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Ashputtel
(Cinderella)

and when she felt
that her end drew nigh, she called her only daughter to
her bed-side, and said, “Always be a good girl, and I will
look down from heaven and watch over you.” Soon afterwards she
shut her eyes and died, and was buried in the garden; and the
little girl went every day to her grave and wept, and was always
good and kind to all about her. And the snow fell and spread a
beautiful white covering over the grave; but by the time the spring
came, and the sun had melted it away again, her father had married
another wife. This new wife had two daughters of her own, that
she brought home with her; they were fair in face but foul at heart,
and it was now a sorry time for the poor little girl. “What does the
good-for-nothing want in the parlour?” said they; “they who would
eat bread should first earn it; away with the k itchen-maid!” Then

T

he wife of a rich man fell sick ;

✴ 1 ✴

f a i r y ta l e s f r o m g r i m m

a s h p u t t e l (c i n d e r e l l a)

they took away her fine clothes, and gave her an old grey frock to
put on, and laughed at her, and turned her into the kitchen.
There she was forced to do hard work; to rise early before daylight, to bring the water, to make the fire, to cook and to wash.
Besides that, the sisters plagued her in all sorts of ways, and laughed
at her. In the evening when she was tired, she had no bed to lie
down on, but was made to lie by the hearth among the ashes; and
as this, of course, made her always dusty and dirty, they called her
Ashputtel.

It happened once that the father was going to the fair, and asked
his wife’s daughters what he should bring them. “Fine clothes,” said
the first; “Pearls and diamonds,” cried the second. “Now, child,”
said he to his own daughter, “what will you have?” “The first twig,
dear father, that brushes against your hat when you turn your face
to come homewards,” said she. Then he bought for the first two
the fine clothes and pearls and diamonds they had asked for: and
on his way home, as he rode through a green copse, a hazel twig
brushed against him, and almost pushed off his hat: so he broke
it off and brought it away; and when he got home he gave it to his
daughter. Then she took it, and went to her mother’s grave and
planted it there; and cried so much that it was watered with her
tears; and there it grew and became a fine tree. Three times every
day she went to it and cried; and soon a little bird came and built
its nest upon the tree, and talked with her, and watched over her,
and brought her whatever she wished for.
Now it happened that the king of that land held a feast, which
was to last three days; and out of those who came to it his son was
to choose a bride for himself. Ashputtel’s two sisters were asked to
come; so they called her up, and said, “Now, comb our hair, brush
our shoes, and tie our sashes for us, for we are going to dance at the
king’s feast.” Then she did as she was told; but when all was done
she could not help crying, for she thought to herself, she should
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so have liked to have gone with them to the ball; and at last she
begged her mother very hard to let her go. “You, Ashputtel!” said
she; “you who have nothing to wear, no clothes at all, and who cannot even dance—you want to go to the ball? And when she kept
on begging, she said at last, to get rid of her, “I will throw this
dishful of peas into the ash-heap, and if in two hours’ time you
have picked them all out, you shall go to the feast too.”
Then she threw the peas down among the ashes, but the little
maiden ran out at the back door into the garden, and cried out:

grain, and put it into a dish but left the ashes. Long before the end
of the hour the work was quite done, and all flew out again at the
windows.
Then Ashputtel brought the dish to her mother, overjoyed at
the thought that now she should go to the ball. But the mother
said, “No, no! you slut, you have no clothes, and cannot dance;
you shall not go.” And when Ashputtel begged very hard to go,
she said, “If you can in one hour’s time pick two of those dishes
of peas out of the ashes, you shall go too.” And thus she thought
she should at least get rid of her. So she shook two dishes of peas
into the ashes.
But the little maiden went out into the garden at the back of
the house, and cried out as before:

“Hither, hither, through the sky,
Turtle-doves and linnets, fly!
Blackbird, thrush, and chaffinch gay,
Hither, hither, haste away!
One and all come help me, quick!
Haste ye, haste ye!—pick, pick, pick!”

“Hither, hither, through the sky,
Turtle-doves and linnets, fly!
Blackbird, thrush, and chaffinch gay,
Hither, hither, haste away!
One and all come help me, quick!
Haste ye, haste ye!—pick, pick, pick!”

Then first came two white doves, flying in at the kitchen window; next came two turtle-doves; and after them came all the little
birds under heaven, chirping and fluttering in: and they flew down
into the ashes. And the little doves stooped their heads down and
set to work, pick, pick, pick; and then the others began to pick,
pick, pick: and among them all they soon picked out all the good

Then first came two white doves in at the kitchen window;
next came two turtle-doves; and after them came all the little birds
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under heaven, chirping and hopping about. And they flew down
into the ashes; and the little doves put their heads down and set to
work, pick, pick, pick; and then the others began pick, pick, pick;
and they put all the good grain into the dishes, and left all the
ashes. Before half an hour’s time all was done, and out they flew
again. And then Ashputtel took the dishes to her mother, rejoicing
to think that she should now go to the ball. But her mother said,
“It is all of no use, you cannot go; you have no clothes, and cannot
dance, and you would only put us to shame”: and off she went with
her two daughters to the ball.
Now when all were gone, and nobody left at home, Ashputtel
went sorrowfully and sat down under the hazel-tree, and cried out:

Then her friend the bird flew out of the tree, and brought a
gold and silver dress for her, and slippers of spangled silk; and she
put them on, and followed her sisters to the feast. But they did
not know her, and thought it must be some strange princess, she
looked so fine and beautiful in her rich clothes; and they never
once thought of Ashputtel, taking it for granted that she was safe
at home in the dirt.

The king’s son soon came up to her, and took her by the hand
and danced with her, and no one else: and he never left her hand;
but when anyone else came to ask her to dance, he said, “This lady
is dancing with me.”
Thus they danced till a late hour of the night; and then she
wanted to go home: and the king’s son said, “I shall go and take
care of you to your home”; for he wanted to see where the beautiful maiden lived. But she slipped away from him, unawares, and
ran off towards home; and as the prince followed her, she jumped
up into the pigeon-house and shut the door. Then he waited till
her father came home, and told him that the unknown maiden,
who had been at the feast, had hid herself in the pigeon-house. But
when they had broken open the door they found no one within;
and as they came back into the house, Ashputtel was lying, as
she always did, in her dirty frock by the ashes, and her dim little
lamp was burning in the chimney. For she had run as quickly as
she could through the pigeon-house and on to the hazel-tree, and
had there taken off her beautiful clothes, and put them beneath
the tree, that the bird might carry them away, and had lain down
again amid the ashes in her little grey frock.
The next day when the feast was again held, and her father,
mother, and sisters were gone, Ashputtel went to the hazel-tree,
and said:

✴ 6 ✴

✴ 7 ✴

“Shake, shake, hazel-tree,
Gold and silver over me!”

f a i r y ta l e s f r o m g r i m m

“Shake, shake, hazel-tree,
Gold and silver over me!”
And the bird came and brought a still finer dress than the one
she had worn the day before. And when she came in it to the ball,
everyone wondered at her beauty: but the king’s son, who was waiting for her, took her by the hand, and danced with her; and when
anyone asked her to dance, he said as before, “This lady is dancing
with me.”
When night came she wanted to go home; and the king’s son
followed here as before, that he might see into what house she
went: but she sprang away from him all at once into the garden
behind her father’s house. In this garden stood a fine large pear-tree
full of ripe fruit; and Ashputtel, not knowing where to hide herself, jumped up into it without being seen. Then the king’s son lost
sight of her, and could not find out where she was gone, but waited
till her father came home, and said to him, “The unknown lady
who danced with me has slipped away, and I think she must have
sprung into the pear-tree.” The father thought to himself, “Can
it be Ashputtel?” So he had an axe brought; and they cut down
the tree, but found no one upon it. And when they came back
into the kitchen, there lay Ashputtel among the ashes; for she had
slipped down on the other side of the tree, and carried her beauti✴ 8 ✴
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ful clothes back to the bird at the hazel-tree, and then put on her
little grey frock.
The third day, when her father and mother and sisters were
gone, she went again into the garden, and said:
“Shake, shake, hazel-tree,
Gold and silver over me!”
Then her kind friend the bird brought a dress still finer than
the former one, and slippers which were all of gold: so that when
she came to the feast no one knew what to say, for wonder at
her beauty: and the king’s son danced with nobody but her; and
when anyone else asked her to dance, he said, “This lady is my
partner, sir.”
When night came she wanted to go home; and the king’s son
would go with her, and said to himself, “I will not lose her this
time”; but, however, she again slipped away from him, though in
such a hurry that she dropped her left golden slipper upon the stairs.
The prince took the shoe, and went the next day to the king
his father, and said, “I will take for my wife the lady that this
golden slipper fits.” Then both the sisters were overjoyed to hear
it; for they had beautiful feet, and had no doubt that they could
wear the golden slipper. The eldest went first into the room where
✴ 9 ✴
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the slipper was, and wanted to try it on, and the mother stood by.
But her great toe could not go into it, and the shoe was altogether
much too small for her. Then the mother gave her a knife, and
said, “Never mind, cut it off; when you are queen you will not care
about toes; you will not want to walk.” So the silly girl cut off her
great toe, and thus squeezed on the shoe, and went to the king’s
son. Then he took her for his bride, and set her beside him on his
horse, and rode away with her homewards.
But on their way home they had to pass by the hazel-tree that
Ashputtel had planted; and on the branch sat a little dove singing:

too large. But her mother squeezed it in till the blood came, and
took her to the king’s son: and he set her as his bride by his side
on his horse, and rode away with her.
But when they came to the hazel-tree the little dove sat there
still, and sang:
“Back again! back again! look to the shoe!
The shoe is too small, and not made for you!
Prince! prince! look again for thy bride,
For she’s not the true one that sits by thy side.”

Then the prince got down and looked at her foot; and he saw,
by the blood that streamed from it, what a trick she had played
him. So he turned his horse round, and brought the false bride
back to her home, and said, “This is not the right bride; let the
other sister try and put on the slipper.” Then she went into the
room and got her foot into the shoe, all but the heel, which was

Then he looked down, and saw that the blood streamed so
much from the shoe, that her white stockings were quite red. So he
turned his horse and brought her also back again. “This is not the
true bride,” said he to the father; “have you no other daughters?”
“No,” said he; “there is only a little dirty Ashputtel here, the child
of my first wife; I am sure she cannot be the bride.” The prince
told him to send her. But the mother said, “No, no, she is much
too dirty; she will not dare to show herself.” However, the prince
would have her come; and she first washed her face and hands, and
then went in and curtsied to him, and he reached her the golden
slipper. Then she took her clumsy shoe off her left foot, and put on
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on his horse, and rode away with her. And when they came to the
hazel-tree, the white dove sang:
“Home! home! look at the shoe!
Princess! the shoe was made for you!
Prince! prince! take home thy bride,
For she is the true one that sits by thy side!”
And when the dove had done its song, it came flying, and
perched upon her right shoulder, and so went home with her.

the golden slipper; and it fitted her as if it had been made for her.
And when he drew near and looked at her face he knew her, and
said, “This is the right bride.” But the mother and both the sisters
were frightened, and turned pale with anger as he took Ashputtel
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whose queen had hair of the
purest gold, and was so beautiful that her match was not
to be met with on the whole face of the earth. But this
beautiful queen fell ill, and when she felt that her end drew near
she called the king to her and said, “Promise me that you will never
marry again, unless you meet with a wife who is as beautiful as I
am, and who has golden hair like mine.” Then when the king in
his grief promised all she asked, she shut her eyes and died. But the
king was not to be comforted, and for a long time never thought of
taking another wife. At last, however, his wise men said, “this will
not do; the king must marry again, that we may have a queen.” So
messengers were sent far and wide, to seek for a bride as beautiful
as the late queen. But there was no princess in the world so beauti-

ful; and if there had been, still there was not one to be found who
had golden hair. So the messengers came home, and had had all
their trouble for nothing.
Now the king had a daughter, who was just as beautiful as
her mother, and had the same golden hair. And when she was
grown up, the king looked at her and saw that she was just like
this late queen: then he said to his courtiers, “May I not marry
my daughter? She is the very image of my dead wife: unless I have
her, I shall not find any bride upon the whole earth, and you say
there must be a queen.” When the courtiers heard this they were
shocked, and said, “Heaven forbid that a father should marry his
daughter! Out of so great a sin no good can come.” And his daughter was also shocked, but hoped the king would soon give up such
thoughts; so she said to him, “Before I marry anyone I must have
three dresses: one must be of gold, like the sun; another must be of
shining silver, like the moon; and a third must be dazzling as the
stars: besides this, I want a mantle of a thousand different kinds of
fur put together, to which every beast in the kingdom must give a
part of his skin.” And thus she though he would think of the matter no more. But the king made the most skilful workmen in his
kingdom weave the three dresses: one golden, like the sun; another
silvery, like the moon; and a third sparkling, like the stars: and his
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hunters were told to hunt out all the beasts in his kingdom, and
to take the finest fur out of their skins: and thus a mantle of a
thousand furs was made.
When all were ready, the king sent them to her; but she got up
in the night when all were asleep, and took three of her trinkets,
a golden ring, a golden necklace, and a golden brooch, and packed
the three dresses—of the sun, the moon, and the stars—up in a
nutshell, and wrapped herself up in the mantle made of all sorts of
fur, and besmeared her face and hands with soot. Then she threw
herself upon Heaven for help in her need, and went away, and jour-

neyed on the whole night, till at last she came to a large wood. As
she was very tired, she sat herself down in the hollow of a tree and
soon fell asleep: and there she slept on till it was midday.
Now as the king to whom the wood belonged was hunting in
it, his dogs came to the tree, and began to snuff about, and run
round and round, and bark. “Look sharp!” said the king to the
huntsmen, “and see what sort of game lies there.” And the huntsmen went up to the tree, and when they came back again said, “In
the hollow tree there lies a most wonderful beast, such as we never
saw before; its skin seems to be of a thousand kinds of fur, but
there it lies fast asleep.” “See,” said the king, “if you can catch it
alive, and we will take it with us.” So the huntsmen took it up, and
the maiden awoke and was greatly frightened, and said, “I am a
poor child that has neither father nor mother left; have pity on me
and take me with you.” Then they said, “Yes, Miss Cat-skin, you
will do for the kitchen; you can sweep up the ashes, and do things
of that sort.” So they put her into the coach, and took her home to
the king’s palace. Then they showed her a little corner under the
staircase, where no light of day ever peeped in, and said, “Cat-skin,
you may lie and sleep there.” And she was sent into the kitchen,
and made to fetch wood and water, to blow the fire, pluck the
poultry, pick the herbs, sift the ashes, and do all the dirty work.
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Thus Cat-skin lived for a long time very sorrowfully. “Ah!
pretty princess!” thought she, “what will now become of thee?” But
it happened one day that a feast was to be held in the king’s castle,
so she said to the cook, “May I go up a little while and see what
is going on? I will take care and stand behind the door.” And the
cook said, “Yes, you may go, but be back again in half an hour’s
time, to rake out the ashes.” Then she took her little lamp, and
went into her cabin, and took off the fur skin, and washed the soot
from off her face and hands, so that her beauty shone forth like
the sun from behind the clouds. She next opened her nutshell, and
brought out of it the dress that shone like the sun, and so went to
the feast. Everyone made way for her, for nobody knew her, and
they thought she could be no less than a king’s daughter. But the
king came up to her, and held out his hand and danced with her;
and he thought in his heart, “I never saw any one half so beautiful.”
When the dance was at an end she curtsied; and when the
king looked round for her, she was gone, no one knew wither. The
guards that stood at the castle gate were called in: but they had
seen no one. The truth was, that she had run into her little cabin,
pulled off her dress, blackened her face and hands, put on the
fur-skin cloak, and was Cat-skin again. When she went into the
kitchen to her work, and began to rake the ashes, the cook said,
“Let that alone till the morning, and heat the king’s soup; I should

like to run up now and give a peep: but take care you don’t let a
hair fall into it, or you will run a chance of never eating again.”
As soon as the cook went away, Cat-skin heated the king’s soup,
and toasted a slice of bread first, as nicely as ever she could; and
when it was ready, she went and looked in the cabin for her little
golden ring, and put it into the dish in which the soup was. When
the dance was over, the king ordered his soup to be brought in; and
it pleased him so well, that he thought he had never tasted any so
good before. At the bottom he saw a gold ring lying; and as he
could not make out how it had got there, he ordered the cook to
be sent for. The cook was frightened when he heard the order, and
said to Cat-skin, “You must have let a hair fall into the soup; if it
be so, you will have a good beating.” Then he went before the king,
and he asked him who had cooked the soup. “I did,” answered the
cook. But the king said, “That is not true; it was better done than
you could do it.” Then he answered, “To tell the truth I did not
cook it, but Cat-skin did.” “Then let Cat-skin come up,” said the
king: and when she came he said to her, “Who are you?” “I am a
poor child,” said she, “that has lost both father and mother.” “How
came you in my palace?” asked he. “I am good for nothing,” said
she, “but to be scullion-girl, and to have boots and shoes thrown
at my head.” “But how did you get the ring that was in the soup?”
asked the king. Then she would not own that she knew anything
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about the ring; so the king sent her away again about her business.
After a time there was another feast, and Cat-skin asked the
cook to let her go up and see it as before. “Yes,” said he, “but come
again in half an hour, and cook the king the soup that he likes
so much.” Then she ran to her little cabin, washed herself quickly,
and took her dress out which was silvery as the moon, and put it
on; and when she went in, looking like a king’s daughter, the king
went up to her, and rejoiced at seeing her again, and when the
dance began he danced with her. After the dance was at an end
she managed to slip out, so slyly that the king did not see where
she was gone; but she sprang into her little cabin, and made herself
into Cat-skin again, and went into the kitchen to cook the soup.
Whilst the cook was above stairs, she got the golden necklace and
dropped it into the soup; then it was brought to the king, who ate
it, and it pleased him as well as before; so he sent for the cook, who
was again forced to tell him that Cat-skin had cooked it. Cat-skin
was brought again before the king, but she still told him that she
was only fit to have boots and shoes thrown at her head.
But when the king had ordered a feast to be got ready for the
third time, it happened just the same as before. “You must be a
witch, Cat-skin,” said the cook; “for you always put something into
your soup, so that it pleases the king better than mine.” However, he let her go up as before. Then she put on her dress which

sparkled like the stars, and went into the ball-room in it; and the
king danced with her again, and thought she had never looked so
beautiful as she did then. So whilst he was dancing with her, he
put a gold ring on her finger without her seeing it, and ordered that
the dance should be kept up a long time. When it was at an end,
he would have held her fast by the hand, but she slipped away, and
sprang so quickly through the crowd that he lost sight of her: and
she ran as fast as she could into her little cabin under the stairs.
But this time she kept away too long, and stayed beyond the halfhour; so she had not time to take off her fine dress, and threw her
fur mantle over it, and in her haste did not blacken herself all over
with soot, but left one of her fingers white.
Then she ran into the kitchen, and cooked the king’s soup; and
as soon as the cook was gone, she put the golden brooch into the
dish. When the king got to the bottom, he ordered Cat-skin to be
called once more, and soon saw the white finger, and the ring that
he had put on it whilst they were dancing: so he seized her hand,
and kept fast hold of it, and when she wanted to loose herself and
spring away, the fur cloak fell off a little on one side, and the starry
dress sparkled underneath it.
Then he got hold of the fur and tore it off, and her golden hair
and beautiful form were seen, and she could no longer hide herself:
so she washed the soot and ashes from her face, and showed herself
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to be the most beautiful princess upon the face of the earth. But
the king said, “You are my beloved bride, and we will never more
be parted from each other.” And the wedding feast was held, and
a merry day it was, as ever was heard of or seen in that country, or
indeed in any other.

The Crystal Ball

who had three sons
who loved each other as brothers, but the old woman
did not trust them, and thought they wanted to steal her
power from her. So she changed the eldest into an eagle, which
was forced to dwell in the rocky mountains, and was often seen
sweeping in great circles in the sky. The second, she changed into a
whale, which lived in the deep sea, and all that was seen of it was
that it sometimes spouted up a great jet of water in the air. Each
of them only bore his human form for only two hours daily. The
third son, who was afraid she might change him into a raging wild
beast a bear perhaps, or a wolf, went secretly away. He had heard
that a King’s daughter who was bewitched, was imprisoned in the
Castle of the Golden Sun, and was waiting for deliverance. Those,
however, who tried to free her risked their lives; three-and-twenty

T
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youths had already died a miserable death, and now only one other
might make the attempt, after which no more must come. And as
his heart was without fear, he caught at the idea of seeking out
the Castle of the Golden Sun. He had already travelled about for
a long time without being able to find it, when he came by chance
into a great forest, and did not know the way out of it. All at once
he saw in the distance two giants, who made a sign to him with
their hands, and when he came to them they said, “We are quarrelling about a cap, and which of us it is to belong to, and as we
are equally strong, neither of us can get the better of the other. The
small men are cleverer than we are, so we will leave the decision
to thee.” “How can you dispute about an old cap?” said the youth.
“Thou dost not know what properties it has! It is a wishing-cap;
whosoever puts it on, can wish himself away wherever he likes, and
in an instant he will be there.” “Give me the cap,” said the youth,
“I will go a short distance off, and when I call you, you must run
a race, and the cap shall belong to the one who gets first to me.”
He put it on and went away, and thought of the King’s daughter,
forgot the giants, and walked continually onward. At length he
sighed from the very bottom of his heart, and cried, “Ah, if I were
but at the Castle of the Golden Sun,” and hardly had the words
passed his lips than he was standing on a high mountain before
the gate of the castle.

He entered and went through all the rooms, until in the last he
found the King’s daughter. But how shocked he was when he saw
her. She had an ashen-gray face full of wrinkles, blear eyes, and red
hair. “Are you the King’s daughter, whose beauty the whole world
praises?” cried he. “Ah,” she answered, “this is not my form; human
eyes can only see me in this state of ugliness, but that thou mayst
know what I am like, look in the mirror it does not let itself be
misled it will show thee my image as it is in truth.” She gave him
the mirror in his hand, and he saw therein the likeness of the most
beautiful maiden on earth, and saw, too, how the tears were rolling
down her cheeks with grief. Then said he, “How canst thou be set
free? I fear no danger.” She said, “He who gets the crystal ball, and
holds it before the enchanter, will destroy his power with it, and I
shall resume my true shape. Ah,” she added, “so many have already
gone to meet death for this, and thou art so young; I grieve that
thou shouldst encounter such great danger.” “Nothing can keep me
from doing it,” said he, “but tell me what I must do.” “Thou shalt
know everything,” said the King’s daughter; “when thou descendest
the mountain on which the castle stands, a wild bull will stand
below by a spring, and thou must fight with it, and if thou hast the
luck to kill it, a fiery bird will spring out of it, which bears in its
body a burning egg, and in the egg the crystal ball lies like a yolk.
The bird will not, however, let the egg fall until forced to do so,
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and if it falls on the ground, it will flame up and burn everything
that is near, and melt even ice itself, and with it the crystal ball,
and then all thy trouble will have been in vain.”
The youth went down to the spring, where the bull snorted
and bellowed at him. After a long struggle he plunged his sword
in the animal’s body, and it fell down. Instantly a fiery bird arose
from it, and was about to fly away, but the young man’s brother,
the eagle, who was passing between the clouds, swooped down,
hunted it away to the sea, and struck it with his beak until, in its
extremity, it let the egg fall. The egg did not, however, fall into
the sea, but on a fisherman’s hut which stood on the shore and the
hut began at once to smoke and was about to break out in flames.
Then arose in the sea waves as high as a house, they streamed over
the hut, and subdued the fire. The other brother, the whale, had
come swimming to them, and had driven the water up on high.
When the fire was extinguished, the youth sought for the egg and
happily found it; it was not yet melted, but the shell was broken
by being so suddenly cooled with the water, and he could take out
the crystal ball unhurt.
When the youth went to the enchanter and held it before him,
the latter said, “My power is destroyed, and from this time forth
thou art the King of the Castle of the Golden Sun. With this
THE YOUTH WENT TO THE ENCHANTER AND HELD IT BEFORE HIM.
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canst thou likewise give back to thy brothers their human form.”
Then the youth hastened to the King’s daughter, and when he
entered the room, she was standing there in the full splendour of
her beauty, and joyfully they exchanged rings with each other.

The Fisherman
and His Wife

who lived with his wife
in a pigsty, close by the seaside. The fisherman used to
go out all day long a-fishing; and one day, as he sat on
the shore with his rod, looking at the sparkling waves and watching his line, all on a sudden his float was dragged away deep into
the water: and in drawing it up he pulled out a great fish. But the
fish said, “Pray let me live! I am not a real fish; I am an enchanted
prince: put me in the water again, and let me go!” “Oh, ho!” said
the man, “you need not make so many words about the matter; I
will have nothing to do with a fish that can talk: so swim away, sir,
as soon as you please!” Then he put him back into the water, and
the fish darted straight down to the bottom, and left a long streak
of blood behind him on the wave.

T
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the fisherman and his wife

When the fisherman went home to his wife in the pigsty, he
told her how he had caught a great fish, and how it had told him
it was an enchanted prince, and how, on hearing it speak, he had
let it go again. “Did not you ask it for anything?” said the wife, “we
live very wretchedly here, in this nasty dirty pigsty; do go back and
tell the fish we want a snug little cottage.”
The fisherman did not much like the business: however, he went
to the seashore; and when he came back there the water looked all
yellow and green. And he stood at the water’s edge, and said:

come in!” said she; “is not this much better than the filthy pigsty we
had?” And there was a parlour, and a bedchamber, and a kitchen;
and behind the cottage there was a little garden, planted with all
sorts of flowers and fruits; and there was a courtyard behind, full
of ducks and chickens. “Ah!” said the fisherman, “how happily we
shall live now!” “We will try to do so, at least,” said his wife.
Everything went right for a week or two, and then Dame I lsabill
said, “Husband, there is not near room enough for us in this cottage; the courtyard and the garden are a great deal too small; I
should like to have a large stone castle to live in: go to the fish again
and tell him to give us a castle.” “Wife,” said the fisherman, “I don’t
like to go to him again, for perhaps he will be angry; we ought to
be easy with this pretty cottage to live in.” “Nonsense!” said the
wife; “he will do it very willingly, I know; go along and try!”
The fisherman went, but his heart was very heavy: and when
he came to the sea, it looked blue and gloomy, though it was very
calm; and he went close to the edge of the waves, and said:

“O man of the sea!
Hearken to me!
My wife Ilsabill
Will have her own will,
And hath sent me to beg a boon of thee!”
Then the fish came swimming to him, and said, “Well, what
is her will? What does your wife want?” “Ah!” said the fisherman,
“she says that when I had caught you, I ought to have asked you for
something before I let you go; she does not like living any longer in
the pigsty, and wants a snug little cottage.” “Go home, then,” said the
fish; “she is in the cottage already!” So the man went home, and saw
his wife standing at the door of a nice trim little cottage. “Come in,
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Well, what does she want now?” said the fish. “Ah!” said the
man, dolefully, “my wife wants to live in a stone castle.” “Go home,
then,” said the fish; “she is standing at the gate of it already.” So
away went the fisherman, and found his wife standing before the
gate of a great castle. “See,” said she, “is not this grand?” With that
they went into the castle together, and found a great many servants
there, and the rooms all richly furnished, and full of golden chairs
and tables; and behind the castle was a garden, and around it was a
park half a mile long, full of sheep, and goats, and hares, and deer;
and in the courtyard were stables and cow-houses. “Well,” said the
man, “now we will live cheerful and happy in this beautiful castle
for the rest of our lives.” “Perhaps we may,” said the wife; “but let
us sleep upon it, before we make up our minds to that.” So they
went to bed.
The next morning when Dame Ilsabill awoke it was broad daylight, and she jogged the fisherman with her elbow, and said, “Get
up, husband, and bestir yourself, for we must be king of all the
land.” “Wife, wife,” said the man, “why should we wish to be the
king? I will not be king.” “Then I will,” said she. “But, wife,” said
the fisherman, “how can you be king—the fish cannot make you a
king?” “Husband,” said she, “say no more about it, but go and try! I
will be king.” So the man went away quite sorrowful to think that
his wife should want to be king. This time the sea looked a dark

grey colour, and was overspread with curling waves and the ridges
of foam as he cried out:
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“O man of the sea!
Hearken to me!
My wife Ilsabill
Will have her own will,
And hath sent me to beg a boon of thee!”
Well, what would she have now?” said the fish. “Alas!” said the
poor man, “my wife wants to be king.” “Go home,” said the fish;
“she is king already.”
Then the fisherman went home; and as he came close to the
palace he saw a troop of soldiers, and heard the sound of drums
and trumpets. And when he went in he saw his wife sitting on a
throne of gold and diamonds, with a golden crown upon her head;
and on each side of her stood six fair maidens, each a head taller
than the other. “Well, wife,” said the fisherman, “are you king?”
“Yes,” said she, “I am king.” And when he had looked at her for a
long time, he said, “Ah, wife! what a fine thing it is to be king!
Now we shall never have anything more to wish for as long as we
live.” “I don’t know how that may be,” said she; “never is a long
time. I am king, it is true; but I begin to be tired of that, and I
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black and muddy, and a mighty whirlwind blew over the waves and
rolled them about, but he went as near as he could to the water’s
brink, and said:
“O man of the sea!
Hearken to me!
My wife Ilsabill
Will have her own will,
And hath sent me to beg a boon of thee!”

think I should like to be emperor.” “Alas, wife! why should you
wish to be emperor?” said the fisherman. “Husband,” said she, “go
to the fish! I say I will be emperor.” “Ah, wife!” replied the fisherman, “the fish cannot make an emperor, I am sure, and I should
not like to ask him for such a thing.” “I am king,” said Ilsabill, “and
you are my slave; so go at once!”
So the fisherman was forced to go; and he muttered as he went
along, “This will come to no good, it is too much to ask; the fish
will be tired at last, and then we shall be sorry for what we have
done.” He soon came to the seashore; and the water was quite

What would she have now?” said the fish. “Ah!” said the fisherman, “she wants to be emperor.” “Go home,” said the fish; “she is
emperor already.”
So he went home again; and as he came near he saw his wife
Ilsabill sitting on a very lofty throne made of solid gold, with a
great crown on her head full two yards high; and on each side of
her stood her guards and attendants in a row, each one smaller
than the other, from the tallest giant down to a little dwarf no bigger than my finger. And before her stood princes, and dukes, and
earls: and the fisherman went up to her and said, “Wife, are you
emperor?” “Yes,” said she, “I am emperor.” “Ah!” said the man, as he
gazed upon her, “what a fine thing it is to be emperor!” “Husband,”
said she, “why should we stop at being emperor? I will be pope
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Wishes what I dare not tell.

Flounder, Flouder, in the sea,
Hither quickly come to me,
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next.” “O wife, wife!” said he, “how can you be pope? there is but
one pope at a time in Christendom.” “Husband,” said she, “I will
be pope this very day.” “But,” replied the husband, “the fish cannot
make you pope.” “What nonsense!” said she; “if he can make an
emperor, he can make a pope: go and try him.”
So the fisherman went. But when he came to the shore the
wind was raging and the sea was tossed up and down in boiling
waves, and the ships were in trouble, and rolled fearfully upon the
tops of the billows. In the middle of the heavens there was a little
piece of blue sky, but towards the south all was red, as if a dreadful storm was rising. At this sight the fisherman was dreadfully
frightened, and he trembled so that his knees knocked together:
but still he went down near to the shore, and said:

What does she want now?” said the fish. “Ah!” said the fisherman, “my wife wants to be pope.” “Go home,” said the fish; “she is
pope already.”

Then the fisherman went home, and found Ilsabill sitting on
a throne that was two miles high. And she had three great crowns
on her head, and around her stood all the pomp and power of
the Church. And on each side of her were two rows of burning
lights, of all sizes, the greatest as large as the highest and biggest
tower in the world, and the least no larger than a small rushlight.
“Wife,” said the fisherman, as he looked at all this greatness, “are
you pope?” “Yes,” said she, “I am pope.” “Well, wife,” replied he,
“it is a grand thing to be pope; and now you must be easy, for you
can be nothing greater.” “I will think about that,” said the wife.
Then they went to bed: but Dame Ilsabill could not sleep all night
for thinking what she should be next. At last, as she was dropping
asleep, morning broke, and the sun rose. “Ha!” thought she, as she
woke up and looked at it through the window, “after all I cannot
prevent the sun rising.” At this thought she was very angry, and
wakened her husband, and said, “Husband, go to the fish and tell
him I must be lord of the sun and moon.” The fisherman was half
asleep, but the thought frightened him so much that he started and
fell out of bed. “Alas, wife!” said he, “cannot you be easy with being
pope?” “No,” said she, “I am very uneasy as long as the sun and
moon rise without my leave. Go to the fish at once!”
Then the man went shivering with fear; and as he was going
down to the shore a dreadful storm arose, so that the trees and the
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very rocks shook. And all the heavens became black with stormy
clouds, and the lightnings played, and the thunders rolled; and
you might have seen in the sea great black waves, swelling up like
mountains with crowns of white foam upon their heads. And the
fisherman crept towards the sea, and cried out, as well as he could:
“O man of the sea!
Hearken to me!
My wife Ilsabill
Will have her own will,
And hath sent me to beg a boon of thee!”
What does she want now?” said the fish. “Ah!” said he, “she
wants to be lord of the sun and moon.” “Go home,” said the fish,
“to your pigsty again.”
And there they live to this very day.
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The Four Clever
Brothers

said a poor man to his four sons, “I
have nothing to give you; you must go out into the wide
world and try your luck. Begin by learning some craft
or another, and see how you can get on.” So the four brothers
took their walking-sticks in their hands, and their little bundles
on their shoulders, and after bidding their father goodbye, went
all out at the gate together. When they had got on some way they
came to four crossways, each leading to a different country. Then
the eldest said, “Here we must part; but this day four years we will
come back to this spot, and in the meantime each must try what
he can do for himself.”
So each brother went his way; and as the eldest was hastening
on a man met him, and asked him where he was going, and what
he wanted. “I am going to try my luck in the world, and should

D

ear children,”
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like to begin by learning some art or trade,” answered he. “Then,”
said the man, “go with me, and I will teach you to become the
cunningest thief that ever was.” “No,” said the other, “that is not an
honest calling, and what can one look to earn by it in the end but
the gallows?” “Oh!” said the man, “you need not fear the gallows;
for I will only teach you to steal what will be fair game: I meddle
with nothing but what no one else can get or care anything about,
and where no one can find you out.” So the young man agreed to
follow his trade, and he soon showed himself so clever, that nothing could escape him that he had once set his mind upon.
The second brother also met a man, who, when he found out
what he was setting out upon, asked him what craft he meant to
follow. “I do not know yet,” said he. “Then come with me, and be
a star-gazer. It is a noble art, for nothing can be hidden from you,
when once you understand the stars.” The plan pleased him much,
and he soon became such a skilful star-gazer, that when he had
served out his time, and wanted to leave his master, he gave him
a glass, and said, “With this you can see all that is passing in the
sky and on earth, and nothing can be hidden from you.”
The third brother met a huntsman, who took him with him,
and taught him so well all that belonged to hunting, that he
became very clever in the craft of the woods; and when he left his

master he gave him a bow, and said, “Whatever you shoot at with
this bow you will be sure to hit.”
The youngest brother likewise met a man who asked him what
he wished to do. “Would not you like,” said he, “to be a tailor?”
“Oh, no!” said the young man; “sitting cross-legged from morning to night, working backwards and forwards with a needle and
goose, will never suit me.” “Oh!” answered the man, “that is not my
sort of tailoring; come with me, and you will learn quite another
kind of craft from that.” Not knowing what better to do, he came
into the plan, and learnt tailoring from the beginning; and when
he left his master, he gave him a needle, and said, “You can sew
anything with this, be it as soft as an egg or as hard as steel; and
the joint will be so fine that no seam will be seen.”
After the space of four years, at the time agreed upon, the four
brothers met at the four cross-roads; and having welcomed each
other, set off towards their father’s home, where they told him all
that had happened to them, and how each had learned some craft.
Then, one day, as they were sitting before the house under a
very high tree, the father said, “I should like to try what each of
you can do in this way.” So he looked up, and said to the second
son, “At the top of this tree there is a chaffinch’s nest; tell me how
many eggs there are in it.” The star-gazer took his glass, looked
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up, and said, “Five.” “Now,” said the father to the eldest son, “take
away the eggs without letting the bird that is sitting upon them
and hatching them know anything of what you are doing.” So the
cunning thief climbed up the tree, and brought away to his father
the five eggs from under the bird; and it never saw or felt what he
was doing, but kept sitting on at its ease. Then the father took the
eggs, and put one on each corner of the table, and the fifth in the
middle, and said to the huntsman, “Cut all the eggs in two pieces
at one shot.” The huntsman took up his bow, and at one shot
struck all the five eggs as his father wished.
“Now comes your turn,” said he to the young tailor; “sew the
eggs and the young birds in them together again, so neatly that
the shot shall have done them no harm.” Then the tailor took his
needle, and sewed the eggs as he was told; and when he had done,
the thief was sent to take them back to the nest, and put them
under the bird without its knowing it. Then she went on sitting,
and hatched them: and in a few days they crawled out, and had
only a little red streak across their necks, where the tailor had sewn
them together.
“Well done, sons!” said the old man; “you have made good use
of your time, and learnt something worth the knowing; but I am
sure I do not know which ought to have the prize. Oh, that a time
might soon come for you to turn your skill to some account!”

Not long after this there was a great bustle in the country; for
the king’s daughter had been carried off by a mighty dragon, and
the king mourned over his loss day and night, and made it known
that whoever brought her back to him should have her for a wife.
Then the four brothers said to each other, “Here is a chance for
us; let us try what we can do.” And they agreed to see whether they
could not set the princess free. “I will soon find out where she is,
however,” said the star-gazer, as he looked through his glass; and
he soon cried out, “I see her afar off, sitting upon a rock in the sea,
and I can spy the dragon close by, guarding her.” Then he went to
the king, and asked for a ship for himself and his brothers; and
they sailed together over the sea, till they came to the right place.
There they found the princess sitting, as the star-gazer had said, on
the rock; and the dragon was lying asleep, with his head upon her
lap. “I dare not shoot at him,” said the huntsman, “for I should kill
the beautiful young lady also.” “Then I will try my skill,” said the
thief, and went and stole her away from under the dragon, so quietly and gently that the beast did not know it, but went on snoring.
Then away they hastened with her full of joy in their boat
towards the ship; but soon came the dragon roaring behind them
through the air; for he awoke and missed the princess. But when he
got over the boat, and wanted to pounce upon them and carry off
the princess, the huntsman took up his bow and shot him straight
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SHE IS ON A ROCK IN THE MIDST OF THE SEA . . . AND WATCHED BY THE DRAGON.

through the heart so that he fell down dead. They were still not
safe; for he was such a great beast that in his fall he overset the
boat, and they had to swim in the open sea upon a few planks. So
the tailor took his needle, and with a few large stitches put some
of the planks together; and he sat down upon these, and sailed
about and gathered up all pieces of the boat; and then tacked them
together so quickly that the boat was soon ready, and they then
reached the ship and got home safe.
When they had brought home the princess to her father, there
was great rejoicing; and he said to the four brothers, “One of you
shall marry her, but you must settle amongst yourselves which it is
to be.” Then there arose a quarrel between them; and the star-gazer
said, “If I had not found the princess out, all your skill would have
been of no use; therefore she ought to be mine.” “Your seeing her
would have been of no use,” said the thief, “if I had not taken her
away from the dragon; therefore she ought to be mine.” “No, she is
mine,” said the huntsman; “for if I had not killed the dragon, he
would, after all, have torn you and the princess into pieces.” “And if
I had not sewn the boat together again,” said the tailor, “you would
all have been drowned, therefore she is mine.” Then the king put
in a word, and said, “Each of you is right; and as all cannot have
the young lady, the best way is for neither of you to have her: for
the truth is, there is somebody she likes a great deal better. But to
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make up for your loss, I will give each of you, as a reward for his
skill, half a kingdom.” So the brothers agreed that this plan would
be much better than either quarrelling or marrying a lady who
had no mind to have them. And the king then gave to each half
a kingdom, as he had said; and they lived very happily the rest of
their days, and took good care of their father; and somebody took
better care of the young lady, than to let either the dragon or one
of the craftsmen have her again.

The Frog-Prince

a young princess put on her bonnet
and clogs, and went out to take a walk by herself in a
wood; and when she came to a cool spring of water, that
rose in the midst of it, she sat herself down to rest a while. Now
she had a golden ball in her hand, which was her favourite plaything; and she was always tossing it up into the air, and catching
it again as it fell. After a time she threw it up so high that she
missed catching it as it fell; and the ball bounded away, and rolled
along upon the ground, till at last it fell down into the spring. The
princess looked into the spring after her ball, but it was very deep,
so deep that she could not see the bottom of it. Then she began to
bewail her loss, and said, “Alas! if I could only get my ball again,
I would give all my fine clothes and jewels, and everything that I
have in the world.”

O
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PRINCESS, WHY DO YOU WEEP SO BITTERLY?

Whilst she was speaking, a frog put its head out of the water,
and said, “Princess, why do you weep so bitterly?” “Alas!” said she,
“what can you do for me, you nasty frog? My golden ball has fallen
into the spring.” The frog said, “I want not your pearls, and jewels,
and fine clothes; but if you will love me, and let me live with you
and eat from off your golden plate, and sleep upon your bed, I will
bring you your ball again.” “What nonsense,” thought the princess,
“this silly frog is talking! He can never even get out of the spring
to visit me, though he may be able to get my ball for me, and therefore I will tell him he shall have what he asks.” So she said to the
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frog, “Well, if you will bring me my ball, I will do all you ask.”
Then the frog put his head down, and dived deep under the water;
and after a little while he came up again, with the ball
in his mouth, and threw it on the edge of the spring. As
soon as the young princess saw her ball, she ran to pick
it up; and she was so overjoyed to have it in her hand
again, that she never thought of the frog, but ran home
with it as fast as she could. The frog called after her, “Stay,
princess, and take me with you as you said,” But she did not
stop to hear a word.
The next day, just as the princess had sat down to dinner, she
heard a strange noise—tap, tap—plash, plash—as if something was
coming up the marble staircase: and soon afterwards there was a
gentle knock at the door, and a little voice cried out and said:
“Open the door, my princess dear,
Open the door to thy true love here!
And mind the words that thou and I said
By the fountain cool, in the greenwood shade.”
Then the princess ran to the door and opened it, and there she
saw the frog, whom she had quite forgotten. At this sight she was
sadly frightened, and shutting the door as fast as she could came
✴ 49 ✴

f a i r y ta l e s f r o m g r i m m

back to her seat. The king, her father, seeing that something had
frightened her, asked her what was the matter. “There is a nasty
frog,” said she, “at the door, that lifted my ball for me out of the
spring this morning: I told him that he should live with me here,
thinking that he could never get out of the spring; but there he is
at the door, and he wants to come in.”
While she was speaking the frog knocked again at the door,
and said:
“Open the door, my princess dear,
Open the door to thy true love here!
And mind the words that thou and I said
By the fountain cool, in the greenwood shade.”
Then the king said to the young princess, “As you have given
your word you must keep it; so go and let him in.” She did so,
and the frog hopped into the room, and then straight on—tap,
tap—plash, plash—from the bottom of the room to the top, till
he came up close to the table where the princess sat. “Pray lift me
upon chair,” said he to the princess, “and let me sit next to you.”
As soon as she had done this, the frog said, “Put your plate nearer
to me, that I may eat out of it.” This she did, and when he had
eaten as much as he could, he said, “Now I am tired; carry me
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