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INTRODUCTION






The fairy tales recorded by the Brothers Grimm have been told so many times and in so many ways that almost everyone seems to know them by heart. However, the original stories as they appear in this volume are quite different from what you might expect. Instead of the blunted, dull, and safe versions that many are familiar with, what you will find here are the original, sharp, and somewhat dangerous fairy tales as recorded by the Brothers Grimm more than 200 years ago. The story of how these works came to permeate our culture, and how they were changed over time and made “safe” for modern children, is as compelling and as important as the fairy tales themselves.


We ’ll come to that tale later on, though, since in order to understand it, we first have to understand how these stories came to be set down and published in the first place. Fairy tales are, after all, a form of folk tale. They were works of low culture—very unlike the stories of valiant knights and holy saints that the rich paid poets to compose in the Middle Ages, or later literature that was judged by the sophistication of its references and allusions. For centuries, fairy tales were usually considered outside the bounds of refined taste. This isn’t to say that people weren’t interested in them—they certainly were—but fairy tales weren’t the sorts of things about which serious people wrote serious, learned essays like this one. If anything, they were raw material to be polished up into works of “real” literature. It was a peculiar and exceptional set of circumstances—and a peculiar and exceptional set of brothers—that made fairy tales the subject of study in and of themselves.


The Grimms’ stories are, of course, “real literature.” Since the first volume was published in the early 1800s, they have gone from being solely an heirloom of German culture to part of the world canon, reimagined in novels, comics, movies, and animation. Clearly, they hold profound meaning for people of all ages and all cultures. However, like all enduring classics, appreciation and interpretation of the Grimms’ fairy tales have changed over the years.


The Grimms intended their work to be the psychic bricks and mortar of a new Germany. This was a product of their time. In the twentieth century, as nation building fell out of fashion, the new narrative was the quest for individual happiness. Accordingly, fairy tales were universalized and reinterpreted in light of the new science of thought, psychology. Scholars wrote papers and books explaining fairy tales’ deep personal truths and how they illuminated stages of childhood development. Later, these theories likewise fell out of vogue, and today, critics tend to examine the Grimms’ stories as products of the times in which they were written. All of these interpretations have merit, and they are all part of the Grimms’ legacy. This story is no less interesting than the tales themselves.



What Is a Fairy Tale?


Scholars disagree about what exactly a fairy tale is, but they have several things in common. To begin with, a fairy tale is a form of folk tale—a traditional story that doesn’t have a definite author but belongs to everyone equally. For the Brothers Grimm, fairy tales are generally set “once upon a time.” For us, this usually means an imagined and fanciful idea of the Middle Ages. However, fairy tales are far older than the Middle Ages. In fact, they have existed in all times and places—and indeed, the ways of thinking involved in creating such stories seem to be something that all people in all cultures have in common. Therefore, storytellers in Africa, Japan, and the ancient Middle East set their fairy tales in their own “long agos and far aways.”


The important thing about “long ago and far away” is that fairy tales don’t have connections to actual people, places, or historical events. This is what separates them from religious stories, which are usually considered by their audiences to have actually happened. Though the self-described “fairy-story” writer and scholar J. R. R. Tolkien, who was a devout Christian, famously described the Gospels as the greatest possible fairy tale, he was being poetic: The Bible cannot be considered a fairy tale because so many people believe it to be a work of history. In fact, if the Bible weren’t a sort of historical record, it wouldn’t have placed the birth of Jesus in the time of the Roman Emperor Caesar Augustus. Likewise, people can get on an airplane and go to Jerusalem, Babylon (now in Iraq), and other places mentioned in the Bible. Buying a ticket for fairy-tale locales is more difficult—although filmmakers have done their best to produce reasonable facsimiles.


This isn’t to say that we aren’t supposed to learn anything from fairy tales. They often feature a transformation (figurative, though very often literal) of the main character. Especially in the fairy tales that are popular nowadays, this represents a march toward prosperity or wisdom, or at least adulthood, and a resulting gain in social status. In this sense, they can be seen as a sort of “growing-up story.” However, this certainly isn’t always the case with the Brothers Grimm; sometimes, their fairy tales end badly for everyone. One example is “The Death of the Little Hen,” in which the titular protagonist chokes to death because of her gluttony. What is important, then, is that there is a sort of moral to the story, even if it is represented by the main character’s failure to learn. In “The Death of the Little Hen,” the moral is easy to understand: Don’t be greedy and selfish, or you and everyone around you will suffer.


It seems obvious to say that fairy tales have a fantastical element—in other words, magic. This important ingredient often comes in thanks to magical beings like fairies. So, what is a fairy? The word ultimately comes from the Latin fata, or “fates,” meaning, in the broader sense, “spirits.” Folk belief in such spirits persisted for a long time, left over from before Christian missionaries converted much of Europe. In English, we tend to get “fairies” mixed up with the otherworld of Celtic mythology and with elves, brownies, and other spirits and picture them as tiny, harmless winged beings. However, this is far too narrow a reading: fairies could also be terrible and scary. In fact, the Grimms’ stories and other fairy tales need not have actual fairies in them. Witches, dwarves, and giants from old Germanic myths all serve equally well, as do religious figures, such as in “Mary’s Child” and “The Girl Without Hands”. (This is also why the Old English poem Beowulf can be seen as a fairy tale—it has no single author, no definite date, and an episodic structure; Grendel, his mother, and the dragon serve in the “fairy” roles.) Such creatures do not fit easily into a Judeo-Christian cosmology, which is part of the reason that the Grimms, though devout Christians, were so interested in them. These beings were, to the Grimms, a relic of the pagan past, of German culture before the coming of Christianity. If angels and the devil appear, it is only as a thinly disguised substitute for older, more terrible creatures.


However, simply saying that “fairy tales have magical creatures in them” is a bit of an oversimplification. Many fairy tales, like “The Death of the Little Hen,” feature talking (but otherwise nonmagical) animals, plants, and objects that are really stand-ins for humans. Aesop’s fables, which date from ancient Greece, are the most famous examples of this sort of story, but they are also found in the Bible and may have come from ancient Egypt or Mesopotamia. A medieval example is Chaucer’s story of the rooster Chanticleer in his Canterbury Tales.


Most importantly, what the Grimms believed about fairy tales is something we still believe today: that they are intended for children. This hadn’t always been the case, though. In fact, fairy tales were given their name by Madame d’Aulnoy, a French noblewoman of the late seventeenth century who wrote for sophisticated and literary adults who hungered for novelty. The English term “fairy tale” is a direct translation of her conte de fée. However, the Grimms, who wrote in German, simply called their stories Märchen, or “tales,” specifically Kinder- und Hausmärchen, or “Children’s and House-Tales.” This isn’t to say that they wrote their book for children—indeed, with their collection’s lengthy scholarly notes, it was definitely intended for an audience of well-educated adults—but rather that it was a collection of tales traditionally told to children. There is a very good reason that the Grimms believed such stories were important and that explains their reasons for writing them down.



The Lives and Times of Jacob and
Wilhelm Grimm



The most important things shaping the work and thoughts of Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm were their family life and the politics of the era. At the time they were born—Jacob on January 4, 1785, and Wilhelm on February 24 of the following year—there was no Germany. Rather, the lands that now comprise Germany and Austria (as well as parts of Denmark, Poland, and the Czech Republic) consisted of dozens of small countries under the nominal authority of the Holy Roman Empire—which, by that time, was close to its end (Napoléon Bonaparte dissolved the empire in 1806). As such, each German state functioned as an independent country. This made not only everyday governing—such as collecting of taxes and administering justice—difficult, but also made it hard for many people to earn a living. To bring a cartload of cabbages to the market over poor roads (since no one was collecting taxes to repair them), one might have to pass through three princes’ territories and pay a toll to each. Accordingly, the German principalities were considered backward compared to the rest of Europe.


However, young and patriotic Germans dreamed of the same things that their counterparts across the Atlantic in the newly born United States did: a constitutional government that gave its people the rights of life, liberty, and property. Historians call this constellation of political beliefs “liberalism,” though they mean it in a different sense than we do when we talk about people being politically “liberal” or “conservative” today. In the Grimms’ time, “liberalism” simply meant a belief in constitutional rights, economic freedom, and united countries under the rule of the people rather than kings and queens.


Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm were born into a middle-class family near Frankfurt. Their father, Philip Wilhelm, was a lawyer who worked for the prince of Hessen, the state where they lived. This provided the family with a good life. However, in 1796, Philip Wilhelm died, leaving Jacob, Wilhelm, their three brothers, their sister, and their mother destitute. Jacob, the eldest, was only eleven. Two years later, their grandfather, the family’s other means of support, also died, leaving Dorothea Grimm to struggle to raise her children alone. Throughout their lives, the brothers’ first priority was always to study hard so that when they grew up, they could provide for their family and re-create the comfortable home life of their childhood. The loss of their father and their descent into poverty also marked their personalities: Jacob was serious and strong; Wilhelm was more outgoing, but physically frail. Their unfortunate circumstances are evident in their work: the Grimms favored stories with an absent father and a younger sister to be protected.


Their fortunes were not entirely bad, however. Thanks to Henriette Zimmer, a maternal aunt and their “fairy godmother,” the brothers were educated at the Lyzeum (a preparatory school) in Kassel, and then enrolled at the University of Marburg to study law. It was at Marburg that—influenced by their professor Frederich von Savigny and by Clemens Brentano and Achim von Arnim’s folk-poetry collection Des Knaben Wunderhorn (“The Boy’s Magical Horn”), published between 1805 and 1808—the Grimms began to study old German folklore and customs. Von Savigny had taught them that to really create a new Germany—a Germany of laws that was more legitimate than the mishmash of the Holy Roman Empire—they would have to tap the deep well of folk custom and belief. Thus, before the brothers were out of their teens, they had begun collecting notebooks of Märchen and had become formidable scholars of German folklore.


As we noted before, the Grimms were not the first to write down fairy tales. We have already mentioned Aesop’s fables, Chaucer, and the team of Brentano and von Arnim. Chaucer’s Italian contemporary Boccaccio likewise included such fairy tales as “Patient Griselda” in his masterpiece The Decameron. More than 200 years later, in the early 1600s, William Shakespeare wrote King Lear, which is a polished version of an old English folk tale called “Cap o’Rushes.” Similarly, in the early seventeenth century, a Frenchman named Charles Perrault wrote down such tales as “Cinderella,” “Puss in Boots,” “Sleeping Beauty,” and “Little Red Riding Hood” in grand literary style. However, all of these were written to impress an audience of sophisticated adults. The Grimms were among the first to try to set such stories down in their supposedly “pure” form, given no false shine by literary varnish; to subject them to “scientific” study; and to emphasize them as intended for children.


The reason for this was related to what was going on politically. Though there was no Germany, believers in liberalism very badly wanted there to be one. Rather than be subjects of the rulers of the various petty principalities—Prussians and Hessians and Bavarians and so on—the Grimms, like many other young men, wished to be citizens of a new, democratic nation that would unite all the German-speaking lands in peace and prosperity. In their search for a peg on which to hang their new identity, a mark of their mutual “German-ness,” the brothers, like many of their contemporaries, seized upon language and culture. If all Germans shared the same culture, the same spirit—the volkgeist, or “spirit of the people”— how was it anything but natural for them to be united as one political community, as well? This is why, even though the Grimms were devout Christians, they were interested in folk tales as remnants of pre-Christian culture—one that transcended the divide between Protestant and Catholic that had so split Germany, a culture that (according to them) dated back to even before recorded history (thus, “once upon a time”).


In collecting their Märchen, the Grimms portrayed themselves as recording the authentic German spirit and culture, which they believed was not in the hands of the literary and sophisticated elites, but was instead unconsciously manifested through the words and deeds of the common people. For instance, rather than use the smooth and literary High German spoken by the well-off, they kept many of their tales in the rough, unrefined Low German of peasants and workers. Still, the Grimms purified, rewrote, and polished their Märchen—how could they not, when they had to collect and reconcile so many sources?—and included non-German folk tales such as “Cinderella,” which was first written down by Perrault. (The story of Cinderella, in fact, may be as old as ancient Egypt, and similar stories are found all over Europe.) However, the important thing about the Grimms’ work is that, whether accurately or not, they portrayed their Märchen as being of and directly from the people.


So, why did the Grimms call their book “Children’s and House-tales”? The answer is part of their liberal belief system. A lot of related tendencies— love of country, individual rights, and representative government—were tied up with the liberal cause. The people who championed these ideas, and who benefited most from them, were middle-class men like the Grimms— who had a good education, but didn’t belong to the circles of aristocratic power, and who made their living in business or through their knowledge. Another belief that was common among the middle class had to do with the place of women and men in the world: it was a man’s job to go out and earn a living, whereas a woman’s place was in the home and with the family, having children and bringing them up as virtuous citizens. This is why, when the Grimms’ father died, their mother did not find a job, as she might have today, but instead took care of their younger siblings at home. For her to work in the fields or do laundry or become a servant would have been seen as shameful, only something a lower-class woman would do. These scruples may seem silly to us today, but it was one way people like the Grimms showed that they were different from, and better than, both those beneath them on the social scale and those of the upper classes. (Aristocratic women certainly didn’t have to work, but they could still participate in public life and be influential through their wealth and connections.) To the Grimms, men were the producers of culture, while women were the reproducers. Thus, “Children’s and House-tales”—to the Grimms, the tales mothers told their children were the storehouse of “real” German heritage, culture, and beliefs.


Meanwhile, something momentous was happening. People in France had long wanted the same rights that people in America or Germany did, but, unlike Germany, France was unified into one strong nation with its capital in Paris. This is why, when the French Revolution began in 1789, it was easy for the idealistic liberal reformers to overthrow King Louis XVI and take over the country. The other kings and queens of Europe, afraid that their own subjects might get ideas, invaded France. Between the foreign wars and the revolutionaries fighting among themselves, France was in a very bad state until, in 1799, a general named Napoléon Bonaparte became the sole ruler. Napoléon defeated all of the foreign armies and then took the war to them. In 1806, Napoléon defeated Prussia, the strongest of the German states, took over most of Germany, and dissolved the Holy Roman Empire (though the Hapsburgs, the former Holy Roman emperors, continued to reign as the emperors of Austria).


Ironically, under French occupation, Germans finally had a taste of the freedom they so craved. Napoléon brought an end to the disordered law codes and the old systems that favored people from old, wealthy families and organized Germany into a confederation of thirty-nine states. The Grimms certainly benefited from the situation. In 1808, the year their mother died, Jacob found a job as the librarian for Napoléon’s brother Jerome, whom the general had installed as king of Westphalia, one of the more unified states he had set up in Germany. But foreign occupation also made Germans want their own country more than ever. So when the Grimms published their first volume of Märchen in 1812 (the year before the armies of Europe defeated Napoléon), they found a receptive audience.


Kinder- und Hausmärchen caught the rising tide of nationalism spilling over Europe in the wake of Napoléon’s defeat. The success of the Grimms’ book ended their life of poverty and made them well known and well respected. Both brothers went on to become famous university professors and continued to publish many more books, as well as to work toward one united Germany (which did not happen until 1871, twelve years after Wilhelm’s death and eight years after Jacob’s). The Grimms’ idea that the history of a people is reflected in their language and folk tales also influenced their later work: Jacob was interested in philology, the science of language; “Grimm’s law,” which describes sound shifts over time, was named after him. Perhaps the brothers’ least-appreciated legacy was their conceiving and beginning a dictionary of German language, the Deutsches Wörterbuch, which was only completed in 1960. From fairy tales to scholarly papers and dictionaries, the Grimms’ contributions to German language and culture remains equaled by few and exceeded by none.



Reinterpretation, Legacy, and Considerations
for Modern Readers



The Grimms’ Märchen quickly appeared in other languages after their publication. Several early, bowdlerized versions came out in English, but most editions, including this one, are based on an 1884 translation by Margaret Hunt, who used the 1857 seventh edition of Kinder- und Hausmärchen. Hunt’s intention was to present a faithful and accurate translation of the Grimms’ tales, omitting nothing. Her translations of the Grimms’ scholarly notes on each story have not been included, but are easy to find online.


Romanticism, the cultural arm of the liberal movement, was also quick to adapt the Grimms’ tales and other German myths and legends into ballets and operas. Once movies were invented, the Märchen were early candidates for the silver screen. A French version of Cinderella was shot in 1899, and versions of Snow White were produced in 1902 and 1916. The most famous Snow White and Cinderella, Walt Disney’s 1937 and 1950 animated versions, were preceded by 1933 and 1934 Betty Boop shorts. These popular versions were substantially revised to make them suitable for a modern audience: Cinderella’s wicked stepsisters don’t cut off parts of their feet, their eyes aren’t pecked out by birds, and Disney omitted Snow White’s wicked stepmother’s cannibalistic tendencies and how she was, at the end of the Grimms’ version, made to dance in shoes filled with hot coals until she fell down dead.


This brings us to something that modern readers encountering these tales in their original form for the first time must bear in mind: these stories are rather gruesome by modern standards, with children who get hurt or disfigured, or who die by disease, accident, or violence. However, we must understand this in context. Many of the themes in fairy tales are based on the realities of living in a world before modern medicine or agriculture, and where being “poor” meant more than having limited access to fresh produce—it meant not eating at all. Our ideas of protecting children are modern. In the past, children were seen as miniature adults who had to work for their keep as soon as they were able. Many didn’t survive childhood; three of the Grimm brothers’ nine siblings died in infancy. To lead children into the forest to die because there’s not enough to eat seems unthinkable to us in an age in which supermarkets are filled with food and state agencies take care of abandoned and neglected children. However, in a society with no strong central government, this was a scarily believable situation. It’s no wonder that food and middle-class home comforts feature so heavily in many of the Grimms’ tales.


Home was also a place of safety and light, while the night outside the door was dark and scary. In the Grimms’ time, there were no flashlights, or even streetlights. If you went away from your hearth fire at night and there wasn’t enough moonlight to see by, you had to carry a lantern. The forest was a place of fear and peril. Wild animals were one danger: boars, bears, and wolves lived in the woods and sometimes (at least in the popular imagination) attacked humans. Robbers were another: law enforcement was minimal, and penalties for even small infractions could be a whipping or mutilation. So desperate criminals who escaped local authorities often made new lives in the forests, attacking unguarded travelers. Thus, the boundary between home and the outside, of order and disorder, was very important.


Likewise, the wicked stepmother of yesteryear was a different breed from what one might find in today’s “blended family.” Divorce was uncommon during the nineteenth century, but many women died young in childbirth. Given that labor was divided into men’s and women’s work, widowed fathers had little choice but to remarry quickly—and wouldn’t such a woman naturally prefer her own children to her husband’s? In addition, the “cruel mother” we find so often in Italian folk tales is likewise based on the fact that if a young widow wanted to remarry, she was obliged by law and custom to abandon her children at their paternal grandparents’ house.


The community outside the front door was also structured very differently in the preindustrial world. Although looking out for oneself is almost a virtue in modern American society, in an agrarian society, where everyone in the village had to help others with plowing, planting, and harvesting, selfishness wasn’t just rude—it could destroy a community’s order. Thus, the moral of many of the Grimms’ stories is to share one’s wealth, and not to be greedy.


In a tightly knit village, all strangers were scary, but some were scarier than others. The anti-Semitism of “The Jew Among Thorns” or “The Good Bargain,” in which “Jew” is synonymous with “thief,” is hard for modern audiences to stomach. However, again, we must see these stories in their historical context. Since the Middle Ages, Jews had been forbidden from practicing respectable trades and forced into doing the jobs—especially money lending—that were too distasteful or forbidden for Christians. A king or prince might need a loan to go on a crusade or throw a lavish wedding feast, but most loans were made to poor people living hand-to-mouth. Thus, a poor widow trying to feed her children might pawn the family’s few possessions to a Jewish moneylender for enough money to buy food for a little while. As a result, the Jews of Europe were forced to live off of other people’s misery, which earned them no small amount of resentment.


Furthermore, nothing unites people quite like having a common enemy. You might be Prussian and I might be Hessian, or you might be Catholic and I might be Lutheran, this way of thinking goes, but we can say we are both Germans and that we are more alike than we are different. Jews, on the other hand, are different from both of us and therefore as not-German as we are German. The Jews served as a convenient “other” so that people could find a common ground. This anti-Semitism, which culminated in the tragedy of the Holocaust, was as much a part of the Grimms’ world as infant mortality and dire poverty. Thankfully, there are not many tales of this sort.


This brings us to a final point about the Grimms’ work that those who have an interest in more recent history may have noticed: The idea of volksgeist and “German-ness” was used by the Nazis to justify the deaths of up to seventeen million people, including six million Jews, whom they judged unfit to live in a “German” world. Almost as bad, these ideas have been continued by latter-day racists as justification for the irrational hatred of people who are different from themselves. However, we need to separate the Grimms’ original intentions—to collect an authentic German literature—from the misuse to which nineteenth-century ideas of race and nation were put in the twentieth century. Although there is a clear line of thought that connects the ideas of “the spirit of a people,” which was fashionable in the Grimms’ day, and the mad ideologies of Adolf Hitler, the two are not the same thing. Furthermore, no sensible scholar today believes that there is such a thing as a “spirit of the people” that manifests itself in history and culture.


So, to get back to our original question, how did we get from the Grimms’ world to one where their original tales had to be changed to make them suitable for children? The answer is that the Grimms were the victims of their own success. As the nineteenth century went on, the middle class grew in power and influence and began to remake society in its own image. Eventually, the liberal ideas of equal rights and equal opportunity for everyone won out. Whether you were Jewish or Christian wasn’t as important as how good a citizen you were. As the Industrial Revolution progressed, there was more material wealth to go around. People began to have children, invested more energy in raising them, and provided them with more carefree lives. “Childhood” is thus an invention of the world of middle-class prosperity and home comforts that the Grimms so wanted to create. And ironically, within that comfortable environment, the brothers’ tales were judged as too harsh for the sort of world they helped to build.


Whether or not the Kinder- und Hausmärchen are examples of the German national spirit and unconscious, they are certainly documents of the lives and times of the Brothers Grimm and of their search for freedom. The stories must be judged in their own context as important historical documents. They are, in other words, exactly what the brothers intended them to be: a window into an earlier age, and one of the means by which our own world was created.


Ken Mondschein, PhD


Hadley, Massachusetts


January 4, 2011
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The Frog-King, or Iron Henry


In old times when wishing still helped one, there lived a king whose daughters were all beautiful, but the youngest was so beautiful that the sun itself, which has seen so much, was astonished whenever it shone in her face. Close by the King’s castle lay a great dark forest, and under an old lime tree in the forest was a well, and when the day was very warm, the King’s child went out into the forest and sat down by the side of the cool fountain, and when she was bored she took a golden ball, and threw it up on high and caught it, and this ball was her favorite plaything.


Now it so happened that on one occasion the princess’s golden ball did not fall into the little hand which she was holding up for it, but on to the ground beyond, and rolled straight into the water. The King’s daughter followed it with her eyes, but it vanished, and the well was deep, so deep that the bottom could not be seen. At this she began to cry, and cried louder and louder, and could not be comforted.


And as she thus lamented someone said to her, “What ails you, King’s daughter? Your tears would melt a heart of stone.”


She looked round to the side from where the voice came, and saw a frog stretching forth its thick, ugly head from the water. “Ah! old water-splasher, is it you?” said she; “I am weeping for my golden ball, which has fallen into the well.”


“Be quiet, and do not weep,” answered the frog, “I can help you, but what will you give me if I bring your plaything up again?”


“Whatever you will have, dear frog,” said she—“My clothes, my pearls and jewels, and even the golden crown which I am wearing.”


The frog answered, “I do not care for your clothes, your pearls and jewels, or your golden crown, but if you will love me and let me be your companion and playmate, and sit by you at your little table, and eat off your little golden plate, and drink out of your little cup, and sleep in your little bed—if you will promise me this I will go down below, and bring you your golden ball up again.”


“Oh yes,” said she, “I promise you all you wish, if you will but bring me my ball back again.” She, however, thought, “How the silly frog does talk! He lives in the water with the other frogs, and croaks, and can be no companion to any human being!”


But the frog when he had received this promise, put his head into the water and sank down, and in a short while came swimming up again with the ball in his mouth, and threw it on the grass. The King’s daughter was delighted to see her pretty plaything once more, and picked it up, and ran away with it.


“Wait, wait,” said the frog. “Take me with you. I can’t run as you can.”


But what did it avail him to scream his croak, croak, after her, as loudly as he could? She did not listen to it, but ran home and soon forgot the poor frog, who was forced to go back into his well again.


The next day when she had seated herself at table with the King and all the courtiers, and was eating from her little golden plate, something came creeping splish splash, splish splash, up the marble staircase, and when it had got to the top, it knocked at the door and cried, “Princess, youngest princess, open the door for me.”


She ran to see who was outside, but when she opened the door, there sat the frog in front of it. Then she slammed the door, in great haste, sat down to dinner again, and was quite frightened. The King saw plainly that her heart was beating violently, and said, “My child, what are you so afraid of? Is there perchance a giant outside who wants to carry you away?”


“Ah, no,” replied she. “It is no giant but a disgusting frog.”


“What does a frog want with you?”


“Ah, dear father, yesterday as I was in the forest sitting by the well, playing, my golden ball fell into the water. And because I cried so, the frog brought it out again for me, and because he so insisted, I promised him he should be my companion, but I never thought he would be able to come out of his water! And now he is outside there, and wants to come in to me.”


In the meantime it knocked a second time, and cried,




                       “Princess! youngest princess!


                        Open the door for me!


                        Do you not know what you said to me


                        Yesterday by the cool waters of the fountain?


                        Princess, youngest princess!


                        Open the door for me!”





Then said the King, “That which you have promised you must perform. Go and let him in.”


She went and opened the door, and the frog hopped in and followed her, step by step, to her chair. There he sat and cried, “Lift me up beside you.” She delayed, until at last the King commanded her to do it. When the frog was once on the chair he wanted to be on the table, and when he was on the table he said, “Now, push your little golden plate nearer to me that we may eat together.” She did this, but it was easy to see that she did not do it willingly. The frog enjoyed what he ate, but almost every mouthful she took choked her. At length he said, “I have eaten and am satisfied; now I am tired, carry me into your little room and make your little silken bed ready, and we will both lie down and go to sleep.”


The King’s daughter began to cry, for she was afraid of the cold frog which she did not like to touch, and which was now to sleep in her pretty, clean little bed. But the King grew angry and said, “He who helped you when you were in trouble ought not be despised by you afterwards.”


So she took hold of the frog with two fingers, carried him upstairs, and put him in a corner. But when she was in bed he crept to her and said, “I am tired, I want to sleep as well as you, lift me up or I will tell your father.”


Then she was terribly angry, and took him up and threw him with all her might against the wall. “Now, you will be quiet, odious frog,” said she.


But when he fell down he was no frog but a King’s son with beautiful kind eyes. And it came to pass that, with her father’s consent, he became her dear companion and husband. He told her how he had been bewitched by a wicked witch, and how no one could have delivered him from the well but herself, and that tomorrow they would go together into his kingdom. Then they went to sleep, and next morning when the sun awoke them, a carriage came driving up with eight white horses, which had white ostrich feathers on their heads, and were harnessed with golden chains, and behind stood the young King’s servant Faithful Henry. Faithful Henry had been so unhappy when his master was changed into a frog, that he had caused three iron bands to be laid round his heart, lest it should burst with grief and sadness. The carriage was to conduct the young King into his Kingdom. Faithful Henry helped them both in, and placed himself behind again, and was full of joy because of this deliverance. And when they had driven a part of the way the King’s son heard a cracking behind him as if something had broken. So he turned round and cried, “Henry, the carriage is breaking.”


“No, master, it is not the carriage. It is a band from my heart, which was put there in my great pain when you were a frog and imprisoned in the well.” Again and once again while they were on their way something cracked, and each time the King’s son thought the carriage was breaking; but it was only the bands which were springing from the heart of faithful Henry because his master was set free and was happy.
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Cat and Mouse in Partnership


A certain cat had made the acquaintance of a mouse, and had said so much to her about the great love and friendship she felt for her, that at length the mouse agreed that they should live and keep house together. “But we must make a provision for winter, or else we shall suffer from hunger,” said the cat, “and you, little mouse, cannot venture everywhere, or you will be caught in a trap some day.” The good advice was followed, and a pot of fat was bought, but they did not know where to put it. At length, after much consideration, the cat said, “I know no place where it will be better stored up than in the church, for no one dares take anything away from there. We will set it beneath the altar, and not touch it until we are really in need of it.” So the pot was placed in safety, but it was not long before the cat had a great yearning for it, and said to the mouse, “I want to tell you something, little mouse; my cousin has brought a little son into the world, and has asked me to be godmother; he is white with brown spots, and I am to hold him over the font at the christening. Let me go out today, and you look after the house by yourself.”


“Yes, yes,” answered the mouse, “by all means go, and if you get anything very good, think of me, I should like a drop of sweet red christening wine too.”


All this, however, was untrue; the cat had no cousin, and had not been asked to be godmother. She went straight to the church, stole to the pot of fat, began to lick at it, and licked the top of the fat off. Then she took a walk upon the roofs of the town, looked out for opportunities, and then stretched herself in the sun, and licked her lips whenever she thought of the pot of fat, and not until it was evening did she return home.


“Well, here you are again,” said the mouse, “no doubt you have had a merry day.”


“All went off well,” answered the cat.


“What name did they give the child?”


“Top off!” said the cat quite coolly.


“Top off!” cried the mouse, “that is a very odd and uncommon name, is it a usual one in your family?”


“What does it matter?” said the cat, “it is no worse than Crumb-stealer, as your god-children are called.”


Before long the cat was seized by another fit of longing. She said to the mouse, “You must do me a favor, and once more manage the house for a day alone. I am again asked to be godmother, and, as the child has a white ring round its neck, I cannot refuse.” The good mouse consented, but the cat crept behind the town walls to the church, and devoured half the pot of fat. “Nothing ever seems so good as what one keeps to oneself,” said she, and was quite satisfied with her day’s work.


When she went home the mouse inquired, “And what was this child christened?”


“Half-done,” answered the cat.


“Half-done! What are you saying? I never heard the name in my life, I’ll wager anything it is not in the calendar of saints!”


The cat’s mouth soon began to water for some more licking. “All good things go in threes,” said she, “I am asked to stand godmother again. The child is quite black, only it has white paws, but with that exception, it has not a single white hair on its whole body; this only happens once every few years, you will let me go, won’t you?”


“Top-off! Half-done!” answered the mouse, “they are such odd names, they make me very thoughtful.”


“You sit at home,” said the cat, “in your dark-grey fur coat and long tail, and are filled with fancies, that’s because you do not go out in the daytime.” During the cat’s absence the mouse cleaned the house, and put it in order but the greedy cat entirely emptied the pot of fat. “When everything is eaten up one has some peace,” said she to herself, and well filled and fat she did not return home till night. The mouse at once asked what name had been given to the third child. “It will not please you more than the others,” said the cat. “He is called All-gone.”


“All-gone,” cried the mouse, “that is the most suspicious name of all! I have never seen it in print. All-gone; what can that mean?” and she shook her head, curled herself up, and lay down to sleep.


From this time forth no one invited the cat to be godmother, but when the winter had come and there was no longer anything to be found outside, the mouse thought of their provision, and said, “Come cat, we will go to our pot of fat which we have stored up for ourselves—we shall enjoy that.”


“Yes,” answered the cat, “you will enjoy it as much as you would enjoy sticking that dainty tongue of yours out of the window.” They set out on their way, but when they arrived, the pot of fat certainly was still in its place, but it was empty.


“Alas!” said the mouse, “now I see what has happened, now it comes to light! You are a true friend! You have devoured all when you were standing godmother. First top off, then half done, then —”


“Will you hold your tongue,” cried the cat, “one word more and I will eat you too.”


“All gone” was already on the poor mouse’s lips; scarcely had she spoken it before the cat sprang on her, seized her, and swallowed her down. And that is the way of the world.
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Our Lady’s Child


Near a great forest dwelt a woodcutter with his wife, who had an only child, a little girl three years old. They were so poor, however, that they no longer had daily bread, and did not know how to get food for her. One morning the woodcutter went out sorrowfully to his work in the forest, and while he was cutting wood, suddenly there stood before him a tall and beautiful woman with a crown of shining stars on her head, who said to him, “I am the Virgin Mary, mother of the child Jesus. You are poor and needy, bring your child to me, I will take her with me and be her mother, and care for her.” The woodcutter obeyed, brought his child, and gave her to the Virgin Mary, who took her up to heaven with her. There the child fared well, ate sugar-cakes, and drank sweet milk, and her clothes were of gold, and the little angels played with her. And when she was fourteen years of age, the Virgin Mary called her one day and said, “Dear child, I am about to make a long journey, so take into your keeping the keys of the thirteen doors of heaven. Twelve of these you may open, and behold the glory which is within them, but the thirteenth, to which this little key belongs, is forbidden. Beware of opening it, or you will bring misery on yourself.” The girl promised to be obedient, and when the Virgin Mary was gone, she began to examine the dwellings of the kingdom of heaven. Each day she opened one of them, until she had made the round of the twelve. In each of them sat one of the Apostles in the midst of a great light, and she rejoiced in all the magnificence and splendor, and the little angels who always accompanied her rejoiced with her. Then the forbidden door alone remained, and she felt a great desire to know what could be hidden behind it, and said to the angels, “I will not quite open it, and I will not go inside it, but I will unlock it so that we can just see a little through the opening.”


“Oh no,” said the little angels, “that would be a sin. The Virgin Mary has forbidden it, and it might easily cause you unhappiness.”


Then she was silent, but the desire in her heart was not stilled, but gnawed there and tormented her, and let her have no rest. And once when the angels had all gone out, she thought, “Now I am quite alone, and I could peep in. If I do it, no one will ever know.” She sought out the key, and when she had got it in her hand, she put it in the lock, and when she had put it in, she turned it round as well. Then the door sprang open, and she saw there the Trinity sitting in fire and splendor. She stayed there awhile, and looked at everything in amazement; then she touched the light a little with her finger, and her finger became quite golden. Immediately a great fear fell on her. She shut the door violently, and ran away. Her terror too would not quit her, let her do what she might, and her heart beat continually and would not be still; the gold too stayed on her finger, and would not go away, no matter how much she rubbed it and washed it.


It was not long before the Virgin Mary came back from her journey. She called the girl before her, and asked to have the keys of heaven back. When the maiden gave her the bunch, the Virgin looked into her eyes and said, “Have you not opened the thirteenth door also?”


“No,” she replied.


Then she laid her hand on the girl’s heart, and felt how it beat and beat, and saw right well that she had disobeyed her order and had opened the door. Then she said once again, “Are you certain that you have not done it?”


“Yes,” said the girl, for the second time.


Then she perceived the finger which had become golden from touching the fire of heaven, and saw well that the child had sinned, and said for the third time “Have you not done it?”


“No,” said the girl for the third time.


Then said the Virgin Mary, “You have not obeyed me, and besides that you have lied; you are no longer worthy to be in heaven.”


Then the girl fell into a deep sleep, and when she awoke she lay on the earth below, and in the midst of a wilderness. She wanted to cry out, but she could bring forth no sound. She sprang up and wanted to run away, but wherever she turned herself, she was continually held back by thick hedges of thorns through which she could not break. In the desert in which she was imprisoned, there stood an old hollow tree, and this had to be her dwelling-place. Into this she crept when night came, and here she slept. Here, too, she found a shelter from storm and rain, but it was a miserable life, and bitterly did she weep when she remembered how happy she had been in heaven, and how the angels had played with her. Roots and wild berries were her only food, and for these she searched as far as she could go. In the autumn she picked up the fallen nuts and leaves, and carried them into the hole. The nuts were her food in winter, and when snow and ice came, she crept amongst the leaves like a poor little animal that she might not freeze. Before long her clothes were all torn, and one bit of them after another fell off her. As soon, however, as the sun shone warm again, she went out and sat in front of the tree, and her long hair covered her on all sides like a mantle. Thus she sat year after year, and felt the pain and the misery of the world.


One day, when the trees were once more clothed in fresh green, the King of the country was hunting in the forest, and followed a deer, and as it had fled into the thicket which shut in this part of the forest, he got off his horse, tore the bushes asunder, and cut himself a path with his sword. When he had at last forced his way through, he saw a wonderfully beautiful maiden sitting under the tree; and she sat there and was entirely covered with her golden hair down to her very feet. He stood still and looked at her full of surprise, then he spoke to her and said, “Who are you? Why are you sitting here in the wilderness?” But she gave no answer, for she could not open her mouth. The King continued, “Will you go with me to my castle?” Then she just nodded her head a little. The King took her in his arms, carried her to his horse, and rode home with her, and when he reached the royal castle he caused her to be dressed in beautiful garments, and gave her all things in abundance. Although she could not speak, she was still so beautiful and charming that he began to love her with all his heart, and it was not long before he married her.


After a year or so had passed, the Queen brought a son into the world. Thereupon the Virgin Mary appeared to her in the night when she lay in her bed alone, and said, “If you will tell the truth and confess that you did unlock the forbidden door, I will open your mouth and give you back your speech, but if you persevere in your sin, and deny obstinately, I will take your newborn child away with me.”


Then the queen was permitted to answer, but she remained hard, and said, “No, I did not open the forbidden door;” and the Virgin Mary took the newborn child from her arms, and vanished with it. Next morning when the child was not to be found, it was whispered among the people that the Queen was a man-eater, and had killed her own child. She heard all this and could say nothing to the contrary, but the King would not believe it, for he loved her so much.


When a year had gone by the Queen again bore a son, and in the night the Virgin Mary again came to her, and said, “If you will confess that you opened the forbidden door, I will give you your child back and untie your tongue; but if you continue in sin and deny it, I will take away with me this new child also.”


Then the Queen again said, “No, I did not open the forbidden door;” and the Virgin took the child out of her arms, and away with her to heaven. Next morning, when this child also had disappeared, the people declared quite loudly that the Queen had devoured it, and the King’s councilors demanded that she should be brought to justice. The King, however, loved her so dearly that he would not believe it, and commanded the councilors under pain of death not to say any more about it.


The following year the Queen gave birth to a beautiful little daughter, and for the third time the Virgin Mary appeared to her in the night and said, “Follow me.” She took the Queen by the hand and led her to heaven, and showed her there her two eldest children, who smiled at her, and were playing with the ball of the world. When the Queen rejoiced at this, the Virgin Mary said, “Is your heart not yet softened? If you will own that you opened the forbidden door, I will give you back your two little sons.”


But for the third time the Queen answered, “No, I did not open the forbidden door.” Then the Virgin let her sink down to earth once more, and took from her likewise her third child.


Next morning, when the loss was reported abroad, all the people cried loudly, “The Queen is a man-eater. She must be judged,” and the King was no longer able to restrain his councilors.


Thereupon a trial was held, and as she could not answer, and defend herself, she was condemned to be burned alive. The wood was got together, and when she was fast bound to the stake, and the fire began to burn round about her, the hard ice of pride melted, her heart was moved by repentance, and she thought, “If I could but confess before my death that I opened the door.” Then her voice came back to her, and she cried out loudly, “Yes, Mary, I did it;” and straight-away rain fell from the sky and extinguished the flames of fire, and a light broke forth above her, and the Virgin Mary descended with the two little sons by her side, and the newborn daughter in her arms.


She spoke kindly to her, and said, “He who repents his sin and acknowledges it, is forgiven.” Then she gave her the three children, untied her tongue, and granted her happiness for her whole life.
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The Story of the Youth Who Went Forth to Learn What Fear Was


A certain father had two sons, the elder of whom was smart and sensible, and could do everything, but the younger was stupid and could neither learn nor understand anything, and when people saw him they said, “There’s a fellow who will give his father some trouble!”


When anything had to be done, it was always the elder who was forced to do it; but if his father asked him to fetch anything when it was late, or in the night-time, and the way led through the churchyard, or any other dismal place, he answered, “Oh, no, father, I’ll not go there, it makes me shudder!” for he was afraid. Or when stories were told by the fire at night which made the flesh creep, the listeners sometimes said, “Oh, it makes us shudder!”


The younger sat in a corner and listened with the rest of them, and could not imagine what they could mean. “They are always saying ‘it makes me shudder, it makes me shudder!’ It does not make me shudder,” thought he. “That, too, must be an art of which I understand nothing.”


Now it came to pass that his father said to him one day, “Listen to me, you fellow in the corner there, you are growing tall and strong, and you too must learn something by which you can earn your living. Look how your brother works, but you do not even earn your salt.”


“Well, father,” he replied, “I am quite willing to learn something—indeed, if it could but be managed, I should like to learn how to shudder. I don’t understand that at all yet.”


The elder brother smiled when he heard that, and thought to himself, “Good God, what a blockhead that brother of mine is! He will never be good for anything as long as he lives. He who wants to be a sickle must bend himself early.”


The father sighed, and answered him, “You shall soon learn what it is to shudder, but you will not earn your bread by that.”


Soon after this the sexton came to the house on a visit, and the father bewailed his trouble, and told him how his younger son was so backward in every respect that he knew nothing and learned nothing. “Just think,” said he, “when I asked him how he was going to earn his bread, he actually wanted to learn to shudder.”


“If that be all,” replied the sexton, “he can learn that with me. Send him to me, and I will soon polish him.”


The father was glad to do it, for he thought, “It will train the boy a little.” The sexton therefore took him into his house, and he had to ring the bell. After a day or two, the sexton awoke him at midnight, and bade him arise and go up into the church tower and ring the bell. “You shall soon learn what shuddering is,” thought he, and secretly went there before him; and when the boy was at the top of the tower and turned round, and was just going to take hold of the bell rope, he saw a white figure standing on the stairs opposite the sounding hole.


“Who is there?” cried he, but the figure made no reply, and did not move or stir. “Give an answer,” cried the boy, “or take your self off, you have no business here at night.”


The sexton, however, remained standing motionless that the boy might think he was a ghost. The boy cried a second time, “What do you want here?—speak if you are an honest fellow, or I will throw you down the steps!” The sexton thought, “He can’t intend to be as bad as his words,” uttered no sound and stood as if he were made of stone. Then the boy called to him for the third time, and as that was also to no avail, he ran against him and pushed the ghost down the stairs, so that it fell down ten steps and remained lying there in a corner. Thereupon he rang the bell, went home, and without saying a word went to bed, and fell asleep.


The sexton’s wife waited a long time for her husband, but he did not come back. At length she became uneasy, and wakened the boy, and asked, “Do you not know where my husband is? He climbed up the tower before you did.”


“No, I don’t know,” replied the boy, “but someone was standing by the sounding hole on the other side of the steps, and as he would neither give an answer nor go away, I took him for a scoundrel, and threw him downstairs. Just go there and you will see if it was he. I should be sorry if it were.” The woman ran away and found her husband, who was lying moaning in the corner, and had broken his leg.


She carried him down, and then with loud screams she hastened to the boy’s father. “Your boy,” cried she, “has been the cause of a great misfortune! He has thrown my husband down the steps and made him break his leg. Take the good-for-nothing fellow away from our house.”


The father was terrified, and ran there and scolded the boy. “What wicked tricks are these?” said he, “The devil must have put this into your head.”


“Father,” he replied, “do listen to me. I am quite innocent. He was standing there by night like one who is intending to do some evil. I did not know who it was, and I warned him three times either to speak or to go away.” “Ah,” said the father, “I have nothing but unhappiness with you. Go out of my sight. I will see you no more.”


“Yes, father, right willingly, wait only until it is day. Then I will go forth and learn how to shudder, and then I shall, at any rate, understand one art which will support me.”


“Learn what you will,” said the father, “it is all the same to me. Here are fifty talers for you. Take these and go into the wide world, and tell no one from where you come, and who is your father, for I have reason to be ashamed of you.”


“Yes, father, it shall be as you will. If you desire nothing more than that, I can easily keep it in mind.”


When day dawned, therefore, the boy put his fifty talers into his pocket, and went forth on the great highway, and continually said to himself, “If I could but shudder! If I could but shudder!”


Then a man approached who heard this conversation which the youth was holding with himself, and when they had walked a little farther to where they could see the gallows, the man said to him, “Look, there is the tree where seven men have married the ropemaker’s daughter, and are now learning how to fly. Sit down below it, and wait till night comes, and you will soon learn how to shudder.”


“If that is all that is wanted,” answered the youth, “it is easily done; but if I learn how to shudder as fast as that, you shall have my fifty talers. Just come back to me early in the morning.”


Then the youth went to the gallows, sat down below it, and waited till evening came. And as he was cold, he lighted himself a fire, but at midnight the wind blew so sharply that in spite of his fire, he could not get warm. And as the wind knocked the hanged men against each other, and they moved backwards and forwards, he thought to himself, “You shiver below by the fire, but how those up above must freeze and suffer!” And as he felt pity for them, he raised the ladder, and climbed up, unbound one of them after the other, and brought down all seven. Then he stirred the fire, blew it, and set them all round it to warm themselves. But they sat there and did not stir, and the fire caught their clothes. So he said, “Take care, or I will hang you up again.” The dead men, however, did not hear, but were quite silent, and let their rags go on burning.


At this he grew angry, and said, “If you will not take care, I cannot help you, I will not be burnt with you,” and he hung them up again each in his turn. Then he sat down by his fire and fell asleep, and the next morning the man came to him and wanted to have the fifty talers, and said, “Well, do you know how to shudder?”


“No,” answered he, “how was I to get to know? Those fellows up there did not open their mouths, and were so stupid that they let the few old rags which they had on their bodies get burnt.”


Then the man saw that he would not get the fifty talers that day, and went away saying, “One of this kind has never come my way before.”


The youth likewise went his way, and once more began to mutter to himself, “Ah, if I could but shudder! Ah, if I could but shudder!”


A waggoner who was striding behind him heard that and asked, “Who are you?”


“I don’t know,” answered the youth.


Then the waggoner asked, “From where do you come?”


“I know not.”


“Who is your father?”


“That I may not tell you.”


“What is it that you are always muttering between your teeth?”


“Ah,” replied the youth, “I do so wish I could shudder, but no one can teach me how to do it.”


“Give up your foolish chatter,” said the waggoner. “Come, go with me, I will see about a place for you.”


The youth went with the waggoner, and in the evening they arrived at an inn where they wished to pass the night. Then at the entrance of the room the youth again said quite loudly, “If I could but shudder! If I could but shudder!”


The host who heard this laughed and said, “If that is your desire, there ought to be a good opportunity for you here.”


“Ah, be silent,” said the hostess, “so many inquisitive persons have already lost their lives, it would be a pity and a shame if such beautiful eyes as these should never see the daylight again.”


But the youth said, “However difficult it may be, I will learn it and for this purpose I have journeyed forth.” He let the host have no rest, until the latter told him that not far from there stood a haunted castle where anyone could very easily learn what shuddering was, if he would but sleep in it for three nights. The King had promised that he who would venture should have his daughter as wife, and she was the most beautiful maiden the sun shone on. Great treasures likewise lay in the castle which were guarded by evil spirits, and these treasures would then be freed, and would make a poor man rich enough. Already many men had gone into the castle, but as yet none had come out again. Then the youth went next morning to the King and said if he were allowed he would watch three nights in the haunted castle.


The King looked at him, and as the youth pleased him, he said, “You may ask for three things to take into the castle with you, but they must be things without life.”


Then he answered, “Then I ask for a fire, a turning lathe, and a cuttingboard with the knife.” The King had these things carried into the castle for him during the day. When night was drawing near, the youth went up and made himself a bright fire in one of the rooms, placed the cuttingboard and knife beside it, and seated himself by the turning-lathe. “Ah, if I could but shudder!” said he, “but I shall not learn it here either.”


Towards midnight he was about to poke his fire, and as he was blowing it, something cried suddenly from one corner, “Au, miau! how cold we are!”


“You simpletons!” cried he, “what are you crying about? If you are cold, come and take a seat by the fire and warm yourselves.”


And when he had said that, two great black cats came with one tremendous leap and sat down on each side of him, and looked savagely at him with their fiery eyes. After a short time, when they had warmed themselves, they said, “Comrade, shall we have a game at cards?”


“Why not?” he replied, “but just show me your paws.” Then they stretched out their claws. “Oh,” said he, “what long nails you have! Wait, I must first cut them for you.” Thereupon he seized them by the throats, put them on the cuttingboard and screwed their feet fast. “I have looked at your fingers,” said he, “and my fancy for card-playing has gone,” and he struck them dead and threw them out into the water. But when he had made away with these two, and was about to sit down again by his fire, out from every hole and corner came black cats and black dogs with red-hot chains, and more and more of them came until he could no longer stir, and they yelled horribly, and got on his fire, pulled it to pieces, and tried to put it out. He watched them for a while quietly, but at last when they were going too far, he seized his cutting-knife, and cried, “Away with ye, vermin,” and began to cut them down. Part of them ran away, but the others he killed, and threw out into the fish-pond.


When he came back he fanned the embers of his fire again and warmed himself. And as he thus sat, his eyes would keep open no longer, and he felt a desire to sleep. Then he looked round and saw a great bed in the corner. “That is the very thing for me,” said he, and got into it. When he was just going to shut his eyes, however, the bed began to move of its own accord, and went over the whole of the castle.


“That’s right,” said he, “but go faster.” Then the bed rolled on as if six horses were harnessed to it, up and down, over thresholds and steps, but suddenly hop, hop, it turned over upside down, and lay on him like a mountain. But he threw quilts and pillows up in the air, got out and said, “Now anyone who likes, may drive,” and lay down by his fire, and slept till it was day.


In the morning the King came, and when he saw him lying there on the ground, he thought the evil spirits had killed him and he was dead. Then said he, “After all it is a pity—he is a handsome man.”


The youth heard it, got up, and said, “It has not come to that yet.” Then the King was astonished, but very glad, and asked how he had fared. “Very well indeed,” answered he; “one night is past, the two others will get over likewise.”


Then he went to the innkeeper, who opened his eyes very wide, and said, “I never expected to see you alive again! Have you learned how to shudder yet?”


“No,” said he, “it is all in vain. If someone would but tell me.”


The second night he again went up into the old castle, sat down by the fire, and once more began his old song, “If I could but shudder.” When midnight came, an uproar and noise of tumbling about was heard; at first it was low, but it grew louder and louder. Then it was quiet for awhile, and at length with a loud scream, half a man came down the chimney and fell before him.


“Hollo!” cried he, “another half belongs to this. This is too little!” Then the uproar began again, there was a roaring and howling, and the other half fell down likewise.


“Wait,” said the youth, “I will just blow up the fire a little for you.” When he had done that and looked round again, the two pieces were joined together, and a frightful man was sitting in his place. “That is no part of our bargain,” said the youth, “the bench is mine.” The man wanted to push him away; the youth, however, would not allow that, but thrust him off with all his strength, and seated himself again in his own place. Then still more men fell down, one after the other; they brought nine dead men’s legs and two skulls, and set them up and played at nine-pins with them. The youth also wanted to play and said, “Can I join you?”


“Yes, if you have any money.”


“Money enough,” replied he, “but your balls are not quite round.” Then he took the skulls and put them in the lathe and turned them till they were round. “There, now, they will roll better!” said he. “Hurrah! Now it goes merrily!” He played with them and lost some of his money, but when it struck twelve, everything vanished from his sight. He lay down and quietly fell asleep.


Next morning the King came to inquire after him. “How has it fared with you this time?” asked he.


“I have been playing at nine-pins,” he answered, “and have lost a couple of farthings.”


“Have you not shuddered then?”


“Eh, what?” said he, “I have made merry. If I did but know what it was to shudder!”


The third night he sat down again on his bench and said quite sadly, “If I could but shudder.” When it grew late, six tall men came in and brought a coffin. Then said he, “Ha, ha, that is certainly my little cousin, who died only a few days ago,” and he beckoned with his finger, and cried, “Come, little cousin, come.” They placed the coffin on the ground, but he went to it and took the lid off, and a dead man lay therein. He felt his face, but it was cold as ice. “Stop,” said he, “I will warm you a little,” and went to the fire and warmed his hand and laid it on the dead man’s face, but he remained cold. Then he took him out, and sat down by the fire and laid him on his breast and rubbed his arms that the blood might circulate again. As this also did no good, he thought to himself, “When two people lie in bed together, they warm each other,” and carried him to the bed, covered him over and lay down by him. After a short time the dead man became warm too, and began to move. Then said the youth, “See, little cousin, have I not warmed you?” The dead man, however, got up and cried, “Now I will strangle you.”


“What!” said he, “is that the way you thank me? You shall at once go into your coffin again,” and he took him up, threw him into it, and shut the lid. Then came the six men and carried him away again. “I cannot manage to shudder,” said he. “I shall never learn it here as long as I live.”


Then a man entered who was taller than all others, and looked terrible. He was old, however, and had a long white beard. “You wretch,” cried he, “you shall soon learn what it is to shudder, for you shall die.”


“Not so fast,” replied the youth.


“If I am to die, I shall have to have a say in it.”


“I will soon seize you,” said the fiend.


“Softly, softly, do not talk so big. I am as strong as you are, and perhaps even stronger.”


“We shall see,” said the old man. “If you are stronger, I will let you go—come, we will try.” Then he led him by dark passages to a smith’s forge, took an axe, and with one blow struck an anvil into the ground.


“I can do better than that,” said the youth, and went to the other anvil. The old man placed himself near and wanted to look on, and his white beard hung down. Then the youth seized the axe, split the anvil with one blow, and struck the old man’s beard in with it. “Now I have you,” said the youth. “Now it is you who will have to die.” Then he seized an iron bar and beat the old man till he moaned and entreated him to stop, and he would give him great riches. The youth drew out the axe and let him go.


The old man led him back into the castle, and in a cellar showed him three chests full of gold. “Of these,” said he, “one part is for the poor, the other for the king, the third is yours.”


In the meantime it struck twelve, and the spirit disappeared; the youth, therefore, was left in darkness. “I shall still be able to find my way out,” said he, and felt about, found the way into the room, and slept there by his fire.


Next morning the King came and said, “Now you must have learned what shuddering is?”


“No,” he answered; “what can it be? My dead cousin was here, and a bearded man came and showed me a great deal of money down below, but no one told me what it was to shudder.”


“Then,” said the King, “you have delivered the castle from enchantment, and shall marry my daughter.”


“That is all very well,” said he, “but still I do not know what it is to shudder.”


Then the gold was brought up and the wedding celebrated; but however much the young king loved his wife, and however happy he was, he still said always, “If I could but shudder—if I could but shudder.” And at last she was angry at this. Her waiting-maid said, “I will find a cure for him; he shall soon learn what it is to shudder.” She went out to the stream which flowed through the garden, and had a whole bucketful of gudgeons brought to her. At night when the young king was sleeping, his wife was to draw the clothes off him and empty the bucketful of cold water with the gudgeons in it over him, so that the little fishes would sprawl about him. When this was done, he woke up and cried, “Oh, what makes me shudder so?—what makes me shudder so, dear wife? Ah! now I know what it is to shudder!”
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The Wolf and the Seven Little Kids


There was once upon a time an old goat who had seven little kids, and loved them with all the love of a mother for her children. One day she wanted to go into the forest and fetch some food. So she called all seven to her and said, “Dear children, I have to go into the forest, be on your guard against the wolf; if he comes in, he will devour you all—skin, hair, and all. The wretch often disguises himself, but you will know him at once by his rough voice and his black feet.”


The kids said, “Dear mother, we will take good care of ourselves; you may go away without any anxiety.” Then the old one bleated, and went on her way with an easy mind.


It was not long before someone knocked at the door and called, “Open the door, dear children; your mother is here, and has brought something back with her for each of you.”


But the little kids knew that it was the wolf, by the rough voice; “We will not open the door,” cried they, “you are not our mother. She has a soft, pleasant voice, but your voice is rough; you are the wolf!”


Then the wolf went away to a shopkeeper and bought himself a great lump of chalk, ate this and made his voice soft with it. The he came back, knocked at the door of the house, and cried, “Open the door, dear children, your mother is here and has brought something back with her for each of you.”


But the wolf had laid his black paws against the window, and the children saw them and cried, “We will not open the door, our mother has not black feet like you; you are the wolf.”


Then the wolf ran to a baker and said, “I have hurt my feet, rub some dough over them for me.” And when the baker had rubbed his feet over, he ran to the miller and said, “Strew some white meal over my feet for me.” The miller thought to himself, “The wolf wants to deceive someone,” and refused; but the wolf said, “If you will not do it, I will devour you.” Then the miller was afraid, and made his paws white for him. Yes, that’s how people are.


So now the wretch went for the third time to the door, knocked at it and said, “Open the door for me, children, your dear little mother has come home, and has brought everyone of you something back from the forest with her.”


The little kids cried, “First show us your paws that we may know if you are our dear little mother.” Then he put his paws in through the window, and when the kids saw that they were white, they believed that all he said was true, and opened the door. But who should come in but the wolf! They were terrified and wanted to hide themselves. One sprang under the table, the second into the bed, the third into the stove, the fourth into the kitchen, the fifth into the cupboard, the sixth under the washing-bowl, and the seventh into the clock-case. But the wolf found them, and used no great ceremony; one after the other he swallowed them down his throat. The youngest, who was in the clock-case, was the only one he did not find. When the wolf had satisfied his appetite he took himself off, laid himself down under a tree in the green meadow outside, and began to sleep.


Soon afterwards the old goat came home again from the forest. Ah! What a sight she saw there! The door stood wide open. The table, chairs, and benches were thrown down, the washing-bowl lay broken to pieces, and the quilts and pillows were pulled off the bed. She sought her children, but they were nowhere to be found. She called them one after another by name, but no one answered. At last, when she came to the youngest, a soft voice cried, “Dear mother, I am in the clock-case.” She took the kid out, and it told her that the wolf had come and had eaten all the others. Then you may imagine how she wept over her poor children.


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


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




                       “What rumbles and tumbles


                        Against my poor bones?


                        I thought ‘t was six kids,


                        But it’s naught but big stones.”





And when he got to the well and stooped over the water and was just about to drink, the heavy stones made him fall in, and there was no help, but he had to drown miserably. When the seven kids saw that, they came running to the spot and cried aloud, “The wolf is dead! The wolf is dead!” and danced for joy round about the well with their mother.
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Faithful John


There was once upon a time an old king who was ill, and thought to himself, “I am lying on what must be my deathbed.” Then said he, “Tell Faithful John to come to me.” Faithful John was his favorite servant, and was so called because he had for his whole life long been so true to him. Therefore when he came beside the bed, the King said to him, “Most faithful John, I feel my end approaching, and have no anxiety except about my son. He is still of tender age, and cannot always know how to guide himself. If you do not promise me to teach him everything that he ought to know, and to be his foster father, I cannot close my eyes in peace.”


Then answered Faithful John, “I will not forsake him, and will serve him with fidelity, even if it should cost me my life.”


At this, the old King said, “Now I die in comfort and peace.” Then he added, “After my death, you shall show him the whole castle: all the chambers, halls, and vaults, and all the treasures which lie therein, but the last chamber in the long gallery, in which is the picture of the princess of the Golden Dwelling, you shall not show. If he sees that picture, he will fall violently in love with her, and will drop down in a swoon, and go through great danger for her sake; therefore you must preserve him from that.” And when Faithful John had once more given his promise to the old King about this, the King said no more, but laid his head on his pillow, and died.


When the old King had been carried to his grave, Faithful John told the young King all that he had promised his father on his deathbed, and said, “This I will assuredly perform, and will be faithful to you as I have been faithful to him, even if it should cost me my life.” When the mourning was over, Faithful John said to him, “It is now time that you should see your inheritance. I will show you your father’s palace.” Then he took him about everywhere, up and down, and let him see all the riches, and the magnificent apartments, only there was one room which he did not open, that in which hung the dangerous picture. The picture was, however, so placed that when the door was opened you looked straight on it, and it was so admirably painted that it seemed to breathe and live, and there was nothing more charming or more beautiful in the whole world.


The young King, however, plainly remarked that Faithful John always walked past this one door, and said, “Why do you never open this one for me?”


“There is something within it,” he replied, “which would terrify you.”


But the King answered, “I have seen all the palace, and I will know what is in this room also,” and he went and tried to break open the door by force.


Then Faithful John held him back and said, “I promised your father before his death that you should not see that which is in this chamber, it might bring the greatest misfortune on you and on me.”


“Ah, no,” replied the young King, “if I do not go in, it will be my certain destruction. I should have no rest day or night until I had seen it with my own eyes. I shall not leave the place now until you have unlocked the door.”


Then Faithful John saw that there was no help for it now, and with a heavy heart and many sighs, sought out the key from the great bunch. When he had opened the door, he went in first, and thought by standing before him he could hide the portrait so that the King should not see it in front of him, but to what avail? The King stood on tip-toe and saw it over his shoulder. And when he saw the portrait of the maiden, which was so magnificent and shone with gold and precious stones, he fell fainting to the ground. Faithful John took him up, carried him to his bed, and sorrowfully thought, “The misfortune has befallen us, Lord God, what will be the end of it?” Then he strengthened him with wine, until he came to himself again.


The first words the King said were, “Ah, the beautiful portrait! Whose is it?”


“That is the princess of the Golden Dwelling,” answered Faithful John.


Then the King continued, “My love for her is so great, that if all the leaves on all the trees were tongues, they could not declare it. I will give my life to win her. You are my most faithful John, you must help me.”


The faithful servant considered within himself for a long time how to set about the matter, for it was difficult even to obtain a sight of the King’s daughter. At length he thought of a way, and said to the King, “Everything which she has about her is of gold—tables, chairs, dishes, glasses, bowls, and household furniture. Among your treasures are five tons of gold; let one of the goldsmiths of the Kingdom work these up into all manner of vessels and utensils, into all kinds of birds, wild beasts and strange animals, such as may please her, and we will go there with them and try our luck.”


The King ordered all the goldsmiths to be brought to him, and they had to work night and day until at last the most splendid things were prepared. When everything was stowed on board a ship, Faithful John put on the clothing of a merchant, and the King was forced to do the same in order to make himself quite unrecognizable. Then they sailed across the sea, and sailed on until they came to the town where the princess of the Golden Dwelling resided.


Faithful John bade the King stay behind on the ship, and wait for him. “Perhaps I shall bring the princess with me,” said he, “therefore see that everything is in order; have the golden vessels set out and the whole ship decorated.” Then he gathered together in his apron all kinds of gold things, went on shore and walked straight to the royal palace. When he entered the courtyard of the palace, a beautiful girl was standing there by the well with two golden buckets in her hand, drawing water with them. And when she was just turning round to carry away the sparkling water she saw the stranger, and asked who he was. So he answered, “I am a merchant,” and opened his apron, and let her look in.


Then she cried, “Oh, what beautiful gold things!” and put her pails down and looked at the golden wares one after the other. Then said the girl, “The princess must see these, she has such great pleasure in golden things that she will buy all you have.” She took him by the hand and led him upstairs, for she was the waiting-maid.


When the King’s daughter saw the wares, she was quite delighted and said, “They are so beautifully worked that I will buy them all from you.”


But Faithful John said, “I am only the servant of a rich merchant. The things I have here are not to be compared with those my master has in his ship. They are the most beautiful and valuable things that have ever been made in gold.” She wanted to have everything brought to her there, but he said, “There are so many of them that it would take a great many days to do that, and so many rooms would be required to exhibit them, that your house is not big enough.”


Then her curiosity and longing were still more excited, until at last she said, “Take me to the ship, I will go there myself, and behold the treasures of your master.”


On this Faithful John was quite delighted, and led her to the ship, and when the King saw her, he perceived that her beauty was even greater than the picture had represented it to be, and thought no other than that his heart would burst. Then she got into the ship, and the King led her within. Faithful John, however, remained behind with the pilot, and ordered the ship to be pushed off, saying, “Set all sails, till it fly like a bird in air.”


Inside, however, the King showed her the golden vessels, everyone of them, and the wild beasts and strange animals. Many hours went by while she was seeing everything, and in her delight she did not observe that the ship was sailing away. After she had looked at the last piece, she thanked the merchant and wanted to go home, but when she came to the side of the ship, she saw that it was on the deep sea far from land, and hurrying onwards with all sails set. “Ah,” cried she in her alarm, “I am betrayed! I am carried away and have fallen into the power of a merchant—I would rather die!”


The King, however, seized her hand, and said, “I am not a merchant. I am a king, and of no worse origin than you are, and if I have carried you away with subtlety, that has come to pass because of my exceeding great love for you. The first time that I looked on your portrait, I fell fainting to the ground.” When the princess of the Golden Dwelling heard that, she was comforted, and her heart was inclined unto him, so that she willingly consented to be his wife.


It so happened, however, while they were sailing onwards over the deep sea, that Faithful John, who was sitting on the fore part of the vessel, making music, saw three ravens in the air, which came flying towards them. At this he stopped playing and listened to what they were saying to each other, for that he well understood. One cried, “Oh, there he is carrying home the princess of the Golden Dwelling.”


“Yes,” replied the second, “but he has not got her yet.”


Said the third, “But he has got her, she is sitting beside him in the ship.”


Then the first began again, and cried, “What good will that do him? When they reach land a chestnut horse will leap forward to meet him, and the prince will want to mount it, but if he does that, it will run away with him, and rise up into the air with him, and he will never see his maiden again.”


Said the second, “But is there no escape?”


“Oh, yes, if anyone else gets on it swiftly, and takes out the pistol which must be in its holster, and shoots the horse dead with it, the young King is saved. But who knows that? And whoever does know it, and tells it to him, will be turned to stone from the toe to the knee.”


Then said the second, “I know more than that; even if the horse is killed, the young King will still not keep his bride. When they go into the castle together, a wrought bridal garment will be lying there in a dish, and looking as if it were woven of gold and silver; it is, however, nothing but sulfur and pitch, and if he puts it on, it will burn him to the very bone and marrow.”


Said the third, “Is there no escape at all?”


“Oh, yes,” replied the second, “if anyone with gloves on seizes the garment and throws it into the fire and burns it, the young King will be saved. But what’s the good in that? Whoever knows it and tells it to him, half his body will become stone from the knee to the heart.”


Then said the third, “I know still more; even if the bridal garment be burnt, the young King will still not have his bride. After the wedding, when the dancing begins and the young queen is dancing, she will suddenly turn pale and fall down as if dead, and if someone does not lift her up and suck three drops of blood from her right breast and spit them out again, she will die. But if anyone who knows that were to declare it, he would become stone from the crown of his head to the sole of his foot.”


When the ravens had spoken of this together, they flew onwards, and Faithful John had well understood everything, but from that time forth he became quiet and sad, for if he concealed what he had heard, his master would suffer, and if he revealed it to him, he himself must sacrifice his life. At length, however, he said to himself, “I will save my master, even if it brings destruction on myself.”


When therefore they came to shore, all happened as had been foretold by the ravens, and a magnificent chestnut horse sprang forward. “Good,” said the King, “he shall carry me to my palace,” and was about to mount it when Faithful John got before him, jumped quickly on it, drew the pistol out of the holster, and shot the horse.


Then the other attendants of the King, who after all were not very fond of Faithful John, cried, “How shameful to kill the beautiful animal that was to have carried the King to his palace.”


But the King said, “Hold your peace and leave him alone, he is my most faithful John. Who knows what good may come of his actions?” They went into the palace, and in the hall there stood a dish, and inside lay the bridal garment looking no otherwise than as if it were made of gold and silver. The young King went towards it and was about to take hold of it, but Faithful John pushed him away, seized it with gloves on, carried it quickly to the fire and burned it.


The other attendants again began to murmur, and said, “Behold, now he is even burning the King’s bridal garment!”


But the young King said, “Who knows what good he may have done. Leave him alone, he is my most faithful John.”


And now the wedding was solemnized: the dance began, and the bride also took part in it; then Faithful John was watchful and looked into her face, and suddenly she turned pale and fell to the ground, as if she were dead. At this he ran hastily to her, lifted her up and bore her into a chamber—then he laid her down, and knelt and sucked the three drops of blood from her right breast, and spat them out. Immediately she breathed again and recovered herself, but the young King had seen this, and being ignorant why Faithful John had done it, was angry and cried, “Throw him into a dungeon.”


Next morning Faithful John was condemned, and led to the gallows, and when he stood up high, and was about to be executed, he said, “Everyone who has to die is permitted before his end to make one last speech; may I too claim the right?”


“Yes,” answered the King, “it shall be granted.”


Then said Faithful John, “I am unjustly condemned, and have always been true to you,” and he related how he had hearkened to the conversation of the ravens when at sea, and how he had been obliged to do all these things in order to save his master.


Then cried the King, “Oh, my most faithful John. Pardon, pardon— bring him down.” But as Faithful John spoke the last word he had fallen down lifeless and become a stone.


At this the King and the Queen suffered great anguish, and the King said, “Ah, how ill I have requited great fidelity!” and ordered the stone figure to be taken up and placed in his bedroom beside his bed. And as often as he looked at it he wept and said, “Ah, if I could bring you to life again, my most faithful John.” Some time passed and the Queen bore twins, two sons who grew fast and were her delight. Once when the Queen was at church and the two children were sitting playing beside their father, the latter full of grief again looked at the stone figure, sighed and said, “Ah, if I could but bring you to life again, my most faithful John.”


Then the stone began to speak and said, “You can bring me to life again if you will sacrifice what is dearest to you.”


Then cried the King, “I will give everything I have in the world for you.”


The stone continued, “If you will cut off the heads of your two children with your own hand, and sprinkle me with their blood, I shall be restored to life.”


The King was terrified when he heard that he himself must kill his dearest children, but he thought of faithful John’s great fidelity, and how he had died for him, drew his sword, and with his own hand cut off the children’s heads. And when he had smeared the stone with their blood, life returned to it, and Faithful John stood once more safe and healthy before him. He said to the King, “Your fidelity shall not go unrewarded,” and took the heads of the children, put them on again, and rubbed the wounds with their blood, at which they became whole again immediately, and jumped about, and went on playing as if nothing had happened.


Then the King was full of joy, and when he saw the Queen coming he hid Faithful John and the two children in a great cupboard. When she entered, he said to her, “Have you been praying in the church?”


“Yes,” answered she, “but I have constantly been thinking of Faithful John and what misfortune has befallen him through us.”


Then said he, “Dear wife, we can give him his life again, but it will cost us our two little sons, whom we must sacrifice.”


The Queen turned pale, and her heart was full of terror, but she said, “We owe it to him, for his great fidelity.”


Then the King rejoiced that she thought as he had thought, and went and opened the cupboard, and brought forth Faithful John and the children, and said, “God be praised, he is saved, and we have our little sons again also,” and told her how everything had occurred. Then they dwelt together in much happiness until their death.
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The Good Bargain


There was once a peasant who had driven his cow to the fair, and sold her for seven talers. On the way home he had to pass a pond, and already from afar he heard the frogs crying, “Aik, aik, aik, aik.”


“Well,” said he to himself, “they are talking without rhyme or reason, it is seven that I have received, not eight.” When he got to the water, he cried to them, “Stupid animals that you are! Don’t you know better than that? It is seven talers and not eight.”


The frogs, however, stood to their “aik aik, aik, aik.”


“Come, then, if you won’t believe it, I can count it out to you.” And he took his money out of his pocket and counted out the seven talers, always reckoning twenty-four groschen to a taler. The frogs, however, paid no attention to his reckoning, but still cried, “aik, aik, aik, aik.”


“What,” cried the peasant, quite angry, “since you are determined to know better than I, count it yourselves,” and threw all the money into the water to them. He stood still and wanted to wait until they were done and had brought him his own again, but the frogs maintained their opinion and cried continually, “aik, aik, aik, aik,” and besides that, did not throw the money out again. He still waited a long while until evening came and he was forced to go home. Then he abused the frogs and cried, “You water-splashers, you thick-heads, you goggle-eyes, you have great mouths and can screech till you hurt one’s ears, but you cannot count seven talers! Do you think I’m going to stand here till you get done?” And with that he went away, but the frogs still cried, “aik, aik, aik, aik,” after him till he went home quite angry.


After a while he bought another cow, which he killed, and he made the calculation that if he sold the meat well he might gain as much as the two cows were worth, and still have the hide in the bargain. When he got to the town with the meat, a great troop of dogs were gathered together in front of the gate, with a large greyhound at the head of them, which jumped at the meat, snuffed at it, and barked, “Wow, wow, wow.”


As there was no stopping him, the peasant said to him, “Yes, yes, I know quite well that you are saying, ‘wow, wow, wow,’ because you want some of the meat; but I should fare badly if I were to give it to you.”


The dog, however, answered nothing but “wow, wow.”


“Will you promise not to devour it all then, and will you vouch for your companions?”


“Wow, wow, wow,” said the dog.


“Well, if you insist on it, I will leave it for you. I know you well, and know who your master is, but this I tell you: I must have my money in three days or else it will go badly for you; you must bring it out to me.” With that he unloaded the meat and turned back. The dogs fell upon it and loudly barked, “wow, wow.”


The countryman, who heard them from afar, said to himself, “Now they all want some, but the big one is responsible to me for it.”


When three days had passed, the countryman thought, “Tonight my money will be in my pocket,” and was quite delighted. But no one would come and pay it. “There is no trusting anyone now,” said he, and at last he lost patience, and went into the town to the butcher and demanded his money. The butcher thought it was a joke, but the peasant said, “Jesting apart, I will have my money! Did not the great dog bring you the meat of the slaughtered cow three days ago?” Then the butcher grew angry, snatched a broomstick and drove him out. “Wait a while,” said the peasant, “there is still some justice in the world!” and went to the royal palace and begged for an audience. He was led before the King, who sat there with his daughter, and asked him what injury he had suffered. “Alas!” said he, “the frogs and the dogs have taken from me what is mine, and the butcher has paid me for it with the stick,” and he related at full length all that had happened.


At this the King’s daughter began to laugh heartily, and the King said to him, “I cannot give you justice in this, but you shall have my daughter to wed for it—in her whole life she has never yet laughed as she has just done at you, and I have promised her to the man who could make her laugh. You may thank God for your good fortune!”


“Oh,” answered the peasant, “I will not have her. I have a wife already, and she is one too many for me; when I go home, it is just as bad as if I had a wife standing in every corner.”


Then the King grew angry, and said, “You are a boor.”


“Ah, lord King,” replied the peasant, “what can you expect from a pig, but pork?”


“Stop,” answered the King, “you shall have another reward. Be off now, but come back in three days, and then you shall have five hundred counted out in full.”


When the peasant went out by the gate, the sentry said, “You have made the King’s daughter laugh, so you will certainly receive something good.”


“Yes, that is what I think,” answered the peasant; “five hundred are to be counted out to me.”


“Listen,” said the soldier, “give me some of it. What can you do with all that money?”


“Because it is you,” said the peasant, “you shall have two hundred; present yourself in three days’ time before the King, and let it be paid to you.”


A Jew, who was standing by and had heard the conversation, ran after the peasant, held him by the coat, and said, “Oh, wonder! What a lucky man you are! I will change it for you, I will change it for you into small coins. What would you do with the great talers?”


“Jew,” said the countryman, “three hundred you can have; give it to me at once in coin. In three days from this, you will be paid for it by the King.” The Jew was delighted with the profit, and brought the sum in bad groschen, three of which were worth two good ones. After three days had passed, according to the King’s command, the peasant went before the King.


“Pull his coat off,” said the latter, “and he shall have his five hundred.”


“Ah!” said the peasant, “they no longer belong to me; I presented two hundred of them to the sentinel, and three hundred the Jew has changed for me, so by right nothing at all belongs to me.”


In the meantime the soldier and the Jew entered and demanded what they were owed by the peasant, and this conduct angered the King. They received the blows strictly counted out. The soldier bore it patiently and knew already how it felt, but the Jew said sorrowfully, “Alas, alas, are these the hard talers?”


The King could not help laughing at the peasant, and once all his anger was gone, he said, “As you have already lost your reward before it came to you, I will give you something in the place of it. Go into my treasure chamber and get some money for yourself, as much as you will.”


The peasant did not need to be told twice, and stuffed into his big pockets whatever would go in. Afterwards he went to an inn and counted out his money. The Jew had crept after him and heard how he muttered to himself, “That rogue of a King has cheated me after all. Why could he not have given me the money himself, and then I should have known what I had? How can I tell now if what I have had the luck to put in my pockets is right or not?”


“Good heavens!” said the Jew to himself, “that man is speaking disrespectfully of our lord the King. I will run and inform, and then I shall get a reward, and he will be punished as well.”


When the King heard of the peasant’s words he fell into a passion, and commanded the Jew to go and bring the offender to him. The Jew ran to the peasant, “You are to go at once to the lord King in the very clothes you have on.”


“I know what’s right better than that,” answered the peasant, “I shall have a new coat made first. Do you think that a man with so much money in his pocket is to go there in his ragged old coat?”


The Jew, as he saw that the peasant would not stir without another coat, and as he feared that if the King’s anger cooled, he himself would lose his reward, and the peasant his punishment, said, “I will out of pure friendship lend you a coat for the short time. What will people not do for love!” The peasant was contented with this, put the Jew’s coat on, and went off with him.


The King reproached the countryman because of the evil speaking of which the Jew had informed him. “Ah,” said the peasant, “what a Jew says is always false — no true word ever comes out of his mouth! That rascal there is capable of maintaining that I have his coat on.”


“What is that?” shrieked the Jew. “Is the coat not mine? Have I not lent it to you out of pure friendship, in order that you might appear before the lord King?”


When the King heard that, he said, “The Jew has assuredly deceived one or the other of us, either myself or the peasant,” and again he ordered something to be counted out to him in hard talers.


The peasant, however, went home in the good coat, with the good money in his pocket, and said to himself, “This time I have hit it!”
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The Wonderful Musician


There was once a wonderful musician, who went quite alone through a forest and thought of all manner of things, and when nothing was left for him to think about, he said to himself, “Time is beginning to pass heavily with me here in the forest, I will fetch a good companion for myself.” Then he took his fiddle from his back, and played so that it echoed through the trees. It was not long before a wolf came trotting through the thicket towards him. “Ah, here is a wolf coming! I have no desire for him!” said the musician; but the wolf came nearer and said to him, “Ah, dear musician, how beautifully you do play. I should like to learn that, too.”


“It is soon learned,” the musician replied, “only you have to do all that I bid you.”


“Oh, musician,” said the wolf, “I will obey you as a scholar obeys his master.” The musician had him follow, and when they had gone part of the way together, they came to an old oak tree which was hollow inside, and cleft in the middle.


“Look,” said the musician, “if you will learn to fiddle, put your forepaws into this crevice.” The wolf obeyed, but the musician quickly picked up a stone and with one blow wedged his two paws so fast that he was forced to stay there like a prisoner. “Stay there until I come back again,” said the musician, and went his way.


After a while he again said to himself, “Time is beginning to pass heavily with me here in the forest, I will fetch another companion,” and took his fiddle and again played in the forest. It was not long before a fox came creeping through the trees towards him. “Ah, there’s a fox coming!” said the musician. “I have no desire for him.”


The fox came up to him and said, “Oh, dear musician, how beautifully you do play! I should like to learn that too.”


“That is soon learned,” said the musician. “You have only to do everything that I bid you.”


“Oh, musician,” then said the fox, “I will obey you as a scholar obeys his master.”


“Follow me,” said the musician; and when they had walked .. part of the way, they came to a footpath, with high bushes on both sides of it. There the musician stood still, and from one side bent a young hazel-bush down to the ground, and put his foot on the top of it, then he bent down a young tree from the other side as well, and said, “Now little fox, if you will learn something, give me your left front paw.” The fox obeyed, and the musician fastened his paw to the left bough. “Little fox,” said he, “now reach me your right paw,” and he tied it to the right bough. When he had examined whether they were firm enough, he let go, and the bushes sprang up again, and jerked up the little fox, so that it hung struggling in the air. “Wait there till I come back again,” said the musician, and went his way.


Again he said to himself, “Time is beginning to pass heavily with me here in the forest, I will fetch another companion,” so he took his fiddle, and the sound echoed through the forest. Then a little hare came springing towards him. “Why, a hare is coming,” said the musician, “I do not want him.”


“Ah, dear musician,” said the hare, “how beautifully you do fiddle; I too, should like to learn that.”


“That is soon learned,” said the musician, “you have only to do everything that I bid you.”


“Oh, musician,” replied the little hare, “I will obey you as a scholar obeys his master.” They went a part of the way together until they came to an open space in the forest, where stood an aspen tree. The musician tied a long string round the little hare’s neck, the other end of which he fastened to the tree.


“Now briskly, little hare, run twenty times round the tree!” cried the musician, and the little hare obeyed, and when it had run round twenty times, it had twisted the string twenty times round the trunk of the tree, and the little hare was caught, and let it pull and tug as it liked, it only made the string cut into its tender neck. “Wait there till I come back,” said the musician, and went onwards.


The wolf, in the meantime, had pushed and pulled and bitten at the stone, and had worked so long that he had set his feet free and had drawn them once more out of the cleft. Full of anger and rage he hurried after the musician and wanted to tear him to pieces.


When the fox saw him running, he began to lament, and cried with all his might, “Brother wolf, come to my help, the musician has betrayed me!” The wolf drew down the little tree, bit the cord in two, and freed the fox, who went with him to take revenge on the musician. They found the tied-up hare, whom likewise they released, and then they all sought the enemy together.


The musician had once more played his fiddle as he went on his way, and this time he had been more fortunate. The sound reached the ears of a poor woodcutter, who instantly, without a thought, gave up his work and came with his hatchet under his arm to listen to the music. “At last comes the right companion,” said the musician, “for I was seeking a human being, and no wild beast.” And he began and played so beautifully and delightfully that the poor man stood there as if bewitched, and his heart leaped with gladness. And as he thus stood, the wolf, the fox, and the hare came up, and he saw well that they had some evil design. So he raised his glittering axe and placed himself before the musician, as if to say, “Whoever wishes to touch him let him beware, for he will have to deal with me!” Then the beasts were terrified and ran back into the forest. The musician, however, played once more to the man out of gratitude, and then went onwards.
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The Twelve Brothers


There were once upon a time a king and a queen who lived happily together and had twelve children, but they were all boys. Then said the King to his wife, “If the thirteenth child which you are about to bring into the world is a girl, the twelve boys shall die, in order that her possessions may be great, and that the kingdom may fall to her alone.” He caused likewise twelve coffins to be made, which were already filled with shavings, and in each lay the little pillow for the dead, and he had them taken into a locked-up room, and then he gave the Queen the key of it, and bade her not to speak of this to anyone.


The mother, however, now sat and lamented all day long, until the youngest son, who was always with her, and whom she had named Benjamin, from the Bible, said to her, “Dear mother, why are you so sad?”


“Dearest child,” she answered, “I may not tell you.” But he let her have no rest until she went and unlocked the room, and showed him the twelve coffins ready filled with shavings. Then she said, “my dearest Benjamin, your father has had these coffins made for you and for your eleven brothers, for if I bring a little girl into the world, you are all to be killed and buried in them.”


And as she wept while she was saying this, the son comforted her and said, “Weep not, dear mother, we will save ourselves, and go away.”


But she said, “Go forth into the forest with your eleven brothers, and let one sit constantly on the highest tree which can be found, and keep watch, looking towards the tower here in the castle. If I give birth to a little son, I will put up a white flag, and then you may venture to come back, but if I bear a daughter, I will hoist a red flag, and then fly away as quickly as you are able, and may the good God protect you. And every night I will rise up and pray for you—in winter that you may be able to warm yourself at a fire, and in summer that you may not faint away in the heat.”


After she had blessed her sons, they went forth into the forest. They each kept watch in turn, and sat on the highest oak and looked towards the tower. When eleven days had passed and the turn came to Benjamin, he saw that a flag was being raised. It was, however, not the white, but the blood-red flag which announced that they were all to die. When the brothers heard that, they were very angry and said, “Are we all to suffer death for the sake of a girl? We swear that we will avenge ourselves!— wherever we find a girl, her red blood shall flow.”


Thereupon they went deeper into the forest, and in the midst of it, where it was the darkest, they found a little bewitched hut, which was standing empty. Then said they, “Here we will dwell, and you Benjamin, who are the youngest and weakest, you shall stay at home and keep house, we others will go out and get food.” Then they went into the forest and shot hares, wild deer, birds and pigeons, and whatever there was to eat; this they took to Benjamin, who had to dress it for them in order that they might appease their hunger. They lived together ten years in the little hut, and the time did not appear long to them.


The little daughter which their mother the Queen had given birth to, was now grown up; she was good of heart, and fair of face, and had a golden star on her forehead. Once, when a big washing had been done, she saw twelve men’s shirts among the things, and asked her mother, “To whom do these twelve shirts belong, for they are far too small for father?”


Then the Queen answered with a heavy heart, “Dear child, these belong to your twelve brothers.”


Said the maiden, “Where are my twelve brothers, I have never yet heard of them?”


She replied, “God knows where they are, they are wandering about the world.” Then she took the maiden and opened the chamber for her, and showed her the twelve coffins with the shavings, and pillows for the head. “These coffins,” said she, “were destined for your brothers, but they went away secretly before you were born,” and she related to her how everything had happened; then said the maiden, “Dear mother, weep not, I will go and seek my brothers.”


So she took the twelve shirts and went forth, and straight into the great forest. She walked the whole day, and in the evening she came to the bewitched hut. Then she entered it and found a young boy, who asked, “Where do you come from, and where are you bound?” and was astonished that she was so beautiful, and wore royal garments, and had a star on her forehead.


And she answered, “I am a king’s daughter, and am seeking my twelve brothers, and I will walk as far as the sky is blue until I find them.” She likewise showed him the twelve shirts which belonged to them.


Then Benjamin saw that she was his sister, and said, “I am Benjamin, your youngest brother.” And she began to weep for joy, and Benjamin wept also, and they kissed and embraced each other with the greatest love. But after this he said, “Dear sister, there is still one difficulty. We have agreed that every maiden whom we meet shall die, because we have been obliged to leave our kingdom on account of a girl.”


Then said she, “I will willingly die, if by so doing I can save my twelve brothers.”


“No,” answered he, “you shall not die, seat yourself beneath this tub until our eleven brothers come, and then I will soon come to an agreement with them.”


She did so, and when it was night the others came from hunting, and their dinner was ready. And as they were sitting at table, and eating, they asked, “What news is there?” Said Benjamin, “Don’t you know anything?”


“No,” they answered.


He continued, “You have been in the forest and I have stayed at home, and yet I know more than you do.”


“Tell us then,” they cried.


He answered, “But promise me that the first maiden who meets us shall not be killed.”


“Yes,” they all cried, “she shall have mercy, only do tell us.”


Then said he, “Our sister is here,” and he lifted up the tub, and the King’s daughter came forth in her royal garments with the golden star on her forehead, and she was beautiful, delicate and fair. Then they were all rejoiced, and hugged, and kissed and loved her with all their hearts.


Now she stayed at home with Benjamin and helped him with the work. The eleven went into the forest and caught game, and deer, and birds, and wood-pigeons that they might have food, and the little sister and Benjamin took care to make it ready for them. She sought for the wood for cooking and herbs for vegetables, and put the pans on the fire so that the dinner was always ready when the eleven came. She likewise kept order in the little house, and put beautifully white clean coverings on the little beds, and the brothers were always contented and lived in great harmony with her.


Once on a time the two at home had prepared a beautiful meal, and when they were all together, they sat down and ate and drank and were full of gladness. There was, however, a little garden belonging to the bewitched house where there were twelve lily flowers, which are likewise called students. She wished to give her brothers pleasure, and plucked the twelve flowers, and thought she would present each brother with one while at dinner. But at the same moment that she plucked the flowers the twelve brothers were changed into twelve ravens, and flew away over the forest, and the house and garden vanished likewise. And now the poor maiden was alone in the wild forest, and when she looked around, an old woman was standing near her who said, “My child, what have you done? Why did you not leave the twelve white flowers growing? They were your brothers, who are now forevermore changed into ravens.”


The maiden said, weeping, “Is there no way of saving them?”


“No,” said the woman, “there is but one in the whole world, and that is so hard that you will not succeed at it, for you must be dumb for seven years, and may not speak or laugh, and if you speak one single word, and only an hour of the seven years is wanting, all is in vain, and your brothers will be killed by the one word.”


Then said the maiden in her heart, “I know with certainty that I shall set my brothers free,” and went and sought a high tree and she sat spinning, and she neither spoke nor laughed. Now it so happened that a king was hunting in the forest, who had a great greyhound which ran to the tree on which the maiden was sitting, and sprang about it, whining, and barking at her. Then the King came by and saw the beautiful King’s daughter with the golden star on her brow, and was so charmed with her beauty that he called to ask her if she would be his wife. She made no answer, but nodded a little with her head. So he climbed up the tree himself, carried her down, placed her on his horse, and took her home. Then the wedding was solemnized with great magnificence and rejoicing, but the bride neither spoke nor smiled.


When they had lived happily together for a few years, the King’s mother, who was a wicked woman, began to slander the young Queen, and said to the King, “This is a common beggar girl whom you have brought back with you. Who knows what impious tricks she practices secretly! Even if she is dumb, and not able to speak, she still might laugh for once; but those who do not laugh have bad consciences.” At first the King would not believe it, but the old woman urged this so long, and accused her of so many evil things, that at last the King let himself be persuaded and sentenced her to death.


And now a great fire was lighted in the courtyard in which she was to be burnt, and the King stood above at the window and looked on with tearful eyes, because he still loved her so much. And when she was bound fast to the stake, and the fire was licking at her clothes with its red tongue, the last instant of the seven years expired. Then a whirring sound was heard in the air, and twelve ravens came flying towards the place, and sank downwards, and when they touched the earth they were her twelve brothers, whom she had saved. They tore the fire asunder, extinguished the flames, set their dear sister free, and kissed and embraced her. And now as she dared to open her mouth and speak, she told the King why she had been dumb, and had never laughed. The King rejoiced when he heard that she was innocent, and they all lived in great unity until their death. The wicked stepmother was taken before the judge, and put into a barrel filled with boiling oil and venomous snakes, and died an evil death.
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The Pack of Ragamuffins


The cock once said to the hen, “It is now the time when our nuts are ripe, so let us go to the hill together and for once eat our fill before the squirrel takes them all away.”


“Yes,” replied the hen, “come, we will have some pleasure together.”


Then they went away to the hill, and because it was a bright day they stayed till evening. Now I do not know whether it was that they had eaten till they were too fat, or whether they had become proud, but they would not go home on foot, and the cock had to build a little carriage of nut shells. When it was ready, the little hen seated herself in it and said to the cock, “You can just harness yourself to it.”


“Ha, I like that!” said the cock, “I would rather go home on foot than let myself be harnessed to it; no, that is not our bargain. I do not mind being coachman and sitting on the box, but I will not drag it myself.”


As they were thus disputing, a duck quacked at them, “You thieving folks, who told you to go to my nut-hill? Well, you shall suffer for it!” and ran with open beak at the cock.


But the cock also was not idle, and fell boldly on the duck, and at last wounded her so with his spurs that she begged for mercy, and willingly let herself be harnessed to the carriage as a punishment. The little cock now seated himself on the box and was coachman, and thereupon they went off in a gallop, with “Duck, go as fast as you can.”


When they had driven a part of the way they met two foot-passengers, a pin and a needle. They cried, “Stop! stop!” and said that it would soon be as dark as pitch, and then they could not go a step further, and that it was so dirty on the road, and asked if they could not get into the carriage for a while. They had been at the tailor’s tavern by the gate, and had stayed too long over the beer. As they were thin and did not take up much room, the cock let them both get in, but they had to promise him and his little hen not to step on their feet. Late in the evening they came to an inn, and as they did not like to go further by night, and as the duck also was not strong on her feet, and fell from one side to the other, they went in. The host at first made many objections, his house was already full, and he thought they could not be very distinguished persons; but at last, as they made pleasant speeches, and told him that he should have the egg which the little hen has laid on the way, and should likewise keep the duck, which laid one every day, he at length said that they might stay the night. And now they had themselves well served, and they feasted and caroused. Early in the morning, when day was breaking, and everyone was asleep, the cock awoke the hen, brought the egg, pecked it open, and they ate it together, but they threw the shell on the hearth. Then they went to the needle which was still asleep, took it by the head and stuck it into the cushion of the landlord’s chair, and put the pin in his towel, and at last without more ado they flew away over the heath. The duck, who liked to sleep in the open air and had stayed in the yard, heard them going away, made herself merry and found a stream, down which she swam, which was a much quicker way of traveling than being harnessed to a carriage.


The host did not get out of bed for two hours after this; he washed himself and wanted to dry himself, then the pin went over his face and made a red streak from one ear to the other. After this he went into the kitchen and wanted to light a pipe, but when he came to the hearth the eggshell darted into his eyes. “This morning everything attacks my head,” said he, and angrily sat down on his grandfather’s chair, but he quickly started up again and cried, “Woe is me,” for the needle had pricked him still worse than the pin, and not in the head. Now he was thoroughly angry, and suspected the guests who had come so late the night before, and when he went and looked about for them, they were gone. Then he made a vow to take no more ragamuffins into his house, for they consume much, pay for nothing, and play mischievous tricks as thanks.
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Little Brother and Little Sister


Little brother took his little sister by the hand and said, “Since our mother died we have had no happiness; our stepmother beats us every day, and if we come near her she kicks us away with her foot. Our meals are the hard crusts of bread that are left over; and the little dog under the table is better off, for she often throws it a nice bit. May Heaven pity us. If our mother only knew! Come, we will go forth together into the wide world.”


They walked the whole day over meadows, fields, and stony places; and when it rained the little sister said, “Heaven and our hearts are weeping together.” In the evening they came to a large forest, and they were so weary with sorrow and hunger and the long walk, that they lay down in a hollow tree and fell asleep.


The next day when they awoke, the sun was already high in the sky, and shone down hot into the tree. Then the brother said, “Sister, I am thirsty; if I knew of a little brook I would go and just take a drink; I think I hear one running.” The brother got up and took the little sister by the hand, and they set off to find the brook.


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


Now when they found a little brook leaping brightly over the stones, the brother was going to drink out of it, but the sister heard how it said as it ran, “Whoever drinks of me will become a tiger; whoever drinks of me will become a tiger.” Then the sister cried, “Pray, dear brother, do not drink, or you will become a wild beast, and tear me to pieces.”


The brother did not drink, although he was so thirsty, but said, “I will wait for the next spring.”


When they came to the next brook the sister heard this also say, “Whoever drinks of me will become a wolf; whoever drinks of me will become a wolf.” Then the sister cried out, “Pray, dear brother, do not drink, or you will become a wolf, and devour me.”


The brother did not drink, and said, “I will wait until we come to the next spring, but then I must drink, say what you like; for my thirst is too great.”


And when they came to the third brook the sister heard how it said as it ran, “Whoever drinks of me will become a deer; whoever drinks of me will become a deer.” The sister said, “Oh, I pray you, dear brother, do not drink, or you will become a deer, and run away from me.” But the brother had knelt down at once by the brook, and had bent down and drunk some of the water, and as soon as the first drops touched his lips he lay there a young deer.


And now the sister wept over her poor bewitched brother, and the little deer wept also, and sat sorrowfully near her. But at last the girl said, “Be quiet, dear little fawn, I will never, never leave you.”


Then she untied her golden garter and put it round the fawn’s neck, and she plucked reeds and wove them into a soft cord. With this she tied the little beast and led it on, and she walked deeper and deeper into the forest.


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


For some time they were alone like this in the wilderness. But it happened that the King of the country held a great hunt in the forest. Then the blasts of the horns, the barking of dogs, and the merry shouts of the huntsmen rang through the trees, and the fawn heard all, and was only too anxious to be there. “Oh,” said he, to his sister, “let me be off to the hunt, I cannot bear it any longer,” and he begged so much that at last she agreed.


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


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


The next day the hunt went on afresh, and when the fawn again heard the bugle-horn, and the ho! ho! of the huntsmen, he had no peace, but said, “Sister, let me out, I must be off.”


His sister opened the door for him, and said, “But you must be here again in the evening and say your password.”


When the King and his huntsmen again saw the young fawn with the golden collar, they all chased him, but he was too quick and nimble for them. This went on for the whole day, but at last by the evening the huntsmen had surrounded him, and one of them wounded him a little in the foot, so that he limped and ran slowly. Then a hunter crept after him to the cottage and heard how he said, “My little sister, let me in,” and saw that the door was opened for him, and was shut again at once. The hunter took notice of it all, and went to the King and told him what he had seen and heard. Then the King said, “Tomorrow we will hunt once more.”


The little sister, however, was dreadfully frightened when she saw that her fawn was hurt. She washed the blood off him, laid herbs on the wound, and said, “Go to your bed, dear fawn, that you may get well again.”


But the wound was so slight that the fawn, next morning, did not feel it any more. And when he again heard the sport outside, he said, “I cannot bear it, I must be there; they shall not find it so easy to catch me.”


The sister cried, and said, “This time they will kill you, and here am I alone in the forest and forsaken by all the world. I will not let you out.”


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


When the King saw him, he said to his huntsmen, “Now chase him all day long till nightfall, but take care that no one does him any harm.”


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


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


The King said, “It shall stay with you as long as you live, and shall want nothing.” Just then he came running in, and the sister again tied him with the cord of reeds, took it in her own hand, and went away with the King from the cottage.


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


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


“Nevermind,” answered the old woman, and comforted her by saying, “when the time comes I shall be ready.”


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


The daughter also was close by, so they carried the weakly Queen into the bathroom, and put her into the bath; then they shut the door and ran away. But in the bathroom they had made a fire of such deadly heat that the beautiful young Queen was soon suffocated.


When this was done the old woman took her daughter, put a nightcap on her head, and laid her in bed in place of the Queen. She gave her too the shape and the look of the Queen, only she could do nothing for the lost eye. But in order that the King might not see it, she was to lie on the side on which she had no eye.


In the evening when he came home and heard that he had a son he was heartily glad, and was going to the bed of his dear wife to see how she was. But the old woman quickly called out, “For your life leave the curtains closed; the Queen ought not to see the light yet, and must have rest.” The King went away, and did not find out that a false Queen was lying in the bed.


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


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


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




                       “How fares my child, how fares my fawn?


                        Twice shall I come, then never more.”





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




                       “How fares my child, how fares my fawn?


                        Once will I come, then never more.”





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


“How fares my child, how fares my fawn? This time I come, then never more.”


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


She answered, “Yes, I am your dear wife,” and at the same moment she received life again, and by God’s grace became fresh, rosy, and full of health.


Then she told the King the evil deed which the wicked witch and her daughter had been guilty of towards her. The King ordered both to be led before the judge, and judgment was delivered against them. The daughter was taken into the forest where she was torn to pieces by wild beasts, but the witch was cast into the fire and miserably burnt. And as soon as she was burnt the fawn changed his shape, and received his human form again, so the sister and brother lived happily together all their lives.
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Rapunzel


There were once a man and a woman who had long in vain wished for a child. At length the woman hoped that God was about to grant her desire. These people had a little window at the back of their house from which a splendid garden could be seen, which was full of the most beautiful flowers and herbs. It was, however, surrounded by a high wall, and no one dared to go into it because it belonged to an enchantress named Dame Gothel, who had great power and was dreaded by all the world. One day the woman was standing by this window and looking down into the garden, when she saw a bed which was planted with the most beautiful rampion (rapunzel), and it looked so fresh and green that she longed for it, and had the greatest desire to eat some. This desire increased every day, and as she knew that she could not get any of it, she quite pined away, and looked pale and miserable. Then her husband was alarmed, and asked, “What ails you, dear wife?”


“Ah,” she replied, “if I can’t get some of the rampion, which is in the garden behind our house, I shall die.”


The man, who loved her, thought, “Sooner than let your wife die, bring her some of the rampion yourself, let it cost you what it will.” In the twilight of the evening, he clambered down over the wall into the garden of the enchantress, hastily clutched a handful of rampion, and took it to his wife. She at once made herself a salad of it, and ate it with much delight. She, however, liked it so much—so very much, that the next day she longed for it three times as much as before. If he was to have any rest, her husband must once more descend into the garden. In the gloom of evening, therefore, he let himself down again; but when he had clambered down the wall he was terribly afraid, for he saw the enchantress standing before him.


“How can you dare,” said she with an angry look, “to descend into my garden and steal my rampion like a thief? You shall suffer for it!”


“Ah,” answered he, “let mercy take the place of justice, I only made up my mind to do it out of necessity. My wife saw your rampion from the window, and felt such a longing for it that she would have died if she had not got some to eat.”


Then the enchantress allowed her anger to be softened, and said to him, “If the case be as you say, I will allow you to take away with you as much rampion as you will, only I make one condition. You must give me the child which your wife will bring into the world; it shall be well treated, and I will care for it like a mother.” The man in his terror consented to everything, and when the woman gave birth, the enchantress appeared at once, gave the child the name of Rapunzel, and took it away with her.


Rapunzel grew into the most beautiful child beneath the sun. When she was twelve years old, the enchantress shut her into a tower, which lay in a forest, and had neither stairs nor door, but quite at the top was a little window. When the enchantress wanted to go in, she placed herself beneath it and cried,




                       “Rapunzel, Rapunzel,


                        Let down your hair to me.”





Rapunzel had magnificent long hair, fine as spun gold, and when she heard the voice of the enchantress she unfastened her braided tresses, wound them round one of the hooks of the window above, and then the hair fell twenty ells down, and the enchantress climbed up by it.


After a year or two, it came to pass that the King’s son rode through the forest and went by the tower. Then he heard a song, which was so charming that he stood still and listened. This was Rapunzel, who in her solitude passed her time in letting her sweet voice resound. The King’s son wanted to climb up to her, and looked for the door of the tower, but none was to be found. He rode home, but the singing had so deeply touched his heart, that every day he went out into the forest and listened to it. Once when he was thus standing behind a tree, he saw that an enchantress came there, and he heard how she cried,




                       “Rapunzel, Rapunzel,


                        Let down your hair.”





Then Rapunzel let down the braids of her hair, and the enchantress climbed up to her. “If that is the ladder by which one mounts, I will at once try my fortune,” said he, and the next day when it began to grow dark, he went to the tower and cried,




                       “Rapunzel, Rapunzel,


                        Let down your hair.”





Immediately the hair fell down and the King’s son climbed up.


At first Rapunzel was terribly frightened when a man such as her eyes had never yet beheld, came to her; but the King’s son began to talk to her quite like a friend, and told her that his heart had been so stirred that it had let him have no rest, and he had been forced to see her. Then Rapunzel lost her fear, and when he asked her if she would take him for her husband, and she saw that he was young and handsome, she thought, “He will love me more than old Dame Gothel does;” and she said yes, and laid her hand in his. She said, “I will willingly go away with you, but I do not know how to get down. Bring with you a skein of silk every time that you come, and I will weave a ladder with it, and when that is ready I will descend, and you will take me on your horse.” They agreed that until that time he should come to her every evening, for the old woman came by day. The enchantress remarked nothing of this, until once Rapunzel said to her, “Tell me, Dame Gothel, how it happens that you are so much heavier for me to draw up than the young King’s son—he is with me in hardly a minute.”


“Ah! you wicked child,” cried the enchantress “What do I hear you say! I thought I had separated you from all the world, and yet you have deceived me.” In her anger she clutched Rapunzel’s beautiful tresses, wrapped them twice round her left hand, seized a pair of scissors with the right, and snip, snap, they were cut off, and the lovely braids lay on the ground. And she was so pitiless that she took poor Rapunzel into a desert where she had to live in great grief and misery.


On the same day that she cast out Rapunzel, the enchantress fastened the braids of hair which she had kept onto the hook of the window, and in the evening when the King’s son came and cried,




                       “Rapunzel, Rapunzel,


                        Let down your hair,”





she let the hair down. The King’s son ascended, but he did not find his dearest Rapunzel above, but the enchantress, who gazed at him with wicked and venomous looks.


“Aha!” she cried mockingly, “You would fetch your dearest, but the beautiful bird sits no longer singing in the nest; the cat has got it, and will scratch out your eyes as well. Rapunzel is lost to you; you will never see her more.” The King’s son was beside himself with pain, and in his despair he leapt down from the tower. He escaped with his life, but the thorns into which he fell pierced his eyes. Then he wandered quite blind about the forest, ate nothing but roots and berries, and did nothing but lament and weep over the loss of his dearest wife. Thus he roamed about in misery for some years, and at length came to the desert where Rapunzel, with the twins to which she had given birth, a boy and a girl, lived in wretchedness. He heard a voice, and it seemed so familiar to him that he went towards it, and when he approached, Rapunzel knew him and embraced him and wept. Two of her tears wetted his eyes and they grew clear again, and he could see with them as before. He led her to his kingdom where he was joyfully received, and they lived for a long time afterwards, happy and contented.
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