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THE SNOW-QUEEN 

(Denmark) 

There was once a dreadfully wicked hobgoblin. One day he was in capital spirits because he had 

made a looking-glass which reflected everything that was good and beautiful in such a way that it 

dwindled almost to nothing, but anything that was bad and ugly stood out very clearly and looked much 

worse. The most beautiful landscapes looked like boiled spinach, and the best people looked repulsive 

or seemed to stand on their heads with no bodies; their faces were so changed that they could not be 

recognised, and if anyone had a freckle you might be sure it would be spread over the nose and mouth. 

That was the best part of it, said the hobgoblin. 

But one day the looking-glass was dropped, and it broke into a million-billion and more pieces. 

And now came the greatest misfortune of all, for each of the pieces was hardly as large as a 

grain of sand and they flew about all over the world, and if anyone had a bit in his eye there it stayed, 

and then he would see everything awry, or else could only see the bad sides of a case. For every tiny 

splinter of the glass possessed the same power that the whole glass had. 

Some people got a splinter in their hearts, and that was dreadful, for then it began to turn into a 

lump of ice. 

The hobgoblin laughed till his sides ached, but still the tiny bits of glass flew about. 

And now we will hear all about it. 

In a large town, where there were so many people and houses that there was not room enough 

for everybody to have gardens, lived two poor children. They were not brother and sister, but they loved 

each other just as much as if they were. Their parents lived opposite one another in two attics, and out 

on the leads they had put two boxes filled with flowers. There were sweet peas in it, and two rose trees, 

which grow beautifully, and in summer the two children were allowed to take their little chairs and sit 

out under the roses. Then they had splendid games. 

In the winter they could not do this, but then they put hot pennies against the frozen window-

panes, and made round holes to look at each other through. 

His name was Kay, and hers was Gerda. 

Outside it was snowing fast. 

'Those are the white bees swarming,' said the old grandmother. 

'Have they also a queen bee?' asked the little boy, for he knew that the real bees have one. 

'To be sure,' said the grandmother. 'She flies wherever they swarm the thickest. She is larger 

than any of them, and never stays upon the earth, but flies again up into the black clouds. Often at 

midnight she flies through the streets, and peeps in at all the windows, and then they freeze in such 

pretty patterns and look like flowers.' 

'Yes, we have seen that,' said both children; they knew that it was true. 

'Can the Snow-queen come in here?' asked the little girl. 

'Just let her!' cried the boy, 'I would put her on the stove, and melt her!' 

But the grandmother stroked his hair, and told some more stories. 

In the evening, when little Kay was going to bed, he jumped on the chair by the window, and 

looked through the little hole. A few snow-flakes were falling outside, and one of the, the largest, lay on 

the edge of one of the window-boxes. The snow-flake grew larger and larger till it took the form of a 

maiden, dressed in finest white gauze. 
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She was so beautiful and dainty, but all of ice, hard bright ice. 

Still she was alive; her eyes glittered like two clear stars, but there was no rest or peace in them. 

She nodded at the window, and beckoned with her hand. The little boy was frightened, and sprang 

down from the chair. It seemed as if a great white bird had flown past the window. 

The next day there was a harder frost than before. 

Then came the spring, then the summer, when the roses grew and smelt more beautifully than 

ever. 

Kay and Gerda were looking at one of their picture-books--the clock in the great church-tower 

had just struck five, when Kay exclaimed, 'Oh! something has stung my heart, and I've got something in 

my eye!' 

The little girl threw her arms round his neck; he winked hard with both his eyes; no, she could 

see nothing in them. 

'I think it is gone now,' said he; but it had not gone. It was one of the tiny splinters of the glass of 

the magic mirror which we have heard about, that turned everything great and good reflected in it small 

and ugly. And poor Kay had also a splinter in his heart, and it began to change into a lump of ice. It did 

not hurt him at all, but the splinter was there all the same. 

'Why are you crying?' he asked; 'it makes you look so ugly! There's nothing the matter with me. 

Just look! that rose is all slug-eaten, and this one is stunted! What ugly roses they are!' 

And he began to pull them to pieces. 

'Kay, what are you doing?' cried the little girl. 

And when he saw how frightened she was, he pulled off another rose, and ran in at his window 

away from dear little Gerda. 

When she came later on with the picture book, he said that it was only fit for babies, and when 

his grandmother told them stories, he was always interrupting with, 'But--' and then he would get 

behind her and put on her spectacles, and speak just as she did. This he did very well, and everybody 

laughed. Very soon he could imitate the way all the people in the street walked and talked. 

His games were now quite different. On a winter's day he would take a burning glass and hold it 

out on his blue coat and let the snow-flakes fall on it. 

'Look in the glass, Gerda! Just see how regular they are! They are much more interesting than 

real flowers. Each is perfect; they are all made according to rule. If only they did not melt!' 

One morning Kay came out with his warm gloves on, and his little sledge hung over his shoulder. 

He shouted to Gerda, 'I am going to the market-place to play with the other boys,' and away he went. 

In the market-place the boldest boys used often to fasten their sledges to the carts of the 

farmers, and then they got a good ride. 

When they were in the middle of their games there drove into the square a large sledge, all 

white, and in it sat a figure dressed in a rough white fur pelisse with a white fur cap on. 

The sledge drove twice round the square, and Kay fastened his little sledge behind it and drove 

off. It went quicker and quicker into the next street. The driver turned round, and nodded to Kay ina 

friendly way as if they had known each other before. Every time that Kay tried to unfasten his sledge the 

driver nodded again, and Kay sat still once more. Then they drove out of the town, and the snow began 

to fall so thickly that the little boy could not see his hand before him, and on and on they went. He 
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quickly unfastened the cord to get loose from the big sledge, but it was of no use; his little sledge hung 

on fast, and it went on like the wind. 

Then he cried out, but nobody heard him. He was dreadfully frightened. 

The snowflakes grew larger and larger till they looked like great white birds. All at once they 

flew aside, the large sledge stood still, and the figure who was driving stood up. The fur cloak and cap 

were all of snow. It was a lady, tall and slim, and glittering. It was the Snow-queen. 

'We have come at a good rate,' she said; 'but you are almost frozen. Creep in under my cloak.' 

And she set him close to her in the sledge and drew the cloak over him. He felt as though he 

were sinking into a snow-drift. 

'Are you cold now?' she asked, and kissed his forehead. The kiss was cold as ice and reached 

down to his heart, which was already half a lump of ice. 

'My sledge! Don't forget my sledge!' He thought of that first, and it was fastened to one of the 

great white birds who flew behind with the sledge on its back. 

The Snow-queen kissed Kay again, and then he forgot all about little Gerda, his grandmother, 

and everybody at home. 

'Now I must not kiss you any more,' she said, 'or else I should kiss you to death.' 

Then away they flew over forests and lakes, over sea and land. Round them whistled the cold 

wind, the wolves howled, and the snow hissed; over them flew the black shrieking crows. But high up 

the moon shone large and bright, and thus Kay passed the long winter night. In the day he slept at the 

Snow-queen's feet. 

But what happened to little Gerda when Kay did not come back? 

What had become of him? Nobody knew. The other boys told how they had seen him fasten his 

sledge on to a large one which had driven out of the town gate. 

Gerda cried a great deal. The winter was long and dark to her. 

Then the spring came with warm sunshine. 'I will go and look for Kay,' said Gerda. 

So she went down to the river and got into a little boat that was there. Presently the stream 

began to carry it away. 

'Perhaps the river will take me to Kay,' thought Gerda. She glided down, past trees and fields, till 

she came to a large cherry garden, in which stood a little house with strange red and blue windows and 

a straw roof. Before the door stood two wooden soldiers, who were shouldering arms. 

Gerda called to them, but they naturally did not answer. The river carried the boat on to the 

land. 

Gerda called out still louder, and there came out of the house a very old woman. She leant upon 

a crutch, and she wore a large sun-hat which was painted with the most beautiful flowers. 

'You poor little girl!' said the old woman. 

And then she stepped into the water, brought the boat in close with her crutch, and lifted little 

Gerda out. 

'And now come and tell me who you are, and how you came here,' she said. 

Then Gerda told her everything, and asked her if she had seen Kay. But she said he had not 

passed that way yet, but he would soon come. 

She told Gerda not to be sad, and that she should stay with her and take of the cherry trees and 

flowers, which were better than any picture-bok, as they could each tell a story. 
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She then took Gerda's hand and led her into the little house and shut the door. 

The windows were very high, and the panes were red, blue, and yellow, so that the light came 

through in curious colours. On the table were the most delicious cherries, and the old woman let Gerda 

eat as many as she liked, while she combed her hair with a gold comb as she ate. 

The beautiful sunny hair rippled and shone round the dear little face, which was so soft and 

sweet. 'I have always longed to have a dear little girl just like you, and you shall see how happy we will 

be together.' 

And as she combed Gerda's hair, Gerda thought less and less about Kay, for the old woman was 

a witch, but not a wicked witch, for she only enchanted now and then to amuse herself, and she did 

want to keep little Gerda very much. 

So she went into the garden and waved her stick over all the rose bushes and blossoms and all; 

they sank down into the black earth, and no one could see where they had been. 

The old woman was afraid that if Gerda saw the roses she would begin to think about her own, 

and then would remember Kay and run away. 

Then she led Gerda out into the garden. How glorious it was, and what lovely scents filled the 

air! All the flowers you can think of blossomed there all the year round. 

Gerda jumped for joy and played there till the sun set behind the tall cherry trees, and then she 

slept in a beautiful bed with red silk pillows filled with violets, and she slept soundly and dreamed as a 

queen does on her wedding day. 

The next day she played again with the flowers in the warm sunshine, and so many days passed 

by. Gerda knew every flower, but although there were so many, it seemed to her as if one were not 

there, though she could not remember which. 

She was looking one day at the old woman's sun-hat which had hte painted flowers on it, and 

there she saw a rose. 

The witch had forgotten to make that vanish when she had made the other roses disappear 

under the earth. it was so difficult to think of everything. 

'Why, there are no roses here!' cried Gerda,, and she hunted amongst all the flowers, but not 

one was to be found. Then she sat down and cried, but her tears fell just on the spot where a rose bush 

had sunk, and when her warm tears watered the earth, the bush came up in full bloom just as it had 

been before. Gerda kissed the roses and thought of the lovely roses at home, and with them came the 

thought of little Kay. 

'Oh, what have I been doing!' said the little girl. 'I wanted to look for Kay.' 

She ran to the end of the garden. The gate was shut, but she pushed against the rusty lock so 

that it came open. 

She ran out with her little bare feet. No one came after her. At last she could not run any longer, 

and she sat down on a large stone. When she looked round she saw that the summer was over; it was 

late autumn. It had not changed in the beautiful garden, where were sunshine and flowers all the year 

round. 

'Oh, dear, how late I have made myself!' said Gerda. 'It's autumn already! I cannot rest!' And she 

sprang up to run on. 

Oh, how tired and sore her little feet grew, and it became colder and colder. 

She had to rest again, and there on the snow in front of her was a large crow. 
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It had been looking at her for some time, and it nodded its head and said, 'Caw! caw! good day.' 

Then it asked the little girl why she was alone in the world. She told the crow her story, and asked if he 

had seen Kay. 

The crow nodded very thoughtfully and said, 'It might be! It might be!' 

'What! Do you think you have?' cried the little girl, and she almost squeezed the crow to death 

as she kissed him. 

'Gently, gently!' said the crow. 'I think--I know I think--it might be little Kay, but now he has 

forgotten you for the princess!' 

'Does he live with a princess?' asked Gerda. 

'Yes, listen,' said the crow. Then he told her all he knew. 

'In the kingdom in which we are now sitting lives a princess who is dreadfully clever. She has 

read all the newspapers in the world and has forgotten them again. She is as clever as that. The other 

day she came to the throne, and that is not so pleasant as people think. Then she began to say, "Why 

should I not marry?" But she wanted a husband who could answer when he was spoken to, not one who 

would stand up stiffly and look respectable--that would be too dull. 

'When she told all the Court ladies, they were delighted. You can believe every word I say,' said 

the crow, 'I have a tame sweetheart in the palace, and she tells me everything.' 

Of course his sweetheart was a crow. 

'The newspapers came out next morning with a border of hearts round it, and the princess's 

monogram on it, and inside you could read that every good-looking young man might come into the 

palace and speak to the princess, and whoever should speak loud enough to be heard would be well fed 

and looked after, and the one who spoke best should become the princess's husband. Indeed,' said the 

crow, 'you can quite believe me. It is as true as that I am sitting here. 

'Young men came in streams, and there was such a crowding and a mixing together! But nothing 

came of it on the first nor on the second day. They could all speak quite well when they were in the 

street, but as soon as they came inside the palace door, and saw the guards in silver, and upstairs the 

footmen in gold, and the great hall all lighted up, then their wits left them! And when they stood in front 

of the throne where the princess was sitting, then they could not think of anything to say except to 

repeat the last word she had spoken, and she did not much care to hear that again. It seemed as if they 

were walking in their sleep until they came out into the street again, when they could speak once more. 

There was a row stretching from the gate of the town up to the castle. 

'They were hungry and thirsty, but in the palace they did not even get a glass of water. 

'A few of the cleverest had brought some slices of bread and butter with them, but they did not 

share them with their neighbour, for they thought, "If he looks hungry, the princess will not take him!"' 

'But what about Kay?' asked Gerda. 'When did he come? Was he in the crowd?' 

'Wait a bit; we are coming to him! On the third day a little figure came without horse or carriage 

and walked jauntily up to the palace. His eyes shone as yours do; he had lovely curling hair, but quite 

poor clothes.' 

'That was Kay!' cried Gerda with delight. 'Oh, then I have found him!' and she clapped her 

hands. 

'He had a little bundle on his back,' said the crow. 

'No, it must have been his skates, for he went away with his skates!' 
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'Very likely,' said the crow, 'I did not see for certain. But I know this from my sweetheart, that 

when he came to the palace door and saw the royal guards in silver, and on the stairs the footmen in 

gold, he was not the least bit put out. He nodded to them, saying, "It must be rather dull standing on the 

stairs; I would rather go inside!" 

'The halls blazed with lights; councillors and ambassadors were walking about in noiseless shoes 

carrying gold dishes. It was enough to make one nervous! His boots creaked dreadfully loud, but he was 

not frightened.' 

'That must be Kay!' said Gerda. 'I know he had new boots on; I have heard them creaking in his 

grandmother's room!' 

'They did creak, certainly!' said the crow. 'And, not one bit afraid, up he went to the princess, 

who was sitting on a large pearl as round as a spinning wheel. All the ladies-in-waiting were standing 

round, each with their attendants, and the lords-in-waiting with their attendants. The nearer they stood 

to the door the prouder they were.' 

'It must have been dreadful!' said little Gerda. 'And Kay did win the princess?' 

'I heard from my tame sweetheart that he was merry and quick-witted; he had not come to 

woo, he said, but to listen to the princess's wisdom. And the end of it was that they fell in love with each 

other.' 

'Oh, yes; that was Kay!' said Gerda. 'He was so clever; he could do sums with fractions. Oh, do 

lead me to the palace!' 

'That's easily said!' answered the crow, 'but how are we to manage that? I must talk it over with 

my tame sweetheart. She may be able to advise us, for I must tell you that a little girl like you could 

never get permission to enter it.' 

'Yes, I will get it!' said Gerda. 'When Kay hears that I am there he will come out at once and fetch 

me!' 

'Wait for me by the railings,' said the crow, and he nodded his head and flew away. 

It was late in the evening when he came back. 

'Caw, caw!' he said, 'I am to give you her love, and here is a little roll for you. She took it out of 

the kitchen; there's plenty there, and you must be hungry. You cannot come into the palace. The guards 

in silver and the footmen in gold would not allow it. But don't cry! You shall get in all right. My 

sweetheart knows a little back-stairs which leads to the sleeping-room, and she knows where to find the 

key.' 

They went into the garden, and when the lights in the palace were put out one after the other, 

the crow led Gerda to a back-door. 

Oh, how Gerda's heart beat with anxiety and longing! It seemed as if she were going to do 

something wrong, but she only wanted to know if it were little Kay. Yes, it must be he! She remembered 

so well his clever eyes, his curly hair. She could see him smiling as he did when they were at home under 

the rose trees! He would be so pleased to see her, and to hear how they all were at home. 

Now they were on the stairs; a little lamp was burning, and on the landing stood the tame crow. 

She put her head on one side and looked at Gerda, who bowed as her grandmother had taught her. 

'My betrothed has told me many nice things about you, my dear young lady,' she said. 'Will you 

take the lamp while I go in front? We go this way so as to meet no one.' 
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Through beautiful rooms they came to the sleeping-room. In the middle of it, hung on a thick 

rod of gold, were two beds, shaped like lilies, one all white, in which lay the princess, and the other red, 

in which Gerda hoped to find Kay. She pushed aside the curtain, and saw a brown neck. Oh, it was Kay! 

She called his name out loud, holding the lamp towards him. 

He woke up, turned his head and--it was not Kay! 

It was only his neck that was like Kay's, but he was young and handsome. The princess sat up in 

her lily-bed and asked who was there. 

Then Gerda cried, and told her story and all that the crows had done. 

'You poor child!' said the prince and princess, and they praised the crows, and said that they 

were not angry with them, but that they must not do it again. Now they should have a reward. 

'Would you like to fly away free?' said the princess, 'or will you have a permanent place as court 

crows with what you can get in the kitchen?' 

And both crows bowed and asked for a permanent appointment, for they thought of their old 

age. 

And they put Gerda to bed, and she folded her hands, thinking, as she fell asleep, 'How good 

people and animals are to me!' 

The next day she was dressed from head to foot in silk and satin. They wanted her to stay on in 

the palace, but she begged for a little carriage and a horse, and a pair of shoes so that she might go out 

again into the world to look for Kay. 

They gave her a muff as well as some shoes; she was warmly dressed, and when she was ready, 

there in front of the door stood a coach of pure gold, with a coachman, footmen and postilions with gold 

crowns on. 

The prince and princess helped her into the carriage and wished her good luck. 

The wild crow who was now married drove with her for the first three miles; the other crow 

could not come because she had a bad headache. 

'Good-bye, good-bye!' called the prince and princess; and little Gerda cried, and the crow cried. 

When he said good-bye, he flew on to a tree and waved with his black wings as long as the 

carriage, which shone like the sun, was in sight. 

They came at last to a dark wood, but the coach lit it up like a torch. When the robbers saw it, 

they rushed out, exclaiming, 'Gold! gold!' 

They seized the horses, killed the coachman, footmen and postilions, and dragged Gerda out of 

the carriage. 

'She is plump and tender! I will eat her!' said the old robber-queen, and she drew her long knife, 

which glittered horribly. 'You shall not kill her!' cried her little daughter. 'She shall play with me. She 

shall give me her muff and her beautiful dress, and she shall sleep in my bed.' 

The little robber-girl was as big as Gerda, but was stronger, broader, with dark hair and black 

eyes. She threw her arms round Gerda and said, 'They shall not kill you, so long as you are not naughty. 

Aren't you a princess?' 

'No,' said Gerda, and she told all that had happened to her, and how dearly she loved little Kay. 

The robber-girl looked at her very seriously, and nodded her head, saying, 'They shall not kill 

you, even if you are naughty, for then I will kill you myself!' 

And she dried Gerda's eyes, and stuck both her hands in the beautiful warm muff. 
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The little robber-girl took Gerda to a corner of the robbers' camp where she slept. 

All round were more than a hundred wood-pigeons which seemed to be asleep, but they moved 

a little when the two girls came up. 

There was also, near by, a reindeer which the robber-girl teased by tickling it with her long sharp 

knife. 

Gerda lay awake for some time. 

'Coo, coo!' said the wood-pigeons. 'We have seen little Kay. A white bird carried his sledge; he 

was sitting in the Snow-queen's carriage which drove over the forest when our little ones were in the 

nest. She breathed on them, and all except we two died. Coo, coo!' 

'What are you saying over there?' cried Gerda. 'Where was the Snow-queen going to? Do you 

know at all?' 

'She was probably travelling to Lapland, where there is always ice and snow. Ask the reindeer.' 

'There is capital ice and snow there!' said the reindeer. 'One can jump about there in the great 

sparkling valleys. There the Snow-queen has her summer palace, but her best palace is up by the North 

Pole, on the island called Spitzbergen.' 

'O Kay, my little Kay!' sobbed Gerda. 

'You must lie still,' said the little robber-girl, 'or else I shall stick my knife into you!' 

In the morning Gerda told her all that the wood-pigeons had said. She nodded. 'Do you know 

where Lapland is?' she asked the reindeer. 

'Who should know better than I?' said the beast, and his eyes sparkled. 'I was born and bred 

there on the snow-fields.' 

'Listen!' said the robber-girl to Gerda; 'you see that all the robbers have gone; only my mother is 

left, and she will fall asleep in the afternoon--then I will do something for you!' 

When her mother had fallen asleep, the robber-girl went up to the reindeer and said, 'I am going 

to set you free so that you can run to Lapland. But you must go quickly and carry this little girl to the 

Snow-queen's palace, where her playfellow is. You must have heard all that she told about it, for she 

spoke loud enough!' 

The reindeer sprang high for joy. The robber-girl lifted little Gerda up, and had the foresight to 

tie her on firmly, and even gave her a little pillow for a saddle. 'You must have your fur boots,' she said, 

'for it will be cold; but I shall keep your muff, for it is so cosy! But, so that you may not freeze, here are 

my mother's great fur gloves; they will come up to your elbows. Creep into them!' 

And Gerda cried for joy. 

'Don't make such faces!' said the little robber-girl. 'You must look very happy. And here are two 

loaves and a sausage; now you won't be hungry!' 

They were tied to the reindeer, the little robber-girl opened the door, made all the big dogs 

come away, cut through the halter with her sharp knife, and said to the reindeer, 'Run now! But take 

great care of the little girl.' 

And Gerda stretched out her hands with the large fur gloves towards the little robber-girl and 

said, 'Good-bye!' 

Then the reindeer flew over the ground, through the great forest, as fast as he could. 

The wolves howled, the ravens screamed, the sky seemed on fire. 

'Those are my dear old northern lights,' said the reindeer; 'see how they shine!' 
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And then he ran faster still, day and night. 

The loaves were eaten, and the sausage also, and then they came to Lapland. 

They stopped by a wretched little house; the roof almost touched the ground, and the door was 

so low that you had to creep in and out. 

There was no one in the house except an old Lapland woman who was cooking fish over an oil-

lamp. The reindeer told Gerda's whole history, but first he told his own, for that seemed to him much 

more important, and Gerda was so cold that she could not speak. 

'Ah, you poor creatures!' said the Lapland woman; 'you have still further to go! You must go 

over a hundred miles into Finland, for there the Snow-queen lives, and every night she burns Bengal 

lights. I will write some words on a dried stock-fish, for I have no paper, and you must give it to the 

Finland woman, for she can give you better advice than I can.' 

And when Gerda was warmed and had had something to eat and drink, the Lapland woman 

wrote on a dried stock-fish, and begged Gerda to take care of it, tied Gerda securely on the reindeer's 

back, and away they went again. 

The whole night was ablaze with northern lights, and then they came to Finland and knocked at 

the Finland woman's chimney, for door she had none. 

Inside it was so hot that the Finland woman wore very few clothes; she loosened Gerda's clothes 

and drew off her fur gloves and boots. She laid a piece of ice on the reindeer's head, and then read what 

was written on the stock-fish. She read it over three times till she knew it by heart, and then put the fish 

in the saucepan, for she never wasted anything. 

Then the reindeer told his story, and afterwards little Gerda's and the Finland woman blinked 

her eyes but said nothing. 

'You are very clever,' said the reindeer. 'I know. Cannot you give the little girl a drink so that she 

may have the strength of twelve men and overcome the Snow-queen?' 

'The strength of twelve men!' said the Finland woman; 'that would not help much. Little Kay is 

with the Snow-queen and he likes everything there very much and thinks it the best place in the world. 

But that is because he has a splinter of glass in his heart and a bit in his eye. If these do not come out, he 

will never be free, and the Snow-queen will keep her power over him.' 

'But cannot you give little Gerda something so that she can have power over her?' 

'I can give her no greater power than she has already; don't you see how great it is? Don't you 

see how men and beasts must help her when she wanders into the wide world with her bare feet? She is 

powerful already, because she is a dear little innocent child. If she cannot by herself conquer the Snow-

queen and take away the glass splinters from little Kay, we cannot help her! The Snow-queen's garden 

begins two miles from here. You can carry the little maiden so far; put her down by the large bush with 

red berries growing in the snow. Then you must come back here as fast as you can.' 

Then the Finland woman lifted little Gerda on the reindeer and away he sped. 

'Oh, I have left my gloves and boots behind!' cried Gerda. She missed them in the piercing cold, 

but the reindeer did not dare to stop. On he ran till he came to the bush with red berries. Then he set 

Gerda down and kissed her mouth, and great big tears ran down his cheeks, and then he ran back. There 

stood poor Gerda, without shoes or gloves in the middle of the bitter cold of Finland. 

She ran on as fast as she could. A regiment of gigantic snowflakes came against her, but they 

melted when they touched her, and she went on with fresh courage. 
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And now we must see what Kay was doing. He was not thinking of Gerda, and never dreamt that 

she was standing outside the palace. 

The walls of the palace were built of driven snow, and the doors and windows of piercing winds. 

There were more than a hundred halls in it all of frozen snow. The largest was several miles long; the 

bright Northern lights lit them up, and very large and empty and cold and glittering they were! In the 

middle of the great hall was a frozen lake which had cracked in a thousand pieces; each piece was 

exactly like the other. Here the Snow-queen used to sit when she was at ahome. 

Little Kay was almost blue and black with cold, but he did not feel it, for she had kissed away his 

feelings and his heart was a lump of ice. 

He was pulling about some sharp, flat pieces of ice, and trying to fit one into the other. He 

thought each was most beautiful, but that was because of the splinter of glass in his eye. He fitted them 

into a great many shapes, but he wanted to make them spell the word 'Love.' The Snow-queen had said, 

'If you can spell out that word you shalt be your own master. I will give you the whole world and a new 

pair of skates.' 

But he could not do it. 

'Now I must fly to warmer countries,' said the Snow-queen. 'I must go and powder my black 

kettles!' (This was what she called Mount Etna and Mount Vesuvius.) 'It does the lemons and grapes 

good.' 

And off she flew, and Kay sat alone in the great hall trying to do his puzzle. 

He sat so still that you would have thought he was frozen. 

Then it happened that little Gerda stepped into the hall. The biting cold winds became quiet as if 

they had fallen asleep when she appeared in the great, empty, freezing hall. 

She caught sight of Kay; she recognised him, and ran and put her arms round his neck, crying, 

'Kay! dear little Kay! I have found you at last!' 

But he sat quite still and cold. Then Gerda wept hot tears which fell on his neck and thawed his 

heart and swept away the bit of the looking-glass. He looked at her and then he burst into tears. He 

cried so much that the glass splinter swam out of his eye; then he knew her, and cried out, 'Gerda! dear 

little Gerda! Where have you been so long? and where have I been?' 

And he looked round him. 

'How cold it is here! How wide and empty!' and he threw himself on Gerda, and she laughed and 

wept for joy. It was such a happy time that the pieces of ice even danced round them for joy, and when 

they were tired and lay down again they formed themselves into the letters that the Snow-queen had 

said he must spell in order to become his own master and have the whole world and a new pair of 

skates. 

And Gerda kissed his cheeks and they grew rosy; she kissed his eyes and they sparkled like hers; 

she kissed his hands and feet and he became warm and glowing. The Snow-queen might come home 

now; his release--the word 'Love'--stood written in sparkling ice. 

They took each other's hands and wandered out of the great palace; they talked about the 

grandmother and the roses on the leads, wherever they came the winds hushed and the sun came out. 

When they reached the bush with red berries there stood the reindeer waiting for them. 

He carried Kay and Gerda first to the Finland woman, who warmed them in her hot room and 

gave them advice for their journey home. 
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Then they went to the Lapland woman, who gave them new clothes and mended their sleigh. 

The reindeer ran with them until they came to the green fields fresh with the spring green. Here he said 

good-bye. 

They came to the forest, which was bursting into bud, and out of it came a splendid horse which 

Gerda knew; it was the one which had drawn the gold coach ridden by a young girl with a red cap on 

and pistols in her belt. It was the little robber girl who was tired of being at home and wanted to go out 

into the world. She and Gerda knew each other at once. 

'You are a nice fellow!' she said to Kay. 'I should like to know if you deserve to be run all over the 

world!' 

But Gerda patted her cheeks and asked after the prince and princess. 

'They are travelling about,' said the robber girl. 

'And the crow?' asked Gerda. 

'Oh, the crow is dead!' answered the robber-girl. 'His tame sweetheart is a widow and hops 

about with a bit of black crape round her leg. She makes a great fuss, but that's all nonsense. But tell me 

what happened to you, and how you caught him.' 

And Kay and Gerda told her all. 

'Dear, dear!' said the robber-girl, shook both their hands, and promised that if she came to their 

town she would come and see them. Then she rode on. 

But Gerda and Kay went home hand in hand. There they found the grandmother and everything 

just as it had been, but when they went through the doorway they found they were grown-up. 

There were the roses on the leads; it was summer, warm, glorious summer. 

 

http://mythfolklore.net/andrewlang/408.htm 

 

Hansel and Gretel 

(Germany) 

Hard by a great forest dwelt a poor wood-cutter with his wife and his two children. The boy was 

called Hansel and the girl Gretel. He had little to bite and to break, and once when great dearth fell on 

the land, he could no longer procure even daily bread. Now when he thought over this by night in his 

bed, and tossed about in his anxiety, he groaned and said to his wife: "What is to become of us? How 

are we to feed our poor children, when we no longer have anything even for ourselves?" "I'11 tell you 

what, husband," answered the woman, "early to-morrow morning we will take the children out into the 

forest to where it is the thickest; there we will light a fire for them, and give each of them one more 

piece of bread, and then we will go to our work and leave them alone. They will not find the way home 

again, and we shall be rid of them." "No, wife," said the man, "I will not do that; how can I bear to leave 

my children alone in the forest--the wild animals would soon come and tear them to pieces." "0, you 

fool!" said she, "then we must all four die of hunger, you may as well plane the planks for our coffins," 

and she left him no peace until he consented. "But I feel very sorry for the poor children, all the same," 

said the man. 

The two children had also not been able to sleep for hunger, and had heard what their step-

mother had said to their father. Gretel wept bitter tears, and said to Hansel: "Now all is over with us." 

http://mythfolklore.net/andrewlang/408.htm
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"Be quiet, Gretel," said Hansel, "do not distress yourself, I will soon find a way to help us." And when the 

old folks had fallen asleep, he got up, put on his little coat, opened the door below, and crept outside. 

The moon shone brightly, and the white pebbles which lay in front of the house glittered like real silver 

pennies. Hansel stooped and stuffed the little pocket of his coat with as many as he could get in. Then 

he went back and said to Gretel: "Be comforted, dear little sister, and sleep in peace, God will not 

forsake us," and he lay down again in his bed. When day dawned, but before the sun had risen, the 

woman came and awoke the two children, saying: "Get up, you sluggards! We are going into the forest 

to fetch wood." She gave each a little piece of bread, and said: "There is something for your dinner, but 

do not eat it up before then, for you will get nothing else." Gretel took the bread under her apron, as 

Hansel had the pebbles in his pocket. Then they all set out together on the way to the forest. When they 

had walked a short time, Hansel stood still and peeped back at the house, and did so again and again. 

His father said: "Hansel, what are you looking at there and staying behind for? Pay attention, and do not 

forget how to use your legs." "Ah, father," said Hansel, "I am looking at my little white cat, which is 

sitting up on the roof, and wants to say good-bye to me." The wife said: "Fool, that is not your little cat, 

that is the morning sun which is shining on the chimneys." Hansel, however, had not been looking back 

at the cat, but had been constantly throwing one of the white pebble-stones out of his pocket on the 

road. 

When they had reached the middle of the forest, the father said: "Now, children, pile up some 

wood, and I will light a fire that you may not be cold." Hansel and Gretel gathered brushwood together, 

as high as a little hill. The brushwood was lighted, and when the flames were burning very high, the 

woman said: "Now, children, lay yourselves down by the fire and rest, we will go into the forest and cut 

some wood. When we have done, we will come back and fetch you away." 

Hansel and Gretel sat by the fire, and when noon came, each ate a little piece of bread, and as 

they heard the strokes of the wood-axe they believed that their father was near. It was not the axe, 

however, but a branch which he had fastened to a withered tree which the wind was blowing backwards 

and forwards. And as they had been sitting such a long time, their eyes closed with fatigue, and they fell 

fast asleep. When at last they awoke, it was already dark night. Gretel began to cry and said: "How are 

we to get out of the forest now?" But Hansel comforted her and said: "Just wait a little, until the moon 

has risen, and then we will soon find the way." And when the full moon had risen, Hansel took his little 

sister by the hand, and followed the pebbles which shone like newly-coined silver pieces, and showed 

them the way. 

They walked the whole night long, and by break of day came once more to their father's house. 

They knocked at the door, and when the woman opened it and saw that it was Hansel and Gretel, she 

said: "You naughty children, why have you slept so long in the forest--we thought you were never 

coming back at all!" The father, however, rejoiced, for it had cut him to the heart to leave them behind 

alone. 

 

Not long afterwards, there was once more great dearth throughout the land, and the children heard 

their mother saying at night to their father: "Everything is eaten again, we have one half loaf left, and 

that is the end. The children must go, we will take them farther into the wood, so that they will not find 

their way out again; there is no other means of saving ourselves!" The man's heart was heavy, and he 

thought: "It would be better for you to share the last mouthful with your children." The woman, 
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however, would listen to nothing that he had to say, but scolded and reproached him. He who says A 

must say B, likewise, and as he had yielded the first time, he had to do so a second time also. 

The children, however, were still awake and had heard the conversation. When the old folks 

were asleep, Hansel again got up, and wanted to go out and pick up pebbles as he had done before, but 

the woman had locked the door, and Hansel could not get out. Nevertheless he comforted his little 

sister, and said: "Do not cry, Gretel, go to sleep quietly, the good God will help us." 

Early in the morning came the woman, and took the children out of their beds. Their piece of 

bread was given to them, but it was still smaller than the time before. On the way into the forest Hansel 

crumbled his in his pocket, and often stood still and threw a morsel on the ground. "Hansel, why do you 

stop and look round " said the father, "go on." "I am looking back at my little pigeon which is sitting on 

the roof, and wants to say good-bye to me," answered Hansel. "Fool!" said the woman, "that is not Your 

little pigeon, that is the morning sun that is shining on the chimney." Hansel, however, little by little, 

threw all the crumbs on the path. 

The woman led the children still deeper into the forest, where they had never in their lives been 

before. Then a great fire was again made, and the mother said: "Just sit there, you children, and when 

you are tired you may sleep a little; we are going into the forest to cut wood, and in the evening when 

we are done, we will come and fetch you away." When it was noon, Gretel shared her piece of bread 

with Hansel, who had scattered his by the way. Then they fell asleep and evening passed, but no one 

came to the poor children. They did not awake until it was dark night, and Hansel comforted his little 

sister and said: "Just wait, Gretel, until the moon rises, and then we shall see the crumbs of bread which 

I have strewn about, they will show us our way home again." When the moon came they set out, but 

they found no crumbs, for the many thousands of birds which fly about in the woods and fields had 

picked them all up. 

Hansel said to Gretel: "We shall soon find the way," but they did not find it. They walked the 

whole night and all the next day too from morning till evening, but they did not get out of the forest, 

and were very hungry, for they had nothing to eat but two or three berries, which grew on the ground. 

And as they were so weary that their legs would carry them no longer, they lay down beneath a tree and 

fell asleep. 

 

It was now three mornings since they had left their father's house. They began to walk again, but they 

always came deeper into the forest, and if help did not come soon, they must die of hunger and 

weariness. When it was mid-day, they saw a beautiful snow-white bird sitting on a bough, which sang so 

delightfully that they stood still and listened to it. And when its song was over, it spread its wings and 

flew away before them, and they followed it until they reached a little house, on the roof of which it 

alighted; and when they approached the little house they saw that it was built of bread and covered 

with cakes, but that the windows were of clear sugar. "We will set to work on that," said Hansel, "and 

have a good meal. I will eat a bit of the roof, and you Gretel, can eat some of the window, it will taste 

sweet." Hansel reached up above, and broke off a little of the roof to try how it tasted, and Gretel leant 

against the window and nibbled at the panes. Then a soft voice cried from the parlor: 

"Nibble, nibble, gnaw, 

Who is nibbling at my little house?" 

The children answered: 
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"The wind, the wind, The heaven-born wind," 

and went on eating without disturbing themselves. Hansel, who liked the taste of the roof, tore 

down a great piece of it, and Gretel pushed out the whole of one round window-pane, sat down, and 

enjoyed herself with it. Suddenly the door opened, and a woman as old as the hills, who supported 

herself on crutches, came creeping out. Hansel and Gretel were so terribly frightened that they letfall 

what they had in their hands. The old woman, however, nodded her head, and said: "Oh, you dear 

children, who has brought you here Do come in, and stay with me. No harm shall happen to you." She 

took them both by the hand, and led them into her little house. Then good food was set before them, 

milk and pancakes, with sugar, apples, and nuts. Afterwards two pretty little beds were covered with 

clean white linen, and Hansel and Gretel lay down in them, and thought they were in heaven. 

The old woman had only pretended to be so kind; she was in reality a wicked witch, who lay in 

wait for children, and had only built the little house of bread in order to entice them there. When a child 

fell into her power, she killed it, cooked and ate it, and that was a feast day with her. Witches have red 

eyes, and cannot see far, but they have a keen scent like the beasts, and are aware when human beings 

draw near. When Hansel and Gretel came into her neighborhood, she laughed with malice, and said 

mockingly: "I have them, they shall not escape me again!" Early in the morning before the children were 

awake, she was already up, and when she saw both of them sleeping and looking so pretty, with their 

plump and rosy cheeks, she muttered to herself: "That will be a dainty mouthfull" Then she seized 

Hansel with her shriveled hand, carried him into a little stable, and locked him in behind a grated door. 

Scream as he might, it would not help him. Then she went to Gretel, shook her till she awoke, and cried: 

"Get up, lazy thing, fetch some water, and cook something good for your brother, he is in the stable 

outside, and is to be made fat. When he is fat, I will eat him." Gretel began to weep bitterly, but it was 

all in vain, for she was forced to do what the wicked witch commanded. 

And now the best food was cooked for poor Hansel, but Gretel got nothing but crab-shells. Every 

morning the woman crept to the little stable, and cried: "Hansel, stretch out your finger that I may feel if 

you will soon be fat." Hansel, however, stretched out a little bone to her, and the old woman, who had 

dim eyes, could not see it, and thought it was Hansel's finger, and was astonished that there was no way 

of fattening him. When four weeks had gone by, and Hansel still remained thin, she was seized with 

impatience and would not wait any longer. "Now, then, Gretel," she cried to the girl, "stir yourself, and 

bring some water. Let Hansel be fat or lean, to-morrow I will kill him, and cook him." Ah, how the poor 

little sister did lament when she had to fetch the water, and how her tears did flow down her cheeks! 

"Dear God, do help us," she cried. "If the wild beasts in the forest had but devoured us, we should at any 

rate have died together." "Just keep your noise to yourself," said the old woman, "it won't help you at 

all." 

Early in the morning, Gretel had to go out and hang up the cauldron with the water, and light 

the fire. "We will bake first," said the old woman, "I have already heated the oven, and kneaded the 

dough." She pushed poor Gretel out to the oven, from which flames of fire were already darting. "Creep 

in," said the witch, "and see if it is properly heated, so that we can put the bread in." And once Gretel 

was inside, she intended to shut the oven and let her bake in it, and then she would eat her, too. But 

Gretel saw what she had in mind, and said: "I do not know how I am to do it; how do I get in?" "Silly 

goose," said the old woman. "The door is big enough; just look, I can get in myself!" and she crept up 

and thrust her head into the oven. Then Gretel gave her a push that drove her far into it, and shut the 
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iron door, and fastened the bolt. Oh then she began to howl quite horribly, but Gretel ran away, and the 

godless witch was miserably burnt to death. 

Gretel, however, ran like lightning to Hansel, opened his little stable, and cried: "Hansel, we are 

saved! The old witch is dead!" Then Hansel sprang like a bird from its cage when the door is opened. 

How they did rejoice and embrace each other, and dance about and kiss each other! And as they had no 

longer any need to fear her, they went into the witch's house, and in every corner there stood chests full 

of pearls and jewels. "These are far better than pebbles!" said Hansel, and thrust into his pockets 

whatever could be got in, and Gretel said: "I, too, will take something home with me," and filled her 

pinafore full. "But now we must be off," said Hansel, "that we may get out of the witch's forest." 

When they had walked for two hours, they came to a great stretch of water. "We cannot cross," 

said Hansel, "I see no foot-plank, and no bridge." "And there is also no ferry," answered Gretel, "but a 

white duck is swimming there; if I ask her, she will help us over." Then she cried: 

"Little duck, little duck, dost thou see, 

Hansel and Gretel are waiting for thee? 

There's never a plank, or bridge in sight, 

Take us across on thy back so white. 

The duck came to them, and Hansel seated himself on its back, and told his sister to sit by him. 

"No," replied Gretel, "that will be too heavy for the little duck; she shall take us across, one after the 

other." The good little duck did so, and when they were once safely across and had walked for a short 

time, the forest seemed to be more and more familiar to them, and at length they saw from afar their 

father's house. Then they began to run, rushed into the parlor, and threw themselves round their 

father's neck. The man had not known one happy hour since he had left the children in the forest; the 

woman, however, was dead. Gretel emptied her pinafore until pearls and precious stones ran about the 

room, and Hansel threw one handful after another out of his pocket to add to them. Then all anxiety 

was at an end, and they lived together in perfect happiness. 

http://www.mordent.com/folktales/grimms/hng/hng.html 

 

Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves 

(Arabia) 

In a town in Persia there dwelt two brothers, one named Cassim, the other Ali Baba. Cassim was 

married to a rich wife and lived in plenty, while Ali Baba had to maintain his wife and children by cutting 

wood in a neighboring forest and selling it in the town. 

One day, when Ali Baba was in the forest, he saw a troop of men on horseback, coming toward 

him in a cloud of dust. He was afraid they were robbers, and climbed into a tree for safety. When they 

came up to him and dismounted, he counted forty of them. They unbridled their horses and tied them 

to trees. 

The finest man among them, whom Ali Baba took to be their captain, went a little way among 

some bushes, and said, "Open, Sesame!" so plainly that Ali Baba heard him. 

A door opened in the rocks, and having made the troop go in, he followed them, and the door 

shut again of itself. They stayed some time inside, and Ali Baba, fearing they might come out and catch 

him, was forced to sit patiently in the tree. At last the door opened again, and the Forty Thieves came 

http://www.mordent.com/folktales/grimms/hng/hng.html
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out. As the Captain went in last he came out first, and made them all pass by him; he then closed the 

door, saying, "Shut, Sesame!" 

Every man bridled his horse and mounted, the Captain put himself at their head, and they 

returned as they came. 

Then Ali Baba climbed down and went to the door concealed among the bushes, and said, 

"Open, Sesame!" and it flew open. 

Ali Baba, who expected a dull, dismal place, was greatly surprised to find it large and well 

lighted, hollowed by the hand of man in the form of a vault, which received the light from an opening in 

the ceiling. He saw rich bales of merchandise -- silk, stuff-brocades, all piled together, and gold and silver 

in heaps, and money in leather purses. He went in and the door shut behind him. He did not look at the 

silver, but brought out as many bags of gold as he thought his asses, which were browsing outside, could 

carry, loaded them with the bags, and hid it all with fagots. 

Using the words, "Shut, Sesame!" he closed the door and went home. 

Then he drove his asses into the yard, shut the gates, carried the money-bags to his wife, and 

emptied them out before her. He bade her keep the secret, and he would go and bury the gold. 

"Let me first measure it," said his wife. "I will go borrow a measure of someone, while you dig 

the hole." 

So she ran to the wife of Cassim and borrowed a measure. Knowing Ali Baba's poverty, the sister 

was curious to find out what sort of grain his wife wished to measure, and artfully put some suet at the 

bottom of the measure. Ali Baba's wife went home and set the measure on the heap of gold, and filled it 

and emptied it often, to her great content. She then carried it back to her sister, without noticing that a 

piece of gold was sticking to it, which Cassim's wife perceived directly her back was turned. 

She grew very curious, and said to Cassim when he came home, "Cassim, your brother is richer 

than you. He does not count his money, he measures it." 

He begged her to explain this riddle, which she did by showing him the piece of money and 

telling him where she found it. Then Cassim grew so envious that he could not sleep, and went to his 

brother in the morning before sunrise. "Ali Baba," he said, showing him the gold piece, "you pretend to 

be poor and yet you measure gold." 

By this Ali Baba perceived that through his wife's folly Cassim and his wife knew their secret, so 

he confessed all and offered Cassim a share. 

"That I expect," said Cassim; "but I must know where to find the treasure, otherwise I will 

discover all, and you will lose all." 

Ali Baba, more out of kindness than fear, told him of the cave, and the very words to use. Cassim 

left Ali Baba, meaning to be beforehand with him and get the treasure for himself. He rose early next 

morning, and set out with ten mules loaded with great chests. He soon found the place, and the door in 

the rock. 

He said, "Open, Sesame!" and the door opened and shut behind him. He could have feasted his 

eyes all day on the treasures, but he now hastened to gather together as much of it as possible; but 

when he was ready to go he could not remember what to say for thinking of his great riches. Instead of 

"Sesame," he said, "Open, Barley!" and the door remained fast. He named several different sorts of 

grain, all but the right one, and the door still stuck fast. He was so frightened at the danger he was in 

that he had as much forgotten the word as if he had never heard it. 
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About noon the robbers returned to their cave, and saw Cassim's mules roving about with great 

chests on their backs. This gave them the alarm; they drew their sabers, and went to the door, which 

opened on their Captain's saying, "Open, Sesame!" 

Cassim, who had heard the trampling of their horses' feet, resolved to sell his life dearly, so 

when the door opened he leaped out and threw the Captain down. In vain, however, for the robbers 

with their sabers soon killed him. On entering the cave they saw all the bags laid ready, and could not 

imagine how anyone had got in without knowing their secret. They cut Cassim's body into four quarters, 

and nailed them up inside the cave, in order to frighten anyone who should venture in, and went away 

in search of more treasure. 

As night drew on Cassim's wife grew very uneasy, and ran to her brother-in-law, and told him 

where her husband had gone. Ali Baba did his best to comfort her, and set out to the forest in search of 

Cassim. The first thing he saw on entering the cave was his dead brother. Full of horror, he put the body 

on one of his asses, and bags of gold on the other two, and, covering all with some fagots, returned 

home. He drove the two asses laden with gold into his own yard, and led the other to Cassim's house. 

The door was opened by the slave Morgiana, whom he knew to be both brave and cunning. 

Unloading the ass, he said to her, "This is the body of your master, who has been murdered, but whom 

we must bury as though he had died in his bed. I will speak with you again, but now tell your mistress I 

am come." 

The wife of Cassim, on learning the fate of her husband, broke out into cries and tears, but Ali 

Baba offered to take her to live with him and his wife if she would promise to keep his counsel and leave 

everything to Morgiana; whereupon she agreed, and dried her eyes. 

Morgiana, meanwhile, sought an apothecary and asked him for some lozenges. "My poor 

master," she said, "can neither eat nor speak, and no one knows what his distemper is." She carried 

home the lozenges and returned next day weeping, and asked for an essence only given to those just 

about to die. 

Thus, in the evening, no one was surprised to hear the wretched shrieks and cries of Cassim's 

wife and Morgiana, telling everyone that Cassim was dead. 

The day after Morgiana went to an old cobbler near the gates of the town who opened his stall 

early, put a piece of gold in his hand, and bade him follow her with his needle and thread. Having bound 

his eyes with a handkerchief, she took him to the room where the body lay, pulled off the bandage, and 

bade him sew the quarters together, after which she covered his eyes again and led him home. Then 

they buried Cassim, and Morgiana his slave followed him to the grave, weeping and tearing her hair, 

while Cassim's wife stayed at home uttering lamentable cries. Next day she went to live with Ali Baba, 

who gave Cassim's shop to his eldest son. 

The Forty Thieves, on their return to the cave, were much astonished to find Cassim's body gone 

and some of their money-bags. 

"We are certainly discovered," said the Captain, "and shall be undone if we cannot find out who 

it is that knows our secret. Two men must have known it; we have killed one, we must now find the 

other. To this end one of you who is bold and artful must go into the city dressed as a traveler, and 

discover whom we have killed, and whether men talk of the strange manner of his death. If the 

messenger fails he must lose his life, lest we be betrayed." 
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One of the thieves started up and offered to do this, and after the rest had highly commended 

him for his bravery he disguised himself, and happened to enter the town at daybreak, just by Baba 

Mustapha's stall. The thief bade him good-day, saying, "Honest man, how can you possibly see to stitch 

at your age?" 

"Old as I am," replied the cobbler, "I have very good eyes, and will you believe me when I tell 

you that I sewed a dead body together in a place where I had less light than I have now." 

The robber was overjoyed at his good fortune, and, giving him a piece of gold, desired to be 

shown the house where he stitched up the dead body. At first Mustapha refused, saying that he had 

been blindfolded; but when the robber gave him another piece of gold he began to think he might 

remember the turnings if blindfolded as before. This means succeeded; the robber partly led him, and 

was partly guided by him, right in front of Cassim's house, the door of which the robber marked with a 

piece of chalk. Then, well pleased, he bade farewell to Baba Mustapha and returned to the forest. By 

and by Morgiana, going out, saw the mark the robber had made, quickly guessed that some mischief 

was brewing, and fetching a piece of chalk marked two or three doors on each side, without saying 

anything to her master or mistress. 

The thief, meantime, told his comrades of his discovery. The Captain thanked him, and bade him 

show him the house he had marked. But when they came to it they saw that five or six of the houses 

were chalked in the same manner. The guide was so confounded that he knew not what answer to 

make, and when they returned he was at once beheaded for having failed. 

Another robber was dispatched, and, having won over Baba Mustapha, marked the house in red 

chalk; but Morgiana being again too clever for them, the second messenger was put to death also. 

The Captain now resolved to go himself, but, wiser than the others, he did not mark the house, 

but looked at it so closely that he could not fail to remember it. He returned, and ordered his men to go 

into the neighboring villages and buy nineteen mules, and thirty-eight leather jars, all empty except one, 

which was full of oil. The Captain put one of his men, fully armed, into each, rubbing the outside of the 

jars with oil from the full vessel. Then the nineteen mules were loaded with thirty-seven robbers in jars, 

and the jar of oil, and reached the town by dusk. 

The Captain stopped his mules in front of Ali Baba's house, and said to Ali Baba, who was sitting 

outside for coolness, "I have brought some oil from a distance to sell at tomorrow's market, but it is now 

so late that I know not where to pass the night, unless you will do me the favor to take me in." 

Though Ali Baba had seen the Captain of the robbers in the forest, he did not recognize him in 

the disguise of an oil merchant. He bade him welcome, opened his gates for the mules to enter, and 

went to Morgiana to bid her prepare a bed and supper for his guest. He brought the stranger into his 

hall, and after they had supped went again to speak to Morgiana in the kitchen, while the Captain went 

into the yard under pretense of seeing after his mules, but really to tell his men what to do. 

Beginning at the first jar and ending at the last, he said to each man, "As soon as I throw some 

stones from the window of the chamber where I lie, cut the jars open with your knives and come out, 

and I will be with you in a trice." 

He returned to the house, and Morgiana led him to his chamber. She then told Abdallah, her 

fellow slave, to set on the pot to make some broth for her master, who had gone to bed. Meanwhile her 

lamp went out, and she had no more oil in the house. 

"Do not be uneasy," said Abdallah; "go into the yard and take some out of one of those jars." 
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Morgiana thanked him for his advice, took the oil pot, and went into the yard. When she came 

to the first jar the robber inside said softly, "Is it time?" 

Any other slave but Morgiana, on finding a man in the jar instead of the oil she wanted, would 

have screamed and made a noise; but she, knowing the danger her master was in, bethought herself of 

a plan, and answered quietly, "Not yet, but presently." 

She went to all the jars, giving the same answer, till she came to the jar of oil. She now saw that 

her master, thinking to entertain an oil merchant, had let thirty-eight robbers into his house. She filled 

her oil pot, went back to the kitchen, and, having lit her lamp, went again to the oil jar and filled a large 

kettle full of oil. When it boiled she went and poured enough oil into every jar to stifle and kill the 

robber inside. When this brave deed was done she went back to the kitchen, put out the fire and the 

lamp, and waited to see what would happen. 

In a quarter of an hour the Captain of the robbers awoke, got up, and opened the window. As all 

seemed quiet, he threw down some little pebbles which hit the jars. He listened, and as none of his men 

seemed to stir he grew uneasy, and went down into the yard. On going to the first jar and saying, "Are 

you asleep?" he smelt the hot boiled oil, and knew at once that his plot to murder Ali Baba and his 

household had been discovered. He found all the gang was dead, and, missing the oil out of the last jar, 

became aware of the manner of their death. He then forced the lock of a door leading into a garden, 

and climbing over several walls made his escape. Morgiana heard and saw all this, and, rejoicing at her 

success, went to bed and fell asleep. 

At daybreak Ali Baba arose, and, seeing the oil jars still there, asked why the merchant had not 

gone with his mules. Morgiana bade him look in the first jar and see if there was any oil. Seeing a man, 

he started back in terror. "Have no fear," said Morgiana; "the man cannot harm you; he is dead." 

Ali Baba, when he had recovered somewhat from his astonishment, asked what had become of 

the merchant. 

"Merchant!" said she, "he is no more a merchant than I am!" and she told him the whole story, 

assuring him that it was a plot of the robbers of the forest, of whom only three were left, and that the 

white and red chalk marks had something to do with it. Ali Baba at once gave Morgiana her freedom, 

saying that he owed her his life. They then buried the bodies in Ali Baba's garden, while the mules were 

sold in the market by his slaves. 

The Captain returned to his lonely cave, which seemed frightful to him without his lost 

companions, and firmly resolved to avenge them by killing Ali Baba. He dressed himself carefully, and 

went into the town, where he took lodgings in an inn. In the course of a great many journeys to the 

forest he carried away many rich stuffs and much fine linen, and set up a shop opposite that of Ali 

Baba's son. He called himself Cogia Hassan, and as he was both civil and well dressed he soon made 

friends with Ali Baba's son, and through him with Ali Baba, whom he was continually asking to sup with 

him. 

Ali Baba, wishing to return his kindness, invited him into his house and received him smiling, 

thanking him for his kindness to his son. 

When the merchant was about to take his leave Ali Baba stopped him, saying, "Where are you 

going, sir, in such haste? Will you not stay and sup with me?" 

The merchant refused, saying that he had a reason; and, on Ali Baba's asking him what that was, 

he replied, "It is, sir, that I can eat no victuals that have any salt in them." 
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"If that is all," said Ali Baba, "let me tell you that there shall be no salt in either the meat or the 

bread that we eat to-night." 

He went to give this order to Morgiana, who was much surprised. 

"Who is this man," she said, "who eats no salt with his meat?" 

"He is an honest man, Morgiana," returned her master; "therefore do as I bid you." 

But she could not withstand a desire to see this strange man, so she helped Abdallah to carry up 

the dishes, and saw in a moment that Cogia Hassan was the robber Captain, and carried a dagger under 

his garment. 

"I am not surprised," she said to herself, "that this wicked man, who intends to kill my master, 

will eat no salt with him; but I will hinder his plans." 

She sent up the supper by Abdallah, while she made ready for one of the boldest acts that could 

be thought on. When the dessert had been served, Cogia Hassan was left alone with Ali Baba and his 

son, whom he thought to make drunk and then to murder them. Morgiana, meanwhile, put on a 

headdress like a dancing-girl's, and clasped a girdle round her waist, from which hung a dagger with a 

silver hilt, and said to Abdallah, "Take your tabor, and let us go and divert our master and his guest." 

Abdallah took his tabor and played before Morgiana until they came to the door, where 

Abdallah stopped playing and Morgiana made a low courtesy. 

"Come in, Morgiana," said Ali Baba, "and let Cogia Hassan see what you can do"; and, turning to 

Cogia Hassan, he said, "She's my slave and my housekeeper." 

Cogia Hassan was by no means pleased, for he feared that his chance of killing Ali Baba was 

gone for the present; but he pretended great eagerness to see Morgiana, and Abdallah began to play 

and Morgiana to dance. After she had performed several dances she drew her dagger and made passes 

with it, sometimes pointing it at her own breast, sometimes at her master's, as if it were part of the 

dance. Suddenly, out of breath, she snatched the tabor from Abdallah with her left hand, and, holding 

the dagger in her right hand, held out the tabor to her master. Ali Baba and his son put a piece of gold 

into it, and Cogia Hassan, seeing that she was coming to him, pulled out his purse to make her a present, 

but while he was putting his hand into it Morgiana plunged the dagger into his heart. 

"Unhappy girl!" cried Ali Baba and his son, "what have you done to ruin us?" 

"It was to preserve you, master, not to ruin you," answered Morgiana. "See here," opening the 

false merchant's garment and showing the dagger; "see what an enemy you have entertained! 

Remember, he would eat no salt with you, and what more would you have? Look at him! he is both the 

false oil merchant and the Captain of the Forty Thieves." 

Ali Baba was so grateful to Morgiana for thus saving his life that he offered her to his son in 

marriage, who readily consented, and a few days after the wedding was celebrated with greatest 

splendor. 

At the end of a year Ali Baba, hearing nothing of the two remaining robbers, judged they were 

dead, and set out to the cave. The door opened on his saying, "Open Sesame!" He went in, and saw that 

nobody had been there since the Captain left it. He brought away as much gold as he could carry, and 

returned to town. He told his son the secret of the cave, which his son handed down in his turn, so the 

children and grandchildren of Ali Baba were rich to the end of their lives. 
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The Sprig of Rosemary 

(Spain) 

Once upon a time there lived a man with one daughter and he made her work hard all the day. 

One morning when she had finished everything he had set her to do, he told her to go out into the 

woods and get some dry leaves and sticks to kindle a fire. 

The girl went out, and soon collected a large bundle, and then she plucked at a sprig of sweet-

smelling rosemary for herself. But the harder she pulled the firmer seemed the plant, and at last, 

determined not to be beaten, she gave one great tug, and the rosemary remained in her hands. 

Then she heard a voice close to her saying, 'Well?' and turning she saw before her a handsome 

young man, who asked why she had come to steal his firewood. 

The girl, who felt much confused, only managed to stammer out as an excuse that her father 

had sent her. 

'Very well,' replied the young man; 'then come with me.' 

So he took her through the opening made by the torn-up root, and they travelled till they 

reached a beautiful palace, splendidly furnished, but only lighted from the top. And when they had 

entered he told her that he was a great lord, and that never had he seen a maiden so beautiful as she, 

and that if she would give him her heart they would be married and live happy for ever after. 

And the maiden said 'yes, she would,' and so they were married. 

The next day the old dame who looked after the house handed her all the keys, but pointed her 

out one that she would do well never to use, for if she did the whole palace would fall to the ground, 

and the grass would grow over it, and the damsel herself would be remembered no more. 

The bride promised to be careful, but in a little while, when there was nothing left for her to do, 

she began to wonder what could be in the chest, which was opened by the key. As everybody knows, if 

we once begin to think we soon begin to do, and it was not very long before the key was no longer in 

the maiden's hand but in the lock of the chest. But the lock was stiff and resisted all her efforts, and in 

the end she had to break it. And what was inside after all? Why, nothing but a serpent's skin, which her 

husband, who was, unknown to her, a magician, put on when he was at work; and at the sight of it the 

girl was turning away in disgust, when the earth shook violently under her feet, the palace vanished as if 

it had never been, and the bride found herself in the middle of a field, not knowing where she was or 

whither to go. She burst into a flood of bitter tears, partly at her own folly, but more for the loss of her 

husband, whom she dearly loved. Then, breaking a sprig of rosemary off a bush hard by, she resolved, 

cost what it might, to seek him through the world till she found him. So she walked and she walked and 

she walked, till she arrived at a house built of straw. And she knocked at the door, and asked if they 

wanted a servant. The mistress said she did, and if the girl was willing she might stay. But day by day the 

poor maiden grew more and more sad, till at last her mistress begged her to say what was the matter. 

Then she told her story--how she was going through the world seeking after her husband. 

And her mistress answered her, 'Where he is, none can tell better than the Sun, the Moon, and 

the Wind, for they go everywhere!' 

On hearing these words the damsel set forth once more, and walked till she reached the Golden 

Castle, where lived the Sun. And she knocked boldly at the door, saying, 'All hail, O Sun! I have come to 

ask if, of your charity, you will help me in my need. By my own fault have I fallen into these straits, and I 

am weary, for I seek my husband through the wide world.' 



AH 110 Stories:  Tracing Movements of Human Understanding 
OPTIONAL READING 

 

'Indeed!' spoke the Sun. 'Do you, rich as you are, need help? But though you live in a palace 

without windows, the Sun enters everywhere, and he knows you.' 

Then the bride told him the whole story. and did not hide her own ill-doing. And the Sun 

listened, and was sorry for her; and though he could not tell her where to go, he gave her a nut, and bid 

her open it in a time of great distress. The damsel thanked him with all her heart, and departed, and 

walked and walked and walked, till she came to another castle, and knocked at the door which was 

opened by an old woman. 

'All hail!' said the girl. 'I have come, of your charity, to ask your help!' 

'It is my mistress, the Moon, you seek. I will tell her of your prayer.' 

So the Moon came out, and when she saw the maiden she knew her again, for she had watched 

her sleeping both in the cottage and in the palace. And she spake to her and said: 

'Do you, rich as you are, need help?' 

Then the girl told her the whole story, and the Moon listened, and was sorry for her; and though 

she could not tell her where to find her husband, she gave her an almond, and told her to crack it when 

she was in great need. So the damsel thanked her, and departed, and walked and walked and walked till 

she came to another castle. And she knocked at the door, and said: 

'All hail! I have come to ask if, of your charity, you will help me in my need.' 

'It is my lord, the Wind, that you want,' answered the old woman who opened it. 'I will tell him 

of your prayer.' 

And the Wind looked on her and knew her again, for he had seen her in the cottage and in the 

palace, and he spake to her and said: 

'Do you, rich as you are, want help ?' 

And she told him the whole story. And the Wind listened, and was sorry for her, and he gave her 

a walnut that she was to eat in time of need. But the girl did not go as the Wind expected. She was tired 

and sad, and knew not where to turn, so she began to weep bitterly. The Wind wept too for company, 

and said: 

'Don't be frightened; I will go and see if I can find out something.' 

And the Wind departed with a great noise and fuss, and in the twinkling of an eye he was back 

again, beaming with delight. 

'From what one person and another have let fall,' he exclaimed, 'I have contrived to learn that 

he is in the palace of the king, who keeps him hidden lest anyone should see him; and that to-morrow 

he is to marry the princess, who, ugly creature that she is, has not been able to find any man to wed 

her.' 

Who can tell the despair which seized the poor maiden when she heard this news! As soon as 

she could speak she implored the Wind to do all he could to get the wedding put off for two or three 

days, for it would take her all that time to reach the palace of the king. 

The Wind gladly promised to do what he could, and as he travelled much faster than the maiden 

he soon arrived at the palace, where he found five tailors working night and day at the wedding clothes 

of the princess. 

Down came the Wind right in the middle of their lace and satin and trimmings of pearl! Away 

they all went whiz! through the open windows, right up into the tops of the trees, across the river, 

among the dancing ears of corn! After them ran the tailors, catching, jumping, climbing, but all to no 
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purpose! The lace was torn, the satin stained, the pearls knocked off! There was nothing for it but to go 

to the shops to buy fresh, and to begin all over again! It was plainly quite impossible that the wedding 

clothes could be ready next day. 

However, the king was much too anxious to see his daughter married to listen to any excuses, 

and he declared that a dress must be put together somehow for the bride to wear. But when he went to 

look at the princess, she was such a figure that he agreed that it would be unfitting for her position to be 

seen in such a gown, and he ordered the ceremony and the banquet to be postponed for a few hours, so 

that the tailors might take the dress to pieces and make it fit. 

But by this time the maiden had arrived footsore and weary at the castle, and as soon as she 

reached the door she cracked her nut and drew out of it the most beautiful mantle in the world. Then 

she rang the bell, and asked: 

'Is not the princess to be married to-day?' 

'Yes, she is.' 

'Ask her if she would like to buy this mantle.' 

And when the princess saw the mantle she was delighted, for her wedding mantle had been 

spoilt with all the other things, and it was too late to make another. So she told the maiden to ask what 

price she would, and it should be given her. 

The maiden fixed a large sum, many pieces of gold, but the princess had set her heart on the 

mantle, and gave it readily. 

Now the maiden hid her gold in the pocket of her dress, and turned away from the castle. The 

moment she was out of sight she broke her almond, and drew from it the most magnificent petticoats 

that ever were seen. Then she went back to the castle, and asked if the princess wished to buy any 

petticoats. No sooner did the princess cast her eyes on the petticoats than she declared they were even 

more beautiful than the mantle, and that she would give the maiden whatever price she wanted for 

them. And the maiden named many pieces of gold, which the princess paid her gladly, so pleased was 

she with her new possessions. 

Then the girl went down the steps where none could watch her and cracked her walnut, and out 

came the most splendid court dress that any dressmaker had ever invented; and, carrying it carefully in 

her arms, she knocked at the door, and asked if the princess wished to buy a court dress. 

When the message was delivered the princess sprang to her feet with delight, for she had been 

thinking that after all it was not much use to have a lovely mantle and elegant petticoats if she had no 

dress, and she knew the tailors would never be ready in time. So she sent at once to say she would buy 

the dress, and what sum did the maiden want for it. 

This time the maiden answered that the price of the dress was the permission to see the 

bridegroom. 

The princess was not at all pleased when she heard the maiden's reply, but, as she could not do 

without the dress, she was forced to give in, and contented herself with thinking that after all it did not 

matter much. 

So the maiden was led to the rooms which had been given to her husband. And when she came 

near she touched him with the sprig of rosemary that she carried; and his memory came back, and he 

knew her, and kissed her, and declared that she was his true wife, and that he loved her and no other. 
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Then they went back to the maiden's home, and grew to be very old, and lived happy all the 

days of their life. 

http://www.mythfolklore.net/andrewlang/425.htm 

 

The Robber Bridegroom 

(Germany) 

There was once a miller who had one beautiful daughter, and as she was grown up, he was 

anxious that she should be well married and provided for. He said to himself, ’I will give her to the first 

suitable man who comes and asks for her hand.’ Not long after a suitor appeared, and as he appeared to 

be very rich and the miller could see nothing in him with which to find fault, he betrothed his daughter 

to him. But the girl did not care for the man as a girl ought to care for her betrothed husband. She did 

not feel that she could trust him, and she could not look at him nor think of him without an inward 

shudder. One day he said to her, ’You have not yet paid me a visit, although we have been betrothed for 

some time.’ ’I do not know where your house is,’ she answered. ’My house is out there in the dark 

forest,’ he said. She tried to excuse herself by saying that she would not be able to find the way thither. 

Her betrothed only replied, ’You must come and see me next Sunday; I have already invited guests for 

that day, and that you may not mistake the way, I will strew ashes along the path.’ 

When Sunday came, and it was time for the girl to start, a feeling of dread came over her which 

she could not explain, and that she might be able to find her path again, she filled her pockets with peas 

and lentils to sprinkle on the ground as she went along. On reaching the entrance to the forest she 

found the path strewed with ashes, and these she followed, throwing down some peas on either side of 

her at every step she took. She walked the whole day until she came to the deepest, darkest part of the 

forest. There she saw a lonely house, looking so grim and mysterious, that it did not please her at all. 

She stepped inside, but not a soul was to be seen, and a great silence reigned throughout. Suddenly a 

voice cried: 

 ’Turn back, turn back, young maiden fair, 

  Linger not in this murderers’ lair.’ 

The girl looked up and saw that the voice came from a bird hanging in a cage on the wall. Again 

it cried: 

 ’Turn back, turn back, young maiden fair, 

  Linger not in this murderers’ lair.’ 

The girl passed on, going from room to room of the house, but they were all empty, and still she 

saw no one. At last she came to the cellar, and there sat a very, very old woman, who could not keep her 

head from shaking. ’Can you tell me,’ asked the girl, ’if my betrothed husband lives here?’ 

’Ah, you poor child,’ answered the old woman, ’what a place for you to come to! This is a 

murderers’ den. You think yourself a promised bride, and that your marriage will soon take place, but it 

is with death that you will keep your marriage feast. Look, do you see that large cauldron of water which 

I am obliged to keep on the fire! As soon as they have you in their power they will kill you without 

mercy, and cook and eat you, for they are eaters of men. If I did not take pity on you and save you, you 

would be lost.’ 

http://www.mythfolklore.net/andrewlang/425.htm
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Thereupon the old woman led her behind a large cask, which quite hid her from view. ’Keep as 

still as a mouse,’ she said; ’do not move or speak, or it will be all over with you. Tonight, when the 

robbers are all asleep, we will flee together. I have long been waiting for an opportunity to escape.’ 

The words were hardly out of her mouth when the godless crew returned, dragging another 

young girl along with them. They were all drunk, and paid no heed to her cries and lamentations. They 

gave her wine to drink, three glasses full, one of white wine, one of red, and one of yellow, and with that 

her heart gave way and she died. Then they tore of her dainty clothing, laid her on a table, and cut her 

beautiful body into pieces, and sprinkled salt upon it. 

The poor betrothed girl crouched trembling and shuddering behind the cask, for she saw what a 

terrible fate had been intended for her by the robbers. One of them now noticed a gold ring still 

remaining on the little finger of the murdered girl, and as he could not draw it off easily, he took a 

hatchet and cut off the finger; but the finger sprang into the air, and fell behind the cask into the lap of 

the girl who was hiding there. The robber took a light and began looking for it, but he could not find it. 

’Have you looked behind the large cask?’ said one of the others. But the old woman called out, ’Come 

and eat your suppers, and let the thing be till tomorrow; the finger won’t run away.’ 

’The old woman is right,’ said the robbers, and they ceased looking for the finger and sat down. 

The old woman then mixed a sleeping draught with their wine, and before long they were all 

lying on the floor of the cellar, fast asleep and snoring. As soon as the girl was assured of this, she came 

from behind the cask. She was obliged to step over the bodies of the sleepers, who were lying close 

together, and every moment she was filled with renewed dread lest she should awaken them. But God 

helped her, so that she passed safely over them, and then she and the old woman went upstairs, 

opened the door, and hastened as fast as they could from the murderers’ den. They found the ashes 

scattered by the wind, but the peas and lentils had sprouted, and grown sufficiently above the ground, 

to guide them in the moonlight along the path. All night long they walked, and it was morning before 

they reached the mill. Then the girl told her father all that had happened. 

The day came that had been fixed for the marriage. The bridegroom arrived and also a large 

company of guests, for the miller had taken care to invite all his friends and relations. As they sat at the 

feast, each guest in turn was asked to tell a tale; the bride sat still and did not say a word. 

’And you, my love,’ said the bridegroom, turning to her, ’is there no tale you know? Tell us 

something.’ 

’I will tell you a dream, then,’ said the bride. ’I went alone through a forest and came at last to a 

house; not a soul could I find within, but a bird that was hanging in a cage on the wall cried: 

 ’Turn back, turn back, young maiden fair, 

  Linger not in this murderers’ lair.’ 

and again a second time it said these words.’ 

’My darling, this is only a dream.’ 

’I went on through the house from room to room, but they were all empty, and everything was 

so grim and mysterious. At last I went down to the cellar, and there sat a very, very old woman, who 

could not keep her head still. I asked her if my betrothed lived here, and she answered, “Ah, you poor 

child, you are come to a murderers’ den; your betrothed does indeed live here, but he will kill you 

without mercy and afterwards cook and eat you."’ 

’My darling, this is only a dream.’ 
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’The old woman hid me behind a large cask, and scarcely had she done this when the robbers 

returned home, dragging a young girl along with them. They gave her three kinds of wine to drink, 

white, red, and yellow, and with that she died.’ 

’My darling, this is only a dream.’ 

’Then they tore off her dainty clothing, and cut her beautiful body into pieces and sprinkled salt 

upon it.’ 

’My darling, this is only a dream.’ 

’And one of the robbers saw that there was a gold ring still left on her finger, and as it was 

difficult to draw off, he took a hatchet and cut off her finger; but the finger sprang into the air and fell 

behind the great cask into my lap. And here is the finger with the ring.’ and with these words the bride 

drew forth the finger and shewed it to the assembled guests. 

The bridegroom, who during this recital had grown deadly pale, up and tried to escape, but the 

guests seized him and held him fast. They delivered him up to justice, and he and all his murderous band 

were condemned to death for their wicked deeds. 

http://www.authorama.com/grimms-fairy-tales-23.html 

 

The Twelve Brothers 

(Germany) 

Once upon a time there were a king and a queen. They lived happily together and had twelve 

children, all boys. One day the king said to his wife, "If our thirteenth child, which you are soon going to 

bring into the world, is a girl, then the twelve others shall die, so that her wealth may be great, and so 

that she alone may inherit the kingdom." 

Indeed, he had twelve coffins made. They were filled with wood shavings and each was fitted 

with a coffin pillow. He had them put in a locked room, and gave the key to the queen, ordering her to 

tell no one about them. 

The mother sat and mourned the entire day, until the youngest son -- who was always with her, 

and who was named Benjamin after the Bible -- said to her, "Dear mother, why are you so sad?" 

"Dearest child," she answered, "I cannot tell you." 

However, he would not leave her in peace, until she unlocked the room and showed him the 

coffins, already filled with wood shavings. 

Then she said, "My dearest Benjamin, your father had these coffins made for you and your 

eleven brothers. If I bring a girl into the world, you are all to be killed and buried in them." 

As she spoke and cried, her son comforted her, saying, "Don't cry, dear mother. We will take 

care of ourselves and run away." 

Then she said, "Go out into the woods with your eleven brothers. One of you should climb the 

highest tree that you can find. Keep watch there and look toward the castle tower. If I give birth to a 

little son, I will raise a white flag. If I give birth to a little daughter, I will raise a red flag, and then you 

should escape as fast as you can, and may God protect you. I will get up every night and pray for you, in 

the winter that you may warm yourselves near a fire, and in the summer that you may not suffer from 

the heat." 
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After she had blessed her children, they went out into the woods. One after the other of them 

kept watch, sitting atop the highest oak tree and looking toward the tower. After eleven days had 

passed, and it was Benjamin's turn, he saw that a flag had been raised. It was not the white one, but 

instead the red blood-flag, decreeing that they all were to die. 

When the boys heard this they became angry and cried out, "Are we to suffer death for the sake 

of a girl! We swear that we will take revenge. Wherever we find a girl, her red blood shall flow." 

Then they went deeper into the woods, and in its middle, where it was darkest, they found a 

little bewitched house that was empty. 

They said, "We will live here. You, Benjamin, you are the youngest and weakest. You shall stay at 

home and keep house. We others will go and get things to eat." 

Thus they went into the woods and shot rabbits, wild deer, birds, and doves, and whatever they 

could eat. These they brought to Benjamin, and he had to prepare them to satisfy their hunger. They 

lived together in this little house for ten years, but the time passed quickly for them. 

The little daughter that their mother, the queen, had given birth to was now grown up. She had 

a good heart, a beautiful face, and a golden star on her forehead. 

Once on a large washday she saw twelve men's shirts in the laundry and asked her mother, 

"Whose are these twelve shirts? They are much too small for father." 

The queen answered with a heavy heart, "Dear child, they belong to your twelve brothers." 

The girl said, "Where are my twelve brothers? I have never even heard of them." 

She answered, "Only God knows where they are. They are wandering about in the world." 

Then she took the girl, unlocked the room for her, and showed her the twelve coffins with the 

wood shavings and the coffin pillows. 

"These coffins," she said, "were intended for your brothers, but they secretly ran away before 

you were born," and she told her how everything had happened. 

Then the girl said, "Dear mother, don't cry. I will go and look for my brothers." 

Then she took the twelve shirts and went forth into the great woods. She walked the entire day, 

in the evening coming to the bewitched little house. 

She went inside and found a young lad, who asked, "Where do you come from, and where are 

you going?" 

He was astounded that she was so beautiful, that she was wearing royal clothing, and that she 

had a star on her forehead. 

"I am a princess and am looking for my twelve brothers. I will walk on as long as the sky is blue, 

until I find them." She also showed him the twelve shirts that belonged to them. 

Benjamin saw that it was his sister, and said, "I am Benjamin, your youngest brother." 

She began to cry for joy, and Benjamin did so as well. They kissed and embraced one another 

with great love. 

Then he said, "Dear sister, I must warn you that we have agreed that every girl whom we meet 

must die." 

She said, "I will gladly die, if I can thus redeem my twelve brothers." 

"No," he answered, "you shall not die. Sit under this tub until our eleven brothers come, and I 

will make it right with them." 
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She did this, and when night fell they came home from the hunt. As they sat at the table eating, 

they asked, "What is new?" 

Benjamin said, "Don't you know anything?" 

"No," they answered. 

He continued speaking, "You have been in the woods while I stayed at home, but I know more 

than you do." 

"Then tell us," they shouted. 

He answered, "If you will promise me that the next girl we meet shall not be killed." 

"Yes," they all shouted. "We will show her mercy. Just tell us." 

Then he said, "Our sister is here," and lifted up the tub. The princess came forth in her royal 

clothing and with the golden star on her forehead, so beautiful, delicate, and fine. 

They all rejoiced, falling around her neck and kissing her, and they loved her with all their hearts. 

Now she stayed at home with Benjamin and helped him with the work. The eleven went into the 

woods and captured wild game, deer, birds, and doves, so they would have something to eat. Their 

sister and Benjamin prepared it all. They gathered wood for cooking, herbs for the stew, and put the pot 

onto the fire so a meal was always ready when the eleven came home. She also kept the house in order, 

and made up the beds white and clean. The brothers were always satisfied, and they lived happily with 

her. 

One time the two of them had prepared a good meal at home, and so they sat together and ate 

and drank and were ever so happy. Now there was a little garden next to the bewitched house, and in it 

there were twelve lilies, the kind that are called "students." Wanting to bring some pleasure to her 

brothers, she picked the twelve flowers, intending to give one to each of them when they were eating. 

But in the same instant that she picked the flowers, the twelve brothers were transformed into twelve 

ravens, and they flew away above the woods. The house and the garden disappeared as well. 

Now the poor girl was alone in the wild woods. Looking around, she saw an old women standing 

next to her. 

The old woman said, "My child, what have you done?" Why did you not leave the twelve white 

flowers standing? Those were your brothers, and now they have been transformed into ravens forever." 

The girl said, crying, "Is there no way to redeem them?" 

"No," said the old woman, "There is only one way in the world, and it is so difficult that you will 

never redeem them. You must remain silent for seven whole years, neither speaking nor laughing. If you 

speak a single word, even if all but one hour of the seven years has passed, then it will all be for nothing, 

and your brothers will be killed by that one word." 

Then the girl said in her heart, "I know for sure that I will redeem my brothers." 

She went and found a tall tree and climbed to its top, where she sat and span, without speaking 

and without laughing. 

Now it came to pass that a king was hunting in these woods. He had a large greyhound that ran 

to the tree where the girl was sitting. It jumped about, yelping and barking up the tree. The king came, 

saw the beautiful princess with the golden star on her forehead, and was so enchanted by her beauty 

that he shouted up to her, asking her to become his wife. She gave him no answer, but nodded with her 

head. Then he himself climbed the tree, carried her down, set her on his horse, and took her home with 

him. 
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Their wedding was celebrated with great pomp and joy, but the bride neither spoke nor 

laughed. 

After they had lived a few years happily together, the king's mother, who was a wicked woman, 

began to slander the young queen, saying to the king, "You have brought home a common beggar 

woman for yourself. Who knows what kind of godless things she is secretly doing. Even if she is a mute 

and cannot speak, she could at least laugh. Anyone who does not laugh has an evil conscience." 

At first the king did not want to believe this, but the old woman kept it up so long, accusing her 

of so many wicked things, that the king finally let himself be convinced, and he sentenced her to death. 

A great fire was lit in the courtyard, where she was to be burned to death. The king stood 

upstairs at his window, looking on with crying eyes, for he still loved her dearly. She had already been 

bound to the stake, and the fire was licking at her clothing with its red tongues, when the last moment 

of the seven years passed. 

A whirring sound was heard in the air, and twelve ravens approached, landing together. As they 

touched the earth, it was her twelve brothers, whom she had redeemed. They ripped the fire apart, put 

out the flames, and freed their sister, kissing and embracing her. 

Now that she could open her mouth and speak, she told the king why she had remained silent 

and had never laughed. 

The king rejoiced to hear that she was innocent, and they all lived happily together until they 

died. The wicked stepmother was brought before the court and placed in a barrel filled with boiling oil 

and poisonous snakes, and she died an evil death. 

http://www.pitt.edu/~dash/grimm009.html 

 

East of the Sun and West of the Moon 

(Norway) 

Once upon a time there was a poor husbandman who had many children and little to give them 

in the way either of food or clothing. They were all pretty, but the prettiest of all was the youngest 

daughter, who was so beautiful that there were no bounds to her beauty. 

   So once -- it was late on a Thursday evening in autumn, and wild weather outside, terribly 

dark, and raining so heavily and blowing so hard that the walls of the cottage shook again -- they were 

all sitting together by the fireside, each of them busy with something or other, when  

suddenly some one rapped three times against the window- pane. The man went out to see what could 

be the matter, and when he got out there stood a great big white bear. 

   "Good-evening to you," said the White Bear. 

   "Good-evening," said the man. 

   "Will you give me your youngest daughter?" said the White Bear; "if you will, you shall be as 

rich as you are now poor. 

   Truly the man would have had no objection to be rich, but he thought to himself: "I must first 

ask my daughter about this," so he went in and told them that there was a great white bear outside who 

had faithfully promised to make them all rich if he might but have the youngest daughter. 

   She said no, and would not hear of it; so the man went out again, and settled with the White 

Bear that he should come again next Thursday evening, and get her answer. Then the man persuaded 

her, and talked so much to her about the wealth that they would have, and what a good thing it would 
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be for herself, that at last she made up her mind to go, and washed and mended all her rags, made 

herself as smart as she could, and held herself in readiness to set out. Little enough had she to take 

away with her. 

   Next Thursday evening the White Bear came to fetch her. She seated herself on his back with 

her bundle, and thus they departed. When they had gone a great part of the way, the White Bear said: 

"Are you afraid?" 

   "No, that I am not," said she. 

   "Keep tight hold of my fur, and then there is no danger," said he. 

   And thus she rode far, far away, until they came to a great mountain. Then the White Bear 

knocked on it, and a door opened, and they went into a castle where there were many brilliantly lighted 

rooms which shone with gold and silver, likewise a large hall in which there was a well-spread table, and 

it was so magnificent that it would be hard to make anyone understand how splendid it was. The White 

Bear gave her a silver bell, and told her that when she needed anything she had but to ring this bell, and 

what she wanted would appear. So after she had eaten, and night was drawing near, she grew sleepy 

after her journey, and thought she would like to go to bed.  

 

She rang the bell, and scarcely had she touched it before she found herself in a chamber where a bed 

stood ready made for her, which was as pretty as anyone could wish to sleep in. It had pillows of silk, 

and curtains of silk fringed with gold, and everything that was in the room was of gold or silver, but 

when she had lain down and put out the light a man came and lay down beside her, and behold it was 

the White Bear, who cast off the form of a beast during the night. She never saw him, however, for he 

always came after she had put out her light, and went away before daylight appeared. 

   So all went well and happily for a time, but then she began to be very sad and sorrowful, for all 

day long she had to go about alone; and she did so wish to go home to her father and mother and 

brothers and sisters. Then the White Bear asked what it was that she wanted, and she told him that it 

was so dull there in the mountain, and that she had to go about all alone, and that in her parents' house 

at home there were all her brothers and sisters, and it was because she could not go to them that she 

was so sorrowful. 

   "There might be a cure for that," said the White Bear, "if you would but promise me never to 

talk with your mother alone, but only when the others are there too; for she will take hold of your 

hand," he said, "and will want to lead you into a room to talk with you alone; but that you must by no 

means do, or you will bring great misery on both of us." 

   So one Sunday the White Bear came and said that they could now set out to see her father and 

mother, and they journeyed thither, she sitting on his back, and they went a long, long way, and it took 

a long, long time; but at last they came to a large white farmhouse, and her brothers and sisters were 

running about outside it, playing, and it was so pretty that it was a pleasure to look at it. 

   "Your parents dwell here now," said the White Bear; "but do not forget what I said to you, or 

you will do much harm both to yourself and me." 

   "No, indeed," said she, "I shall never forget;" and as soon as she was at home the White Bear 

turned round and went back again. 

   There were such rejoicings when she went in to her  

parents that it seemed as if they would never come to an end. Everyone thought that he could never be 
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sufficiently grateful to her for all she had done for them all. Now they had everything that they wanted, 

and everything was as good as it could be. They all asked her how she was getting on where she was. All 

was well with her too, she said; and she had everything that she could want. What other answers she 

gave I cannot say, but I am pretty sure that they did not learn much from her. 

But in the afternoon, after they had dined at midday, all happened just as the White Bear had 

said. Her mother wanted to talk with her alone in her own chamber. But she remembered what the 

White Bear had said, and would on no account go. 

"What we have to say can be said at any time," she answered. 

But somehow or other her mother at last persuaded her, and she was forced to tell the whole 

story. So she told how every night a man came and lay down beside her when the lights were all put out, 

and how she never saw him, because he always went away before it grew light in the morning, and how 

she continually went about in sadness, thinking how happy she would be if she could but see him, and 

how all day long she had to go about alone, and it was so dull and solitary. 

"Oh!" cried the mother, in horror, "you are very likely sleeping with a troll! But I will teach you a 

way to see him. You shall have a bit of one of my candles, which you can take away with you hidden in 

your breast. Look at him with that when he is asleep, but take care not to let any tallow drop upon him." 

   So she took the candle, and hid it in her breast, and when evening drew near the White Bear 

came to fetch her away. When they had gone some distance on their way, the White Bear asked her if 

everything had not happened just as he had foretold, and she could not but own that it had. 

"Then, if you have done what your mother wished," said he, "you have brought great misery on 

both of us." 

"No," she said, "I have not done anything at all." 

So when she had reached home and had gone to bed it was just the same as it had been before, 

and a man came and lay down beside her, and late at night, when she could hear that he was sleeping, 

she got up and kindled a light, lit her candle, let her light shine on him, and saw him, and  

he was the handsomest prince that eyes had ever beheld, and she loved him so much that it seemed to 

her that she must die if she did not kiss him that very moment. 

So she did kiss him; but while she was doing it she let three drops of hot tallow fall upon his 

shirt, and he awoke. 

"What have you done now?" said he; "you have brought misery on both of us. If you had but 

held out for the space of one year I should have been free. I have a step- mother who has bewitched me 

so that I am a white bear by day and a man by night; but now all is at an end between you and me, and I 

must leave you, and go to her. She lives in a castle which lies east of the sun and west of the moon, and 

there too is a princess with a nose which is three ells long, and she now is the one whom I must marry." 

   She wept and lamented, but all in vain, for go he must. Then she asked him if she could not go 

with him. But no, that could not be. 

"Can you tell me the way then, and I will seek you -- that I may surely be allowed to do!" 

   "Yes, you may do that," said he; "but there is no way thither. It lies east of the sun and west of 

the moon, and never would you find your way there." 

   When she awoke in the morning both the Prince and the castle were gone, and she was lying 

on a small green patch in the midst of a dark, thick wood. By her side lay the self-same bundle of rags 

which she had brought with her from her own home. So when she had rubbed the sleep out of her eyes, 
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and wept till she was weary, she set out on her way, and thus she walked for many and many a long day, 

until at last she came to a great mountain. 

Outside it an aged woman was sitting, playing with a golden apple. The girl asked her if she 

knew the way to the Prince who lived with his stepmother in the castle which lay east of the sun and 

west of the moon, and who was to marry a princess with a nose which was three ells long. 

"How do you happen to know about him?" inquired the old woman; "maybe you are she who 

ought to have had him." 

"Yes, indeed, I am," she said. 

"So it is you, then?" said the old woman; "I know nothing about him but that he dwells in a 

castle which is east of the sun and west of the moon. You will be a long time in getting to it, if ever you 

get to it at all; but you shall have the  

loan of my horse, and then you can ride on it to an old woman who is a neighbor of mine: perhaps she 

can tell you about him. When you have got there you must just strike the horse beneath the left ear and 

bid it go home again; but you may take the golden apple with you." 

   So the girl seated herself on the horse, and rode for a long, long way, and at last she came to 

the mountain, where an aged woman was sitting outside with a gold carding- comb. The girl asked her if 

she knew the way to the castle which lay east of the sun and west of the moon; but she said what the 

first old woman had said: 

"I know nothing about it, but that it is east of the sun and west of the moon, and that you will be 

a long time in getting to it, if ever you get there at all; but you shall have the loan of my horse to an old 

woman who lives the nearest to me: perhaps she may know where the castle is, and when you have got 

to her you may just strike the horse beneath the left ear and bid it go home again." 

Then she gave her the gold carding-comb, for it might, perhaps, be of use to her, she said. 

   So the girl seated herself on the horse, and rode a wearisome long way onward again, and 

after a very long time she came to a great mountain, where an aged woman was sitting, spinning at a 

golden spinning-wheel. Of this woman, too, she inquired if she knew the way to the Prince, and where 

to find the castle which lay east of the sun and west of the moon. But it was only the same thing once 

again. 

"Maybe it was you who should have had the Prince," said the old woman. 

"Yes, indeed, I should have been the one," said the girl. 

But this old crone knew the way no better than the others -- it was east of the sun and west of 

the moon, she knew that, "and you will be a long time in getting to it, if ever you get to it at all," she 

said; "but you may have the loan of my horse, and I think you had better ride to the East Wind, and ask 

him: perhaps he may know where the castle is, and will blow you thither. But when you have got to him 

you must just strike the horse beneath the left ear, and he will come home again." 

And then she gave her the golden spinning-wheel, saying: "Perhaps you may find that you have 

a use for it." 

   The girl had to ride for a great many days, and for a  

long and wearisome time, before she got there; but at last she did arrive, and then she asked the East 

Wind if he could tell her the way to the Prince who dwelt east of the sun and west of the moon. 

"Well," said the East Wind, "I have heard tell of the Prince, and of his castle, but I do not know 

the way to it, for I have never blown so far; but, if you like, I will go with you to my brother the West 
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Wind: he may know that, for he is much stronger than I am. You may sit on my back, and then I can carry 

you there." 

So she seated herself on his back, and they did go so swiftly! When they got there, the East 

Wind went in and said that the girl whom he had brought was the one who ought to have had the Prince 

up at the castle which lay east of the sun and west of the moon, and that now she was traveling about to 

find him again, so he had come there with her, and would like to hear if the West Wind knew 

whereabout the castle was. 

"No," said the West Wind; "so far as that have I never blown; but if you like I will go with you to 

the South Wind, for he is much stronger than either of us, and he has roamed far and wide, and perhaps 

he can tell you what you want to know. You may seat yourself on my back, and then I will carry you to 

him.". 

   So she did this, and journeyed to the South Wind, neither was she very long on the way. When 

they had got there, the West Wind asked him if he could tell her the way to the castle that lay east of 

the sun and west of the moon, for she was the girl who ought to marry the Prince who lived there. 

"Oh, indeed!" said the South Wind, "is that she? Well," said he, "I have wandered about a great 

deal in my time, and in all kinds of places, but I have never blown so far as that. If you like, however, I 

will go with you to my brother, the North Wind; he is the oldest and strongest of all of us, and if he does 

not know where it is no one in the whole world will be able to tell you. You may sit upon my back, and 

then I will carry you there." 

So she seated herself on his back, and off he went from his house in great haste, and they were 

not long on the way. When they came near the North Wind's dwelling, he was so wild and frantic that 

they felt cold gusts a long while before they got there. 

"What do you want?" he roared out from afar, and they froze as they heard.  

 

Said the South Wind: "It is I, and this is she who should have had the Prince who lives in the castle which 

lies east of the sun and west of the moon. And now she wishes to ask you if you have ever been there, 

and can tell her the way, for she would gladly find him again." 

   "Yes," said the North Wind, "I know where it is. I once blew an aspen leaf there, but I was so 

tired that for many days afterward I was not able to blow at all. However, if you really are anxious to go 

there, and are not afraid to go with me, I will take you on my back, and try if I can blow you there." 

   "Get there I must," said she; "and if there is any way of going I will; and I have no fear, no 

matter how fast you go." 

   "Very well then," said the North Wind; "but you must sleep here to-night, for if we are ever to 

get there we must have the day before us." 

   The North Wind woke her betimes next morning, and puffed himself up, and made himself so 

big and so strong that it was frightful to see him, and away they went, high up through the air, as if they 

would not stop until they had reached the very end of the world. Down below there was such a storm! It 

blew down woods and houses, and when they were above the sea the ships were wrecked by hundreds. 

And thus they tore on and on, and a long time went by, and then yet more time passed, and still 

they were above the sea, and the North Wind grew tired, and more tired, and at last so utterly weary 

that he was scarcely able to blow any longer, and he sank and sank, lower and lower, until at last he 

went so low that the waves dashed against the heels of the poor girl he was carrying. 
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"Art thou afraid?" said the North Wind. 

"I have no fear," said she; and it was true. 

But they were not very, very far from land, and there was just enough strength left in the North 

Wind to enable him to throw her on to the shore, immediately under the windows of a castle which lay 

east of the sun and west of the moon; but then he was so weary and worn out that he was forced to rest 

for several days before he could go to his own home again. 

   Next morning she sat down beneath the walls of the castle to play with the golden apple, and 

the first person she saw was the maiden with the long nose, who was to  

have the Prince. 

"How much do you want for that gold apple of yours, girl?" said she, opening the window. 

"It can't be bought either for gold or money," answered the girl. 

"If it cannot be bought either for gold or money, what will buy it? You may say what you please," 

said the Princess. 

   "Well, if I may go to the Prince who is here, and be with him to-night, you shall have it," said 

the girl who had come with the North Wind. 

"You may do that," said the Princess, for she had made up her mind what she would do. 

So the Princess got the golden apple, but when the girl went up to the Prince's apartment that 

night he was asleep, for the Princess had so contrived it. The poor girl called to him, and shook him, and 

between whiles she wept; but she could not wake him. In the morning, as soon as day dawned, in came 

the Princess with the long nose, and drove her out again. 

In the daytime she sat down once more beneath the windows of the castle, and began to card 

with her golden carding-comb; and then all happened as it had happened before. The Princess asked her 

what she wanted for it, and she replied that it was not for sale, either for gold or money, but that if she 

could get leave to go to the Prince, and be with him during the night, she should have it. 

But when she went up to the Prince's room he was again asleep, and, let her call him, or shake 

him, or weep as she would, he still slept on, and she could not put any life in him. When daylight came in 

the morning, the Princess with the long nose came too, and once more drove her away. 

When day had quite come, the girl seated herself under the castle windows, to spin with her 

golden spinning-wheel, and the Princess with the long nose wanted to have that also. So she opened the 

window, and asked what she would take for it. The girl said what she had said on each of the former 

occasions -- that it was not for sale either for gold or for money, but if she could get leave to go to the 

Prince who lived there, and be with him during the night, she should have it. 

   "Yes," said the Princess, "I will gladly consent to that." 

   But in that place there were some Christian folk who had been carried off, and they had been 

sitting in the chamber which was next to that of the Prince, and had heard how a woman had been in 

there who had wept and called on him two nights running, and they told the Prince of this. So that 

evening, when the Princess came once more with her sleeping-drink, he pretended to drink, but threw it 

away behind him, for he suspected that it was a sleeping-drink. 

So, when the girl went into the Prince's room this time he was awake, and she had to tell him 

how she had come there. 

"You have come just in time," said the Prince, "for I should have been married to-morrow; but I 

will not have the long-nosed Princess, and you alone can save me. I will say that I want to see what my 
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bride can do, and bid her wash the shirt which has the three drops of tallow on it. This she will consent 

to do, for she does not know that it is you who let them fall on it; but no one can wash them out but one 

born of Christian folk: it cannot be done by one of a pack of trolls; and then I will say that no one shall 

ever be my bride but the woman who can do this, and I know that you can." 

There was great joy and gladness between them all that night, but the next day, when the 

wedding was to take place, the Prince said, 

"I must see what my bride can do." 

"That you may do," said the stepmother. 

   "I have a fine shirt which I want to wear as my wedding shirt, but three drops of tallow have 

got upon it which I want to have washed off, and I have vowed to marry no one but the woman who is 

able to do it. If she cannot do that, she is not worth having." 

   Well, that was a very small matter, they thought, and agreed to do it. The Princess with the 

long nose began to wash as well as she could, but, the more she washed and rubbed, the larger the 

spots grew. 

"Ah! you can't wash at all," said the old troll-hag, who was her mother. "Give it to me." 

ut she too had not had the shirt very long in her hands before it looked worse still, and, the 

more she washed it and rubbed it, the larger and blacker grew the spots. 

   So the other trolls had to come and wash, but, the more they did, the blacker and uglier grew 

the shirt, until at length it was as black as if it had been up the chimney. 

"Oh," cried the Prince, "not one of you is good for anything at all! There is a beggar-girl sitting 

outside the window, and I'll be bound that she can wash better than any of you! Come in, you girl 

there!" he cried. 

So she came in. 

"Can you wash this shirt clean?" he cried. 

"Oh! I don't know," she said; "but I will try." 

And no sooner had she taken the shirt and dipped it in the water than it was white as driven 

snow, and even whiter than that. 

"I will marry you," said the Prince. 

   Then the old troll-hag flew into such a rage that she burst, and the Princess with the long nose 

and all the little trolls must have burst too, for they have never been heard of since. The Prince and his 

bride set free all the Christian folk who were imprisoned there, and took away with them all the gold 

and silver that they could carry, and moved far away from the castle which lay east of the sun and west 

of the moon. 
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