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      Introduction

      Suspend disbelief as you enter the fairy tale's fantastical world. This is a land where truculent trolls, wily wizards, warted witches, and perfectly splendid princesses reign. It's a region where fortune arrives in unpredictable ways and evil is gratifyingly defeated.

      Amazing things are the routine in this exotic locale: A slimy frog becomes a handsome prince, a beautiful maiden soars on the back of the North Wind, an itinerant group of animals decides to form a band, and a rebellious pancake runs away from home. Darning needles and kettles come spontaneously to life, and a man the size of a thumb is swallowed by a fish and lives to tell about it.

      This is a world where animals are sometimes craftier than their human masters. With amazing ease, Puss in Boots successfully plots to transform his impoverished master into lord of the land and husband to a princess!

      A lesson or two is also learned along the fairy tales' meandering path. “The Ugly Duckling” offers a gentle reminder to avoid teasing. Knowing your own mind and being true to your ideals is a theme of “What Other People Think.” A naughty boy in “Mr. Miacca” is very nearly eaten by a fearsome giant, convincing the lad to end his mischievous ways. An enchanted fish teaches the dangers of excessive greed in “The Fisherman and His Wife.” In “The Flying Trunk,” when a treasure-filled suitcase comes crashing down, a young boy finds his fate unhappily sealed.

      Enter this land with an open mind. Think of the enchantment-working piper who tells Tattercoats to take good fortune when it comes. Or, consider Dick Whittington, pauper and optimist, whose good faith brings about even greater good fortune than the golden streets of which he so often dreamed.

      *Note to readers: Throughout the book you will find words in bold type. These words have definitions in the glossary at the end of the book.
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      Beauty and the Beast

      
        In “Beauty and the Beast,” a nasty witch casts a spell on a handsome prince and turns him into the wretched Beast. This is a form of enchantment; magic is used to transform something into something else. Enchantment is a common theme in fairy tales. Sometimes handsome princes are turned into warty frogs, beautiful maidens are made ugly, or people or animals are transformed into objects.
      

      
        Can you think of any fairy tales in which a form of enchantment occurs? How is the enchantment broken?
      

      Once upon a time there was a merchant who had three daughters. They lived in a nice house and had many servants. The two eldest daughters were named Marigold and Dressalinda. They weren't particularly nice and they loved to spend money. But Beauty, the youngest, preferred to stay at home with her old father.

      One day, great misfortune befell the merchant, who had made his money in shipping. He found that he was no longer the richest man in the city. Now he was a very poor man. He was left with only a little house in the country where he went to live with his three daughters.

      Marigold and Dressalinda were very angry at becoming so poor, but Beauty's only thought was to cheer on and encourage her old father. The two eldest sisters did nothing but sulk and complain, while Beauty swept the floors and washed the dishes. In this way a whole year passed. Then one day a letter came for the father. He relayed the good news to them. “My dear children,” he said, “at last our luck has turned. This letter says that one of the ships supposedly lost at sea has come safely home to port. If that is so, we need no longer live in poverty. I will go claim my ship. And now tell me, girls, what shall I bring you when I come back?”

      “A bag of gold and silver,” said Marigold, filled with greed.

      “I want fancy new clothes,” said Dressalinda.

      “And what shall I bring for you, Beauty?” asked the father.

      “Oh, I don't know. I think I would like a rose,” said Beauty.

      The merchant looked at his daughter. “But Beauty, you can have anything. Are you sure that's all you want?”

      “Well, we don't have any roses around here, and I do miss the gardens of our old place.”

      Full of hope, the merchant went to the city. But when he got there, he found that he'd been tricked. No ship of his had come into harbor. With a sad heart, he began the journey home again. He was tired and miserable. He was almost home when he saw a light in the forest. He decided to make his way toward the light. He expected to find a cottage, but as he drew near the light he saw a beautiful castle! He knocked at the gates, but no one answered. So he went in on his own.

      There was a big fire in the hall, and when the merchant had warmed up, he looked to see if anyone was home. Behind the first door he opened was a snug room with supper set for one. By this time, he was so hungry that he sat and ate a giant meal.

      Once again the merchant started to look for the people who lived in the castle. He opened another door, but there he saw only a bed. He was so tired that he tumbled into the bed and went right to sleep.

      When he woke up in the morning, the old man had something else to be happy about. By the bed were clothes with his name stitched on the pockets. He put them on and went down to the garden. It was full of lush roses: red and white and pink and yellow. As the merchant looked at them, he remembered Beauty's wish.
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      So he picked the biggest, brightest red rose within his reach.

      As the stalk snapped in his fingers, he started back in terror, for he had heard an angry roar. The next minute a dreadful beast sprang upon him. It was taller than any man and uglier than any animal, but, most dreadful of all, it spoke to him with a man's voice. “Ungrateful wretch!” said the beast. “Have I not fed you, lodged you, and clothed you? And you repay my hospitality by stealing the only thing I care for, my roses!”

      “Please forgive me!” cried the man.

      “No,” said the beast, “you must die!” The poor merchant fell upon his knees and tried to think of something to say to soften the heart of the cruel beast. At last he said, “Sir, I only took this rose because when I offered my youngest daughter anything in the world, she wished for a rose.”

      “Tell me about your daughter,” said the beast.

      “She is the dearest and kindest child in the world,” said the old merchant. “Oh, what will my children do without me?”

      “You should have thought of that before you stole the rose,” said the beast. “However, if one of your daughters loves you well enough to suffer instead of you, she may. Go back and tell them what has happened to you. But in three months' time, either you or one of your daughters must return, or I will come for all of you.”

      Believing the beast must have magical powers, the merchant agreed. He thought that this would at least allow him three more months with his daughters.

      Then the beast said, “You will not go empty-handed.”

      So the merchant followed him back into the palace. There, on the floor of the hall, lay a great and beautiful chest of wrought silver.

      With a heavy heart, the merchant went away. But as he went through the palace gate, the beast called to him that he had forgotten Beauty's rose.

      When the merchant arrived home, Beauty ran to meet him at the door of their cottage. He placed the rose in her hand.

      “Take it, my child,” he said, “and cherish it, for it has cost your poor father his life.” And with that he sat down and told his daughters the whole story.

      “No,” said Beauty, “it is my life that shall be sacrificed. When the three months are over, I shall go to the beast. He may kill me if he will, but he will never hurt my father.”

      At the end of the three months, Beauty set out for the beast's palace. Her father went with her, to show her the way. As before, he saw the lights shining through the wood. He knocked and rang in vain at the great gate. Again the door was open, so he led Beauty in and they warmed themselves at the fire in the big hall. Once more he found the little room with the supper that made them hungry just to look at it. Only this time the table was laid for two. The next moment the beast came into the room. Beauty screamed and clung to her father.

      “Don't be frightened,” said the beast gently. “Tell me, do you come here of your own free will?”

      “Yes,” said Beauty, trembling.

      Quivering, the merchant spoke up, “I … I can't let this happen. If anyone is to be punished, it should be me.”

      The beast did not even look at the merchant. “Go now,” he said, “I will give your daughter time to change her mind. If she does so, you will be sent for.”

      Left alone when her father returned home to her sisters, Beauty tried not to feel frightened. She ran here and there through the palace, and found it more beautiful than anything she had ever imagined.

      The most beautiful set of rooms had the words “Beauty's Rooms” written over the doors. Inside, Beauty found books and music, canary-birds and Persian cats, and everything that could be thought of to make the time pass pleasantly.

      That night, when Beauty sat down to supper, the beast came in.

      “May I have supper with you?” said he.

      “If you like,” said Beauty.

      So the beast sat down to supper with her. When it was finished, he said: “I am very ugly, Beauty. The only name I now go by is Beast. But I love you. Will you marry me?”

      “No, Beast,” said Beauty gently. Poor Beast sighed and went away. Every night the same thing happened. He ate his supper with her and then asked her if she would marry him. She always replied, “No, Beast.”

      One day, she saw in a magic mirror that her father was ill. That night she said to the beast, “Dear Beast, you are so good to me. Will you let me go home to see my father? He is ill, and he thinks that I am dead. Do let me go and cheer him up, and I will return to you.”

      “Very well,” said the beast kindly, “but don't stay away more than a week. If you do, I shall die of grief, because I love you so dearly. Put on this ruby ring and you will be transported to your father's house.”

      So in the morning, when she awoke, Beauty found herself at her father's house. The old man was beside himself with joy to see her. But her sisters did not welcome her, and when they heard how kind the beast was to her, they envied her for living in a beautiful palace.

      “I wish we had gone,” said Marigold. “Beauty always gets the best of everything.”

      “Tell us all about your grand palace,” said Dressalinda.

      Thinking it would amuse them to hear, Beauty told them everything, and their envy increased day by day.

      At last Dressalinda said to Marigold, “She has promised to return in a week. If we could only make her forget the day, the beast might be angry and kill her. Then there would be a chance for us.”

      So on the day before Beauty ought to have gone back, her sisters put some poppy juice in a cup of wine, which they gave her. This made her so sleepy that she slept for two whole days and nights. At the end of that time her sleep grew troubled. She dreamed that she saw the beast lying dead among his roses. She woke up so frightened that she immediately put on the ruby ring and found herself back at the beast's palace. She looked for the beast but could not find him.

      Then she ran through the gardens, calling his name again and again. Still there was silence.

      Then she remembered her dream and ran to the rose garden. There lay the poor beast without any sign of life in him.

      Beauty flung herself on her knees beside him. “Oh, dear Beast,” she cried, “are you really dead? Then I, too, will die, for I cannot live without you.”
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      Immediately the beast opened his eyes, sighed, and said, “Beauty, will you marry me?”

      And Beauty, beside herself with joy when she found that he was still alive, answered, “Yes, yes, dear Beast, for I love you dearly.”

      At these words the rough fur dropped to the ground, and in place of the beast, there stood a handsome Prince, dressed as if for a wedding. He knelt at Beauty's feet and clasped her hands.

      “Dear Beauty,” he said, “nothing but your love could have disenchanted me. A witch turned me into a beast and condemned me to remain one until some fair and good maiden should love me well enough to marry me, in spite of my ugliness. Now, dear one, the enchantment is broken. Let us go back to my palace.” There, the Prince whispered to one of his attendants, who went out and in a very little time came back with Beauty's father and sisters.

      The sisters were cursed and changed into statues. They were set out to stand at the right and left of the palace gates until their hearts softened and they felt sorry for their unkindness to their sister. But Beauty, happily married to her Prince, went secretly to the statues every day and wept over them.

      Her tears softened their stony hearts. The sisters were changed into flesh and blood again, and were good and kind for the rest of their lives.

      The merchant remained ill for a long time. But the good care he received in the palace, as well as the joy of having all his daughters well and happy again, allowed him to recover and regain prosperity.

      And Beauty and the Beast, who was no longer a beast but a handsome Prince, lived happily ever after in a beautiful land where dreams come true.

    

  
    
      

      
      Bluebeard

      Once upon a time, there lived a very powerful and rich man, the owner of estates, farms, and a magnificent castle. He was called Bluebeard. It was a nickname given to him because he had a long black beard that glimmered blue. He was very handsome and considered throughout the land to be quite charming, but he also made people feel a bit nervous.

      Bluebeard often went away to wage war; when he did, he left his wife in charge of the castle.

      He had had many wives, all young, pretty, and of royal blood. As bad luck would have it, though, they all died, one after the other. So Bluebeard found himself in the position of getting married again and again.

      “Sire,” someone would ask now and again, “what did your wives die of?”

      “Oh, my friend,” Bluebeard would answer, “one died of smallpox, one of a hidden sickness, another of a high fever, and still another of a terrible infection. It's been most unfortunate. They're all buried in the castle chapel.”

      Nobody found anything strange about that. Nor did the sweet and beautiful young girl whom Bluebeard took next as a wife. She went to the castle with her sister Anna, who said, “Aren't you lucky marrying a lord like Bluebeard?”

      “He really is very nice, and when you're up quite close, his beard doesn't look as blue as they say!” said the bride, and the two sisters giggled.

      A month later, Bluebeard had the carriage brought to the front of his castle. He said to his wife, “Darling, I must leave you for a few weeks. But keep cheerful during that time. Invite whomever you like and look after the castle. Here,” he added, handing his bride a bunch of keys, “you'll need these — the keys to the safe, the armory, and the library. Oh, and this one, which opens all the room doors. Now, this little key here” — he pointed to a key that was much smaller than the others — “opens the little room at the end of the great ground floor corridor. You may go wherever you want, open any door you like, but not this one! Is that quite clear?” repeated Bluebeard. “Nobody at all is allowed to enter that little room.

      “Don't worry,” said Bluebeard's wife as she took the keys, “I'll do as you say.”

      After a big hug, Bluebeard got into his carriage and went on his way.

      The days passed. The young girl invited her friends to the castle and showed them all the rooms except the one at the end of the corridor. “Why shouldn't I see inside the little room? Why? Why is it forbidden?” she asked herself. Well, she thought about it so much that she was bursting with curiosity. One day she just had to open the door and walk into the little room.

      There, she found something too horrible to imagine. It was a list of Bluebeard's wives and the poisons he had used to kill them all! Terror-stricken, the girl ran out of the room, but the bunch of keys slipped from her grasp. She picked them up without a glance and hurried to her room, her heart thumping wildly in her chest.

      So that is what had happened to Bluebeard's other wives!

      The girl finally gathered her composure. That is when she noticed that one of the keys — the very key to the little room — was stained with fresh ink from the book.

      “I must wipe it clean before my husband comes back!”she said to herself. But try as she would, the ink stain wouldn't wash away. She washed, she scrubbed, and she rinsed — all without results.
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      That very evening, Bluebeard came home to find his wife — as you can imagine — very upset! Bluebeard did not ask his wife for the keys, but he said, “You look a little upset, darling. Has anything nasty happened?”

      “Oh, no! No!”

      “Are you sorry I came back so soon?”

      “Oh, no! I'm delighted!” But that night, the bride didn't sleep a wink.

      The next day, Bluebeard said, “Darling, give me back the keys,” and his wife hurriedly did so. Bluebeard remarked, “There's one missing, the key to the little room!”

      “Is there?” said the young girl shaking. “I must have left it in my room!”

      “All right, go and get it.” As she put the key in his hand, Bluebeard turned white and, in a deep hoarse voice, demanded, “Why is this key stained with ink?”

      “I don't know,” stammered his wife.

      “You know very well!” he retorted. “You went into the little room, didn't you? Now you must die!”

      “Oh no! I pray you!”

      “You must die!” he repeated. Just then, there was a knock at the door, and Anna, the wife's sister, entered the castle.

      “Good morning,” she said, “you seem rather pale.”

      “Not at all, we're quite well,” replied Bluebeard.

      His wife whispered in his ear, “Please, please give me ten minutes to live!”

      Bluebeard replied, “Not more than ten!”

      The girl ran to her sister Anna, who had gone up to one of the towers and asked her, “Anna, do you see our brothers coming? They promised they would come and see me today!”

      But Anna replied, “No, I don't see anyone. What's wrong? You look upset.”

      “Anna, please,” said the shaken girl, “look again! Are you sure you can't see someone?”

      “No,” said her sister, “only one or two peasants.”

      Just then the voice of Bluebeard boomed up to them. “Wife, your time is up! Come here!”

      “I'm coming!” she called, but then said to her sister, “Oh Anna, aren't our brothers coming?”

      “No,” replied Anna.

      Again Bluebeard shouted, “Come down at once! Or I'll come up!”

      Trembling like a leaf, his wife went downstairs. Bluebeard was clutching a glass filled with a bubbling potion.
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      “Sister, I can see two horsemen coming!” called out Anna from the tower at that very moment. Bluebeard made a horrible face. “Then they too will die!”

      His wife begged, “Please, please don't kill me. I'll never tell anyone what I saw! I'll never say a word!”

      “Yes, you'll never say a word for eternity!” snarled Bluebeard, raising the glass of poison to her lips.

      The poor girl screamed, “Have pity on me!”

      But he fiercely replied, “No! You must die!” Just as he was about to force her to drink the poison, two young men burst into the room: a dragoon and a musketeer, the wife's brothers. Drawing their swords, they leaped toward Bluebeard. He tried to flee up the stairs but was caught and killed. And that was the end of the sad story. The young widow, some time later, married a good and honest young man, who helped her to forget her terrible adventure.

    

  
    
      

      
      Cap o' Rushes

      Once upon a time there was a very rich gentleman who had three daughters. One day, he thought he'd find out how much they loved him. So he said to the first, “How much do you love me, my dear?”

      “Why,” she said, “as much as I love life itself.”

      “That's good,” he said.

      Then he said to the second, “How much do you love me, my dear?”

      “Why,” she said, “better than all of the world.”

      Finally, he said to the third, “How much do you love me, my dear?”

      “Why, I love you as fresh meat loves salt,” she said.

      This answer infuriated him.

      “You don't love me at all,” he said, “you can't live in this house anymore.”

      So she went away a great distance until she came to a fen. There she gathered some rushes and made them into a cloak with a hood to cover her from head to foot and to hide her fancy clothes. Then she continued on until she came to a grand house.

      “Do you want a maid?” she asked.

      “No,” the servants answered.

      “I don't have anywhere to go,” she said, “and I don't need any money. I'll do any sort of work.”

      “Okay,” they said, “You can wash all of the dishes.” So she stayed and washed the pots and scraped the saucepans and did all of the dirty work. Because she gave no name, they called her Cap o' Rushes.

      One day there was to be a great dance nearby, and the servants went. They invited her too, but Cap o' Rushes said she was too tired to go.

      But when everyone else had gone, she took off her cloak, cleaned herself up, and went to the dance. And no one was as beautifully dressed as she.

      Well, who should be at the dance but her master's son. He fell in love with her the minute he set eyes on her. He wouldn't dance with anyone else.

      But before the dance was done, Cap o' Rushes crept off home and put her cloak back on. When the other maids came back, she pretended to be asleep.

      The next morning they said to her, “You missed something grand!”

      “What was that?” she asked.

      “The most beautiful lady you'll ever see, dressed in the fanciest clothes. The young master, he never took his eyes off her.”

      “Well, I should have liked to have seen her,” said Cap o' Rushes.

      “There's to be another dance this evening, and perhaps she'll be there.”

      But Cap o' Rushes said she was too tired to go with them to the dance. Once they had gone, though, she took off he cloak once again and cleaned herself, and away she went to the dance.

      The master's son had been hoping to see her. He danced with no one else and never took his eyes off her. But, before the dance was over, she crept away. When the maids came back, she pretended to be asleep.
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      The next day they said to her again, “Well, Cap o' Rushes, you should have been there to see the lady. The young master never took his eyes off her.”

      “Well,” she said, “I should liked to have seen her.”

      They said, “There's a dance again this evening. You must go with us, for she's sure to be there.”

      That evening, Cap o' Rushes said she was too tired to go. But when they had gone, she took off her cloak, cleaned herself, and away she went to the dance.

      The master's son was so happy when he saw her. When she wouldn't tell him her name, or where she came from, he gave her a ring and told her if he didn't see her again he would die.

      Before the dance was over, she slipped off. When the maids came home, she pretended to be asleep with her cap o' rushes on.

      The next day they said to her, “There, Cap o' Rushes, you didn't come last night, and now you won't see the lady, for there's no more dances.”

      “That's too bad,” she said.

      The master's son tried every way to find out where the lady had gone, but he had no luck. Finally, he took ill to his bed because he was so lovesick.

      “Make some porridge for the young master,” the maids said to the cook. “He's dying for the love of the lady.”

      The cook had started making the porridge when Cap o' Rushes came in.

      “What are you doing?” she asked.

      “I'm going to make some porridge for the young master,” said the cook, “for he's dying for love of the lady.”

      “Let me make it,” said Cap o' Rushes.

      The cook wouldn't agree at first, but at last she said yes. And Cap o' Rushes made the porridge. When it had finished cooking, she slipped the ring into it before the cook took it upstairs.

      The young man ate the porridge and then saw the ring at the bottom of the bowl.

      “Who made this porridge?” he asked the cook.

      “I did,” said the cook, lying because she was frightened.

      “No, you didn't,” he said. “Tell me who made it!”

      “Well, then, it was Cap o' Rushes,” the cook said.

      “Send her here,” he said.

      When Cap o' Rushes came, he asked, “Did you make my porridge?”

      “Yes, I did,” she said.

      “Where did you get this ring?” he asked.

      “From the person who gave it to me,” she said. And she took off her cap o' rushes, and there she was in her beautiful clothes.

      Well, the master's son quickly got well, and they were to be married right away. It was to be a very grand wedding. Cap o' Rushes's father was asked. But she had never told anybody who she was.

      Before the wedding, she went to the cook, and said, “I want you to dress every dish without a bit of salt.”

      “That'll be rather nasty,” said the cook.

      “That doesn't matter,” she replied.

      The wedding day came and they were married. After the ceremony, all of the guests sat down to eat. When they tried the meat, it was so tasteless they couldn't eat it. Cap o' Rushes's father tried first one dish, then another, and then burst out crying.

      “What is the matter?” asked the master's son.

      “I had a daughter and when I asked her how much she loved me, she said, ‘As much as fresh meat loves salt.’ I kicked her out of the house, for I thought she didn't love me. Now I see she loved me best of all. She may be dead for all I know.”

      “No, Father, here she is!” said Cap o' Rushes. And she went up to him, put her arms around him, and gave him a giant bear hug.

      And they were all happy forever after.

    

  
    
      

      
      Cinderella

      Once upon a time, there was a beautiful girl named Cinderella, who lived with her two stepsisters and stepmother. The stepmother didn't like Cinderella and frequently nagged and scolded her. She made Cinderella do all of the housework.

      She had to do all the laundry, all the dishes, and all the cleaning and scrubbing and mending and washing. Despite all this hard work, and the ragged dress she was forced to wear, Cinderella remained kind and optimistic.

      One day, it was announced that the king had decided to give a ball in honor of his son, the prince. Invitations were sent out to all the young, unmarried girls in the kingdom. Cinderella and her two stepsisters were invited.

      Immediately, the stepmother began purchasing fancy gowns for her daughters, hoping the prince would fall in love with one of them.

      Cinderella, of course, was put to work altering the gowns, taking up the hems, and letting out the waists (for her stepsisters were a bit plump).

      “Oh, Cinderella,” teased the older stepsister, “wouldn't you like to come to the ball?”

      Cinderella turned away so her stepsisters wouldn't see the tears in her eyes.

      Both stepsisters looked at each other and laughed merrily at the thought of their dirty servant stepsister standing in rags at the ball.

      At last the stepsisters were ready, and their carriage pulled up before the front door. Cinderella waved and watched the carriage roll down the street until it was completely out of sight. Then the poor girl burst into tears.

      “Why are you crying, child?” said a voice.

      Cinderella looked down and saw a tiny, sparkling woman no larger than a teacup standing on the table. “Who are you?” the teary-eyed girl asked.

      “I am your Fairy Godmother,” said the little woman. “Why are you so sad?”

      But Cinderella was too sad to respond.

      “You wish you could go to the ball?” The Fairy Godmother finally asked.

      “Yes,” wept Cinderella. “But I am too poor and ugly, everyone would laugh.”

      “Nonsense,” laughed the fairy. “You are beautiful and kind and have all you need. I'll just give you a little help.”

      “Okay,” Cinderella said.

      “First, we'll need a pumpkin,” said the little fairy.

      Cinderella brought a pumpkin in from the garden, and the Fairy Godmother gently touched it with her wand. Instantly the pumpkin was transformed into a jeweled coach.

      Next, her wand transformed mice into prancing horses to draw the carriage. Some frogs became footmen, and two rats became the coachman and the coach driver.

      “Now,” said the Fairy Godmother, “you have your carriage. We must see to your gown.” She touched Cinderella with her wand. Instantly the ragged dress became a stunning white gown of silk, with beads and pearls and diamonds glittering everywhere. On her feet were a pair of glass slippers, the most beautiful shoes Cinderella had ever seen.

      “Now, go to the ball,” said the Fairy Godmother. “But be sure to leave before midnight. At the last stroke of midnight, the coach will be a pumpkin again, the horses will become mice, the coachmen rats, and the footmen will be frogs. And,” she added, “your gown will turn back into rags.”

      When Cinderella arrived to the ball, the prince hurried to greet her. He gave her his hand and led her into the great hall.
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      When the two made their entrance, the crowd fell silent. So beautiful a pair was the prince and the strange girl that no one could say a word.

      Then, Cinderella and the prince began to waltz.

      “What a fine dancer she is,” said the stepmother, not recognizing the young girl.

      “Her dress is better than mine,” sulked the older stepsister.

      “Her shoes are nicer than mine,” hissed the younger one.

      “Quiet, you two,” snarled the stepmother.

      The hours passed like minutes. Cinderella danced and talked with the prince. Then the clock sounded the hour of twelve. Terrified that she might be discovered, she had time only to kiss the prince softly on the cheek. She rushed down the steps, hopped into her coach, and was gone.

      Cinderella ran away so quickly that she didn't even realize one of her slippers had fallen off. It was picked up by the prince who had turned to follow the girl whose name he hadn't even learned.

      Just as they were out of sight of the palace, the coach and horses and coachmen and footmen changed back into a pumpkin and rats and mice and frogs.

      Next day, a proclamation was issued that the prince himself would be visiting every house in the town to find the owner of the missing glass slipper.

      The prince tried the slipper on all the other princesses and duchesses in the court, but none of their feet could fit into it. He then began going to the houses of everyone in the kingdom.

      The two stepsisters knew that he would arrive soon. They fluttered and twittered about until the stepmother shouted for them to calm down.

      The doorbell rang. “Open the door for the prince.”

      “Welcome,Your Highness,” giggled the first stepsister.

      The prince frowned, but he asked the two girls to remove their shoes.

      The stepsisters tried to make the shoe fit. They shoved and pried and pushed and squeezed and shoved again, but the slipper would not fit.

      At last, Cinderella peeked around the corner. “May I try?” she asked meekly.

      “You?” scoffed the stepmother.

      “That's just the cleaning girl,” said the older stepsister.

      “Let her try,” said the prince.

      Cinderella sat down in the chair, and the prince lifted the slipper to her foot. It fit beautifully.

      “Are you my Princess?” the prince asked.

      “I am,” Cinderella said happily.

      “She can't be!” cried the stepmother.

      “Impossible!” shouted the two stepsisters.
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      From her pocket, Cinderella pulled the other glass slipper and put it on.

      The prince took Cinderella's hand and led her off to the palace, where they were married in splendor and lived happily ever after.

      The stepsisters and stepmother still live together in a rather unkempt home.

    

  
    
      

      
      The Donkey

      Once upon a time there lived a king and a queen who were very rich and had everything they wanted, except for one thing — they had no children. The queen wept day and night, unable to think about anything else.

      One day, though, their wish was granted and they had a child. This was an unusual child, though, for it did not look like a human but like a little donkey.

      When the mother saw her baby, she began to cry bitterly. She said she would far rather have had no child at all than have a donkey. She wanted to throw it into the water so the fish could eat it. But the king said, “No, God has sent him, and he shall be my son and heir. After my death, he shall sit on the royal throne and wear my crown.”

      So, the donkey was spared. As he grew, his ears grew high and straight. He was a cheerful sort, often jumping about and playing. He especially liked music. He went to a famous musician and said, “Teach me your art so I may play the lute as well as you do.”

      “Oh,” answered the musician, “that would be very hard for you because your fingers are not quite suited to it. They are far too big. I am afraid the strings would not last.”

      But the donkey wouldn't take no for an answer. He was determined to play the lute. And since he was willing to work hard and practice every day, he learned to play as well as the master himself.

      One day the young donkey was out walking and came to a well. He looked into it and in the mirror-clear water saw his reflection. He was so upset that he went out into the wide world, taking with him only one faithful companion. They traveled up and down, and at last they came to a kingdom where an old king reigned. The king had an incredibly beautiful daughter.

      The donkey knocked at the gate. When the gate was not opened, he sat down, took out his lute, and played it in the most delightful manner with his two front feet. The gatekeeper opened his eyes, gasped, and ran to the king, saying, “Outside by the gate sits a young donkey that plays the lute as well as an experienced master.”

      “Then let the musician come to me,” said the king. But when the donkey came in, everyone began to laugh at the lute-player. Later the donkey was asked to sit down and eat with the servants, but he said, “I am no common stable-donkey. I am a noble one.”

      Then the servants said, “If that is what you are, seat yourself with the soldiers.”

      “No,” said he, “I will sit by the king.”

      The king smiled and said good-humoredly, “It shall be as you like. How does my daughter please you?”

      The donkey turned his head toward her and said, “I like her above measure. I have never yet seen anyone so beautiful.”

      “Well, then, you shall sit next to her too,” said the king.
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      “That is exactly what I wish,” said the donkey and placed himself by her side. He ate and drank and used good manners. When the donkey had stayed a long time, he thought, “What good does all this do me? I shall still have to go home again.” He let his head hang sadly and went to the king and told him he was going home.

      But the king had grown fond of him. He said, “Why are you sad? I will give you what you want. Do you want gold?”

      “No,” said the donkey.

      “Do you want jewels and fancy clothes?”

      “No.”

      “Do you wish for half my kingdom.”

      “No.”

      “Then,” said the king, “would you like to marry my daughter?”

      “Yes,” said the donkey, “I would like that.”

      So a splendid wedding was held. In the evening, before the bride and bridegroom were led into their bedroom, the king ordered a servant to hide himself in the chamber and report back on how the donkey behaved toward his daughter.

      When the newlyweds were finally inside their room, the bridegroom bolted the door, looked around, and — as he believed that they were quite alone — suddenly threw off his donkey's skin. He stood before his bride in the form of a handsome royal youth.

      “Now,” he said, “you see who I am and that I am not unworthy of you.”

      Then the bride was glad and kissed him, and loved him.

      In the morning, he put on his donkey's skin again. Soon he saw the old king.

      “Oh,” cried the king, “so the little donkey is already up. But surely you are sad,” he said to his daughter, “that you don't have a proper man for your husband.”

      “Oh, no, dear Father, I love him as if he were the most handsome man in the world.”

      The king was surprised until the servant who had concealed himself came and revealed everything to him.

      The king said, “That cannot be true.”

      “Then watch yourself the next night, and you will see it with your own eyes. If you were to take his skin away and throw it into the fire, he would be forced to show his true form.”

      “Your advice is good,” said the king. That night the king stole into their room. When he got to the bed, he saw by the light of the moon a noble-looking youth lying there, and the skin stretched out on the ground. So the king took the skin away. He had a great fire started outside and he threw the skin into it, remaining by the fire until the skin had burned to ash. But since the king was anxious to know how the young man would behave when he found out, he stayed awake the whole night and watched.

      When the youth woke up and went to put on his skin, he could not find it anywhere. He was alarmed and decided to escape. But when he got outside, there stood the king, who said, “My son, where are you running to? Stay here. You are such a handsome man; you shall not go away from me. I will now give you half my kingdom, and after my death you shall have the whole of it.”

      And so the young man stayed, and they all lived in splendor and happiness.

    

  
    
      

      
      The Flea

      Once upon a time a flea bit the king of High-Hill. The flea used such incredible acrobatic tricks to accomplish this feat that the king couldn't bear to kill him.

      So he put the flea into a bottle and fed it every day. At the end of seven months, this remarkable flea had grown bigger than a sheep. The king then had the flea's skin removed and issued a statement that whoever could identify the skin could marry the princess.

      As soon as this decree was made, people came from all over the countryside to try their luck. One said that it belonged to an ape, another to a lynx, a third to a crocodile. The crowds guessed and guessed, but not one person got it right.

      Eventually, though, an ogre, who was the ugliest being in the world, came to try his luck at this guessing contest. No sooner had he turned the skin around and smelled it than he instantly guessed the truth, saying, “This skin belongs to the king of fleas.”

      Now the king saw that the ogre had guessed correctly, and so he ordered his daughter Petunia to be called. Petunia was so beautiful that you would never tire of looking at her. The king said to her, “My daughter, you know who I am. I cannot go back on my promise whether it is to a king or a beggar. Who would ever have imagined that the ogre would guess correctly! Have patience then and do not argue with me. My heart tells me that you will be happy, for sometimes rich treasures are found inside a rough earthen jar.”

      When Petunia heard this, her face turned pale and she burst into tears. She said to her father, “What crime have I committed that I should be punished like this! How have I ever behaved badly toward you that I should be given up to this monster?”

      Petunia was going to say more when the king exclaimed, “Please, do not be angry. Sometimes appearances deceive.”

      Poor Petunia, seeing she had no choice in the matter, took the hand of the ogre, who dragged her off, without any servants, to his house in the forest, a rather dismal and gloomy place.

      Petunia felt deep despair.

      For dinner she had nothing but peas; dessert consisted of parched beans. When the ogre saw that she was still hungry, he said, “I have been invited to a wild boar hunt and will bring you home a couple of boars. We'll make a grand feast with our relations and celebrate the wedding.” So saying he went into the forest.

      Now as Petunia stood weeping at the window, an old woman passed by. Famished, she begged for some food.

      “Oh, my good woman,” said Petunia, “I am in the power of the ogre who brings me home nothing but peas and dry beans. I have a miserable life and yet I am the daughter of a king and have been brought up in luxury.”

      And so saying she began to cry.

      The old woman's heart softened at this sight, and she said to Petunia, “Don't worry, my pretty girl. Do not spoil your beauty with crying, for you have met with luck. I can help you. Listen, now. I have seven sons who, you see, are giants: Mase, Nardo, Cola, Micco, Petrullo, Ascaddeo, and Ceccone. They all have special talents. For Mase, every time he lays his ear to the ground, he hears all that is passing within thirty miles. Every time Nardo washes his hands, he makes a great sea of soapsuds. Every time Cola throws a bit of iron on the ground, he makes a field of sharp razors. Whenever Micco flings down a little stick, a tangled forest springs up. If Petrullo lets fall a drop of water, it makes a terrible river. When Ascaddeo wishes a strong tower to spring up, he has only to throw a stone. And Ceccone shoots so straight with the crossbow that he can hit a hen's eye a mile off. Now with the help of my sons, who are all courteous and friendly, I will free you from the ogre.”

      “No time better than now,” replied Petunia.

      “It cannot be this evening,” replied the old woman, “for I live a long way off. But I promise you that tomorrow morning my sons and I will come and help you out of your trouble.”

      Then, the old woman departed. Petunia went to rest with a light heart and slept soundly all night.

      At morning's first light the woman and her seven children appeared. They gathered Petunia in their arms and started to carry her away. But they had not gone even half a mile when Mase put his ear to the ground and cried, “Oh, no! I hear the ogre chasing us. He wants Petunia back!”

      No sooner did Nardo hear this than he washed his hands and made a sea of soapsuds. When the ogre saw all the suds, he ran home and fetched a sack of sand. He threw the sand about, using it for traction on the slippery ground. This time, Cola flung a piece of iron on the ground and instantly a field of sharp razors sprang up. When the ogre saw the path, he ran home to put on his iron suit, which covered him from head to foot. Then he returned and crossed over the razors.
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      But Micco was ready with his little stick. In an instant he caused a terrible wood to rise up, so thick that it was hard to get through. When the ogre came to this dense forest, he grabbed a knife and began to cut down the trees. With four or five strokes, he had laid the whole forest on the ground.

      Then, Petrullo took water from a little fountain, sprinkled it on the ground, and in a twinkling of an eye a large river rose. When the ogre saw this new obstacle, he jumped in and swam across the river with his clothes piled upon his head.

      “Never fear,” said Ascaddeo, “I will soon settle this ugly ragamuffin.” He flung a pebble onto the ground and instantly a tower rose up in which they all hid. When the ogre saw that they had gotten into so safe a place, he ran home, got a ladder, and carried it back on his shoulder to the tower.

      The ogre planted his ladder on the ground and began to climb. But Ceccone, taking aim at him, shot out one of his eyes, and laid him at full length on the ground, like a pear dropped from a tree. Then Ceccone climbed out of the tower and cut off the ogre's head. With great joy, they took the head to the king, who was overjoyed to see his daughter again.

      Soon after, Petunia was married to a handsome prince. And the seven sons and their mother were given huge bags of gold for their role in saving the beautiful Petunia.

    

  
    
      

      
      The Frog Prince

      
        Breaking enchantments is not an easy business. In “The Frog Prince,” a beautiful princess must be persuaded to kiss a wet, slimy frog. Would you be able to kiss a frog or fall in love with the beast? Or would the Frog Prince be destined to live his life hopping from lily pad to lily pad?
      

      Once upon a time, there was a princess who loved to play with her golden ball. She couldn't wait to throw the ball high into the air and then catch it. Every day she would play for hours in the garden with her ball. She thought of little other than her golden ball.

      One day, she decided to see how high she could throw the ball. She threw it up high and caught it easily. “That's too easy,” she thought, so she threw it even higher and still it was too easy to catch. Finally, she gave the ball a great heave and threw it so high that she lost sight of it. When it came down, she didn't catch it, and the ball rolled away and landed, ker-splashhh, in a nearby pond.

      She stood at the edge of the pond, but could not see her ball anywhere.

      “Excuse me, Princess,” said a voice, “I can get your ball for you.”

      The princess looked around to see who was speaking. All she could see was a very slimy and warty frog.

      “Did you say something to me?” the princess asked the frog, for these were magical times and frogs and other animals were known to speak occasionally.
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      “Yes,” croaked the frog. “I said that I could get your ball for you.”

      “I'm not used to talking with warty frogs,” said the princess arrogantly.

      “Well, then,” said the frog indignantly, “you shall never see your ball again.” And he turned to hop away.

      “Wait, wait!” cried the princess. “I'm sorry. Will you please get my ball for me?”

      “On one condition,” said the frog. “When I retrieve the ball, you will give me one small kiss.”

      The princess felt that she had little choice since she desperately wanted her golden ball back. So she grudgingly agreed to this condition.

      The frog paddled down into the pond and in the wink of an eye came back with the ball.

      “Here it is!” he said, dropping the ball at the princess's feet.

      “Thank you, good Frog,” she said, and she began tossing the ball into the air.

      “Wait,” said the frog. “Aren't you forgetting your promise?”

      “Oh,” said the princess. “You can't really expect me to kiss you, can you? After all, I am royalty and you are warty!” With that, she ran away, returning to the palace. That evening at dinner, a servant came into the dining room.

      “There is a frog here to see you, Your Majesty.”

      “A what?” said the king.

      “A what?” said the princess.

      “A frog,” said the servant. “He says he has business with the princess. Something about a broken promise.”

      “Send him away immediately!” said the princess.

      “Bring him in,” said the king.

      A few minutes later, in hopped the frog.

      “Do you know this frog?” said the king.

      “I rescued your daughter's golden ball,” said the frog. “But she has broken her promise to me.”

      “Is that true?” asked the king.

      “He wanted me to kiss him,” said the princess. “I cannot stand the thought of touching my lips to his green mouth!”

      “No daughter of mine will break her promise,” said the king. “Do as you must.”

      “No, sire,” said the frog. “She must do it voluntarily.”

      “Never!” shouted the princess.

      This frog was a persistent fellow, though, so for many weeks, he hopped to the palace every morning and sat with the princess. They ate and played together. At the end of six months, as they were going up to bed, the princess turned to the frog and without really thinking said, “Good night, Frog,” and gave him a little kiss on the top of his head.

      In an instant, the frog vanished, and in his place was a handsome man.

      “Who are you?” said the princess, stepping back. “What have you done with my frog?” For by now, the princess loved the little frog, warts and all.

      “I am your frog,” said the man. “I am also a prince. I was enchanted by a wicked fairy and turned into a frog. Only the kiss of a beautiful princess could break the enchantment.”

      “Why didn't you tell me before?” said the princess.

      “Because,” said the prince, “you had to do it of your own free will.”

      The two were soon married, and the princess grew to love the prince just as much as she had loved the frog. The prince and princess lived happily together and had many children who loved to play with the golden ball and hear the story of how their parents met.

    

  
    
      

      
      The Little Pear Girl

      Once upon a time, there lived a peasant who worked hard to make a living by farming the land. Every year his pear tree produced four bountiful baskets of fruit, which had to be given to the king. He was a greedy ruler who grew rich by taking from his subjects.

      One year, part of the pear harvest went bad, and the peasant was able to pick only three and a half baskets of fruit. The poor man was beside himself with fear, for the king refused to take less than four baskets. The peasant knew he would be punished. All he could do was put his youngest daughter into one of the baskets and cover her with a layer of pears, so that the basket looked full.

      The king's servants took away the four baskets without noticing the trick. Soon the little girl found herself all alone in the pantry, under the pears. One day, the cook went into the pantry and discovered her. Nobody could understand where she had come from. Not knowing what to do with her, Cook decided she should become a maid in the castle. She was given the name Violetta because her eyes were the color of violets.

      Violetta was a pretty girl, sweet and generous. One day, as she was watering the flowers in the royal gardens, she met the king's son, a boy of her own age, and the two became friends. The other maids, jealous of Violetta's beauty, did everything they could to get her into trouble. They started spreading nasty rumors about her.

      One day, the king sent for her and said severely, “I'm told you boast of being able to steal the witches' treasure trove. Is that true?”

      Violetta said no, but the king refused to believe her and drove her out of his kingdom. “You may return only when you have laid hands on the treasure,” he said.

      All of Violetta's close friends, including the prince, were sorry to hear of the king's decision, but they could do nothing to stop her going. The girl wandered through the forest and, when she finally came to a pear tree, she climbed into its branches and fell asleep. She was awakened at dawn by an old woman calling her, “What are you doing up there, all by yourself?”

      Violetta told the old woman her tale, and the old woman offered to help her. She gave Violetta a broom, some round loaves of good bread, a little oil, and some good advice. Again, the girl set off on her journey.

      Soon she reached a clearing with a large wood stove where she saw three women tearing out their hair and using it to sweep the ashes from the stove. Violetta offered them her broom and, in return, the women pointed out the way to the witches' palace.

      As she headed toward the palace, two hungry mastiffs blocked her path. Violetta threw them the loaves. The dogs ate the bread and let her pass. Then she came to the bank of a flooding river. Remembering the old woman's advice, Violetta sang a lullaby to the river to calm it. The minute her song wafted into the air, the water stopped flowing. She crossed the river and at last reached the witches' palace.
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      The door was unlocked, but Violetta could not push it open for the hinges were rusted. So she rubbed a little oil on them and the door swung open. The little girl walked through the empty halls until she came to a splendid room in which sat a magnificent coffer full of jewels. Holding the coffer under her arm, Violetta made for the door. But the coffer was enchanted and it cried out, “Door! Don't let her out! You don't know what she's about!” However, the door opened, for Violetta had oiled its hinges.

      Down at the river, the coffer cried out again. This time it said, “Water! Drown her! Please, don't deter.” But the river did not stop the little girl from crossing. The two mastiffs did not attack, and the three strange women did not burn her in their stove, for each was repaying the girl's courtesy.

      Back at the king's palace again, the prince ran happily to meet Violetta, telling her, “When my father asks you what you want as a reward, ask him for the basket of pears in the pantry!” And this Violetta did. Pleased at paying such a modest price, the king instantly ordered the humble basket to be brought forth.

      But nobody ever imagined for a minute that underneath the pears lay the handsome prince. The young man came out of his hiding place, professed his love for Violetta, and said he wanted to marry her. The king gave his consent. They all agreed that when Violetta became old enough, she and the Prince would marry. Happy with this arrangement, Violetta brought her family to the palace, and they all began a new and happy life together.
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