Red Riding Hood (Two Translations)

In the wood Little Red Riding Hood met the old Father Wolf
Brothers Grimm

Once upon a time, there was a little village girl, the prettiest that
had ever been seen. Her mother doted on her. Her grandmother
was even fonder, and made her a little red hood, which became
her so well that everywhere she went by the name of Little Red
Riding Hood. One day her mother, who had just made and baked
some cakes, said to her: “Go and see how your grandmother is,
for I have been told that she is ill. Take her a dake and this little
pot of butter.”

Little Red Riding Hood set off at once for the house of her
grandmother, who lived in another village.

On her way through a wood she met old Father Wolf. He would
have very much liked to eat her, but dared not do so on account of
some woodcutters who were in the forest. He asked her where she
was going. The poor child, not knowing that it was dangerous to
stop and listen to a wolf said: “I am going to see my grandmother,
and am taking her a cake and a pot of butter which my mother has
sent to her.” “Does she live far away?” asked the Wolf.

“Oh yes,” replied Little Red Riding Hood; “it is yonder by the
mill which you can see right below there, and it is the first house
in the village.”

“Well now,” said the Wolf “I think I shall go and see her too. I
will go by this path, and you by that path, and we will see who
gets there first.”

The Wolf set off running with all his might by the shorter road,
and the little girl continued on her way by the longer road. As
she went she amused herself by gathering nuts, running after the
butterflies, and making nosegays of the wild flowers which she
found.

The Wolf was not long in reaching the grandmother’s house. He

knocked. Toc Toc.

“Who is there?”

“It is your little daughter, Red Riding Hood,” said the Wolf
disguising his voice, “and I bring you a cake and a little pot of
butter as a present from my mother.”

The worthy grandmother was in bed, not being very well, and
cried out to him:

“Pull out the peg and the latch will fall.”

He sprang upon the poor old lady and ate her up

The Wolf drew out the peg and the door flew open. Then he
sprang upon the poor old lady and ate her up in less than no time,
for he had been more than three days without food. After that he
shut the door, lay down in the grandmother’s bed, and waited for
Little Red Riding Hood.

Presently she came and knocked. Toc Toc.

“Who is there?”

Now Little Red Riding Hood on hearing the Wolf’s gruff voice
was at first frightened, but thinking that her grandmother had a
bad cold, she replied:

“It is your little daughter, Red Riding Hood, and I bring you a
cake and a little pot of butter from my mother.”

Softening his voice, the Wolf called out to her:

“Pull out the peg and the latch will fall.”

Little Red Riding Hood drew out the peg and the door flew
open.

When he saw her enter, the Wolf hid himself in the bed beneath
the counterpane.

“Put the cake and the little pot of butter on the bin,” he said,
“and come up on the bed with me.”

Little Red Riding Hood took off her clothes, but when she
climbed up on the bed she was astonished to see how her
grandmother looked in her nightgown.

“Grandmother dear!” she exclaimed, “what big arms you have!”
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She was astonished to see how her grandmother looked

“The better to embrace you, my child!”
“Grandmother dear, what big legs you have!”
“The better to run with, my child!”
“Grandmother dear, what big ears you have!”
“The better to hear with, my child!”
“Grandmother dear, what big eyes you have!”
“The better to see with, my child!”
“Grandmother dear, what big teeth you have!”
“The better to eat you with!”

With these words the wicked Wolf leaped upon Little Red
Riding Hood and gobbled her up.

Moral

Little girls, this seems to say,

Never stop upon your way.

Never trust a stranger-friend;

No one knows how it will end.

As you're pretty, so be wise;
Wolves may lurk in every guise.
Handsome they may be, and kind,
Gay, or charming never mind!
Now, as then, “tis simple truth—
Sweetest tongue has sharpest tooth!

Little Red Riding Hood
Charles Perrault

Once upon a time there lived in a certain village a little country
girl, the prettiest creature who was ever seen. Her mother was
excessively fond of her; and her grandmother doted on her still
more. This good woman had a little red riding hood made for her.
It suited the girl so extremely well that everybody called her Little
Red Riding Hood.

One day her mother, having made some cakes, said to her, “Go,
my dear, and see how your grandmother is doing, for I hear she
has been very ill. Take her a cake, and this little pot of butter.”

Little Red Riding Hood set out immediately to go to her
grandmother, who lived in another village.

As she was going through the wood, she met with a wolf, who
had a very great mind to eat her up, but he dared not, because

of some woodcutters working nearby in the forest. He asked her
where she was going. The poor child, who did not know that it
was dangerous to stay and talk to a wolf, said to him, “I am going
to see my grandmother and carry her a cake and a little pot of
butter from my mother.”

“Does she live far off?” said the wolf

“Oh Isay,” answered Little Red Riding Hood; “it is beyond that
mill you see there, at the first house in the village.”

“Well,” said the wolf, “and I'll go and see her too. I'll go this way
and go you that, and we shall see who will be there first.”

The wolf ran as fast as he could, taking the shortest path, and the
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little girl took a roundabout way, entertaining herself by gathering
nuts, running after butterflies, and gathering bouquets of little
flowers. It was not long before the wolf arrived at the old woman’s
house. He knocked at the door: tap, tap.

“Who's there?”

“Your grandchild, Little Red Riding Hood,” replied the wolf,
counterfeiting her voice; “who has brought you a cake and a little
pot of butter sent you by mother.”

The good grandmother, who was in bed, because she was
somewhat ill, cried out, “Pull the bobbin, and the latch will go

”

up.

The wolf pulled the bobbin, and the door opened, and then

he immediately fell upon the good woman and ate her up in a
moment, for it been more than three days since he had eaten. He
then shut the door and got into the grandmother’s bed, expecting
Little Red Riding Hood, who came some time afterwards and
knocked at the door: tap, tap.

“Who's there?”

Little Red Riding Hood, hearing the big voice of the wolf, was at
tirst afraid; but believing her grandmother had a cold and was
hoarse, answered, “It is your grandchild Little Red Riding Hood,
who has brought you a cake and a little pot of butter mother sends

”

you.

The wolf cried out to her, softening his voice as much as he could,
“Pull the bobbin, and the latch will go up.”

Little Red Riding Hood pulled the bobbin, and the door opened.

The wolf, seeing her come in, said to her, hiding himself under
the bedclothes, “Put the cake and the little pot of butter upon the
stool, and come get into bed with me.”

Little Red Riding Hood took off her clothes and got into bed. She
was greatly amazed to see how her grandmother looked in her
nightclothes, and said to her, “Grandmother, what big arms you
have!”

“All the better to hug you with, my dear.”
“Grandmother, what big legs you have!”
“All the better to run with, my child.”
“Grandmother, what big ears you have!”
“All the better to hear with, my child.”
“Grandmother, what big eyes you have!”
“All the better to see with, my child.”
“Grandmother, what big teeth you have got!”
“All the better to eat you up with.”

And, saying these words, this wicked wolf fell upon Little Red
Riding Hood, and ate her all up.

Moral: Children, especially attractive, well bred young ladies,
should never talk to strangers, for if they should do so, they may
well provide dinner for a wolf. I say “wolf,” but there are various
kinds of wolves. There are also those who are charming, quiet,
polite, unassuming, complacent, and sweet, who pursue young
women at home and in the streets. And unfortunately, it is these
gentle wolves who are the most dangerous ones of all.

Andrew Lang, The Blue Fairy Book (London, ca. 1889), pp. 51-
53. Lang’s source: Charles Perrault, Histoires ou contes du temps
passé, avec des moralités: Contes de ma mere I'Oye (Paris, 1697).
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Cinderella

The wife of a rich man fell sick, and as she felt that her end was
drawing near, she called her only daughter to her bedside and
said, “Dear child, be good and pious, and then the good God will
always protect thee, and I will look down on thee from heaven
and be near thee.” Thereupon she closed her eyes and departed.
Every day the maiden went out to her mother’s grave, and wept,
and she remained pious and good. When winter came the snow
spread a white sheet over the grave, and when the spring sun had
drawn it off again, the man had taken another wife.

The woman had brought two daughters into the house with her,
who were beautiful and fair of face, but vile and black of heart.
Now began a bad time for the poor step-child. “Is the stupid
goose to sit in the parlour with us?” said they. “He who wants to
eat bread must earn it; out with the kitchen-wench.” They took
her pretty clothes away from her, put an old grey bedgown on
her, and gave her wooden shoes. “Just look at the proud princess,
how decked out she is!” they cried, and laughed, and led her into
the kitchen. There she had to do hard work from morning till
night, get up before daybreak, carry water, light fires, cook and
wash. Besides this, the sisters did her every imaginable injury

-- they mocked her and emptied her peas and lentils into the
ashes, so that she was forced to sit and pick them out again. In
the evening when she had worked till she was weary she had no
bed to go to, but had to sleep by the fireside in the ashes. And as
on that account she always looked dusty and dirty, they called
her Cinderella. It happened that the father was once going to the
fair, and he asked his two step-daughters what he should bring
back for them. “Beautiful dresses,” said one, “Pearls and jewels,”
said the second. “And thou, Cinderella,” said he, “what wilt thou
have?” “Father, break off for me the first branch which knocks
against your hat on your way home.” So he bought beautiful
dresses, pearls and jewels for his two step-daughters, and on his

way home, as he was riding through a green thicket, a hazel twig
brushed against him and knocked off his hat. Then he broke off
the branch and took it with him. When he reached home he gave
his step-daughters the things which they had wished for, and to
Cinderella he gave the branch from the hazel-bush. Cinderella
thanked him, went to her mother’s grave and planted the branch
on it, and wept so much that the tears fell down on it and watered
it. And it grew, however, and became a handsome tree. Thrice

a day Cinderella went and sat beneath it, and wept and prayed,
and a little white bird always came on the tree, and if Cinderella
expressed a wish, the bird threw down to her what she had
wished for.

It happened, however, that the King appointed a festival which
was to last three days, and to which all the beautiful young girls
in the country were invited, in order that his son might choose
himself a bride. When the two step-sisters heard that they too
were to appear among the number, they were delighted, called
Cinderella and said, “Comb our hair for us, brush our shoes and
fasten our buckles, for we are going to the festival at the King's
palace.” Cinderella obeyed, but wept, because she too would
have liked to go with them to the dance, and begged her step-
mother to allow her to do so. “Thou go, Cinderella!” said she;
“Thou art dusty and dirty and wouldst go to the festival? Thou
hast no clothes and shoes, and yet wouldst dance!” As, however,
Cinderella went on asking, the step-mother at last said, “I have
emptied a dish of lentils into the ashes for thee, if thou hast picked
them out again in two hours, thou shalt go with us.” The maiden
went through the back-door into the garden, and called, “You
tame pigeons, you turtle-doves, and all you birds beneath the sky,
come and help me to pick

“The good into the pot,
The bad into the crop.”
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Then two white pigeons came in by the kitchen-window, and
afterwards the turtle-doves, and at last all the birds beneath the
sky, came whirring and crowding in, and alighted amongst the
ashes. And the pigeons nodded with their heads and began pick,
pick, pick, pick, and the rest began also pick, pick, pick, pick, and
gathered all the good grains into the dish. Hardly had one hour
passed before they had finished, and all flew out again. Then the
girl took the dish to her step-mother, and was glad, and believed
that now she would be allowed to go with them to the festival. But
the step-mother said, “No, Cinderella, thou hast no clothes and
thou canst not dance; thou wouldst only be laughed at.” And as
Cinderella wept at this, the step-mother said, “If thou canst pick
two dishes of lentils out of the ashes for me in one hour, thou shalt
go with us.” And she thought to herself, “That she most certainly
cannot do.” When the step-mother had emptied the two dishes of
lentils amongst the ashes, the maiden went through the back-door
into the garden and cried, You tame pigeons, you turtle-doves,
and all you birds under heaven, come and help me to pick

“The good into the pot,
The bad into the crop.”

Then two white pigeons came in by the kitchen-window, and
afterwards the turtle-doves, and at length all the birds beneath the
sky, came whirring and crowding in, and alighted amongst the
ashes. And the doves nodded with their heads and began pick,
pick, pick, pick, and the others began also pick, pick, pick, pick,
and gathered all the good seeds into the dishes, and before half an
hour was over they had already finished, and all flew out again.
Then the maiden carried the dishes to the step-mother and was
delighted, and believed that she might now go with them to the
festival. But the step-mother said, “All this will not help thee; thou
goest not with us, for thou hast no clothes and canst not dance;
we should be ashamed of thee!” On this she turned her back on
Cinderella, and hurried away with her two proud daughters.

As no one was now at home, Cinderella went to her mother’s
grave beneath the hazel-tree, and cried,

“Shiver and quiver, little tree,
Silver and gold throw down over me.”

Then the bird threw a gold and silver dress down to her, and
slippers embroidered with silk and silver. She put on the dress
with all speed, and went to the festival. Her step-sisters and the
step-mother however did not know her, and thought she must be
a foreign princess, for she looked so beautiful in the golden dress.
They never once thought of Cinderella, and believed that she was
sitting at home in the dirt, picking lentils out of the ashes. The
prince went to meet her, took her by the hand and danced with
her. He would dance with no other maiden, and never left loose of
her hand, and if any one else came to invite her, he said, “This is
my partner.”

She danced till it was evening, and then she wanted to go home.
But the King’s son said, “I will go with thee and bear thee
company,” for he wished to see to whom the beautiful maiden
belonged. She escaped from him, however, and sprang into the
pigeon-house. The King’s son waited until her father came, and
then he told him that the stranger maiden had leapt into the
pigeon-house. The old man thought, “Can it be Cinderella?” and
they had to bring him an axe and a pickaxe that he might hew

the pigeon-house to pieces, but no one was inside it. And when
they got home Cinderella lay in her dirty clothes among the ashes,
and a dim little oil-lamp was burning on the mantle-piece, for
Cinderella had jumped quickly down from the back of the pigeon-
house and had run to the little hazel-tree, and there she had taken
off her beautiful clothes and laid them on the grave, and the bird
had taken them away again, and then she had placed herself in the
kitchen amongst the ashes in her grey gown.
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Next day when the festival began afresh, and her parents and the
step-sisters had gone once more, Cinderella went to the hazel-tree
and said --

“Shiver and quiver, my little tree,
Silver and gold throw down over me.”

Then the bird threw down a much more beautiful dress than on
the preceding day. And when Cinderella appeared at the festival
in this dress, every one was astonished at her beauty. The King’s
son had waited until she came, and instantly took her by the hand
and danced with no one but her. When others came and invited
her, he said, “She is my partner.” When evening came she wished
to leave, and the King’s son followed her and wanted to see into
which house she went. But she sprang away from him, and into
the garden behind the house. Therein stood a beautiful tall tree on
which hung the most magnificent pears. She clambered so nimbly
between the branches like a squirrel that the King’s son did not
know where she was gone. He waited until her father came, and
said to him, “The stranger-maiden has escaped from me, and I
believe she has climbed up the pear-tree.” The father thought,
“Can it be Cinderella?” and had an axe brought and cut the tree
down, but no one was on it. And when they got into the kitchen,
Cinderella lay there amongst the ashes, as usual, for she had
jumped down on the other side of the tree, had taken the beautiful
dress to the bird on the little hazel-tree, and put on her grey gown.

On the third day, when the parents and sisters had gone away,
Cinderella went once more to her mother’s grave and said to the
little tree --

“Shiver and quiver, my little tree,
Silver and gold throw down over me.”

And now the bird threw down to her a dress which was more
splendid and magnificent than any she had yet had, and the
slippers were golden. And when she went to the festival in the
dress, no one knew how to speak for astonishment. The King’s son
danced with her only, and if any one invited her to dance, he said,
“She is my partner.”

When evening came, Cinderella wished to leave, and the King’s
son was anxious to go with her, but she escaped from him

so quickly that he could not follow her. The King’s son had,
however, used a strategem, and had caused the whole staircase
to be smeared with pitch, and there, when she ran down, had the
maiden’s left slipper remained sticking. The King’s son picked it
up, and it was small and dainty, and all golden. Next morning, he
went with it to the father, and said to him, “No one shall be my
wife but she whose foot this golden slipper fits.” Then were the
two sisters glad, for they had pretty feet. The eldest went with the
shoe into her room and wanted to try it on, and her mother stood
by. But she could not get her big toe into it, and the shoe was too
small for her. Then her mother gave her a knife and said, “Cut the
toe off; when thou art Queen thou wilt have no more need to go
on foot.” The maiden cut the toe off, forced the foot into the shoe,
swallowed the pain, and went out to the King’s son. Then he took
her on his his horse as his bride and rode away with her. They
were, however, obliged to pass the grave, and there, on the hazel-
tree, sat the two pigeons and cried,

“Turn and peep, turn and peep,
There’s blood within the shoe,
The shoe it is too small for her,
The true bride waits for you.”

Then he looked at her foot and saw how the blood was streaming
from it. He turned his horse round and took the false bride home
again, and said she was not the true one, and that the other sister
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was to put the shoe on. Then this one went into her chamber

and got her toes safely into the shoe, but her heel was too large.
So her mother gave her a knife and said, “Cut a bit off thy heel;
when thou art Queen thou wilt have no more need to go on foot.”
The maiden cut a bit off her heel, forced her foot into the shoe,
swallowed the pain, and went out to the King’s son. He took her
on his horse as his bride, and rode away with her, but when they
passed by the hazel-tree, two little pigeons sat on it and cried,

“Turn and peep, turn and peep,
There’s blood within the shoe
The shoe it is too small for her,
The true bride waits for you.”

He looked down at her foot and saw how the blood was running
out of her shoe, and how it had stained her white stocking. Then
he turned his horse and took the false bride home again. “This
also is not the right one,” said he, “have you no other daughter?”
“No,” said the man, “There is still a little stunted kitchen-wench
which my late wife left behind her, but she cannot possibly be the
bride.” The King’s son said he was to send her up to him; but the
mother answered, “Oh, no, she is much too dirty, she cannot show
herself!” He absolutely insisted on it, and Cinderella had to be
called. She first washed her hands and face clean, and then went
and bowed down before the King’s son, who gave her the golden
shoe. Then she seated herself on a stool, drew her foot out of the
heavy wooden shoe, and put it into the slipper, which fitted like

a glove. And when she rose up and the King’s son looked at her
face he recognized the beautiful maiden who had danced with
him and cried, “That is the true bride!” The step-mother and the
two sisters were terrified and became pale with rage; he, however,
took Cinderella on his horse and rode away with her. As they
passed by the hazel-tree, the two white doves cried --

“Turn and peep, turn and peep,

No blood is in the shoe,
The shoe is not too small for her,
The true bride rides with you,”

and when they had cried that, the two came flying down and
placed themselves on Cinderella’s shoulders, one on the right, the
other on the left, and remained sitting there.

When the wedding with the King’s son had to be celebrated,

the two false sisters came and wanted to get into favour with
Cinderella and share her good fortune. When the betrothed couple
went to church, the elder was at the right side and the younger

at the left, and the pigeons pecked out one eye of each of them.
Afterwards as they came back, the elder was at the left, and the
younger at the right, and then the pigeons pecked out the other
eye of each. And thus, for their wickedness and falsehood, they
were punished with blindness as long as they lived.

From Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm, Household Tales, trans.
Margaret Hunt (London: George Bell, 1884), 1:93-100.
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The Hare’s Bride

There was once a woman and her daughter who lived in a pretty
garden with cabbages; and a little hare came into it, and during
the winter time ate all the cabbages. Then says the mother to the
daughter, “Go into the garden, and chase the hare away.” The girl
says to the little hare, “Sh-sh, hare, you are still eating up all our
cabbages.” Says the hare, “Come, maiden, and seat yourself on
my little hare’s tail, and come with me into my little hare’s hut.”
The girl will not do it. Next day the hare comes again and eats
the cabbages, then says the mother to the daughter, “Go into the
garden, and drive the hare away.” The girl says to the hare, “Sh-
sh, little hare, you are still eating all the cabbages.” The little hare
says, “Maiden, seat thyself on my little hare’s tail, and come with
me into my little hare’s hut.” The maiden refuses. The third day
the hare comes again, and eats the cabbages. On this the mother
says to the daughter, “Go into the garden, and hunt the hare
away.” Says the maiden, “Sh-sh, little hare, you are still eating all
our cabbages.” Says the little hare, “Come, maiden, seat thyself on
my little hare’s tail, and come with me into my little hare’s hut.”
The girl seats herself on the little hare’s tail, and then the hare
takes her far away to his little hut, and says, “Now cook green
cabbage and millet-seed, and I will invite the wedding-guests.”
Then all the wedding-guests assembled. (Who were the wedding-
guests?) That I can tell you as another told it to me. They were

all hares, and the crow was there as parson to marry the bride
and bridegroom, and the fox as clerk, and the altar was under the
rainbow.

The girl, however, was sad, for she was all alone. The little hare
comes and says, “Open the doors, open the doors, the wedding-
guests are merry.” The bride says nothing, but weeps. The little
hare goes away. The little hare comes back and says, “Take off the
lid, take off the lid, the wedding-guests are hungry.” The bride
again says nothing, and weeps. The little hare goes away. The little

hare comes back and says, “Take off the lid, take off the lid, the
wedding-guests are waiting.” Then the bride says nothing, and
the hare goes away, but she dresses a straw-doll in her clothes,
and gives her a spoon to stir with, and sets her by the pan with
the millet-seed, and goes back to her mother. The little hare comes
once more and says, “Take off the lid, take off the lid,” and gets
up, and strikes the doll on the head so that her cap falls off.

Then the little hare sees that it is not his bride, and goes away and
is sorrowful.

From Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm, Household Tales, trans.
Margaret Hunt (London: George Bell, 1884), 1:282-283.
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