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Publisher’s Note


Fairy tales are the most famous stories in the world. Just as we may first hear them when they’re read to us or watch and listen to them on screen, so they began in the oral tradition. Then, in the seventeenth century, people started to write them down, wanting to record these magical tales. One of the first to do so was Charles Perrault and this book opens with his account of one of the best-loved stories of all, Cinderella. One hundred years later came Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm, two brothers from Germany with a passion for traditional folk tales. Thanks to them, children around the world enjoy timeless stories like Rapunzel and Show White. Then, in nineteenth-century Denmark, Hans Christian Andersen produced a series of fairy tales; some retellings and some original such as the wonderfully inventive The Little Mermaid. Next, Scotsman Andrew Lang took on the task of gathering stories from around the world and published them in twelve fairy books; his version of Beauty and the Beast is included here.


Enchanted Tales also celebrates famous illustrators who have brought these stories to life, many like Arthur Rackham and Walter Crane from the golden age of illustration when colourful and imaginative designs blossomed in an array of dazzling styles.


The enchanted world in this book enthrals us with stories of magic, of good versus evil, of adventure and of love. It’s a magical world that allows us to see the possibilities in our own lives and confront our own fears and triumphs. Open the pages and enjoy.









Cinderella


or


The Little Glass Slipper
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[image: A majestic chariot, drawn by six horses, transports a person through a moonlit path. In the foreground, an old man, a woman, and a child are relaxing in a serene garden.]









Once there was a gentleman who married, for his second wife, the proudest and most haughty woman that was ever seen. She had, by a former husband, two daughters of her own humour and they were indeed exactly like her in all things. He had likewise, by another wife, a young daughter, but of unparalleled goodness and sweetness of temper, which she took from her mother, who was the best creature in the world.


No sooner were the ceremonies of the wedding over, but the stepmother began to shew herself in her colours. She could not bear the good qualities of this pretty girl; and the less, because they made her own daughters appear the more odious. She employed her in the meanest work of the house; she scoured the dishes, tables, &c. and rubbed Madam’s chamber, and those of Misses, her daughters; she lay up in a sorry garret, upon a wretched straw-bed, while her sisters lay in fine rooms, with floors all inlaid, upon beds of the very newest fashion, and where they had looking-glasses so large, that they might see themselves at their full length, from head to foot.


The poor girl bore all patiently, and dared not tell her father, who would have rattled her off; for his wife governed him intirely. When she had done her work, she used to go into the chimney-corner, and sit down among cinders and ashes, which made her commonly be called Cinder-breech; but the youngest, who was not so rude and uncivil as the eldest, called her Cinderella. However, Cinderella, notwithstanding her mean apparel, was a hundred times handsomer than her sisters, tho’ they were always dressed very richly.


It happened that the King’s son gave a ball, and invited all persons of fashion to it. Our young misses were also invited; for they cut a very grand figure among the quality. They were mightily delighted at this invitation, and wonderfully busy in chusing out such gowns, petticoats, and head-clothes as might best become them. This was a new trouble to Cinderella; for it was she who ironed her sisters’ linen, and plaited their ruffles; they talked all day long of nothing but how they should be dressed. “For my part,” said the eldest, “I will wear my red velvet suit, with French trimming.” “And I,” said the youngest, “shall only have my usual petticoat; but then, to make amends for that, I will put on my gold-flowered manteau, and my diamond stomacher, which is far from being the most ordinary one in the world.” They sent for the best tire-woman they could get, to make up their head-dresses, and adjust their double-pinners, and they had their red brushes, and patches from the fashionable maker.


Cinderella was likewise called up to them to be consulted in all these matters, for she had excellent notions, and advised them always for the best, nay and offered her service to dress their heads, which they were very willing she should do. As she was doing this, they said to her:


[image: Cinderella, dressed in tattered clothes, carefully styles the hair of a slender woman adorned in an exquisite, flowing gown. Seated beside her is a plump woman wearing an off-shoulder dress, gazing into a handheld mirror.]


“Cinderella, would you not be glad to go to the ball?”


“Ah!” said she, “you only jeer at me; it is not for such as I am to go thither.”


“Thou art in the right of it,” replied they, “it would make the people laugh to see a Cinder-breech at a ball.”


Any one but Cinderella would have dressed their heads awry, but she was very good, and dressed them perfectly well. They were almost two days without eating, so much they were transported with joy; they broke above a dozen of laces in trying to be laced up close, that they might have a fine slender shape, and they were continually at their looking-glass. At last the happy day came; they went to Court, and Cinderella followed them with her eyes as long as she could, and when she had lost sight of them she fell a-crying.


Her godmother, who saw her all in tears, asked her what was the matter.


“I wish I could——, I wish I could—;” she was not able to speak the rest, being interrupted by her tears and sobbing.


This godmother of hers, who was a Fairy, said to her:


“Thou wishest thou couldest go to the ball, is it not so?”


“Y—es,” cried Cinderella, with a great sigh.


“Well,” said her godmother, “be but a good girl, and I will contrive that thou shalt go.” Then she took her into her chamber, and said to her:


“Run into the garden, and bring me a pumpkin.”


Cinderella went immediately to gather the finest she could get, and brought it to her godmother, not being able to imagine how this pumpkin could make her go to the ball. Her godmother scooped out all the inside of it, leaving nothing but the rind; which done, she struck it with her wand, and the pumpkin was instantly turned into a fine coach, gilded all over with gold.


She then went to look into her mouse-trap, where she found six mice all alive, and ordered Cinderella to lift up a little the trap-door, when giving each mouse, as it went out, a little tap with her wand, the mouse was at that moment turned into a fair horse, which altogether made a very fine set of six horses of a beautiful mouse-coloured dapple-grey.


Being at a loss for a coachman, “I will go and see,” says Cinderella, “if there be never a rat in the rat-trap, that we may make a coachman of him.”


“Thou art in the right,” replied her godmother; “go and look.”


Cinderella brought the trap to her, and in it there were three huge rats. The Fairy made choice of one of the three, which had the largest beard, and, having touched him with her wand, he was turned into a fat jolly coachman, who had the smartest whiskers eyes ever beheld.


After that, she said to her:


“Go again into the garden, and you will find six lizards behind the watering pot; bring them to me.”


She had no sooner done so, but her godmother turned them into six footmen, who skipped up immediately behind the coach, with their liveries all bedaubed with gold and silver, and clung as close behind it, as if they had done nothing else their whole lives. The Fairy then said to Cinderella:


“Well, you see here an equipage fit to go to the ball with; are you not pleased with it?”


“O yes,” cried she, “but must I go thither as I am, in these poison nasty rags?”


Her godmother only just touched her with her wand, and, at the same instant, her clothes were turned into cloth of gold and silver, all beset with jewels. This done she gave her a pair of glass-slippers, the prettiest in the whole world.


Being thus decked out, she got up into her coach; but her godmother, above all things, commanded her not to stay till after midnight, telling her, at the same time, that if she stayed at the ball one moment longer, her coach would be a pumpkin again, her horses mice, her coachman a rat, her footmen lizards, and her clothes become just as they were before.


She promised her godmother, she would not fail of leaving the ball before midnight; and then away she drove, scarce able to contain herself for joy. The King’s son, who was told that a great Princess, whom no-body knew, was come, ran out to receive her; he gave her his hand as she alighted out of the coach, and led her into the hall, among all the company. There was immediately a profound silence, they left off dancing, and the violins ceased to play, so attentive was every one to contemplate the singular beauty of this unknown new comer. Nothing was then heard but a confused noise of,


“Ha! how handsome she is! Ha! how handsome she is!”


The King himself, old as he was, could not help ogling her, and telling the Queen softly, “that it was a long time since he had seen so beautiful and lovely a creature.” All the ladies were busied in considering her clothes and head-dress, that they might have some made next day after the same pattern, provided they could meet with such fine materials, and as able hands to make them.


The King’s son conducted her to the most honourable seat, and afterwards took her out to dance with him: she danced so very gracefully, that they all more and more admired her. A fine collation was served up, whereof the young Prince ate not a morsel, so intently was he busied in gazing on her. She went and sat down by her sisters, shewing them a thousand civilities, giving them part of the oranges and citrons which the Prince had presented her with; which very much surprised them, for they did not know her.


While Cinderella was thus amusing her sisters, she heard the clock strike eleven and three quarters, whereupon she immediately made a curtesy to the company, and hasted away as fast as she could.


Being got home, she ran to seek out her godmother, and after having thanked her, she said, “she could not but heartily wish she might go next day to the ball, because the King’s son had desired her.” As she was eagerly telling her godmother whatever had passed at the ball, her two sisters knocked at the door which Cinderella ran and opened.


“How long you have stayed,” cried she, gaping, rubbing her eyes, and stretching herself as if she had been just awaked out of her sleep; she had not, however, any manner of inclination to sleep since they went from home.


“If thou hadst been at the ball,” said one of her sisters, “thou wouldst not have been tired with it; there came thither the finest Princess, the most beautiful ever was seen with mortal eyes; she shewed us a thousand civilities, and gave us oranges and citrons.” Cinderella was transported with joy; she asked them the name of that Princess; but they told her they did not know it; and that the King’s son was very anxious to learn it, and would give all the world to know who she was. At this Cinderella, smiling, replied:


“She must then be very beautiful indeed; Lord! how happy have you been; could not I see her? Ah! dear Miss Charlotte, do lend me your yellow suit of cloaths which you wear every day!”


“Ay, to be sure!” cried Miss Charlotte, “lend my cloaths to such a dirty Cinder-breech as thou art; who’s the fool then?”


Cinderella, indeed, expected some such answer, and was very glad of the refusal; for she would have been sadly put to it, if her sister had lent her what she asked for jestingly.


The next day the two sisters were at the ball, and so was Cinderella, but dressed more magnificently than before. The King’s son was always by her, and never ceased his compliments and amorous speeches to her; to whom all this was so far from being tiresome, that she quite forgot what her godmother had recommended to her, so that she, at last, counted the clock striking twelve, when she took it to be no more than eleven; she then rose up, and fled as nimble as a deer.


The Prince followed, but could not overtake her. She left behind one of her glass slippers, which the Prince took up most carefully. She got home, but quite out of breath, without coach or footmen, and in her nasty old cloaths, having nothing left her of all her finery, but one of the little slippers, fellow to that she dropped. The guards at the palace gate were asked if they had not seen a Princess go out; who said, they had seen no-body go out, but a young girl, very meanly dressed, and who had more the air of a poor country wench, than a gentle-woman.


[image: A youthful prince, dressed in a regal, long tunic top and leggings, stands with poise, clutching a high-heeled shoe in his hand. His gaze fixates on the distance as he stands beside an elaborate door frame adorned with long curtains. In the corner, a guard stands watch, facing away.]


When the two sisters returned from the ball, Cinderella asked them if they had been well diverted, and if the fine lady had been there. They told her, Yes, but that she hurried away immediately when it struck twelve, and with so much haste, that she dropped one of her little glass slippers, the prettiest in the world, and which the King’s son had taken up; that he had done nothing but look at it during all the latter part of the ball, and that most certainly he was very much in love with the beautiful person who owned the little slipper.


What they said was very true; for a few days after, the King’s son caused it to be proclaimed by sound of trumpet, that he would marry her whose foot this slipper would just fit. They whom he employed began to try it on upon the Princesses, then the duchesses, and all the Court, but in vain. It was brought to the two sisters, who did all they possibly could to thrust their feet into the slipper, but they could not effect it.


Cinderella, who saw all this, and knew her slipper, said to them laughing:


“Let me see if it will not fit me?”


Her sisters burst out a-laughing, and began to banter her. The gentleman who was sent to try the slipper looked earnestly at Cinderella, and finding her very handsome, said it was but just that she should try, and that he had orders to let every one make tryal. He invited Cinderella to sit down, and putting the slipper to her foot, he found it went on very easily, and fitted her, as if it had been made of wax. The astonishment her two sisters were in was excessively great, but still abundantly greater, when Cinderella pulled out of her pocket the other slipper, and put it on her foot. Thereupon, in came her godmother, who having touched, with her wand, Cinderella’s cloaths, made them richer and more magnificent than any of those she had before.


And now her two sisters found her to be that fine beautiful lady whom they had seen at the ball. They threw themselves at her feet, to beg pardon for all the ill treatment they had made her undergo. Cinderella took them up, and as she embraced them, cried that she forgave them with all her heart, and desired them always to love her.


She was conducted to the young Prince, dressed as she was; he thought her more charming than ever, and, a few days after, married her.


Cinderella, who was no less good than beautiful, gave her two sisters lodgings in the palace, and that very same day matched them with two great lords of the court.


[image: A silhouetted image showcasing two women seated back-to-back on garden benches, with a tree standing between them. On either side, a pair of women stands, engaged in conversation with their seated counterparts.]





The Moral




Beauty’s to the sex a treasure,


Still admir’d beyond all measure,


And never yet was any known,


By still admiring, weary grown.


But that rare quality call’d grace,


Exceeds, by far, a handsome face;


Its lasting charms surpass the other,


And this rich gift her kind godmother


Bestow’d on Cinderella fair,


Whom she instructed with such care.


She gave to her such graceful mien,


That she, thereby, became a queen.


For thus (may ever truth prevail)


We draw our moral from this tale.


This quality, fair ladies, know


Prevails much more (you’ll find it so)


T’ingage and captivate a heart,


Than a fine head dress’d up with art.


The fairies’ gift of greatest worth


Is grace of bearing, not high birth;


Without this gift we’ll miss the prize;


Possession gives us wings to rise.












Snow White
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It was the middle of winter, when the broad flakes of snow were falling around, that the queen of a country many thousand miles off sat working at her window, the frame of which was made of fine black ebony; and as she sat looking out upon the snow, she pricked her finger and three drops of blood fell upon it. Then she gazed thoughtfully upon the red drops that sprinkled the white snow, and said, ‘Would that my little daughter may be as white as that snow, as red as that blood and as black as this ebony window-frame!’ And so it was that the little girl really did grow up – her skin was as white as snow, her cheeks as rosy as the blood and her hair as black as ebony; and she was called Snow White.


But this queen died; and the king soon married another wife, who became queen, and was very beautiful, but so vain that she could not bear to think that anyone could be handsomer than she was. She had a fairy looking-glass, and she would gaze upon herself in it and say:




‘Tell me, glass, tell me true!


Of all the ladies in the land,


Who is fairest, tell me, who?’





And the glass had always answered: ‘Thou, queen, art the fairest in all the land.’


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




‘Thou, queen, art fair, and beauteous to see,


But Snow White is lovelier far than thee!’





When she heard this she turned pale with rage and envy, and called to one of her servants, and said, ‘Take Snow White away into the wide wood, that I may never see her any more.’


[image: A woman adorned in an elaborate gown and a tiara gazes at a mirror mounted on a stand. The stand features a beast-like creature in a crouching posture just below the mirror. Two candles are positioned on either side of the mirror.]


Then the servant led her away; but his heart melted when Snow White begged him to spare her life, and he said, ‘I will not hurt you, thou pretty child.’ So he left her by herself; and though he thought it most likely that the wild beasts would tear her in pieces, he felt as if a great weight were taken off his heart when he had made up his mind not to kill her but to leave her to her fate, with the chance of someone finding and saving her.


Then poor Snow White wandered along through the wood in great fear; and the wild beasts roared about her, but none did her any harm. In the evening she came to a cottage among the hills, and went in to rest, for her little feet would carry her no farther. Everything was spruce and neat in the cottage: on the table was spread a white cloth, and there were seven little plates, seven little loaves and seven little glasses with wine in them; and seven knives and forks laid in order; and by the wall stood seven little beds. As she was very hungry, she picked a little piece of each loaf and drank a very little wine out of each glass; and after that she thought she would lie down and rest. So she tried all the little beds; but one was too long, and another was too short, and only the seventh suited her: so there she laid herself down and went to sleep.


By and by in came the masters of the cottage. Now they were seven little dwarfs that lived among the mountains and dug and searched for gold. They lit up their seven little lamps, and saw at once that all was not right.


The first said, ‘Who has been sitting on my stool?’


The second, ‘Who has been eating off my plate?’


The third, ‘Who has been picking my bread?’


The fourth, ‘Who has been meddling with my spoon?’


The fifth, ‘Who has been handling my fork?’


The sixth, ‘Who has been cutting with my knife?’


The seventh, ‘Who has been drinking my wine?’


Then the first looked round and said, ‘Who has been lying on my bed?’ And the rest came running to him, and everyone cried out that somebody had been upon his bed. But the seventh saw Snow White, and called all his brethren to come and see her; and they cried out with wonder and astonishment and brought their lamps to look at her, and said, ‘Good heavens! What a lovely child she is!’ And they were very glad to see her, and took care not to wake her; and the seventh dwarf slept an hour with each of the other dwarfs in turn, till the night was gone.


In the morning Snow White told them all her story; and they pitied her, and said if she would keep all things in order, and cook and wash and knit and spin for them, she might stay where she was, and they would take good care of her. Then they went out all day long to their work, seeking for gold and silver in the mountains, and Snow White was left at home; but they warned her, and said, ‘The queen will soon find out where you are, so take care to let no one in.’


But the queen, now that she thought Snow White was dead, believed that she must be the handsomest lady in the land; and she went to her glass and said:




‘Tell me, glass, tell me true!


Of all the ladies in the land,


Who is fairest, tell me, who?’





And the glass answered:




‘Thou, queen, art the fairest in all this land:


But over the hills, in the greenwood shade,


Where the seven dwarfs their dwelling have made,


There Snow White is hiding her head; and she


Is lovelier far, O queen! than thee.’





Then the queen was very much frightened; for she knew that the glass always spoke the truth, and was sure that the servant had betrayed her. And she could not bear to think that anyone lived who was more beautiful than she was; so she dressed herself up as an old pedlar, and went her way over the hills, to the place where the dwarfs dwelt. Then she knocked at the door, and cried, ‘Fine wares to sell!’


Snow White looked out of the window, and said, ‘Good-day, good woman! What have you to sell?’


[image: A group of dwarfs, their expressions weary, walk in an exhausted manner, carrying bags, a fishing pole, an insect net, and a staff with a lamp.]


‘Good wares, fine wares,’ said she; ‘laces and bobbins of all colours.’


‘I will let the old lady in; she seems to be a very good sort of body,’ thought Snow White, as she ran down and unbolted the door.


‘Bless me!’ said the old woman, ‘how badly your stays are laced! Let me lace them up with one of my nice new laces.’


Snow White did not dream of any mischief, so she stood before the old woman; but she set to work so nimbly, and pulled the lace so tight, that Snow White’s breath was stopped, and she fell down as if she were dead.


‘There’s an end to all thy beauty,’ said the spiteful queen, and went away home.


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


When the queen got home, she went straight to her glass and spoke to it as before; but to her great grief it still said:




‘Thou, queen, art the fairest in all this land.


But over the hills, in the greenwood shade,


Where the seven dwarfs their dwelling have made,


There Snow White is hiding her head; and she


Is lovelier far, O queen! than thee.’





Then the blood ran cold in her heart with spite and malice to see that Snow White still lived; and she dressed herself up again, but in quite another dress from the one she wore before, and took with her a poisoned comb. When she reached the dwarfs’ cottage, she knocked at the door, and cried, ‘Fine wares to sell!’


But Snow White said, ‘I dare not let anyone in.’


Then the queen said, ‘Only look at my beautiful combs!’ and gave her the poisoned one. And it looked so pretty, that she took it up and put it into her hair to try it; but the moment it touched her head, the poison was so powerful that she fell down senseless.


‘There you may lie,’ said the queen, and went her way.


But by good luck the dwarfs came in very early that evening; and when they saw Snow White lying on the ground, they guessed what had happened, and soon found the poisoned comb. And when they took it away she got well, and told them all that had passed; and they warned her once more not to open the door to anyone.


Meantime the queen went home to her glass, and shook with rage when she read the very same answer as before; and she said, ‘Snow White shall die, if it cost me my life.’


So she went by herself into her chamber, and got ready a poisoned apple: the outside looked very rosy and tempting, but whoever tasted it was sure to die. Then she dressed herself up as a peasant’s wife, and travelled over the hills to the dwarfs’ cottage, and knocked at the door; but Snow White put her head out of the window and said, ‘I dare not let anyone in, for the dwarfs have told me not to.’


‘Do as you please,’ said the old woman, ‘but at any rate take this pretty apple; I will give it you.’


‘No,’ said Snow White, ‘I dare not take it.’


‘You silly girl!’ answered the other, ‘what are you afraid of? Do you think it is poisoned? Come! Do you eat one part, and I will eat the other.’ Now the apple was made up so that one side was good while the other side was poisoned. Then Snow White was much tempted to taste, for the apple looked so very nice; and when she saw the old woman eat, she could wait no longer. But she had scarcely put the piece into her mouth, when she fell down dead upon the ground.


‘This time nothing will save thee,’ said the queen; and she went home to her glass, and at last it said: ‘Thou, queen, art the fairest of all the fair.’


[image: A group of dwarves huddles around a young girl lying down, creating a circle of care and support. One dwarf gently holds her hand by the wrist, displaying a comforting gesture. Another dwarf carries a bucket in front, while a third dwarf carries a jug.]


And then her wicked heart was glad, and as happy as such a heart could be.


When evening came, and the dwarfs arrived home, they found Snow White lying on the ground: no breath came from her lips, and they were afraid that she was quite dead. They lifted her up, and combed her hair, and washed her face with wine and water; but all was in vain, for the little girl seemed quite dead. So they laid her down upon a bier, and all seven watched and bewailed her three whole days; and then they thought they would bury her: but her cheeks were still rosy, and her face looked just as it did while she was alive; so they said, ‘We will never bury her in the cold ground.’ And they made a coffin of glass, so that they might still look at her, and wrote upon it in golden letters what her name was, and that she was a king’s daughter. And the coffin was set beside the cottage among the hills, and one of the dwarfs always sat by it and watched. And the birds of the air came too, and bemoaned Snow White; and first of all came an owl, and then a raven, and at last a dove, and sat by her side.


And thus Snow White lay for a long, long time, and still only looked as though she was asleep; for she was even now as white as snow, and as red as blood, and as black as ebony.


At last a prince came and called at the dwarfs’ house; and he saw Snow White, and read what was written in golden letters.


Then he offered the dwarfs money, and prayed and besought them to let him take her away; but they said, ‘We will not part with her for all the gold in the world.’


At last, however, they had pity on him, and gave him the coffin; but the moment he lifted it up to carry it home with him, the piece of apple fell from between her lips, and Snow White awoke, and said, ‘Where am I?’


And the prince said, ‘Thou art quite safe with me.’ Then he told her all that had happened, and said, ‘I love you far better than all the world; so come with me to my father’s palace, and you shall be my wife.’ And Snow White consented, and went home with the prince; and everything was got ready with great pomp and splendour for their wedding.


To the feast was asked, among the rest, Snow White’s old enemy the queen; and as she was dressing herself in fine rich clothes, she looked in the glass and said:




‘Tell me, glass, tell me true! Of all the ladies in the land, Who is fairest, tell me, who?





And the glass answered:




‘Thou, lady, art loveliest here, I ween; But lovelier far is the new-made queen.’





When she heard this she started with rage; but her envy and curiosity were so great, that she could not help setting out to see the bride. And when she got there, and saw that it was no other than Snow White, who she thought had been dead a long while, she choked with rage and fell down and died; but Snow White and the prince lived and reigned happily over that land many, many years; and sometimes they went up into the mountains, and paid a visit to the little dwarfs, who had been so kind to Snow White in her time of need.
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