treasure.




  As night drew on Cassim’s wife grew very uneasy, and ran to her brother-in-law, and told him where her husband had gone. Ali Baba did his best to comfort her, and set out to the forest in

  search of Cassim. The first thing he saw on entering the cave was his dead brother. Full of horror, he put the body on one of his asses, and bags of gold on the other two, and, covering all with

  some faggots, returned home. He drove the two asses laden with gold into his own yard, and led the other to Cassim’s house. The door was opened by the slave Morgiana, whom he knew to be both

  brave and cunning. Unloading the ass, he said to her: ‘This is the body of your master, who has been murdered, but whom we must bury as though he had died in his bed. I will speak with you

  again, but now tell your mistress I am come.’ The wife of Cassim, on learning the fate of her husband, broke out into cries and tears, but Ali Baba offered to let her live with him and his

  wife if she would promise to keep his counsel and leave everything to Morgiana; whereupon she agreed, and dried her eyes.




  Morgiana, meanwhile, sought an apothecary and asked him for some lozenges. ‘My poor master,’ she said, ‘can neither eat nor speak, and no one knows what his distemper

  is.’ She carried home the lozenges and returned next day weeping, and asked for an essence only given to those just about to die. Thus, in the evening, no one was surprised to hear the

  wretched shrieks and cries of Cassim’s wife and Morgiana, telling everyone that Cassim was dead. The day after Morgiana went to an old cobbler near the gates of the town who opened his stall

  early, put a piece of gold in his hand, and bade him follow her with his needle and thread. Having bound his eyes with a handkerchief, she took him to the room where the body lay, pulled off the

  bandage, and bade him sew the quarters together, after which she covered his eyes again and led him home. Then they buried Cassim, and Morgiana his slave followed him to the grave, weeping and

  tearing her hair, while Cassim’s wife stayed at home uttering lamentable cries. Next day Ali Baba took possession of the house and gave Cassim’s shop to his eldest son.




  The forty thieves, on their return to the cave, were much astonished to find Cassim’s body gone and some of their money-bags. ‘We are certainly discovered,’ said the captain,

  ‘and shall be undone if we cannot find out who it is that knows our secret. Two men must have known it; we have killed one, we must now find the other. To this end one of you who is bold and

  artful must go into the city dressed as a traveller, and discover whom we have killed, and whether men talk of the strange manner of his death. If the messenger fails he must lose his life, lest we

  be betrayed.’ One of the thieves started up and offered to do this, and after the rest had highly commended him for his bravery he disguised himself, and happened to enter the town at

  daybreak, just by Baba Mustapha’s stall. The thief bade him good-day, saying: ‘Honest man, how can you possibly see to stitch at your age?’ ‘Old as I am,’ replied the

  cobbler, ‘I have very good eyes, and will you believe me when I tell you that I sewed a dead body together in a place where I had less light than I have now.’ The robber was overjoyed

  at his good fortune, and, giving him a piece of gold, desired to be shown the house where he stitched up the dead body. At first Mustapha refused, saying that he had been blindfolded; but when the

  robber gave him another piece of gold he began to think he might remember the turnings if blindfolded as before. This means succeeded; the robber partly led him, and was partly guided by him, right

  to the house he sought, the door of which the robber marked with a piece of chalk. Then, well pleased, he bade farewell to Baba Mustapha and returned to the forest. By and by Morgiana, going out,

  saw the mark the robber had made, quickly guessed that some mischief was brewing, and fetching a piece of chalk marked two or three doors on each side, without saying anything to her master or

  mistress.
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    One of you who is bold and artful must go into the city dressed as a traveller


  




  The thief, meantime, told his comrades of his discovery. The captain thanked him, and bade him show him the house he had marked. But when they came to it they saw that five or six of the houses

  were chalked in the same manner. The guide was so confounded that he knew not which one to choose, and when they returned he was at once beheaded for having failed. Another robber was dispatched,

  and, having won over Baba Mustapha, marked the house in red chalk; but Morgiana being again too clever for them, the second messenger was put to death also. The captain now resolved to go himself,

  but, wiser than the others, he did not mark the house, but looked at it so closely that he could not fail to remember it. He returned, and ordered his men to go into the neighbouring villages and

  buy nineteen mules, and thirty-eight leather jars, all empty except one, which was to be full of oil. The captain put one of his men, fully armed, into each, rubbing the outside of the jars with

  oil from the full vessel. Then the nineteen mules were loaded with thirty-seven robbers in jars, and the jar of oil, and reached the town by dusk. The captain stopped his mules in front of Ali

  Baba’s house, and said to Ali Baba, who was sitting outside for coolness: ‘I have brought some oil from a distance to sell at tomorrow’s market, but it is now so late that I know

  not where to pass the night, unless you will do me the favour to take me in.’ Though Ali Baba had seen the captain of the robbers in the forest, he did not recognise him in the disguise of an

  oil merchant. He bade him welcome, opened his gates for the mules to enter, and went to Morgiana to bid her prepare a bed and supper for his guest. He brought the stranger into his hall, and after

  they had supped went again to speak to Morgiana in the kitchen, while the captain went into the yard under pretence of seeing after his mules, but really to tell his men what to do. Beginning at

  the first jar and ending at the last, he said to each man: ‘As soon as I throw some stones from the window of the chamber where I lie, cut the jars open with your knives and come out, and I

  will be with you in a trice.’ He returned to the house, and Morgiana led him to his chamber. She then told Abdallah, her fellow-slave, to set on the pot to make some broth for her master, who

  had gone to bed. Meanwhile her lamp went out, and she had no more oil in the house. ‘Do not be uneasy,’ said Abdallah; ‘go into the yard and take some out of one of those

  jars.’ Morgiana thanked him for his advice, took the oil pot, and went into the yard. When she came to the first jar the robber inside said softly: ‘Is it time?’
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    He bade him welcome and went to Morgiana to bid her prepare a bed and supper for his guest


  




  Any other slave but Morgiana, on finding a man in the jar instead of the oil she wanted, would have screamed and made a noise; but she, knowing the danger her master was in, bethought herself of

  a plan, and answered quietly: ‘Not yet, but presently.’ She went to all the jars, giving the same answer, till she came to the jar of oil. She now saw that her master, thinking to

  entertain an oil merchant, had let thirty-eight robbers into his house. She filled her oil pot, went back to the kitchen, and, having lit her lamp, went again to the oil jar and filled a large

  kettle full of oil. When it boiled she went and poured enough oil into every jar to stifle and kill the robber inside. When this brave deed was done she went back to the kitchen, put out the fire

  and the lamp, and waited to see what would happen.




  In a quarter of an hour the captain of the robbers awoke, got up, and opened the window. As all seemed quiet, he threw down some little pebbles which hit the jars. He listened, and as none of

  his men seemed to stir he grew uneasy, and went down into the yard. On going to the first jar and saying, ‘Are you asleep?’ he smelt the hot boiled oil, and knew at once that his plot

  to murder Ali Baba and his household had been discovered. He found all the gang was dead, and, missing the oil out of the last jar, became aware of the manner of their death. He then forced the

  lock of a door leading into a garden, and climbing over several walls made his escape. Morgiana heard and saw all this, and, rejoicing at her success, went to bed and fell asleep.




  At daybreak Ali Baba arose, and, seeing the oil jars still there, asked why the merchant had not gone with his mules. Morgiana bade him look in the first jar and see if there was any oil. Seeing

  a man, he started back in terror. ‘Have no fear,’ said Morgiana; ‘the man cannot harm you: he is dead.’ Ali Baba, when he had recovered somewhat from his astonishment, asked

  what had become of the merchant. ‘Merchant!’ said she, ‘he is no more a merchant than I am!’ and she told him the whole story, assuring him that it was a plot of the robbers

  of the forest, of whom only three were left, and that the white and red chalk marks had something to do with it. Ali Baba at once gave Morgiana her freedom, saying that he owed her his life. They

  then buried the bodies in Ali Baba’s garden, while the mules were sold in the market by his slaves.




  The captain returned to his lonely cave, which seemed frightful to him without his lost companions, and firmly resolved to avenge them by killing Ali Baba. He dressed himself carefully, and went

  into the town, where he took lodgings in an inn. In the course of a great many journeys to the forest he carried away many rich stuffs and much fine linen, and set up a shop opposite that of Ali

  Baba’s son. He called himself Cogia Hassan, and as he was both civil and well dressed he soon made friends with Ali Baba’s son, and through him with Ali Baba, whom he was continually

  asking to sup with him. Ali Baba, wishing to return his kindness, invited him into his house and received him smiling, thanking him for his kindness to his son. When the merchant was about to take

  his leave Ali Baba stopped him, saying: ‘Where are you going, sir, in such haste? Will you not stay and sup with me?’ The merchant refused, saying that he had a reason; and, on Ali

  Baba’s asking him what that was, he replied: ‘It is, sir, that I can eat no victuals that have any salt in them.’ ‘If that is all,’ said Ali Baba, ‘let me tell

  you that there shall be no salt in either the meat or the bread that we eat tonight.’ He went to give this order to Morgiana, who was much surprised. ‘Who is this man,’ she said,

  ‘who eats no salt with his meat?’ ‘He is an honest man, Morgiana,’ returned her master; ‘therefore do as I bid you.’ But she could not withstand a desire to see

  this strange man, so she helped Abdallah to carry up the dishes, and saw in a moment that Cogia Hassan was the robber captain, and carried a dagger under his garment. ‘I am not

  surprised,’ she said to herself, ‘that this wicked man, who intends to kill my master, will eat no salt with him; but I will hinder his plans.’




  She sent up the supper by Abdallah, while she made ready for one of the boldest acts that could be thought on. When the dessert had been served, Cogia Hassan was left alone with Ali Baba and his

  son, whom he thought to make drunk and then to murder. Morgiana, meanwhile, put on a headdress like a dancing-girl’s, and clasped a girdle round her waist, from which hung a dagger with a

  silver hilt, and said to Abdallah: ‘Take your tabor, and let us go and divert our master and his guest.’ Abdallah took his tabor and played before Morgiana until they came to the door,

  where Abdallah stopped playing and Morgiana made a low courtesy. ‘Come in, Morgiana,’ said Ali Baba, ‘and let Cogia Hassan see what you can do;’ and, turning to Cogia

  Hassan, he said: ‘She’s my gifted housekeeper.’ Cogia Hassan was by no means pleased, for he feared that his chance of killing Ali Baba was gone for the present; but he pretended

  great eagerness to see Morgiana, and Abdallah began to play and Morgiana to dance. After she had performed several dances she drew her dagger and made passes with it, sometimes pointing it at her

  own breast, sometimes at her master’s, as if it were part of the dance. Suddenly, out of breath, she snatched the tabor from Abdallah with her left hand, and, holding the dagger in her right

  hand, held out the tabor to her master. Ali Baba and his son put a piece of gold into it, and Cogia Hassan, seeing that she was coming to him, pulled out his purse to make her a present, but while

  he was putting his hand into it Morgiana plunged the dagger into his heart.




  

    

      [image: ]


    




    Abdallah began to play and Morgiana to dance


  




  ‘Unhappy girl!’ cried Ali Baba and his son, ‘what have you done to ruin us?’




  ‘It was to preserve you, master, not to ruin you,’ answered Morgiana. ‘See here,’ opening the false merchant’s garment and showing the dagger; ‘see what an

  enemy you have entertained! Remember, he would eat no salt with you, and what more would you have? Look at him! he is both the false oil merchant and the captain of the forty thieves.’




  Ali Baba was so grateful to Morgiana for thus saving his life that he offered her to his son in marriage, who readily consented, and a few days after the wedding was celebrated with greatest

  splendour.




  At the end of a year Ali Baba, hearing nothing of the two remaining robbers, judged they were dead, and set out to the cave. The door opened on his saying: ‘Open, Sesame!’ He went

  in, and saw that nobody had been there since the captain left it. He brought away as much gold as he could carry, and returned to town. He told his son the secret of the cave, which his son handed

  down in his turn, so the children and grandchildren of Ali Baba were rich to the end of their lives.




  





  Baba-Yaga and Vasilisa the Fair




  A long time ago there lived a merchant and his wife; they had one child, a girl called Vasilisa. One day the mother placed a little doll in the child’s hands, she said,

  ‘My child, I am dying. Take this doll as my blessing. Always keep it with you and never show it to anybody. If anything bad happens to you, give the doll food and ask her for guidance.’

  Shortly afterwards the mother died.




  The merchant soon became lonely and decided to marry again. He married a widow he thought would be a good mother but both she and her two daughters were envious of Vasilisa’s beauty. They

  gave her heavy outdoor work to do, so she would grow thin and her face turn ugly in the wind and the sun.




  Despite this, Vasilisa became more beautiful every day. For each day she gave her doll food and asked for advice. Having finished eating, the doll would help with the tasks and even bring

  Vasilisa herbs to prevent sunburn.




  As the years passed, Vasilisa grew ever more beautiful as her stepmother’s hatred of her intensified.




  Then, while Vasilisa’s father was away on business, the stepmother moved the family to the edge of a dense birch forest. This was not just any birch forest, for in this forest lived the

  terrifying witch, Baba-Yaga. A witch who ate people like others ate chicken.




  Every day, the stepmother sent Vasilisa into the forest, but the girl always returned safe and sound with the guidance of her magic doll.




  Then one night, the stepmother crept around the house and extinguished all the candles. As the last candle failed, she said in a loud voice.




  ‘It’s impossible to finish our work in the darkness. Somebody must go to Baba-Yaga and ask for a light.’




  ‘I’m not going,’ said the first stepdaughter, who was stitching lace. ‘I can see my needle.’




  ‘And I’m not going,’ said the second stepdaughter, who was knitting stockings, ‘I can see my needles.’




  So Vasilisa was thrown out into the dark forbidding forest. Despite her fear, she fed her magic doll and asked for its advice.




  ‘Don’t be afraid, Vasilisa,’ said the doll. ‘Go to Baba-Yaga and ask her to give you a light.’




  All that night, Vasilisa walked nervously through the forest holding the doll who guided her path. Then suddenly, she saw a horseman rushing by. His face and clothes were white and he was riding

  a white horse. As he passed the first light of dawn appeared across the sky. Then, another horseman came by. His face and clothes were red and he was riding a red horse. As he passed the sun began

  to rise. Vasilisa had never seen such strange men and she was very surprised.




  She walked all day, until at last she came to Baba-Yaga’s hut, which loomed forbiddingly on its large chicken legs. A fence made of human bones surrounded the hut. It was crowned with

  human skulls. The gate had a sharp set of teeth that served as a lock. Vasilisa was terribly afraid.




  Suddenly, another horseman galloped by. His face and clothes were black and he was riding a black horse. He rode through the gates and disappeared. As he passed, night descended.
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    Baba-Yaga’s hut, which stood forbidding on its large chicken legs


  




  As the sky darkened the eyes of the skulls began to glow. Their light illuminated the forest. Vasilisa trembled, she wanted to run but her legs would not move. Almost immediately she heard a

  hideous noise. The earth shook, the trees groaned and there was Baba-Yaga, riding in her mortar. She stopped and sniffed the air.




  ‘I smell a human!’ she cried. ‘Who is here?’




  Vasilisa stepped forward, trembling with fear. She said, ‘I am, Vasilisa. My stepmother sent me to you to ask for a light.’




  ‘I know of her,’ Baba-Yaga replied. ‘Stay with me for a while. If you work well, I will give you light. If you do not, I will cook you and eat you.’




  Baba-Yaga commanded the gates to open and rode in. Vasilisa followed and the gates closed fast behind her.




  As they entered the hut, Baba-Yaga ordered Vasilisa to bring her what was on the stove. There was enough food to feed ten men; then from the cupboard she collected kvas, mead, beer and wine.

  Baba-Yaga ate and drank everything. She left Vasilisa nothing but some crusts of bread.




  ‘I’m tired,’ Baba-Yaga said. ‘Tomorrow, Vasilisa, you must clean the yard, sweep the hut, cook the supper and wash the linen.’




  ‘Then,’ she added, ‘you must go to the corn bin and separate seed by seed the mildewed corn from the good corn, and mind that you remove all the black bits. If you don’t

  complete these tasks, I will eat you.’




  Soon Baba-Yaga started snoring, her long nose rattled against the roof of the hut. Vasilisa took her doll out of her pocket, gave it a crust of bread and said, ‘Please help me. Baba-Yaga

  has given me an impossible task to do and if I fail she will eat me.’




  The doll replied, ‘Don’t be afraid, Vasilisa, eat your supper and go to bed. Mornings are wiser than evenings.’




  Although Vasilisa woke early the next morning, Baba-Yaga was already up. Vasilisa went to the corn bin and found the doll picking out the last black bits. The other tasks were also fulfilled.

  The doll said, ‘All you have to do now is prepare the supper and after that you can rest.’ Vasilisa thanked the doll and went to prepare supper. She cooked the food, laid the table and

  waited.




  Presently, the skulls’ eyes began to shine, the trees groaned, the earth trembled, and there was Baba-Yaga.




  ‘Have you done what I told you?’ she asked Vasilisa.




  ‘See for yourself,’ replied the girl.




  Baba-Yaga was very upset, for she wanted to eat the girl but the tasks were all completed. Hiding her anger, she said, ‘Very good,’ and then cried loudly, ‘My faithful servants

  grind the wheat!’




  From nowhere three pairs of hands appeared. They took the wheat and vanished.




  Baba-Yaga ate the supper and said to Vasilisa, ‘Tomorrow you must do the same tasks and then you must go to the storeroom and sort out the dirt from the poppy seeds.’




  The next morning Baba-Yaga again rode off in her mortar. Vasilisa, with the help of her doll, finished the tasks. In the evening the old woman came back and checked everything over. Three pairs

  of hands appeared. They took the bin of poppy seeds and vanished. Baba-Yaga sat down to eat.




  ‘Why,’ she said, ‘do you sit there so quiet and still?’




  ‘I’m afraid to speak,’ said Vasilisa, ‘but would you mind if I asked you some questions?’




  ‘Ask if you want,’ said Baba-Yaga, ‘but remember that not every question has a good answer.’




  Vasilisa hesitated, ‘It’s just that on my way here I saw a white horseman. Who was he?’




  ‘That was my Bright Day,’ answered Baba-Yaga.




  Vasilisa continued, ‘Then I saw a red horseman. Who was he?’




  ‘That was my Red Sun,’ answered Baba-Yaga.




  ‘And then a black horseman overtook me while I was standing outside your gate. Who was he?’




  ‘That was my Black Midnight,’ answered Baba-Yaga. ‘These horsemen are my faithful servants. Have you further questions?’




  Vasilisa remembered the three pairs of hands but remained quiet.




  ‘Now I have a question for you. How have you managed to carry out all the work so quickly?’




  Vasilisa replied, ‘My mother’s blessing helped me.’




  ‘I knew it,’ said Baba-Yaga. ‘You’d better be gone. I will not have people with blessings in my home.’




  With that, the old woman pushed Vasilisa out of the hut and through the gate.




  Then she took one of the skulls, stuck it on the end of a stick and gave it to the girl, saying: ‘Here’s a light for your stepmother and her daughters. That’s what you came

  here for, isn’t it?’




  Vasilia walked all day and by the evening she reached her home. As she approached the gates she was about to throw away the skull, but suddenly she heard a muffled voice say: ‘You must

  keep me, your stepmother and her daughters have need of me.’




  The girl carried the skull into the house. As she entered, the skull fixed its eyes on the stepmother and her two daughters. Its eyes burnt them like fire. They tried to hide, but the piercing

  eyes followed them and never let them out of their sight. By morning nothing was left of the three women except three heaps of ash on the floor. Vasilisa was unharmed.




  She buried the skull in the garden and went to find shelter in the nearest town. Here she lodged with an old woman.




  One day the old woman gave Vasilisa some flax. With it Vasilisa spun the most beautiful thread, so fine it was like hair. Then she weaved the thread into the most exquisite

  cloth. It was brilliant white, soft and so beautiful. Vasilisa gave it to the old woman and said: ‘Grandmother, you have been so kind to me, sell this cloth and keep the money.’




  The old woman looked at it and said, ‘My child, this is too fine to sell. I am going to take it to the Tsar.’




  So she brought it to the Tsar as a gift. The Tsar thanked the old woman and gave her many presents before sending her home.




  Impressed with the beautiful cloth, the Tsar tried to find someone who could make shirts from it. However all the tailors declined the work, as the cloth was too fine for them to handle. In the

  end the Tsar called the old woman and said, ‘You must also know how to sew the cloth as you made it.’




  The old woman replied, ‘No, your Majesty. It was not my work. It was done by a girl I took in.’




  So the Tsar asked the old woman to see if Vasilisa would make the garments. Vasilisa made the shirts and the old woman took them to the Tsar.




  As she waited for the old woman to return, one of the Tsar’s servants entered. He said loudly, ‘His Majesty wishes to see the needlewoman who has made his wonderful clothes.’

  So Vasilisa went to the palace.




  Vasilisa and the Tsar were captivated by each other and eventually they married.




  When Vasilisa’s father returned, they invited both him and the old woman to come and live at the palace. Also at the palace was the little doll, for Vasilisa carried it around in her

  pocket until the day she died.




  





  Beauty and the Beast




  Once upon a time, in a very far-off country, there lived a merchant who had been so fortunate in all his undertakings that he was enormously rich. As he had, however, six sons

  and six daughters, he found that he needed every penny to let them all have everything they fancied, as they were accustomed to do.




  But one day a most unexpected misfortune befell them. Their house caught fire and was speedily burnt to the ground, with all the splendid furniture, the books, pictures, gold, silver and

  precious goods it contained; and this was only the beginning of their troubles. Their father, who had until this moment prospered in all ways, suddenly lost every ship he had upon the sea, either

  by dint of pirates, shipwreck or fire. Then he heard that his clerks in distant countries, whom he trusted entirely, had proved unfaithful; and at last from great wealth he fell into the direst

  poverty.




  All that he had left was a little house in a desolate place at least a hundred leagues from the town in which he had lived, and to this he was forced to retreat with his children, who were in

  despair at the idea of leading such a different life. Indeed, the daughters at first hoped that their friends, who had been so numerous while they were rich, would insist on their staying in their

  houses now they no longer possessed one. But they soon found that they were left alone, and that their former friends even attributed their misfortunes to their own extravagance, and showed no

  intention of offering them any help. So nothing was left for them but to take their departure to the cottage, which stood in the midst of a dark forest, and seemed to be the most dismal place upon

  the face of the earth. As they were too poor to have any servants, the girls had to work hard, like peasants, and the sons, for their part, cultivated the fields to earn their living. Roughly

  clothed, and living in the simplest way, the girls regretted unceasingly the luxuries and amusements of their former life; only the youngest tried to be brave and cheerful. She had been as sad as

  anyone when misfortune overtook her father, but, soon recovering her natural gaiety, she set to work to make the best of things, to amuse her father and brothers as well as she could and to try to

  persuade her sisters to join her in dancing and singing. But they would do nothing of the sort, and, because she was not as doleful as themselves, they declared that this miserable life was all she

  was fit for. But she was really far prettier and cleverer than they were; indeed, she was so lovely that she was always called Beauty. After two years, when they were all beginning to get used to

  their new life, something happened to disturb their tranquillity. Their father received the news that one of his ships, which he had believed to be lost, had come safely into port with a rich

  cargo. His sons and daughters at once thought that their poverty was at an end, and wanted to set out directly for the town; but their father, who was more prudent, begged them to wait a little,

  and, though it was harvest time, and he could ill be spared, determined to go himself first, to make enquiries. Only the youngest daughter had any doubt but that they would soon again be as rich as

  they were before, or at least rich enough to live comfortably in some town where they would find amusement and gay companions once more. So they all loaded their father with commissions for jewels

  and dresses which it would have taken a fortune to buy; only Beauty, feeling sure that it was of no use, did not ask for anything. Her father, noticing her silence, said: ‘And what shall I

  bring for you, Beauty?’




  ‘The only thing I wish for is to see you come home safely,’ she answered.




  But this only vexed her sisters, who fancied she was blaming them for having asked for such costly things. Her father, however, was pleased, but as he thought that at her age she certainly ought

  to like pretty presents, he told her to choose something.




  ‘Well, dear father,’ she said, ‘as you insist upon it, I beg that you will bring me a rose. I have not seen one since we came here, and I love them so much.’




  So the merchant set out and reached the town as quickly as possible, but only to find that his former companions, believing him to be dead, had divided between them the goods which the ship had

  brought; and after six months of trouble and expense he found himself as poor as when he started, having been able to recover only just enough to pay the cost of his journey. To make matters worse,

  he was obliged to leave the town in the most terrible weather, so that by the time he was within a few leagues of his home he was almost exhausted with cold and fatigue. Though he knew it would

  take some hours to get through the forest, he was so anxious to be at his journey’s end that he resolved to go on; but night overtook him, and the deep snow and bitter frost made it

  impossible for his horse to carry him any farther. Not a house was to be seen; the only shelter he could get was the hollow trunk of a great tree, and there he crouched all the night, which seemed

  to him the longest he had ever known. In spite of his weariness the howling of the wolves kept him awake, and even when at last the day broke he was not much better off, for the falling snow had

  covered up every path, and he did not know which way to turn.




  At length he made out some sort of track, and though at the beginning it was so rough and slippery that he fell down more than once, it presently became easier, and led him into an avenue of

  trees which ended in a splendid castle. It seemed to the merchant very strange that no snow had fallen in the avenue, which was entirely composed of orange trees, covered with flowers and fruit.

  When he reached the first court of the castle he saw before him a flight of agate steps, and went up them, and passed through several splendidly furnished rooms. The pleasant warmth of the air

  revived him, and he felt very hungry; but there seemed to be nobody in all this vast and splendid palace whom he could ask to give him something to assuage his hunger. Deep silence reigned

  everywhere, and at last, tired of roaming through empty rooms and galleries, he stopped in a room smaller than the rest, where a clear fire was burning and a couch was drawn up closely to it.

  Thinking that this must be prepared for someone who was expected, he sat down to wait till he should come, and very soon fell into a sweet sleep.
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