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MOTHER HOLLE
A stemother favors her ugly, lazy daughter instead of her beautiful, hardworking stepdaughter.

O nce upon a time there was a widow who had two 
daughters; one of them was beautiful and 

industrious, the other ugly and lazy. The mother, how-
ever, loved the ugly and lazy one best, because she 
was her own daughter, and so the other, who was only 
her stepdaughter, was made to do all the work of the 
house, and was quite the Cinderella of the family. Her 
stepmother sent her out every day to sit by the well 
in the high road, there to spin until she made her fin-
gers bleed. Now it chanced one day that some blood 
fell on to the spindle, and as the girl stopped over the 
well to wash it off, the spindle suddenly sprang out of 
her hand and fell into the well. She ran home crying 
to tell of her misfortune, but her stepmother spoke 
harshly to her, and after giving her a violent scolding, 
said unkindly, ‘As you have let the spindle fall into the 
well you may go yourself and fetch it out.’

The girl went back to the well not knowing what 
to do, and at last in her distress she jumped into the 
water after the spindle.

She remembered nothing more until she awoke 
and found herself in a beautiful meadow, full of sun-
shine, and with countless flowers blooming in every 
direction.

She walked over the meadow, and presently she 
came upon a baker’s oven full of bread, and the loaves 
cried out to her, ‘Take us out, take us out, or alas! we 
shall be burnt to a cinder; we were baked through 
long ago.’ So she took the bread-shovel and drew 
them all out.

She went on a little farther, till she came to a tree 
full of apples. ‘Shake me, shake me, I pray,’ cried the 
tree; ‘my apples, one and all, are ripe.’ So she shook 
the tree, and the apples came falling down upon her 
like rain; but she continued shaking until there was 
not a single apple left upon it. Then she carefully 
gathered the apples together in a heap and walked 
on again.

The next thing she came to was a little house, and 

there she saw an old woman looking out, with such 
large teeth, that she was terrified, and turned to run 
away. But the old woman called after her, ‘What are 
you afraid of, dear child? Stay with me; if you will do 
the work of my house properly for me, I will make 
you very happy. You must be very careful, however, 
to make my bed in the right way, for I wish you al-
ways to shake it thoroughly, so that the feathers fly 
about; then they say, down there in the world, that it 
is snowing; for I am Mother Holle.’ The old woman 
spoke so kindly, that the girl summoned up courage 
and agreed to enter into her service.

She took care to do everything according to the old 
woman’s bidding and every time she made the bed 
she shook it with all her might, so that the feathers 
flew about like so many snowflakes. The old woman 
was as good as her word: she never spoke angrily to 
her, and gave her roast and boiled meats every day.

So she stayed on with Mother Holle for some time, 
and then she began to grow unhappy. She could not 
at first tell why she felt sad, but she became conscious 
at last of great longing to go home; then she knew she 
was homesick, although she was a thousand times 
better off with Mother Holle than with her mother 
and sister. After waiting awhile, she went to Mother 
Holle and said, ‘I am so homesick, that I cannot stay 
with you any longer, for although I am so happy here, 
I must return to my own people.’

Then Mother Holle said, ‘I am pleased that you 
should want to go back to your own people, and as 
you have served me so well and faithfully, I will take 
you home myself.’

Thereupon she led the girl by the hand up to a 
broad gateway. The gate was opened, and as the girl 
passed through, a shower of gold fell upon her, and 
the gold clung to her, so that she was covered with it 
from head to foot.

‘That is a reward for your industry,’ said Mother 
Holle, and as she spoke she handed her the spindle 
which she had dropped into the well.
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The gate was then closed, and the 
girl found herself back in the old world 
close to her mother’s house. As she en-
tered the courtyard, the cock who was 
perched on the well, called out:

 ‘Cock-a-doodle-doo!   Your golden 
daughter’s come back to you.’

Then she went in to her mother and 
sister, and as she was so richly covered 
with gold, they gave her a warm wel-
come. She related to them all that had 
happened, and when the mother heard 
how she had come by her great riches, 
she thought she should like her ugly, 
lazy daughter to go and try her fortune. 
So she made the sister go and sit by the 
well and spin, and the girl pricked her 
finger and thrust her hand into a thorn-
bush, so that she might drop some 
blood on to the spindle; then she threw 

it into the well, and jumped 
in herself.

Like her sister she awoke 
in the beautiful meadow, 
and walked over it till she 
came to the oven. ‘Take us 
out, take us out, or alas! we 
shall be burnt to a cinder; 
we were baked through 
long ago,’ cried the loaves 
as before. But the lazy girl 
answered, ‘Do you think I 
am going to dirty my hands 
for you?’ and walked on.

Presently she came to 
the apple-tree. ‘Shake me, 
shake me, I pray; my ap-
ples, one and all, are ripe,’ 
it cried. But she only an-
swered, ‘A nice thing to ask 
me to do, one of the apples 
might fall on my head,’ and 
passed on.

At last she came to Moth-
er Holle’s house, and as she 
had heard all about the 
large teeth from her sister, 
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she was not afraid of them, and engaged herself with-
out delay to the old woman.

The first day she was very obedient and industri-
ous, and exerted herself to please Mother Holle, for 
she thought of the gold she should get in return. The 
next day, however, she began to dawdle over her work, 
and the third day she was more idle still; then she 
began to lie in bed in the mornings and refused to get 
up. Worse still, she neglected to make the old wom-
an’s bed properly, and forgot to shake it so that the 
feathers might fly about. So Mother Holle very soon 
got tired of her, and told her she might go. The lazy 
girl was delighted at this, and thought to herself, ‘The 

gold will soon be mine.’ Mother Holle led her, as she 
had led her sister, to the broad gateway; but as she 
was passing through, instead of the shower of gold, a 
great bucketful of pitch came pouring over her.

‘That is in return for your services,’ said the old 
woman, and she shut the gate.

So the lazy girl had to go home covered with pitch, 
and the cock on the well called out as she saw her:

 ‘Cock-a-doodle-doo!   Your dirty daughter’s come 
back to you.’

But, try what she would, she could not get the pitch 
off and it stuck to her as long as she lived.

“A shower of gold fell upon her, and the gold clung 
to her, so that she was covered with it from head 
to foot.”
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HANSEL AND GRETEL
A stepmother convinces her husband to abandon his children.

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’ll tell you what, husband,’ an-
swered the woman, ‘early tomorrow 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.’ ‘O, 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 con-
sented. ‘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 stepmother had 
said to their father. Gretel wept bitter tears, and said 
to Hansel: ‘Now all is over with us.’ ‘Be quiet, Gretel,’ 
said Hansel, ‘do not distress yourself, I will soon find 
a way to help us.’ And when the old folks had fall-
en 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 Han-
sel, ‘I am looking at my little white cat, which is sitting 
up on the roof, and wants to say goodbye to me.’ The 
wife said: ‘Fool, that is not your little cat, that is the 
morning sun which is shining on the chimneys.’ Han-
sel, 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, 
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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, howev-
er, rejoiced, for it had 
cut him to the heart 
to leave them behind 
alone.

Not long afterwards, 
there was once more 
great dearth through-
out the land, and the 
children heard their 
mother saying at night 
to their father: ‘Every-
thing 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 mouth-
ful with your children.’ 
The woman, 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 wom-
an 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 crum-
bled 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 chim-
ney.’ 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 eve-
ning 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 comfort-
ed 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 thou-
sands of birds which fly about in the woods and fields 

“The woman, however, 
would listen to nothing that 
he had to say, but scolded 

and reproached them”
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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 al-
ways 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 delight-
fully 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 parlour:

 ‘Nibble, nibble, gnaw,   Who is nibbling at my little 
house?’

The children answered:
 ‘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 her-
self 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 terri-
bly frightened that they let fall 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 cov-

ered 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 be-
ings draw near. When Hansel and Gretel came into 
her neighbourhood, 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 mouthful!’ Then she seized Hansel with her 
shrivelled 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 Gre-
tel, 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 morn-
ing 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 lit-
tle 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 im-
patience 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, tomorrow 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 to-

“she laughed 
with malice”



gether.’ ‘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 my-
self!’ 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 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 peb-
bles!’ said Hansel, and thrust into his pockets what-
ever 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 Han-
sel, ‘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 him-
self 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 for-
est 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 parlour, 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 pre-
cious 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. My tale is done, there 
runs a mouse; whosoever catches it, may make him-
self a big fur cap out of it.
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SNOWDROP
A stepmother wants her stepdaughter dead.

I t was the middle of winter, when the broad flakes of 
snow were falling around, that the queen of a 

country many thousand miles off sat working at her 
window. The frame of the window was made of fine 
black ebony, and as she sat looking out upon the snow, 
she pricked her finger, and three drops of blood fell 
upon it. Then she gazed thoughtfully upon the red 
drops that sprinkled the white snow, and said, ‘Would 
that my little daughter may be as white as that snow, 
as red as that blood, and as black as this ebony win-
dowframe!’ And so the little girl really did grow up; 
her skin was as white as snow, her cheeks as rosy as 
the blood, and her hair as black as ebony; and she 
was called Snowdrop.

But this queen died; and the king soon married 
another wife, who became queen, and was very beau-
tiful, but so vain that she could not bear to think that 
anyone could be handsomer than she was. She had a 
fairy looking-glass, to which she used to go, and then 
she would gaze upon herself in it, and say:

 ‘Tell me, glass, tell me true!   Of all the ladies in the 
land,   Who is fairest, tell me, who?’

And the glass had always answered:
 ‘Thou, queen, art the fairest in all the land.’
But Snowdrop grew more and more beautiful; and 

when she was seven years old she was as bright as the 
day, and fairer than the queen herself. Then the glass 
one day answered the queen, when she went to look 
in it as usual:

 ‘Thou, queen, art fair, and beauteous to see,   But 
Snowdrop is lovelier far than thee!’

When she heard this she turned pale with rage and 
envy, and called to one of her servants, and said, ‘Take 
Snowdrop away into the wide wood, that I may nev-
er see her any more.’ Then the servant led her away; 
but his heart melted when Snowdrop begged him to 
spare her life, and he said, ‘I will not hurt you, thou 
pretty child.’ So he left her by herself; and though he 
thought it most likely that the wild beasts would tear 

her in pieces, he felt as if a great weight were taken 
off his heart when he had made up his mind not to 
kill her but to leave her to her fate, with the chance of 
someone finding and saving her.

Then poor Snowdrop wandered along through 
the wood in great fear; and the wild beasts roared 
about her, but none did her any harm. In the evening 
she came to a cottage among the hills, and went in 
to rest, for her little feet would carry her no further. 
Everything was spruce and neat in the cottage: on the 
table was spread a white cloth, and there were seven 
little plates, seven little loaves, and seven little glasses 
with wine in them; and seven knives and forks laid 
in order; and by the wall stood seven little beds. As 
she was very hungry, she picked a little piece of each 
loaf and drank a very little wine out of each glass; 
and after that she thought she would lie down and 
rest. So she tried all the little beds; but one was too 
long, and another was too short, till at last the seventh 
suited her: and there she laid herself down and went 
to sleep.

By and by in came the masters of the cottage. 
Now they were seven little dwarfs, that lived among 
the mountains, and dug and searched for gold. They 
lighted up their seven lamps, and saw at once that 
all was not right. The first said, ‘Who has been sit-
ting on my stool?’ The second, ‘Who has been eating 
off my plate?’ The third, ‘Who has been picking my 
bread?’ The fourth, ‘Who has been meddling with my 
spoon?’ The fifth, ‘Who has been handling my fork?’ 
The sixth, ‘Who has been cutting with my knife?’ The 
seventh, ‘Who has been drinking my wine?’ Then the 
first looked round and said, ‘Who has been lying on 
my bed?’ And the rest came running to him, and ev-
eryone cried out that somebody had been upon his 
bed. But the seventh saw Snowdrop, and called all his 
brethren to come and see her; and they cried out with 
wonder and astonishment and brought their lamps 
to look at her, and said, ‘Good heavens! what a lovely 
child she is!’ And they were very glad to see her, and 
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took care not to wake her; and the seventh dwarf slept 
an hour with each of the other dwarfs in turn, till the 
night was gone.

In the morning Snowdrop told them all her sto-
ry; and they pitied her, and said if she would keep 
all things in order, and cook and wash and knit and 
spin for them, she might stay where she was, and they 
would take good care of her. Then they went out all 
day long to their work, seeking for gold and silver in 
the mountains: but Snowdrop was left at home; and 

they warned her, and said, ‘The queen will soon find 
out where you are, so take care and let no one in.’

But the queen, now that she thought Snowdrop 
was dead, believed that she must be the handsomest 
lady in the land; and she went to her glass and said:

 ‘Tell me, glass, tell me true!   Of all the ladies in the 
land,   Who is fairest, tell me, who?’

And the glass answered:
 ‘Thou, queen, art the fairest in all this land:   But 

over the hills, in the greenwood shade,   Where the 
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seven dwarfs their dwelling have made,   There Snow-
drop is hiding her head; and she   Is lovelier far, O 
queen! than thee.’

Then the queen was very much frightened; for she 
knew that the glass always spoke the truth, and was 
sure that the servant had betrayed her. And she could 
not bear to think that anyone lived who was more 
beautiful than she was; so she dressed herself up as 
an old pedlar, and went her way over the hills, to the 
place where the dwarfs dwelt. Then she knocked at the 
door, and cried, ‘Fine wares to sell!’ Snowdrop looked 
out at the window, and said, ‘Good day, good woman! 
what have you to sell?’ ‘Good wares, fine wares,’ said 
she; ‘laces and bobbins of all colours.’ ‘I will let the 
old lady in; she seems to be a very good sort of body,’ 
thought Snowdrop, as she ran down and unbolted 
the door. ‘Bless me!’ said the old woman, ‘how badly 
your stays are laced! Let me lace them up with one of 
my nice new laces.’ Snowdrop did not dream of any 
mischief; so she stood before the old woman; but she 
set to work so nimbly, and pulled the lace so tight, 
that Snowdrop’s breath was stopped, 
and she fell down as if she were dead. 
‘There’s an end to all thy beauty,’ said 
the spiteful queen, and went away home.

In the evening the seven dwarfs came 

home; and I need not say how grieved 
they were to see their faithful Snowdrop 
stretched out upon the ground, as if she 
was quite dead. However, they lifted her 
up, and when they found what ailed her, 
they cut the lace; and in a little time she 

began to breathe, and very soon came to life again. 
Then they said, ‘The old woman was the queen her-
self; take care another time, and let no one in when 
we are away.’

When the queen got home, she went straight to 
her glass, and spoke to it as before; but to her great 
grief it still said:

 ‘Thou, queen, art the fairest in all this land:   But 
over the hills, in the greenwood shade,   Where the 
seven dwarfs their dwelling have made,   There Snow-
drop is hiding her head; and she   Is lovelier far, O 
queen! than thee.’

Then the blood ran cold in her heart with spite 
and malice, to see that Snowdrop still lived; and she 
dressed herself up again, but in quite another dress 

from the one she wore before, and took with her a 
poisoned comb. When she reached the dwarfs’ cot-

“seeking 
for gold 

and silver”
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tage, she knocked at the door, and cried, ‘Fine wares 
to sell!’ But Snowdrop said, ‘I dare not let anyone 
in.’ Then the queen said, ‘Only look at my beautiful 
combs!’ and gave her the poisoned one. And it looked 
so pretty, that she took it up and put it into her hair 
to try it; but the moment it touched her head, the 
poison was so powerful that she fell down senseless. 
‘There you may lie,’ said the queen, and went her way. 
But by good luck the dwarfs came in very early that 
evening; and when they saw Snowdrop lying on the 
ground, they thought what had happened, and soon 
found the poisoned comb. And when they took it 
away she got well, and told them all that had passed; 
and they warned her once more not to open the door 
to anyone.

Meantime the queen went home to her glass, and 
shook with rage when she read the very same an-
swer as before; and she said, ‘Snowdrop shall die, if 
it cost me my life.’ So she went by herself into her 
chamber, and got ready a poisoned apple: the out-
side looked very rosy and tempting, 
but whoever tasted it was sure to die. 
Then she dressed herself up as a peas-
ant’s wife, and travelled over the hills to 
the dwarfs’ cottage, and knocked at the 
door; but Snowdrop put her head out 
of the window and said, ‘I dare not let anyone in, for 
the dwarfs have told me not.’ ‘Do as you please,’ said 
the old woman, ‘but at any rate take this pretty apple; 
I will give it you.’ ‘No,’ said Snowdrop, ‘I dare not take 
it.’ ‘You silly girl!’ answered the other, ‘what are you 
afraid of? Do you think it is poisoned? Come! do you 
eat one part, and I will eat the other.’ Now the apple 
was so made up that one side was good, though the 
other side was poisoned. Then Snowdrop was much 
tempted to taste, for the apple looked so very nice; 
and when she saw the old woman eat, she could wait 
no longer. But she had scarcely put the piece into her 
mouth, when she fell down dead upon the ground. 
‘This time nothing will save thee,’ said the queen; and 
she went home to her glass, and at last it said:

 ‘Thou, queen, art the fairest of all the fair.’

And then her wicked heart was glad, and as happy 
as such a heart could be.

When evening came, and the dwarfs had gone 
home, they found Snowdrop lying on the ground: no 
breath came from her lips, and they were afraid that 
she was quite dead. They lifted her up, and combed 
her hair, and washed her face with wine and water; 
but all was in vain, for the little girl seemed quite 
dead. So they laid her down upon a bier, and all seven 
watched and bewailed her three whole days; and then 
they thought they would bury her: but her cheeks 
were still rosy; and her face looked just as it did while 
she was alive; so they said, ‘We will never bury her 
in the cold ground.’ And they made a coffin of glass, 
so that they might still look at her, and wrote upon 
it in golden letters what her name was, and that she 
was a king’s daughter. And the coffin was set among 
the hills, and one of the dwarfs always sat by it and 
watched. And the birds of the air came too, and be-
moaned Snowdrop; and first of all came an owl, and 
then a raven, and at last a dove, and sat by her side.

And thus Snowdrop lay for a long, long time, and 
still only looked as though she was 
asleep; for she was even now as white 
as snow, and as red as blood, and as 
black as ebony. At last a prince came and 
called at the dwarfs’ house; and he saw 
Snowdrop, and read what was written in 

golden letters. Then he offered the dwarfs money, and 
prayed and besought them to let him take her away; 
but they said, ‘We will not part with her for all the 
gold in the world.’ At last, however, they had pity on 
him, and gave him the coffin; but the moment he lift-
ed it up to carry it home with him, the piece of apple 
fell from between her lips, and Snowdrop awoke, and 
said, ‘Where am I?’ And the prince said, ‘Thou art 
quite safe with me.’

Then he told her all that had happened, and said, 
‘I love you far better than all the world; so come with 
me to my father’s palace, and you shall be my wife.’ 
And Snowdrop consented, and went home with the 
prince; and everything was got ready with great pomp 
and splendour for their wedding.

To the feast was asked, among the rest, Snowdrop’s 

old enemy the queen; and as she was dressing herself 
in fine rich clothes, she looked in the glass and said:

“for all the 
gold in the 

world”
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 ‘Tell me, glass, tell me true!   Of all the ladies in the 
land,   Who is fairest, tell me, who?’

And the glass answered:
 ‘Thou, lady, art loveliest here, I ween;   But lovelier 

far is the new-made queen.’
When she heard this she started with rage; but her 

envy and curiosity were so great, that she could not 
help setting out to see the bride. And when she got 

there, and saw that it was no other than Snowdrop, 
who, as she thought, had been dead a long while, she 
choked with rage, and fell down and died: but Snow-
drop and the prince lived and reigned happily over 
that land many, many years; and sometimes they went 
up into the mountains, and paid a visit to the little 
dwarfs, who had been so kind to Snowdrop in her 
time of need.
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ASHPUTTEL
A stepmother mistreats her stepdaughter.

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

There she was forced to do hard work; to rise early 
before daylight, to bring the water, to make the fire, 
to cook and to wash. Besides that, the sisters plagued 
her in all sorts of ways, and laughed at her. In the eve-
ning when she was tired, she had no bed to lie down 
on, but was made to lie by the hearth among the ash-
es; and as this, of course, made her always dusty and 
dirty, they called her Ashputtel.

It happened once that the father was going to the 
fair, and asked his wife’s daughters what he should 
bring them. ‘Fine clothes,’ said the first; ‘Pearls and 
diamonds,’ cried the second. ‘Now, child,’ said he to 
his own daughter, ‘what will you have?’ ‘The first twig, 
dear father, that brushes against your hat when you 
turn your face to come homewards,’ said she. Then 
he bought for the first two the fine clothes and pearls 
and diamonds they had asked for: and on his way 
home, as he rode through a green copse, a hazel twig 
brushed against him, and almost pushed off his hat: 
so he broke it off and brought it away; and when he 

got home he gave it to his daughter. Then she took it, 
and went to her mother’s grave and planted it there; 
and cried so much that it was watered with her tears; 
and there it grew and became a fine tree. Three times 
every day she went to it and cried; and soon a little 
bird came and built its nest upon the tree, and talk-
ed with her, and watched over her, and brought her 
whatever she wished for.

Now it happened that the king of that land held a 
feast, which was to last three days; and out of those 
who came to it his son was to choose a bride for him-
self. Ashputtel’s two sisters were asked to come; so 
they called her up, and said, ‘Now, comb our hair, 
brush our shoes, and tie our sashes for us, for we are 
going to dance at the king’s feast.’ Then she did as she 
was told; but when all was done she could not help 
crying, for she thought to herself, she should so have 
liked to have gone with them to the ball; and at last 
she begged her mother very hard to let her go. ‘You, 
Ashputtel!’ said she; ‘you who have nothing to wear, 
no clothes at all, and who cannot even dance--you 
want to go to the ball? And when she kept on beg-
ging, she said at last, to get rid of her, ‘I will throw this 
dishful of peas into the ash-heap, and if in two hours’ 
time you have picked them all out, you shall go to the 
feast too.’

Then she threw the peas down among the ashes, 
but the little maiden ran out at the back door into the 
garden, and cried out:

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

Then first came two white doves, flying in at the 
kitchen window; next came two turtle-doves; and 
after them came all the little birds under heaven, 
chirping and fluttering in: and they flew down into 
the ashes. And the little doves stooped their heads 
down and set to work, pick, pick, pick; and then the 
others began to pick, pick, pick: and among them all 
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they soon picked out all the good grain, and put it 
into a dish but left the ashes. Long before the end of 
the hour the work was quite done, and all flew out 
again at the windows.

Then Ashputtel brought the dish to her mother, 
overjoyed at the thought that now she should go to 
the ball. But the mother said, ‘No, no! you slut, you 
have no clothes, and cannot dance; you shall not go.’ 
And when Ashputtel begged very hard to go, she said, 
‘If you can in one hour’s time pick two of those dishes 
of peas out of the ashes, you shall go too.’ And thus 
she thought she should at least get rid of her. So she 
shook two dishes of peas into the ashes.

But the little 
maiden went out 
into the garden 
at the back of the 
house, and cried out 
as before:

 ‘Hither, hith-
er, through the sky,   
Turtle-doves and 
linnets, fly!   Black-
bird, thrush, and 
chaffinch gay,   Hith-
er, hither, haste 
away!   One and 
all come help me, 
quick!   Haste ye, 
haste ye!--pick, pick, 
pick!’

Then first came 
two white doves in 
at the kitchen win-
dow; next came two 
turtle-doves; and after them came all the little birds 
under heaven, chirping and hopping about. And they 
flew down into the ashes; and the little doves put 
their heads down and set to work, pick, pick, pick; 
and then the others began pick, pick, pick; and they 
put all the good grain into the dishes, and left all the 
ashes. Before half an hour’s time all was done, and out 
they flew again. And then Ashputtel took the dish-
es to her mother, rejoicing to think that she should 
now go to the ball. But her mother said, ‘It is all of no 
use, you cannot go; you have no clothes, and cannot 
dance, and you would only put us to shame’: and off 

she went with her two daughters to the ball.
Now when all were gone, and nobody left at home, 

Ashputtel went sorrowfully and sat down under the 
hazel-tree, and cried out:

 ‘Shake, shake, hazel-tree,   Gold and silver over 
me!’

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

that she was safe at 
home in the dirt.

The king’s son 
soon came up to her, 
and took her by the 
hand and danced 
with her, and no one 
else: and he never 
left her hand; but 
when anyone else 
came to ask her to 
dance, he said, ‘This 
lady is dancing with 
me.’

Thus they danced 
till a late hour of the 
night; and then she 
wanted to go home: 
and the king’s son 
said, ‘I shall go and 
take care of you to 
your home’; for he 

wanted to see where the beautiful maiden lived. But 
she slipped away from him, unawares, and ran off 
towards home; and as the prince followed her, she 
jumped up into the pigeon-house and shut the door. 
Then he waited till her father came home, and told 
him that the unknown maiden, who had been at the 
feast, had hid herself in the pigeon-house. But when 
they had broken open the door they found no one 
within; and as they came back into the house, Ash-
puttel was lying, as she always did, in her dirty frock 
by the ashes, and her dim little lamp was burning in 
the chimney. For she had run as quickly as she could 
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through the pigeon-house and on to the hazel-tree, 
and had there taken off her beautiful clothes, and put 
them beneath the tree, that the bird might carry them 
away, and had lain down again amid the ashes in her 
little grey frock.

The next day when the feast was again held, and 
her father, mother, and sisters were gone, Ashputtel 
went to the hazel-tree, and said:

 ‘Shake, shake, hazel-tree,   Gold and silver over 
me!’

And the bird came and brought a still finer dress 
than the one she had worn the day before. And when 
she came in it to the ball, everyone wondered at her 
beauty: but the king’s son, who was waiting for her, 
took her by the hand, and danced with her; and when 
anyone asked her to dance, he said as before, ‘This 
lady is dancing with me.’

When night came she wanted to go home; and the 
king’s son followed here as before, that he might see 
into what house she went: but she 
sprang away from him all at once 
into the garden behind her fa-
ther’s house. In this garden stood 
a fine large pear-tree full of ripe 
fruit; and Ashputtel, not knowing 
where to hide herself, jumped up 
into it without being seen. Then 
the king’s son lost sight of her, 
and could not find out where she 
was gone, but waited till her fa-
ther came home, and said to him, ‘The unknown lady 
who danced with me has slipped away, and I think 
she must have sprung into the pear-tree.’ The father 
thought to himself, ‘Can it be Ashputtel?’ So he had 
an axe brought; and they cut down the tree, but found 
no one upon it. And when they came back into the 
kitchen, there lay Ashputtel among the ashes; for she 
had slipped down on the other side of the tree, and 
carried her beautiful clothes back to the bird at the 
hazel-tree, and then put on her little grey frock.

The third day, when her father and mother and sis-
ters were gone, she went again into the garden, and 
said:

 ‘Shake, shake, hazel-tree,   ` and silver over me!’
Then her kind friend the bird brought a dress still 

finer than the former one, and slippers which were 
all of gold: so that when she came to the feast no one 

knew what to say, for wonder at her beauty: and the 
king’s son danced with nobody but her; and when 
anyone else asked her to dance, he said, ‘This lady 
is _my_ partner, sir.’

When night came she wanted to go home; and the 
king’s son would go with her, and said to himself, ‘I 
will not lose her this time’; but, however, she again 
slipped away from him, though in such a hurry that 
she dropped her left golden slipper upon the stairs.

The prince took the shoe, and went the next day to 
the king his father, and said, ‘I will take for my wife 
the lady that this golden slipper fits.’ Then both the 
sisters were overjoyed to hear it; for they had beau-
tiful feet, and had no doubt that they could wear the 
golden slipper. The eldest went first into the room 
where the slipper was, and wanted to try it on, and 
the mother stood by. But her great toe could not go 
into it, and the shoe was altogether much too small 
for her. Then the mother gave her a knife, and said, 

‘Never mind, cut it off; when you 
are queen you will not care about 
toes; you will not want to walk.’ So 
the silly girl cut off her great toe, 
and thus squeezed on the shoe, 
and went to the king’s son. Then 
he took her for his bride, and set 
her beside him on his horse, and 
rode away with her homewards.

But on their way home they had 
to pass by the hazel-tree that Ash-

puttel had planted; and on the branch sat a little dove 
singing:

 ‘Back again! back again! look to the shoe!   The 
shoe is too small, and not made for you!   Prince! 
prince! look again for thy bride,   For she’s not the 
true one that sits by thy side.’

Then the prince got down and looked at her foot; 
and he saw, by the blood that streamed from it, what 
a trick she had played him. So he turned his horse 
round, and brought the false bride back to her home, 
and said, ‘This is not the right bride; let the other 
sister try and put on the slipper.’ Then she went into 
the room and got her foot into the shoe, all but the 
heel, which was too large. But her mother squeezed it 
in till the blood came, and took her to the king’s son: 
and he set her as his bride by his side on his horse, 
and rode away with her.

“for they had 
beautiful feet, 

and had no 
doubt that they 
could wear the 
golden slipper”
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But when they came to the hazel-tree the little dove 
sat there still, and sang:

 ‘Back again! back again! look to the shoe!   The 
shoe is too small, and not made for you!   Prince! 
prince! look again for thy bride,   For she’s not the 
true one that sits by thy side.’

Then he looked down, and saw that the blood 
streamed so much from the shoe, that her white stock-
ings were quite red. So he 
turned his horse and brought 
her also back again. ‘This is 
not the true bride,’ said he to 
the father; ‘have you no other daughters?’ ‘No,’ said he; 
‘there is only a little dirty Ashputtel here, the child of 
my first wife; I am sure she cannot be the bride.’ The 
prince told him to send her. But the mother said, ‘No, 
no, she is much too dirty; she will not dare to show 
herself.’ However, the prince would have her come; 
and she first washed her face and hands, and then 

went in and curtsied to him, and he reached her the 
golden slipper. Then she took her clumsy shoe off her 
left foot, and put on the golden slipper; and it fitted 
her as if it had been made for her. And when he drew 
near and looked at her face he knew her, and said, 
‘This is the right bride.’ But the mother and both the 
sisters were frightened, and turned pale with anger as 
he took Ashputtel on his horse, and rode away with 

her. And when they came 
to the hazel-tree, the white 
dove sang:

 ‘Home! home! look at the 
shoe!   Princess! the shoe was made for you!   Prince! 
prince! take home thy bride,   For she is the true one 
that sits by thy side!’

And when the dove had done its song, it came 
flying, and perched upon her right shoulder, and so 
went home with her.

“her white stockings 
were quite red”
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THE JUNIPER-TREE
A stepmother kills her stepson.

Long, long ago, some two thousand years or so, 
there lived a rich man with a good and beautiful wife. 
They loved each other dearly, but sorrowed much 
that they had no children. So greatly did they desire 
to have one, that the wife prayed for it day and night, 
but still they remained childless.

In front of the house there was a court, in which 
grew a juniper-tree. One winter’s day the wife stood 
under the tree to peel some apples, and as she was 
peeling them, she cut her finger, and the blood fell on 
the snow. ‘Ah,’ sighed the woman heavily, ‘if I had but 
a child, as red as blood and as white as snow,’ and as 
she spoke the words, her heart grew light within her, 
and it seemed to her that her wish was granted, and 
she returned to the house feeling glad and comforted. 
A month passed, and the snow had all disappeared; 
then another month went by, and all the earth was 
green. So the months followed one another, and first 
the trees budded in the woods, and soon the green 
branches grew thickly intertwined, and then the blos-
soms began to fall. Once again the wife stood under 
the juniper-tree, and it was so full of sweet scent that 
her heart leaped for joy, and she was so overcome 
with her happiness, that she fell on her knees. Pres-
ently the fruit became round and firm, and she was 
glad and at peace; but when they were fully ripe she 
picked the berries and ate eagerly of them, and then 
she grew sad and ill. A little while later she called her 
husband, and said to him, weeping. ‘If I die, bury me 
under the juniper-tree.’ Then she felt comforted and 
happy again, and before another month had passed 
she had a little child, and when she saw that it was 
as white as snow and as red as blood, her joy was so 
great that she died.

Her husband buried her under the juniper-tree, 
and wept bitterly for her. By degrees, however, his sor-
row grew less, and although at times he still grieved 
over his loss, he was able to go about as usual, and 
later on he married again.

He now had a little daughter born to him; the child 

of his first wife was a boy, who was as red as blood and 
as white as snow. The mother loved her daughter very 
much, and when she looked at her and then looked 
at the boy, it pierced her heart to think that he would 
always stand in the way of her own child, and she 
was continually thinking how she could get the whole 
of the property for her. This evil thought took pos-
session of her more and more, and made her behave 
very unkindly to the boy. She drove him from place 
to place with cuffings and buffetings, so that the poor 
child went about in fear, and had no peace from the 
time he left school to the time he went back.

One day the little daughter came running to her 
mother in the store-room, and said, ‘Mother, give me 
an apple.’ ‘Yes, my child,’ said the wife, and she gave 
her a beautiful apple out of the chest; the chest had a 
very heavy lid and a large iron lock.

‘Mother,’ said the little daughter again, ‘may not 
brother have one too?’ The mother was angry at this, 
but she answered, ‘Yes, when he comes out of school.’

Just then she looked out of the window and saw 
him coming, and it seemed as if an evil spirit entered 
into her, for she snatched the apple out of her little 
daughter’s hand, and said, ‘You shall not have one 
before your brother.’ She threw the apple into the 
chest and shut it to. The little boy now came in, and 
the evil spirit in the wife made her say kindly to him, 
‘My son, will you have an apple?’ but she gave him 
a wicked look. ‘Mother,’ said the boy, ‘how dreadful 
you look! Yes, give me an apple.’ The thought came to 
her that she would kill him. ‘Come with me,’ she said, 
and she lifted up the lid of the chest; ‘take one out for 
yourself.’ And as he bent over to do so, the evil spirit 
urged her, and crash! down went the lid, and off went 
the little boy’s head. Then she was overwhelmed with 
fear at the thought of what she had done. ‘If only I can 
prevent anyone knowing that I did it,’ she thought. 
So she went upstairs to her room, and took a white 
handkerchief out of her top drawer; then she set the 
boy’s head again on his shoulders, and bound it with 
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the handkerchief so that nothing could be seen, and 
placed him on a chair by the door with an apple in 
his hand.

Soon after this, little Marleen came up to her moth-
er who was stirring a pot of boiling water over the fire, 
and said, ‘Mother, brother is sitting by the door with 
an apple in his hand, and he looks so pale; and when 
I asked him to give me the apple, he did not answer, 
and that frightened me.’

‘Go to him again,’ said her mother, ‘and if he does 
not answer, give him a box on the ear.’ So little Mar-
leen went, and said, ‘Brother, give me that apple,’ but 
he did not say a word; then she gave him a box on 
the ear, and his head rolled off. She was so terrified at 

this, that she ran crying and screaming to her moth-
er. ‘Oh!’ she said, ‘I have knocked off brother’s head,’ 
and then she wept and wept, and nothing would stop 
her.

‘What have you done!’ said her mother, ‘but no one 
must know about it, so you must keep silence; what 
is done can’t be undone; we will make him into pud-
dings.’ And she took the little boy and cut him up, 
made him into puddings, and put him in the pot. But 
Marleen stood looking on, and wept and wept, and 
her tears fell into the pot, so that there was no need 
of salt.

Presently the father came home and sat down to 
his dinner; he asked, ‘Where is my son?’ The mother 

“And she took the little boy and cut him up”
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said nothing, but gave him a large dish of black 
pudding, and Marleen still wept without ceasing.

The father again asked, ‘Where is my son?’
‘Oh,’ answered the wife, ‘he is gone into the 

country to his mother’s great uncle; he is going to 
stay there some time.’

‘What has he gone there for, and he never even 
said goodbye to me!’

‘Well, he likes being there, and he told me he 
should be away quite six weeks; he is well looked 
after there.’

‘I feel very unhappy about it,’ said the husband, 
‘in case it should not be all right, and he ought to 
have said goodbye to me.’

With this he went on with his dinner, and said, 
‘Little Marleen, why do you weep? Brother will 
soon be back.’ Then he asked his wife for more 
pudding, and as he ate, he threw the bones under 
the table.

Little Marleen went upstairs and took her best 
silk handkerchief out of her bottom drawer, and in 
it she wrapped all the bones from under the ta-
ble and carried them outside, and all the time she 
did nothing but weep. Then she laid them in the 
green grass under the juniper-tree, and she had 
no sooner done so, then all her sadness seemed to 
leave her, and she wept no more. And now the ju-
niper-tree began to move, and the branches waved 
backwards and forwards, first away from one anoth-
er, and then together again, as it might be someone 
clapping their hands for joy. After this a mist came 
round the tree, and in the midst of it there was a 
burning as of fire, and out of the fire there flew a 
beautiful bird, that rose high into the air, singing 
magnificently, and when it could no more be seen, 
the juniper-tree stood there as before, and the silk 
handkerchief and the bones were gone.

Little Marleen now felt as lighthearted and hap-
py as if her brother were still alive, and she went 
back to the house and sat down cheerfully to the 
table and ate.

The bird flew away and alighted on the house of 
a goldsmith and began to sing:

 ‘My mother killed her little son;   My father 
grieved when I was gone;   My sister loved me best 



of all;   She laid her kerchief over me,   And took 
my bones that they might lie   Underneath the juni-
per-tree   Kywitt, Kywitt, what a beautiful bird am I!’

The goldsmith was in his workshop making a gold 
chain, when he heard the song of the bird on his roof. 
He thought it so beautiful that he got up and ran out, 
and as he crossed the threshold he lost one of his 
slippers. But he ran on into the middle of the street, 
with a slipper on one foot and a sock on the other; he 
still had on his apron, and still held the gold chain 
and the pincers in his hands, and so he stood gazing 
up at the bird, while the sun came shining brightly 
down on the street.

‘Bird,’ he said, ‘how beautifully you sing! Sing me 
that song again.’

‘Nay,’ said the bird, ‘I do not sing twice for nothing. 
Give that gold chain, and I will sing it you again.’

‘Here is the chain, take it,’ said the goldsmith. ‘Only 
sing me that again.’

The bird flew down and took the gold chain in his 
right claw, and then he alighted again in front of the 
goldsmith and sang:

 ‘My mother killed her little son;   My father grieved 
when I was gone;   My sister loved me best of all;   She 
laid her kerchief over me,   And took my bones that 
they might lie   Underneath the juniper-tree   Kywitt, 
Kywitt, what a beautiful bird am I!’

Then he flew away, and settled on the roof of a 
shoemaker’s house and sang:

 ‘My mother killed her little son;   My father grieved 
when I was gone;   My sister loved me best of all;   She 
laid her kerchief over me,   And took my bones that 
they might lie   Underneath the juniper-tree   Kywitt, 
Kywitt, what a beautiful bird am I!’

The shoemaker heard him, and he jumped up and 
ran out in his shirt-sleeves, and stood looking up at 
the bird on the roof with his hand over his eyes to 
keep himself from being blinded by the sun.

‘Bird,’ he said, ‘how beautifully you sing!’ Then 
he called through the door to his wife: ‘Wife, come 
out; here is a bird, come and look at it and hear how 
beautifully it sings.’ Then he called his daughter and 
the children, then the apprentices, girls and boys, and 
they all ran up the street to look at the bird, and saw 
how splendid it was with its red and green feathers, 

and its neck like burnished gold, and eyes 
like two bright stars in its head.

‘Bird,’ said the shoemaker, ‘sing me that 
song again.’

‘Nay,’ answered the bird, ‘I do not sing 
twice for nothing; you must give me some-
thing.’

‘Wife,’ said the man, ‘go into the garret; 
on the upper shelf you will see a pair of red 
shoes; bring them to me.’ The wife went in 
and fetched the shoes.

‘There, bird,’ said the shoemaker, ‘now 
sing me that song again.’

The bird flew down and took the red shoes 
in his left claw, and then he went back to the 
roof and sang:

 ‘My mother killed her little son;   My father 
grieved when I was gone;   My sister loved 
me best of all;   She laid her kerchief over 
me,   And took my bones that they might lie   
Underneath the juniper-tree   Kywitt, Kywitt, 
what a beautiful bird am I!’

When he had finished, he flew away. He 
had the chain in his right claw and the shoes 
in his left, and he flew right away to a mill, 
and the mill went ‘Click clack, click clack, 
click clack.’ Inside the mill were twenty of 
the miller’s men hewing a stone, and as they 
went ‘Hick hack, hick hack, hick hack,’ the 
mill went ‘Click clack, click clack, click clack.’

The bird settled on a lime-tree in front of 
the mill and sang:

 ‘My mother killed her little son;
then one of the men left off,
  My father grieved when I was gone;
two more men left off and listened,
  My sister loved me best of all;
then four more left off,
  She laid her kerchief over me,   And took 

my bones that they might lie
now there were only eight at work,
  Underneath
And now only five,
  the juniper-tree.
And now only one,
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  Kywitt, Kywitt, what a beautiful bird am I!’
then he looked up and the last one had left off 

work.
‘Bird,’ he said, ‘what a beautiful song that is you 

sing! Let me hear it too; sing it again.’
‘Nay,’ answered the bird, ‘I do not sing twice for 

nothing; give me that millstone, and I will sing it 
again.’

‘If it belonged to me alone,’ said the man, ‘you 
should have it.’

‘Yes, yes,’ said the others: ‘if he will sing again, he 
can have it.’

The bird came down, and all the twenty millers 
set to and lifted up the stone with a beam; then the 
bird put his head through the hole and took the stone 
round his neck like a collar, and flew back with it to 
the tree and sang--

 ‘My mother killed her little son;   My father grieved 
when I was gone;   My sister loved me best of all;   She 
laid her kerchief over me,   And took my bones that 
they might lie   Underneath the juniper-tree   Kywitt, 
Kywitt, what a beautiful bird am I!’

And when he had finished his 
song, he spread his wings, and with 
the chain in his right claw, the shoes 
in his left, and the millstone round 
his neck, he flew right away to his 
father’s house.

The father, the mother, and little Marleen were 
having their dinner.

‘How lighthearted I feel,’ said the father, ‘so pleased 
and cheerful.’

‘And I,’ said the mother, ‘I feel so uneasy, as if a 
heavy thunderstorm were coming.’

But little Marleen sat and wept and wept.
Then the bird came flying towards the house and 

settled on the roof.
‘I do feel so happy,’ said the father, ‘and how beau-

tifully the sun shines; I feel just as if I were going to 
see an old friend again.’

‘Ah!’ said the wife, ‘and I am so full of distress and 
uneasiness that my teeth chatter, and I feel as if there 
were a fire in my veins,’ and she tore open her dress; 
and all the while little Marleen sat in the corner and 
wept, and the plate on her knees was wet with her 
tears.

The bird now flew to the juniper-tree and began 

singing:
 ‘My mother killed her little son;
the mother shut her eyes and her ears, that she 

might see and hear nothing, but there was a roaring 
sound in her ears like that of a violent storm, and in 
her eyes a burning and flashing like lightning:

  My father grieved when I was gone;
‘Look, mother,’ said the man, ‘at the beautiful bird 

that is singing so magnificently; and how warm and 
bright the sun is, and what a delicious scent of spice 
in the air!’

  My sister loved me best of all;
then little Marleen laid her head down on her 

knees and sobbed.
‘I must go outside and see the bird nearer,’ said the 

man.
‘Ah, do not go!’ cried the wife. ‘I feel as if the whole 

house were in flames!’
But the man went out and looked at the bird.
 She laid her kerchief over me,  And took my bones 

that they might lie  Underneath the juniper-tree  Ky-
witt, Kywitt, what a beautiful bird 
am I!’

With that the bird let fall the 
gold chain, and it fell just round the 
man’s neck, so that it fitted him ex-
actly.

He went inside, and said, ‘See, 
what a splendid bird that is; he has given me this 
beautiful gold chain, and looks so beautiful himself.’

But the wife was in such fear and trouble, that she 
fell on the floor, and her cap fell from her head.

Then the bird began again:
 ‘My mother killed her little son;
‘Ah me!’ cried the wife, ‘if I were but a thousand feet 

beneath the earth, that I might not hear that song.’
  My father grieved when I was gone;
then the woman fell down again as if dead.
  My sister loved me best of all;
‘Well,’ said little Marleen, ‘I will go out too and see 

if the bird will give me anything.’
So she went out.
  She laid her kerchief over me,   And took my 

bones that they might lie
and he threw down the shoes to her,
  Underneath the juniper-tree   Kywitt, Kywitt, what 

a beautiful bird am I!’

“My mother 
killed her 
little son”
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And she now felt quite happy and lighthearted; she 
put on the shoes and danced and jumped about in 
them. ‘I was so miserable,’ she said, ‘when I came out, 
but that has all passed away; that is indeed a splendid 
bird, and he has given me a pair of red shoes.’

The wife sprang up, with her hair standing out 
from her head like flames of fire. ‘Then I will go out 
too,’ she said, ‘and see if it will lighten my misery, for I 
feel as if the world were coming to an end.’

But as she crossed the threshold, crash! the bird 

threw the millstone down on her head, and she was 
crushed to death.

The father and little Marleen heard the sound and 
ran out, but they only saw mist and flame and fire ris-
ing from the spot, and when these had passed, there 
stood the little brother, and he took the father and lit-
tle Marleen by the hand; then they all three rejoiced, 
and went inside together and sat down to their din-
ners and ate.
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RAPUNZEL
A stepmother locks her “stepdaughter” in a tower.

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

will allow you to take away with you as much rampi-
on as you will, only I make one condition, you must 
give me the child which your wife will bring into the 
world; it shall be well treated, and I will care for it 
like a mother.’ The man in his terror consented to ev-
erything, and when the woman was brought to bed, 
the enchantress appeared at once, gave the child the 
name of Rapunzel, and took it away with her.

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

 ‘Rapunzel, Rapunzel,   Let down your hair to me.’
Rapunzel had magnificent long hair, fine as spun 

gold, and when she heard the voice of the enchant-
ress she unfastened her braided tresses, wound them 
round one of the hooks of the window above, and 
then the hair fell twenty ells down, and the enchant-
ress climbed up by it.

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

 ‘Rapunzel, Rapunzel,   Let down your hair to me.’
Then Rapunzel let down the braids of her hair, and 

the enchantress climbed up to her. ‘If that is the lad-
der by which one mounts, I too will try my fortune,’ 
said he, and the next day when it began to grow dark, 
he went to the tower and cried:

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

At first Rapunzel was terribly frightened when a 
man, such as her eyes had never yet beheld, came 
to her; but the king’s son began to talk to her quite 
like a friend, and told her that his heart had been so 
stirred that it had let him have no rest, and he had 
been forced to see her. Then Rapunzel lost her fear, 
and when he asked her if she would take him for her 

husband, and she saw that he was young and hand-
some, she thought: ‘He will love me more than old 
Dame Gothel does’; and she said yes, and laid her 
hand in his. She said: ‘I will willingly go away with 
you, but I do not know how to get down. Bring with 
you a skein of silk every time that you come, and I 
will weave a ladder with it, and when that is ready 
I will descend, and you will take me on your horse.’ 
They agreed that until that time he should come to 

“Bring with you a skein of skilk every time you come”
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her every evening, for the old woman came by day. 
The enchantress remarked nothing of this, until once 
Rapunzel said to her: ‘Tell me, Dame Gothel, how it 
happens that you are so much heavier for me to draw 
up than the young king’s son--he is with me in a mo-
ment.’ ‘Ah! you wicked child,’ cried the enchantress. 
‘What do I hear you say! I thought I had separated 
you from all the world, and yet you have deceived me!’ 
In her anger she clutched Rapunzel’s beautiful tress-
es, wrapped them twice round her left hand, seized 
a pair of scissors with the right, and snip, snap, they 
were cut off, and the lovely braids lay on the ground. 
And she was so pitiless that she took poor Rapunzel 
into a desert where she had to live in great grief and 
misery.

On the same day that she cast out Rapunzel, howev-
er, the enchantress fastened the braids of hair, which 
she had cut off, to the hook of the window, and when 
the king’s son came and cried:

 ‘Rapunzel, Rapunzel,   Let down your hair to me.’
she let the hair down. The king’s son ascended, but 

instead of finding his dearest Rapunzel, he found the 
enchantress, who gazed at him with wicked and ven-

omous looks. ‘Aha!’ she cried mockingly, ‘you would 
fetch your dearest, but the beautiful bird sits no lon-
ger singing in the nest; the cat has got it, and will 
scratch out your eyes as well. Rapunzel is lost to you; 
you will never see her again.’ The king’s son was be-
side himself with pain, and in his despair he leapt 
down from the tower. He escaped with his life, but 
the thorns into which he fell pierced his eyes. Then 
he wandered quite blind about the forest, ate noth-
ing but roots and berries, and did naught but lament 
and weep over the loss of his dearest wife. Thus he 
roamed about in misery for some years, and at length 
came to the desert where Rapunzel, with the twins 
to which she had given birth, a boy and a girl, lived 
in wretchedness. He heard a voice, and it seemed so 
familiar to him that he went towards it, and when he 
approached, Rapunzel knew him and fell on his neck 
and wept. Two of her tears wetted his eyes and they 
grew clear again, and he could see with them as be-
fore. He led her to his kingdom where he was joyfully 
received, and they lived for a long time afterwards, 
happy and contented.
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