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

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

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

It happened that the King’s son gave a ball, and invited all persons of fashion to it. Our young misses
were also invited, for they cut a very grand figure among the quality. They were mightily delighted
at this invitation, and wonderfully busy in choosing out such gowns, petticoats, and head-clothes as
might become them. This was a new trouble to Cinderella; for it was she who ironed her sisters’
linen, and plaited their ruffles; they talked all day long of nothing but how they should be dressed.

“For my part,” said the eldest, “I will wear my red velvet suit with French trimming.”

“And I,” said the youngest, “shall have my usual petticoat; but then, to make amends for that, I will
put on my gold-flowered manteau, and my diamond stomacher, which is far from being the most
ordinary one in the world.”

They sent for the best tire-woman they could get to make up their head-dresses and adjust their
double pinners, and they had their red brushes and patches from Mademoiselle de la Poche.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

This godmother of hers, who was a fairy, said to her, “Thou wishest thou couldst go to the ball; is it
not so?”

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

“Well,” said her godmother, “be but a good girl, and I will contrive that thou shalt go.” Then she took
her into her chamber, and said to her, “Run into the garden, and bring me a pumpkin.”

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

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

“I will go and see,” says Cinderella, “if there is never a rat in the rat-trap—we may make a coachman
of him.”
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 “Thou art in the right,” replied her godmother; “go and look.”

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

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

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

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

“Oh! yes,” cried she; “but must I go thither as I am, in these nasty rags?”

Her godmother only just touched her with her wand, and, at the same instant, her clothes were
turned into cloth of gold and silver, all beset with jewels. This done, she gave her a pair of glass
slippers, the prettiest in the whole world. Being thus decked out, she got up into her coach; but her
godmother, above all things, commanded her not to stay till after midnight, telling her, at the same
time, that if she stayed one moment longer, the coach would be a pumpkin again, her horses mice,
her coachman a rat, her footmen lizards, and her clothes become just as they were before.

She promised her godmother she would not fail of leaving the ball before midnight; and then away
she drives, scarce able to contain herself for joy. The King’s son who was told that a great princess,
whom nobody knew, was come, ran out to receive her; he gave her his hand as she alighted out of
the coach, and led her into the ball, among all the company. There was immediately a profound
silence, they left off dancing, and the violins ceased to play, so attentive was everyone to
contemplate the singular beauties of the unknown new-comer. Nothing was then heard but a
confused noise of:

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

The King himself, old as he was, could not help watching her, and telling the Queen softly that it was
a long time since he had seen so beautiful and lovely a creature.

All the ladies were busied in considering her clothes and headdress, that they might have some
made next day after the same pattern, provided they could meet with such fine material and as able
hands to make them.

The King’s son conducted her to the most honorable seat, and afterward took her out to dance with
him; she danced so very gracefully that they all more and more admired her. A fine collation was
served up, whereof the young prince ate not a morsel, so intently was he busied in gazing on her.
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She went and sat down by her sisters, showing them a thousand civilities, giving them part of the
oranges and citrons which the Prince had presented her with, which very much surprised them, for
they did not know her. While Cinderella was thus amusing her sisters, she heard the clock strike
eleven and three-quarters, whereupon she immediately made a courtesy to the company and
hasted away as fast as she could.

When she got home she ran to seek out her godmother, and, after having thanked her, she said she
could not but heartily wish she might go next day to the ball, because the King’s son had desired
her.

As she was eagerly telling her godmother whatever had passed at the ball, her two sisters knocked
at the door, which Cinderella ran and opened.

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

“If thou hadst been at the ball,” said one of her sisters, “thou wouldst not have been tired with it.
There came thither the finest princess, the most beautiful ever was seen with mortal eyes; she
showed us a thousand civilities, and gave us oranges and citrons.”

Cinderella seemed very indifferent in the matter; indeed, she asked them the name of that princess;
but they told her they did not know it, and that the King’s son was very uneasy on her account and
would give all the world to know who she was. At this Cinderella, smiling, replied:

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

“Ay, to be sure!” cried Miss Charlotte; “lend my clothes to such a dirty Cinderwench as thou art! I
should be a fool.”

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

The next day the two sisters were at the ball, and so was Cinderella, but dressed more magnificently
than before. The King’s son was always by her, and never ceased his compliments and kind
speeches to her; to whom all this was so far from being tiresome that she quite forgot what her
godmother had recommended to her; so that she, at last, counted the clock striking twelve when
she took it to be no more than eleven; she then rose up and fled, as nimble as a deer. The Prince
followed, but could not overtake her. She left behind one of her glass slippers, which the Prince took
up most carefully. She got home but quite out of breath, and in her nasty old clothes, having
nothing left her of all her finery but one of the little slippers, fellow to that she dropped. 
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The guards at the palace gate were asked: If they had not seen a princess go out.

Who said: They had seen nobody go out but a young girl, very meanly dressed, and who had more
the air of a poor country wench than a gentlewoman.

When the two sisters returned from the ball Cinderella asked them: If they had been well diverted,
and if the fine lady had been there.

They told her: Yes, but that she hurried away immediately when it struck twelve, and with so much
haste that she dropped one of her little glass slippers, the prettiest in the world, which the King’s son
had taken up; that he had done nothing but look at her all the time at the ball, and that most
certainly he was very much in love with the beautiful person who owned the glass slipper.

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

“Let me see if it will not fit me.”

Her sisters burst out a-laughing, and began to banter her. The gentleman who was sent to try the
slipper looked earnestly at Cinderella, and, finding her very handsome, said: It was but just that she
should try, and that he had orders to let everyone make trial.

He obliged Cinderella to sit down, and, putting the slipper to her foot, he found it went on very
easily, and fitted her as if it had been made of wax. The astonishment her two sisters were in was
excessively great, but still abundantly greater when Cinderella pulled out of her pocket the other
slipper, and put it on her foot. Thereupon, in came her godmother, who, having touched with her
wand Cinderella’s clothes, made them richer and more magnificent than any of those she had
before.

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

She was conducted to the young prince, dressed as she was; he thought her more charming than
ever, and, a few days after, married her. Cinderella, who was no less good than beautiful, gave her
two sisters lodgings in the palace, and that very same day matched them with two great lords of the
Court.
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A Hare was making fun of the
Tortoise one day for being so slow.

"Do you ever get anywhere?" he
asked with a mocking laugh.

"Yes," replied the Tortoise, "and I get
there sooner than you think. I'll run
you a race and prove it."

The Hare was much amused at the
idea of running a race with the
Tortoise, but for the fun of the thing
he agreed. So the Fox, who had
consented to act as judge, marked
the distance and started the runners
off.

The Hare and
the Tortoise

from Aesop for Children

The Hare was soon far out of sight, and to make the Tortoise feel very deeply how ridiculous it was for him
to try a race with a Hare, he lay down beside the course to take a nap until the Tortoise should catch up.

The Tortoise meanwhile kept going slowly but steadily, and, after a time, passed the place where the Hare
was sleeping. But the Hare slept on very peacefully; and when at last he did wake up, the Tortoise was
near the goal. The Hare now ran his swiftest, but he could not overtake the Tortoise in time.

The race is not always to the swift.



 There were once a man and a woman who had long in vain wished for a child. At length the woman
hoped that God was about to grant her desire. These people had a little window at the back of their
house from which a splendid garden could be seen, which was full of the most beautiful flowers and
herbs. It was, however, surrounded by a high wall, and no one dared to go into it because it
belonged to an enchantress, who had great power and was dreaded by all the world. One day the
woman was standing by this window and looking down into the garden, when she saw a bed which
was planted with the most beautiful rampion (rapunzel), and it looked so fresh and green that she
longed for it, she quite pined away, and began to look pale and miserable. Then her husband was
alarmed, and asked: ‘What ails you, dear wife?’ ‘Ah,’ she replied, ‘if I can’t eat some of the rampion,
which is in the garden behind our house, I shall die.’ The man, who loved her, thought: ‘Sooner than
let your wife die, bring her some of the rampion yourself, let it cost what it will.’ At twilight, he
clambered down over the wall into the garden of the enchantress, hastily clutched a handful of
rampion, and took it to his wife. She at once made herself a salad of it, and ate it greedily. It tasted so
good to her—so very good, that the next day she longed for it three times as much as before. If he
was to have any rest, her husband must once more descend into the garden. In the gloom of
evening therefore, he let himself down again; but when he had clambered down the wall he was
terribly afraid, for he saw the enchantress standing before him. ‘How can you dare,’ said she with
angry look, ‘descend into my garden and steal my rampion like a thief? You shall suffer for it!’ ‘Ah,’
answered he, ‘let mercy take the place of justice, I only made up my mind to do it out of necessity.
My wife saw your rampion from the window, and felt such a longing for it that she would have died if
she had not got some to eat.’ Then the enchantress allowed her anger to be softened, and said to
him: ‘If the case be as you say, I will allow you to take away with you as much rampion as you will,
only I make one condition, you must give me the child which your wife will bring into the world; it
shall be well treated, and I will care for it like a mother.’ The man in his terror consented to
everything, and when the woman was brought to bed, the enchantress appeared at once, gave the
child the name of Rapunzel, and took it away with her.

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

 ‘Rapunzel, Rapunzel,
  Let down your hair to me.’

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

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

 ‘Rapunzel, Rapunzel,
  Let down your hair to me.’
Then Rapunzel let down the braids of her hair, and the enchantress climbed up to her. ‘If that is the
ladder by which one mounts, I too will try my fortune,’ said he, and the next day when it began to
grow dark, he went to the tower and cried:

 ‘Rapunzel, Rapunzel,
  Let down your hair to me.’
Immediately the hair fell down and the king’s son climbed up.

At first Rapunzel was terribly frightened when a man, such as her eyes had never yet beheld, came
to her; but the king’s son began to talk to her quite like a friend, and told her that his heart had been
so stirred that it had let him have no rest, and he had been forced to see her. Then Rapunzel lost her
fear, and when he asked her if she would take him for her husband, and she saw that he was young
and handsome, she thought: ‘He will love me more than old Dame Gothel does’; and she said yes,
and laid her hand in his. She said: ‘I will willingly go away with you, but I do not know how to get
down. Bring with you a skein of silk every time that you come, and I will weave a ladder with it, and
when that is ready I will descend, and you will take me on your horse.’ They agreed that until that
time he should come to her every evening, for the old woman came by day. The enchantress
remarked nothing of this, until once Rapunzel said to her: ‘Tell me, Dame Gothel, how it happens
that you are so much heavier for me to draw up than the young king’s son—he is with me in a
moment.’ ‘Ah! you wicked child,’ cried the enchantress. ‘What do I hear you say! I thought I had
separated you from all the world, and yet you have deceived me!’ In her anger she clutched
Rapunzel’s beautiful tresses, wrapped them twice round her left hand, seized a pair of scissors with
the right, and snip, snap, they were cut off, and the lovely braids lay on the ground. And she was so
pitiless that she took poor Rapunzel into a desert where she had to live in great grief and misery.

On the same day that she cast out Rapunzel, however, the enchantress fastened the braids of hair,
which she had cut off, to the hook of the window, and when the king’s son came and cried:
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 ‘Rapunzel, Rapunzel,
  Let down your hair to me.’ she let the hair down. 

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

153



154

A Shepherd Boy tended his master's
Sheep near a dark forest not far from
the village. Soon he found life in the
pasture very dull. All he could do to
amuse himself was to talk to his dog
or play on his shepherd's pipe.

One day as he sat watching the
Sheep and the quiet forest, and
thinking what he would do should
he see a Wolf, he thought of a plan
to amuse himself.

His Master had told him to call for
help should a Wolf attack the flock,
and the Villagers would drive it
away. So now, though he had not
seen anything that even looked like
a Wolf, he ran toward the village
shouting at the top of his voice,
"Wolf! Wolf!" 

As he expected, the Villagers who
heard the cry dropped their work
and ran in great excitement to the
pasture. 

The Shepherd Boy and the Wolf

from Aesop for Children

But when they got there they found the Boy doubled up with laughter at the trick he had played on them.

A few days later the Shepherd Boy again shouted, "Wolf! Wolf!" Again the Villagers ran to help him, only to
be laughed at again.

Then one evening as the sun was setting behind the forest and the shadows were creeping out over the
pasture, a Wolf really did spring from the underbrush and fall upon the Sheep.

In terror the Boy ran toward the village shouting "Wolf! Wolf!" But though the Villagers heard the cry, they
did not run to help him as they had before. "He cannot fool us again," they said.

The Wolf killed a great many of the Boy's sheep and then slipped away into the forest.

Liars are not believed even when they speak the truth.



Hansel and Grettel

by Andrew Lang

Once upon a time there dwelt on the outskirts of a large forest a poor woodcutter with his wife and
two children; the boy was called Hansel and the girl Grettel. He had always little enough to live on,
and once, when there was a great famine in the land, he couldn’t even provide them with daily
bread. One night, as he was tossing about in bed, full of cares and worry, he sighed and said to his
wife: “What’s to become of us? how are we to support our poor children, now that we have nothing
more for ourselves?” “I’ll tell you what, husband,” answered the woman; “early to-morrow morning
we’ll take the children out into the thickest part of the wood; there we shall light a fire for them and
give them each a piece of bread; then we’ll go on to our work and leave them alone. They won’t be
able to find their way home, and we shall thus be rid of them.” “No, wife,” said her husband, “that I
won’t do; how could I find it in my heart to leave my children alone in the wood? The wild beasts
would soon come and tear them to pieces.” “Oh! you fool,” said she, “then we must all four die of
hunger, and you may just as well go and plane the boards for our coffins”; and she left him no peace
till he consented. “But I can’t help feeling sorry for the poor children,” added the husband.

The children, too, had not been able to sleep for hunger, and had heard what their step-mother had
said to their father. Grettel wept bitterly and spoke to Hansel: “Now it’s all up with us.” “No, no,
Grettel,” said Hansel, “don’t fret yourself; I’ll be able to find a way to escape, no fear.” And when the
old people had fallen asleep he got up, slipped on his little coat, opened the back door and stole
out. The moon was shining clearly, and the white pebbles which lay in front of the house glittered
like bits of silver. Hansel bent down and filled his pocket with as many of them as he could cram in.
Then he went back and said to Grettel: “Be comforted, my dear little sister, and go to sleep: God will
not desert us”; and he lay down in bed again.

At daybreak, even before the sun was up, the woman came and woke the two children: “Get up, you
lie-abeds, we’re all going to the forest to fetch wood.” She gave them each a bit of bread and said:
“There’s something for your luncheon, but don’t you eat it up before, for it’s all you’ll get.” Grettel
took the bread under her apron, as Hansel had the stones in his pocket. Then they all set out
together on the way to the forest. After they had walked for a little, Hansel stood still and looked
back at the house, and this maneuver he repeated again and again. His father observed him, and
said: “Hansel, what are you gazing at there, and why do you always remain behind? Take care, and
don’t lose your footing.” “Oh! father,” said Hansel, “I am looking back at my white kitten, which is
sitting on the roof, waving me a farewell.” The woman exclaimed: “What a donkey you are! that isn’t
your kitten, that’s the morning sun shining on the chimney.” But Hansel had not looked back at his
kitten, but had always dropped one of the white pebbles out of his pocket on to the path.
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When they had reached the middle of the forest the father said: “Now, children, go and fetch a lot of
wood, and I’ll light a fire that you may not feel cold.” Hansel and Grettel heaped up brushwood till
they had made a pile nearly the size of a small hill. The brushwood was set fire to, and when the
flames leaped high the woman said: “Now lie down at the fire, children, and rest yourselves: we are
going into the forest to cut down wood; when we’ve finished we’ll come back and fetch you.”
Hansel and Grettel sat down beside the fire, and at midday ate their little bits of bread. They heard
the strokes of the axe, so they thought their father was quite near. But it was no axe they heard, but a
bough he had tied on a dead tree, and that was blown about by the wind. And when they had sat for
a long time their eyes closed with fatigue, and they fell fast asleep. When they awoke at last it was
pitch dark. Grettel began to cry, and said: “How are we ever to get out of the wood?” But Hansel
comforted her. “Wait a bit,” he said, “till the moon is up, and then we’ll find our way sure enough.”
And when the full moon had risen he took his sister by the hand and followed the pebbles, which
shone like new threepenny bits, and showed them the path. They walked on through the night, and
at daybreak reached their father’s house again. They knocked at the door, and when the woman
opened it she exclaimed: “You naughty children, what a time you’ve slept in the wood! we thought
you were never going to come back.” But the father rejoiced, for his conscience had reproached him
for leaving his children behind by themselves.

Not long afterward there was again great dearth in the land, and the children heard their mother
address their father thus in bed one night: “Everything is eaten up once more; we have only half a
loaf in the house, and when that’s done it’s all up with us. The children must be got rid of; we’ll lead
them deeper into the wood this time, so that they won’t be able to find their way out again. There is
no other way of saving ourselves.” The man’s heart smote him heavily, and he thought: “Surely it
would be better to share the last bite with one’s children!” But his wife wouldn’t listen to his
arguments, and did nothing but scold and reproach him. If a man yields once he’s done for, and so,
because he had given in the first time, he was forced to do so the second.

But the children were awake, and had heard the conversation. When the old people were asleep
Hansel got up, and wanted to go out and pick up pebbles again, as he had done the first time; but
the woman had barred the door, and Hansel couldn’t get out. But he consoled his little sister, and
said: “Don’t cry, Grettel, and sleep peacefully, for God is sure to help us.”

At early dawn the woman came and made the children get up. They received their bit of bread, but it
was even smaller than the time before. On the way to the wood Hansel crumbled it in his pocket,
and every few minutes he stood still and dropped a crumb on the ground. “Hansel, what are you
stopping and looking about you for?” said the father. “I’m looking back at my little pigeon, which is
sitting on the roof waving me a farewell,” answered Hansel. “Fool!” said the wife; “that isn’t your
pigeon, it’s the morning sun glittering on the chimney.” But Hansel gradually threw all his crumbs on
the path. The woman led the children still deeper into the forest farther than they had ever been in
their lives before. Then a big fire was lit again, and the mother said: “Just sit down there, children,
and if you’re tired you can sleep a bit; we’re going into the forest to cut down wood, and in the
evening when we’re finished we’ll come back to fetch you.” 
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At midday Grettel divided her bread with Hansel, for he had strewn his all along their path. Then
they fell asleep, and evening passed away, but nobody came to the poor children. They didn’t
awake till it was pitch dark, and Hansel comforted his sister, saying: “Only wait, Grettel, till the moon
rises, then we shall see the bread-crumbs I scattered along the path; they will show us the way back
to the house.”

When the moon appeared they got up, but they found no crumbs, for the thousands of birds that fly
about the woods and fields had picked them all up. “Never mind,” said Hansel to Grettel; “you’ll see
we’ll find a way out”; but all the same they did not. They wandered about the whole night, and the
next day, from morning till evening, but they could not find a path out of the wood. They were very
hungry, too, for they had nothing to eat but a few berries they found growing on the ground. And at
last they were so tired that their legs refused to carry them any longer, so they lay down under a tree
and fell fast asleep.

On the third morning after they had left their father’s house they set about their wandering again,
but only got deeper and deeper into the wood, and now they felt that if help did not come to them
soon they must perish. At midday they saw a beautiful little snow-white bird sitting on a branch,
which sang so sweetly that they stopped still and listened to it. And when its song was finished it
flapped its wings and flew on in front of them. They followed it and came to a little house, on the roof
of which it perched; and when they came quite near they saw that the cottage was made of bread
and roofed with cakes, while the window was made of transparent sugar. “Now we’ll set to,” said
Hansel, “and have a regular blow-out. I’ll eat a bit of the roof, and you, Grettel, can eat some of the
window, which you’ll find a sweet morsel.” Hansel stretched up his hand and broke off a little bit of
the roof to see what it was like, and Grettel went to the casement and began to nibble at it.
Thereupon a shrill voice called out from the room inside:

  “Nibble, nibble, little mouse,
  Who’s nibbling my house?”
 
The children answered:

  “Tis Heaven’s own child,
  The tempest wild,”
 
and went on eating, without putting themselves about. Hansel, who thoroughly appreciated the
roof, tore down a big bit of it, while Grettel pushed out a whole round window-pane, and sat down
the better to enjoy it. Suddenly the door opened, and an ancient dame leaning on a staff hobbled
out. Hansel and Grettel were so terrified that they let what they had in their hands fall. But the old
woman shook her head and said: “Oh, ho! you dear children, who led you here? Just come in and
stay with me, no ill shall befall you.” She took them both by the hand and let them into the house,
and laid a most sumptuous dinner before them—milk and sugared pancakes, with apples and nuts.
After they had finished, two beautiful little white beds were prepared for them, and when Hansel and
Grettel lay down in them they felt as if they had got into heaven.
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The old woman had appeared to be most friendly, but she was really an old witch who had waylaid
the children, and had only built the little bread house in order to lure them in. When anyone came
into her power she killed, cooked, and ate him, and held a regular feast-day for the occasion. Now
witches have red eyes, and cannot see far, but, like beasts, they have a keen sense of smell, and
know when human beings pass by. When Hansel and Grettel fell into her hands she laughed
maliciously, and said jeeringly: “I’ve got them now; they sha’n’t escape me.” 

Early in the morning, before the children were awake, she rose up, and when she saw them both
sleeping so peacefully, with their round rosy cheeks, she muttered to herself: “That’ll be a dainty
bite.” Then she seized Hansel with her bony hand and carried him into a little stable, and barred the
door on him; he might scream as much as he liked, it did him no good. Then she went to Grettel,
shook her till she awoke, and cried: “Get up, you lazy-bones, fetch water and cook something for
your brother. When he’s fat I’ll eat him up.” Grettel began to cry bitterly, but it was of no use; she had
to do what the wicked witch bade her.

So the best food was cooked for poor Hansel, but Grettel got nothing but crab-shells. Every morning
the old woman hobbled out to the stable and cried: “Hansel, put out your finger, that I may feel if you
are getting fat.” But Hansel always stretched out a bone, and the old dame, whose eyes were dim,
couldn’t see it, and thinking always it was Hansel’s finger, wondered why he fattened so slowly.
When four weeks had passed and Hansel still remained thin, she lost patience and determined to
wait no longer. “Hi, Grettel,” she called to the girl, “be quick and get some water. Hansel may be fat
or thin, I’m going to kill him to-morrow and cook him.” Oh! how the poor little sister sobbed as she
carried the water, and how the tears rolled down her cheeks! “Kind heaven help us now!” she cried;
“if only the wild beasts in the wood had eaten us, then at least we should have died together.” “Just
hold your peace,” said the old hag; “it won’t help you.”

Early in the morning Grettel had to go out and hang up the kettle full of water, and light the fire. “First
we’ll bake,” said the old dame; “I’ve heated the oven already and kneaded the dough.” She pushed
Grettel out to the oven, from which fiery flames were already issuing. “Creep in,” said the witch, “and
see if it’s properly heated, so that we can shove in the bread.” For when she had got Grettel in she
meant to close the oven and let the girl bake, that she might eat her up too. But Grettel perceived her
intention, and said: “I don’t know how I’m to do it; how do I get in?” “You silly goose!” said the hag,
“the opening is big enough; see, I could get in myself,” and she crawled toward it, and poked her
head into the oven. Then Grettel gave her a shove that sent her right in, shut the iron door, and drew
the bolt. Gracious! how she yelled, it was quite horrible; but Grettel fled, and the wretched old
woman was left to perish miserably.

Grettel flew straight to Hansel, opened the little stable-door, and cried: “Hansel, we are free; the old
witch is dead.” Then Hansel sprang like a bird out of a cage when the door is opened. How they
rejoiced, and fell on each other’s necks, and jumped for joy, and kissed one another! And as they
had no longer any cause for fear, they went in the old hag’s house, and here they found, in every
corner of the room, boxes with pearls and precious stones. 
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“These are even better than pebbles,” said Hansel, and crammed his pockets full of them; and
Grettel said: “I too will bring something home,” and she filled her apron full. “But now,” said Hansel,
“let’s go and get well away from the witch’s wood.” When they had wandered about for some hours
they came to a big lake. “We can’t get over,” said Hansel; “I see no bridge of any sort or kind.” “Yes,
and there’s no ferry-boat either,” answered Grettel; “but look, there swims a white duck; if I ask her
she’ll help us over,” and she called out:

  “Here are two children, mournful very,
  Seeing neither bridge nor ferry;
  Take us upon your white back,
  And row us over, quack, quack!”
 
The duck swam toward them, and Hansel got on her back and bade his little sister sit beside him.
“No,” answered Grettel, “we should be too heavy a load for the duck: she shall carry us across
separately.” The good bird did this, and when they were landed safely on the other side, and had
gone for a while, the wood became more and more familiar to them, and at length they saw their
father’s house in the distance. Then they set off to run, and bounding into the room fell on their
father’s neck. The man had not passed a happy hour since he left them in the wood, but the woman
had died. Grettel shook out her apron so that the pearls and precious stones rolled about the room,
and Hansel threw down one handful after the other out of his pocket. Thus all their troubles were
ended, and they lived happily ever afterward.

My story is done. See! there runs a little mouse; anyone who catches it may make himself a large fur
cap out of it.
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A Lion lay asleep in the forest, his great head resting on his paws. A timid little Mouse came upon
him unexpectedly, and in her fright and haste to get away, ran across the Lion's nose. Roused from
his nap, the Lion laid his huge paw angrily on the tiny creature to kill her.

"Spare me!" begged the poor Mouse. "Please let me go and some day I will surely repay you."

The Lion was much amused to think that a Mouse could ever help him. But he was generous and
finally let the Mouse go.

Some days later, while stalking his prey in the forest, the Lion was caught in the toils of a hunter's
net. Unable to free himself, he filled the forest with his angry roaring. The Mouse knew the voice and
quickly found the Lion struggling in the net. Running to one of the great ropes that bound him, she
gnawed it until it parted, and soon the Lion was free.

"You laughed when I said I would repay you," said the Mouse. "Now you see that even a Mouse can
help a Lion."

A kindness is never wasted.

The Lion and the Mouse
from Aesop for Children


