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Preface

All people in the world tell nursery tales to their children. The
Japanese tell them, the Chinese, the Red Indians by their camp fires,
the Eskimo in their dark dirty winter huts. The Kaffirs of South Africa
tell them, and the modern Greeks, just as the old Egyptians did, when
Moses had not been many years rescued out of the bulrushes. The
Germans, French, Spanish, ltalians, Danes, Highlanders tell them
also, and the stories are apt to be like each other everywhere. A child
who has read the Blue and Red and Yellow Fairy Books will find
some old friends with new faces in the Pink Fairy Book, if he
examines and compares. But the Japanese tales will probably be
new to the young student; the Tanuki is a creature whose
acquaintance he may not have made before. He may remark that
Andersen wants to 'point a moral,' as well as to 'adorn a tale; ' that he
is trying to make fun of the follies of mankind, as they exist in civilised
countries. The Danish story of 'The Princess in the Chest' need not be
read to a very nervous child, as it rather borders on a ghost story. It
has been altered, and is really much more horrid in the language of
the Danes, who, as history tells us, were not a nervous or timid
people. am quite sure that this story is not true. The other Danish and
Swedish stories are not alarming. They are translated by Mr. W. A.
Craigie. Those from the Sicilian (through the German) are translated,
like the African tales (through the French) and the Catalan tales, and
the Japanese stories (the latter through the German), and an old
French story, by Mrs. Lang. Miss Alma Alleyne did the stories from
Andersen, out of the German. Mr. Ford, as usual, has drawn the
monsters and mermaids, the princes and giants, and the beautiful
princesses, who, the Editor thinks, are, if possible, prettier than ever.
Here, then, are fancies brought from all quarters: we see that black,



white, and yellow peoples are fond of just the same kinds of
adventures. Courage, youth, beauty, kindness, have many trials, but
they always win the battle; while witches, giants, unfriendly cruel
people, are on the losing hand. So it ought to be, and so, on the
whole, it is and will be; and that is all the moral of fairy tales. We
cannot all be young, alas! and pretty, and strong; but nothing prevents
us from being kind, and no kind man, woman, or beast or bird, ever
comes to anything but good in these oldest fables of the world. So far
all the tales are true, and no further.
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The Cat's Elopement

[From the Japanische Marchen und Sagen, von David Brauns
(Leipzig: Wilhelm Friedrich).]

Once upon a time there lived a cat of marvellous beauty, with a skin
as soft and shining as silk, and wise green eyes, that could see even
in the dark. His name was Gon, and he belonged to a music teacher,
who was so fond and proud of him that he would not have parted with
him for anything in the world.

Now not far from the music master's house there dwelt a lady who
possessed a most lovely little pussy cat called Koma. She was such a
little dear altogether, and blinked her eyes so daintily, and ate her
supper so tidily, and when she had finished she licked her pink nose
so delicately with her little tongue, that her mistress was never tired of
saying, 'Koma, Koma, what should | do without you?'

Well, it happened one day that these two, when out for an evening
stroll, met under a cherry tree, and in one moment fell madly in love
with each other. Gon had long felt that it was time for him to find a
wife, for all the ladies in the neighbourhood paid him so much
attention that it made him quite shy; but he was not easy to please,
and did not care about any of them. Now, before he had time to think,
Cupid had entangled him in his net, and he was filled with love
towards Koma. She fully returned his passion, but, like a woman, she
saw the difficulties in the way, and consulted sadly with Gon as to the
means of overcoming them. Gon entreated his master to set matters
right by buying Koma, but her mistress would not part from her. Then
the music master was asked to sell Gon to the lady, but he declined to
listen to any such suggestion, so everything remained as before.



At length the love of the couple grew to such a pitch that they
determined to please themselves, and to seek their fortunes together.
So one moonlight night they stole away, and ventured out into an
unknown world. All day long they marched bravely on through the
sunshine, till they had left their homes far behind them, and towards
evening they found themselves in a large park. The wanderers by this
time were very hot and tired, and the grass looked very soft and
inviting, and the trees cast cool deep shadows, when suddenly an
ogre appeared in this Paradise, in the shape of a big, big dog! He
came springing towards them showing all his teeth, and Koma
shrieked, and rushed up a cherry tree. Gon, however, stood his
ground boldly, and prepared to give battle, for he felt that Koma's
eyes were upon him, and that he must not run away. But, alas! his
courage would have availed him nothing had his enemy once touched
him, for he was large and powerful, and very fierce. From her perch in
the tree Koma saw it all, and screamed with all her might, hoping that
some one would hear, and come to help. Luckily a servant of the
princess to whom the park belonged was walking by, and he drove off
the dog, and picking up the trembling Gon in his arms, carried him to
his mistress.

So poor little Koma was left alone, while Gon was borne away full of
trouble, not in the least knowing what to do. Even the attention paid
him by the princess, who was delighted with his beauty and pretty
ways, did not console him, but there was no use in fighting against
fate, and he could only wait and see what would turn up.

The princess, Gon's new mistress, was so good and kind that
everybody loved her, and she would have led a happy life, had it not
been for a serpent who had fallen in love with her, and was constantly
annoying her by his presence. Her servants had orders to drive him
away as often as he appeared; but as they were careless, and the
serpent very sly, it sometimes happened that he was able to slip past
them, and to frighten the princess by appearing before her. One day



she was seated in her room, playing on her favourite musical
instrument, when she felt something gliding up her sash, and saw her
enemy making his way to kiss her cheek. She shrieked and threw
herself backwards, and Gon, who had been curled up on a stool at
her feet, understood her terror, and with one bound seized the snake
by his neck. He gave him one bite and one shake, and flung him on
the ground, where he lay, never to worry the princess any more. Then
she took Gon in her arms, and praised and caressed him, and saw
that he had the nicest bits to eat, and the softest mats to lie on; and he
would have had nothing in the world to wish for if only he could have
seen Koma again.

Time passed on, and one morning Gon lay before the house door,
basking in the sun. He looked lazily at the world stretched out before
him, and saw in the distance a big ruffian of a cat teasing and ill-
treating quite a little one. He jumped up, full of rage, and chased away
the big cat, and then he turned to comfort the little one, when his heart
nearly burst with joy to find that it was Koma. At first Koma did not
know him again, he had grown so large and stately; but when it
dawned upon her who it was, her happiness knew no bounds. And
they rubbed their heads and their noses again and again, while their
purring might have been heard a mile off.

Paw in paw they appeared before the princess, and told her the story
of their life and its sorrows. The princess wept for sympathy, and
promised that they should never more be parted, but should live with
her to the end of their days. By-and-bye the princess herself got
married, and brought a prince to dwell in the palace in the park. And
she told him all about her two cats, and how brave Gon had been, and
how he had delivered her from her enemy the serpent.

And when the prince heard, he swore they should never leave them,
but should go with the princess wherever she went. So it all fell out as
the princess wished; and Gon and Koma had many children, and so



had the princess, and they all played together, and were friends to the
end of their lives.



How the Dragon Was Tricked

From Griechtsche und Albanesische Marchen, von J. G. von Hahn.
(Leipzig: Engelmann. 1864.)

Once upon a time there lived a man who had two sons but they did
not get on at all well together, for the younger was much handsomer
than his elder brother who was very jealous of him. When they grew
older, things became worse and worse, and at last one day as they
were walking through a wood the elder youth seized hold of the other,
tied him to a tree, and went on his way hoping that the boy might
starve to death.

However, it happened that an old and humpbacked shepherd passed
the tree with his flock, and seeing the prisoner, he stopped and said
to him, 'Tell me, my son why are you tied to that tree?"

'‘Because | was so crooked," answered the young man; 'but it has
quite cured me, and now my back is as straight as can be.'

'l wish you would bind me to a tree,' exclaimed the shepherd, 'so that
my back would get straight.’

'With all the pleasure in life," replied the youth. 'If you will loosen these
cords | will tie you up with them as firmly as I can.'

This was soon done, and then the young man drove off the sheep,
leaving their real shepherd to repent of his folly; and before he had
gone very far he met with a horse boy and a driver of oxen, and he
persuaded them to turn with him and to seek for adventures.

By these and many other tricks he soon became so celebrated that
his fame reached the king's ears, and his majesty was filled with



curiosity to see the man who had managed to outwit everybody. So
he commanded his guards to capture the young man and bring him
before him.

And when the young man stood before the king, the king spoke to him
and said, 'By your tricks and the pranks that you have played on other
people, you have, in the eye of the law, forfeited your life. But on one
condition | will spare you, and that is, if you will bring me the flying
horse that belongs to the great dragon. Fail in this, and you shall be
hewn in a thousand pieces.'

'If that is all," said the youth, 'you shall soon have it.'

So he went out and made his way straight to the stable where the
flying horse was tethered. He stretched his hand cautiously out to
seize the bridle, when the horse suddenly began to neigh as loud as
he could. Now the room in which the dragon slept was just above the
stable, and at the sound of the neighing he woke and cried to the
horse, 'What is the matter, my treasure? is anything hurting you?' After
waiting a little while the young man tried again to loose the horse, but
a second time it neighed so loudly that the dragon woke up in a hurry
and called out to know why the horse was making such a noise. But
when the same thing happened the third time, the dragon lost his
temper, and went down into the stable and took a whip and gave the
horse a good beating. This offended the horse and made him angry,
and when the young man stretched out his hand to untie his head, he
made no further fuss, but suffered himself to be led quietly away.
Once clear of the stable the young man sprang on his back and
galloped off, calling over his shoulder, 'Hi! dragon! dragon! if anyone
asks you what has become of your horse, you can say that | have got
him!"

But the king said, 'The flying horse is all very well, but | want
something more. You must bring me the covering with the little bells
that lies on the bed of the dragon, or | will have you hewn into a



thousand pieces.'
'Is that all?" answered the youth. 'That is easily done.’

And when night came he went away to the dragon's house and
climbed up on to the roof. Then he opened a little window in the roof
and let down the chain from which the kettle usually hung, and tried to
hook the bed covering and to draw it up. But the little bells all began to
ring, and the dragon woke and said to his wife, 'Wife, you have pulled
off all the bed-clothes!" and drew the covering towards him, pulling, as
he did so, the young man into the room. Then the dragon flung himself
on the youth and bound him fast with cords saying as he tied the last
knot, "To-morrow when | go to church you must stay at home and kill
him and cook him, and when | get back we will eat him together.'

So the following moring the dragoness took hold of the young man
and reached down from the shelf a sharp knife with which to kill him.
But as she untied the cords the better to get hold of him, the prisoner
caught her by the legs, threw her to the ground, seized her and
speedily cut her throat, just as she had been about to do for him, and
put her body in the oven. Then he snatched up the covering and
carried it to the king.

The king was seated on his throne when the youth appeared before
him and spread out the covering with a deep bow. 'That is not
enough,’ said his majesty; 'you must bring me the dragon himself, or |
will have you hewn into a thousand pieces.’

'It shall be done," answered the youth; 'but you must give me two years
to manage it, for my beard must grow so that he may not know me.'

'So be it,' said the king.

And the first thing the young man did when his beard was grown was
to take the road to the dragon's house and on the way he met a
beggar, whom he persuaded to change clothes with him, and in the



beggar's garments he went fearlessly forth to the dragon.

He found his enemy before his house, very busy making a box, and
addressed him politely, 'Good morning, your worship. Have you a
morsel of bread?"

"You must wait,' replied the dragon, 'till | have finished my box, and
then I will see if | can find one.'

'What will you do with the box when it is made?' inquired the beggar.

'It is for the young man who killed my wife, and stole my flying horse
and my bed covering,' said the dragon.

'He deserves nothing better,” answered the beggar, 'for it was an ill
deed. Still that box is too small for him, for he is a big man.’

"You are wrong,' said the dragon. 'The box is large enough even for
me.'

'Well, the rogue is nearly as tall as you,' replied the beggar, '‘and, of
course, if you can get in, he can. But | am sure you would find it a tight
fit.

'No, there is plenty of room,’ said the dragon, tucking himself carefully
inside.

But no sooner was he well in, than the young man clapped on the lid
and called out, '"Now press hard, just to see if he will be able to get
out.'

The dragon pressed as hard as he could, but the lid never moved.
'Itis all right," he cried; 'now you can openit.'

But instead of opening it, the young man drove in long nails to make it
tighter still; then he took the box on his back and brought it to the king.
And when the king heard that the dragon was inside, he was so



excited that he would not wait one moment, but broke the lock and
lifted the lid just a little way to make sure he was really there. He was
very careful not to leave enough space for the dragon to jump out, but
unluckily there was just room for his great mouth, and with one snap
the king vanished down his wide red jaws. Then the young man
married the king's daughter and ruled over the land, but what he did
with the dragon nobody knows.



The Goblin and the Grocer

Translated from the German of
Hans Andersen.

There was once a hard-working student who lived in an attic, and he
had nothing in the world of his own. There was also a hard-working
grocer who lived on the first floor, and he had the whole house for his
own.

The Goblin belonged to him, for every Christmas Eve there was
waiting for him at the grocer's a dish of jam with a large lump of butter
in the middle.

The grocer could afford this, so the Goblin stayed in the grocer's
shop; and this teaches us a good deal. One evening the student
came in by the back door to buy a candle and some cheese; he had
no one to send, so he came himself.

He got what he wanted, paid for it, and nodded a good evening to the
grocer and his wife (she was a woman who could do more than nod;
she could talk).

When the student had said good night he suddenly stood still, reading
the sheet of paper in which the cheese had been wrapped.

It was a leaf torn out of an old book—a book of poetry

"There's more of that over there!' said the grocer 'l gave an old woman
some coffee for the book. If you like to give me twopence you can
have the rest.'



'Yes,' said the student, 'give me the book instead of the cheese. | can
eat my bread without cheese. It would be a shame to leave the book
to be torn up. You are a clever and practical man, but about poetry
you understand as much as that old tub over there!"

And that sounded rude as far as the tub was concerned, but the
grocer laughed, and so did the student. It was only said in fun.

But the Goblin was angry that anyone should dare to say such a thing
to a grocer who owned the house and sold the best butter.

When it was night and the shop was shut, and everyone was in bed
except the student, the Goblin went upstairs and took the grocer's
wife's tongue. She did not use it when she was asleep, and on
whatever object in the room he put it that thing began to speak, and
spoke out its thoughts and feelings just as well as the lady to whom it
belonged. But only one thing at a time could use it, and that was a
good thing, or they would have all spoken together.

The Goblin laid the tongue on the tub in which were the old
newspapers.

'Is it true,' he asked, ' that you know nothing about poetry?'

'Certainly not!" answered the tub. 'Poetry is something that is in the
papers, and that is frequently cut out. | have a great deal more in me
than the student has, and yet | am only a small tub in the grocer's
shop.'

And the Goblin put the tongue on the coffee-mill, and how it began to
grind! He put it on the butter-cask, and on the till, and all were of the
same opinion as the waste-paper tub. and one must believe the
maijority.

'Now | will tell the student!" and with these words he crept softly up the



stairs to the attic where the student lived.

There was a light burning, and the Goblin peeped through the key-
hole and saw that he was reading the torn book that he had bought in
the shop.

But how bright it was! Out of the book shot a streak of light which
grew into a large tree and spread its branches far above the student.
Every leaf was alive, and every flower was a beautiful girl's head,
some with dark and shining eyes, others with wonderful blue ones.
Every fruit was a glittering star, and there was a marvellous music in
the student's room. The little Goblin had never even dreamt of such a
splendid sight, much less seeniit.

He stood on tiptoe gazing and gazing, till the candle in the attic was
put out; the student had blown it out and had gone to bed, but the
Goblin remained standing outside listening to the music, which very
softly and sweetly was now singing the student a lullaby.

'I have never seen anything like this!'" said the Goblin. 'l never
expected this! | must stay with the student.’

The little fellow thought it over, for he was a sensible Goblin. Then he
sighed, 'The student has no jam!'

And on that he went down to the grocer again. And it was a good
thing that he did go back, for the tub had nearly worn out the tongue. It
had read everything that was inside it, on the one side, and was just
going to turn itself round and read from the other side when the Goblin
came in and returned the tongue to its owner.

But the whole shop, from the till down to the shavings, from that night
changed their opinion of the tub, and they looked up to it, and had
such faith in it that they were under the impression that when the
grocer read the art and drama critiques out of the paper in the
evenings, it all came from the tub.



But the Goblin could no longer sit quietly listening to the wisdom and
intellect downstairs. No, as soon as the light shone in the evening
from the attic it seemed to him as though its beams were strong
ropes dragging him up, and he had to go and peep through the key-
hole. There he felt the sort of feeling we have looking at the great
rolling sea in a storm, and he burst into tears. He could not himself
say why he wept, but in spite of his tears he felt quite happy. How
beautiful it must be to sit under that tree with the student, but that he
could not do; he had to content himself with the key-hole and be
happy there!

There he stood out on the cold landing, the autumn wind blowing
through the cracks of the floor. It was cold—very cold, but he first
found it out when the light in the attic was put out and the music in the
wood died away. Ah! then it froze him, and he crept down again into
his warm corner; there it was comfortable and cosy.

When Christmas came, and with it the jam with the large lump of
butter, ah! then the grocer was first with him.

But in the middle of the night the Goblin awoke, hearing a great noise
and knocking against the shutters—people hammering from outside.
The watchman was blowing his horn: a great fire had broken out; the
whole town was in flames.

Was it in the house? or was it at a neighbour's? Where was it?

The alarm increased. The grocer's wife was so terrified that she took
her gold earrings out of her ears and put them in her pocket in order
to save something. The grocer seized his account books. and the
maid her black silk dress.

Everyone wanted to save his most valuable possession; so did the
Goblin, and in a few leaps he was up the stairs and in the student's
room. He was standing quietly by the open window looking at the fire



that was burning in the neighbour's house just opposite. The Goblin
seized the book lying on the table, put it in his red cap, and clasped it
with both hands. The best treasure in the house was saved, and he
climbed out on to the roof with it—on to the chimney. There he sat,
lighted up by the flames from the burning house opposite, both hands
holding tightly on his red cap, in which lay the treasure; and now he
knew what his heart really valued most—to whom he really belonged.
But when the fire was put out, and the Goblin thought it over—then—

'l will divide myself between the two,' he said. 'l cannot quite give up
the grocer, because of the jam!'

And it is just the same with us. We also cannot quite give up the
grocer—because of the jam.



The House in the Wood

From the German of Grimm.

A poor woodcutter lived with his wife and three daughters in a little hut
on the borders of a great forest.

One morning as he was going to his work, he said to his wife, 'Let our
eldest daughter bring me my lunch into the wood; and so that she
shall not lose her way, | will take a bag of millet with me, and sprinkle
the seed on the path.'

When the sun had risen high over the forest, the girl set out with a
basin of soup. But the field and wood sparrows, the larks and finches,
blackbirds and green finches had picked up the millet long ago, and
the girl could not find her way.

She went on and on, till the sun set and night came on. The trees
rustled in the darkness, the owls hooted, and she began to be very
much frightened. Then she saw in tile distance a light that twinkled
between the trees. 'There must be people living yonder,' she thought,
'who will take me in for the night,' and she began walking towards it.

Not long afterwards she came to a house with lights in the windows.
She knocked at the door, and a gruff voice called, 'Come in!'

The girl stepped into the dark entrance, and tapped at the door of the
room.

'Just walk in,' cried the voice, and when she opened the door there
sat an old gray-haired man at the table. His face was resting on his



hands, and his white beard flowed over the table almost down to the
ground.

By the stove lay three beasts, a hen, a cock, and a brindled cow. The
girl told the old man her story, and asked for a night's lodging.

The man said:

Pretty cock,

Pretty hen,

And you, pretty brindled cow,
What do you say now?

'Duks,' answered the beasts; and that must have meant, 'We are quite
willing,' for the old man went on, 'Here is abundance; go into the back
kitchen and cook us a supper.'

The girl found plenty of everything in the kitchen, and cooked a good
meal, but she did not think of the beasts.

She placed the full dishes on the table, sat down opposite the gray-
haired man, and ate till her hunger was appeased.

When she was satisfied, she said, 'But now | am so tired, where is a
bed in which I can sleep? '

The beasts answered:

You have eaten with him,
You have drunk with him,
Of us you have not thought,
Sleep then as you ought!

Then the old man said, 'Go upstairs, and there you will find a
bedroom; shake the bed, and put clean sheets on, and go to sleep.'

The maiden went upstairs, and when she had made the bed, she lay
down.



After some time the gray-haired man came, looked at her by the light
of his candle, and shook his head. And when he saw that she was
sound asleep, he opened a trapdoor and let her fall into the cellar.

The woodcutter came home late in the evening, and reproached his
wife for leaving him all day without food.

'No, | did not,' she answered; 'the girl went off with your dinner. She
must have lost her way, but will no doubt come back to-morrow.'

But at daybreak the woodcutter started off into the wood, and this
time asked his second daughter to bring his food.

'l will take a bag of lentils,’ said he; 'they are larger than millet, and the
girl will see them better and be sure to find her way.'

At midday the maiden took the food, but the lentils had all gone; as on
the previous day, the wood birds had eaten them all.

The maiden wandered about the wood till nightfall, when she came in
the same way to the old man's house, and asked for food and a
night's lodging.

The man with the white hair again asked the beasts:

Pretty cock,

Pretty hen,

And you, pretty brindled cow,
What do you say now?

The beasts answered, 'Duks,’ and everything happened as on the
former day.

The girl cooked a good meal, ate and drank with the old man, and did
not trouble herself about the animals.

And when she asked for a bed, they replied:



You have eaten with him
You have drunk with him,
Of us you have not thought,

Now sleep as you ought!

And when she was asleep, the old man shook his head over her, and
let her fall into the cellar.

On the third morning the woodcutter said to his wife, 'Send our
youngest child to-day with my dinner. She is always good and
obedient, and will keep to the right path, and not wander away like her
sisters, idle drones!"

But the mother said, 'Must | lose my dearest child too?'

'Do not fear,' he answered; 'she is too clever and intelligent to lose her
way. | will take plenty of peas with me and strew them along; they are
even larger than lentils, and will show her the way.'

But when the maiden started off with the basket on her arm, the wood
pigeons had eaten up the peas, and she did not know which way to
go. She was much distressed, and thought constantly of her poor
hungry father and her anxious mother. At last, when it grew dark, she
saw the little light, and came to the house in the wood. She asked
prettily if she might stay there for the night, and the man with the white
beard asked his beasts again:

Pretty cock,

Pretty hen,

And you, pretty brindled cow,
What do you say now?

'Duks,' they said. Then the maiden stepped up to the stove where the
animals were lying, and stroked the cock and the hen, and scratched
the brindled cow between its horns.



And when at the bidding of the old man she had prepared a good
supper, and the dishes were standing on the table, she said, 'Shall |
have plenty while the good beasts have nothing? There is food to
spare outside; | will attend to them first.'

Then she went out and fetched barley and strewed it before the cock
and hen, and brought the cow an armful of sweet-smelling hay.

'Eat that, dear beasts,’ she said,’ and when you are thirsty you shall
have a good drink.'

Then she fetched a bowl of water, and the cock and hen flew on to the
edge, put their beaks in, and then held up their heads as birds do
when they drink, and the brindled cow also drank her fill. When the
beasts were satisfied, the maiden sat down beside the old man at the
table and ate what was left for her. Soon the cock and hen began to
tuck their heads under their wings, and the brindled cow blinked its
eyes, so the maiden said, 'Shall we not go to rest now?"

Pretty cock,

Pretty hen,

And you, pretty brindled cow,
What do you say now?

The animals said, 'Duks:

You have eaten with us,

You have drunk with us,

You have tended us right,
So we wish you good night.'

The maiden therefore went upstairs, made the bed and put on clean
sheets and fell asleep. She slept peacefully till midnight, when there
was such a noise in the house that she awoke. Everything trembled
and shook; the animals sprang up and dashed themselves in terror
against the wall; the beams swayed as if they would be torn from their



foundations, it seemed as if the stairs were tumbling down, and then
the roof fell in with a crash. Then all became still, and as no harm
came to the maiden she lay down again and fell asleep. But when she
awoke again in broad daylight, what a sight met her eyes! She was
lying in a splendid room furnished with royal splendour; the walls were
covered with golden flowers on a green ground; the bed was of ivory
and the counterpane of velvet, and on a stool near by lay a pair of
slippers studded with pearls. The maiden thought she must be
dreaming, but in came three servants richly dressed, who asked what
were her commands. 'Go,' said the maiden, 'l will get up at once and
cook the old man's supper for him, and then | will feed the pretty cock
and hen and the brindled cow.’

But the door opened and in came a handsome young man, who said,
'l am a king's son, and was condemned by a wicked witch to live as
an old man in this wood with no company but that of my three
servants, who were transformed into a cock, a hen, and a brindled
cow. The spell could only be broken by the arrival of a maiden who
should show herself kind not only to men but to beasts. You are that
maiden, and last night at midnight we were freed, and this poor house
was again transformed into my royal palace.

As they stood there the king's son told his three servants to go and
fetch the maiden's parents to be present at the wedding feast.

'But where are my two sisters?' asked the maid.

"I shut them up in the cellar, but in the morning they shall be led forth
into the forest and shall serve a charcoal burner until they have
improved, and will never again suffer poor animals to go hungry.'






Uraschimataro and the Turtle

From the Japanische Marchen und Sagen, von David Brauns
(Leipzig: Wilhelm Friedrich).

There was once a worthy old couple who lived on the coast, and
supported themselves by fishing. They had only one child, a son, who
was their pride and joy, and for his sake they were ready to work hard
all day long, and never felt tired or discontented with their lot. This
son's name was Uraschimataro, which means in Japanese, 'Son of
the island,' and he was a fine well-grown youth and a good fisherman,
minding neither wind nor weather. Not the bravest sailor in the whole
village dared venture so far out to sea as Uraschimataro, and many a
time the neighbours used to shake their heads and say to his parents,
'If your son goes on being so rash, one day he will try his luck once too
often, and the waves will end by swallowing him up.' But
Uraschimataro paid no heed to these remarks, and as he was really
very clever in managing a boat, the old people were very seldom
anxious about him.

One beautiful bright morning, as he was hauling his well-filled nets into
the boat, he saw lying among the fishes a tiny little turtle. He was
delighted with his prize, and threw it into a wooden vessel to keep fill
he got home, when suddenly the turtle found its voice, and tremblingly
begged for its life. 'After all,’ it said, 'what good can | do you? | am so
young and small, and | would so gladly live a little longer. Be merciful
and set me free, and | shall know how to prove my gratitude.’

Now Uraschimataro was very good-natured, and besides, he could
never bear to say no, so he picked up the turtle, and put it back into
the sea.



Years flew by, and every morning Uraschimataro sailed his boat into
the deep sea. But one day as he was making for a little bay between
some rocks, there arose a fierce whirlwind, which shattered his boat
to pieces, and she was sucked under by the waves. Uraschimataro
himself very nearly shared the same fate. But he was a powerful
swimmer, and struggled hard to reach the shore. Then he saw a large
turtle coming towards him, and above the howling of the storm he
heard what it said: 'l am the turtle whose life you once saved. | will now
pay my debt and show my gratitude. The land is still far distant, and
without my help you would never get there. Climb on my back, and |
will take you where you will." Uraschimataro did not wait to be asked
twice, and thankfully accepted his friend's help. But scarcely was he
seated firmly on the shell, when the turtle proposed that they should
not return to the shore at once, but go under the sea, and look at
some of the wonders that lay hidden there.

Uraschimataro agreed willingly, and in another moment they were
deep, deep down, with fathoms of blue water above their heads. Oh,
how quickly they darted through the still, warm sea! The young man
held tight, and marvelled where they were going and how long they
were to travel, but for three days they rushed on, till at last the turtle
stopped before a splendid palace, shining with gold and silver, crystal
and precious stones, and decked here and there with branches of
pale pink coral and glittering pearls. But if Uraschimataro was
astonished at the beauty of the outside, he was struck dumb at the
sight of the hall within, which was lighted by the blaze of fish scales.

'Where have you brought me?' he asked his guide in a low voice.

"To the palace of Ringu, the house of the sea god, whose subjects we
all are,’ answered the turtle. 'l am the first waiting maid of his
daughter, the lovely princess Otohime, whom you will shortly see.'

Uraschimataro was still so puzzled with the adventures that had
befallen him, that he waited in a dazed condition for what would



happen next. But the turtle, who had talked so much of him to the
princess that she had expressed a wish to see him, went at once to
make known his arrival. And directly the princess beheld him her
heart was set on him, and she begged him to stay with her, and in
return promised that he should never grow old, neither should his
beauty fade. 'Is not that reward enough?' she asked, smiling, looking
all the while as fair as the sun itself. And Uraschimataro said 'Yes,'
and so he stayed there. For how long? That he only knew later.

His life passed by, and each hour seemed happier than the last, when
one day there rushed over him a terrible longing to see his parents.
He fought against it hard, knowing how it would grieve the princess,
but it grew on him stronger and stronger, till at length he became so
sad that the princess inquired what was wrong. Then he told her of the
longing he had to visit his old home, and that he must see his parents
once more. The princess was almost frozen with horror, and implored
him to stay with her, or something dreadful would be sure to happen.
"You will never come back, and we shall meet again no more,’ she
moaned bitterly. But Uraschimataro stood firm and repeated, 'Only
this once will | leave you, and then will | return to your side for ever.'
Sadly the princess shook her head, but she answered slowly, 'One
way there is to bring you safely back, but | fear you will never agree to
the conditions of the bargain.'

'I will do anything that will bring me back to you,' exclaimed
Uraschimataro, looking at her tenderly, but the princess was silent:
she knew too well that when he left her she would see his face no
more. Then she took from a shelf a tiny golden box, and gave it to
Uraschimataro, praying him to keep it carefully, and above all things
never to open it. 'lf you can do this,’ she said as she bade him
farewell, 'your friend the turtle will meet you at the shore, and will carry
you back to me.'

Uraschimataro thanked her from his heart, and swore solemnly to do



her bidding. He hid the box safely in his garments, seated himself on
the back of the turtle, and vanished in the ocean path, waving his hand
to the princess. Three days and three nights they swam through the
sea, and at length Uraschimataro arrived at the beach which lay
before his old home. The turtle bade him farewell, and was gone in a
moment.

Uraschimataro drew near to the village with quick and joyful steps. He
saw the smoke curling through the roof, and the thatch where green
plants had thickly sprouted. He heard the children shouting and
calling, and from a window that he passed came the twang of the
koto, and everything seemed to cry a welcome for his return. Yet
suddenly he felt a pang at his heart as he wandered down the street.
After all, everything was changed. Neither men nor houses were those
he once knew. Quickly he saw his old home; yes, it was still there, but
it had a strange look. Anxiously he knocked at the door, and asked
the woman who opened it after his parents. But she did not know their
names, and could give him no news of them.

Still more disturbed, he rushed to the burying ground, the only place
that could tell him what he wished to know. Here at any rate he would
find out what it all meant. And he was right. In a moment he stood
before the grave of his parents, and the date written on the stone was
almost exactly the date when they had lost their son, and he had
forsaken them for the Daughter of the Sea. And so he found that since
he had deft his home, three hundred years had passed by.

Shuddering with horror at his discovery he turned back into the village
street, hoping to meet some one who could tell him of the days of old.
But when the man spoke, he knew he was not dreaming, though he
felt as if he had lost his senses.

In despair he bethought him of the box which was the gift of the
princess. Perhaps after all this dreadful thing was not true. He might
be the victim of some enchanter's spell, and in his hand lay the



counter-charm. Almost unconsciously he opened it, and a purple
vapour came pouring out. He held the empty box in his hand, and as
he looked he saw that the fresh hand of youth had grown suddenly
shrivelled, like the hand of an old, old man. He ran to the brook, which
flowed in a clear stream down from the mountain. and saw himself
reflected as in a mirror. It was the face of a mummy which looked
back at him. Wounded to death, he crept back through the village,
and no man knew the old, old man to be the strong handsome youth
who had run down the street an hour before. So he toiled wearily
back, till he reached the shore, and here he sat sadly on a rock, and
called loudly on the turtle. But she never came back any more, but
instead, death came soon, and set him free. But before that
happened, the people who saw him sitting lonely on the shore had
heard his story, and when their children were restless they used to tell
them of the good son who from love to his parents had given up for
their sakes the splendour and wonders of the palace in the sea, and
the most beautiful woman in the world besides.



The Slaying of the Tanuki

From the Japanische Murchen und
Sagen.

Near a big river, and between two high mountains, a man and his wife
lived in a cottage a long, long time ago. A dense forest lay all round
the cottage, and there was hardly a path or a tree in the whole wood
that was not familiar to the peasant from his boyhood. In one of his
wanderings he had made friends with a hare, and many an hour the
two passed together, when the man was resting by the roadside,
eating his dinner.

Now this strange friendship was observed by the Tanuki, a wicked,
quarrelsome beast, who hated the peasant, and was never tired of
doing him an ill turn. Again and again he had crept to the hut, and
finding some choice morsel put away for the little hare, had either
eaten it if he thought it nice, or trampled it to pieces so that no one
else should get it, and at last the peasant lost patience, and made up
his mind he would have the Tanuki's blood.

So for many days the man lay hidden, waiting for the Tanuki to come
by, and when one morning he marched up the road thinking of nothing
but the dinner he was going to steal, the peasant threw himself upon
him and bound his four legs tightly, so that he could not move. Then he
dragged his enemy joyfully to the house, feeling that at length he had
got the better of the mischievous beast which had done him so many
ill turns. 'He shall pay for them with his skin,' he said to his wife. 'We
will first kill him, and then cook him." So saying, he hanged the Tanuki,



head downwards, to a beam, and went out to gather wood for a fire.

Meanwhile the old woman was standing at the mortar pounding the
rise that was to serve them for the week with a pestle that made her
arms ache with its weight. Suddenly she heard something whining
and weeping in the corner, and, stopping her work, she looked round
to see what it was. That was all that the rascal wanted, and he put on
directly his most humble air, and begged the woman in his softest
voice to loosen his bonds, which her hurting him sorely. She was filled
with pity for him, but did not dare to set him free, as she knew that her
husband would be very angry. The Tanuki, however, did not despair,
and seeing that her heart was softened, began his prayers anew. 'He
only asked to have his bonds taken from him," he said. 'He would give
his word not to attempt to escape, and if he was once set free he
could soon pound her rice for her.' "'Then you can have a little rest,' he
went on, 'for rice pounding is very tiring work, and not at all fit for weak
women.' These last words melted the good woman completely, and
she unfastened the bonds that held him. Poor foolish creature! In one
moment the Tanuki had seized her, stripped off all her clothes, and
popped her in the mortar. In a few minutes more she was pounded as
fine as the rice; and not content with that, the Tanuki placed a pot on
the hearth and made ready to cook the peasant a dinner from the
flesh of his own wife!

When everything was complete he looked out of the door, and saw
the old man coming from the forest carrying a large bundle of wood.
Quick as lightning the Tanuki not only put on the woman's clothes, but,
as he was a magician, assumed her form as well. Then he took the
wood, kindled the fire, and very soon set a large dinner before the old
man, who was very hungry, and had forgotten for the moment all about
his enemy. But when the Tanuki saw that he had eaten his fill and
would be thinking about his prisoner, he hastily shook off the clothes
behind a door and took his own shape. Then he said to the peasant,
"You are a nice sort of person to seize animals and to talk of killing



them! You are caught in your own net. It is your own wife that you have
eaten, and if you want to find her bones you have only to look under
the floor." With these words he turned and made for the forest.

The old peasant grew cold with horror as he listened, and seemed
frozen to the place where he stood. When he had recovered himself a
little, he collected the bones of his dead wife, buried them in the
garden, and swore over the grave to be avenged on the Tanuki. After
everything was done he sat himself down in his lonely cottage and
wept bitterly, and the bitterest thought of all was that he would never
be able to forget that he had eaten his own wife.

While he was thus weeping and wailing his friend the hare passed by,
and, hearing the noise, pricked up his ears and soon recognised the
old man's voice. He wondered what had happened, and put his head
in at the door and asked if anything was the matter. With tears and
groans the peasant told him the whole dreadful story, and the hare,
filed with anger and compassion, comforted him as best he could,
and promised to help him in his revenge. 'The false knave shall not go
unpunished,’ said he.

So the first thing he did was to search the house for materials to
make an ointment, which he sprinkled plentifully with pepper and then
put in his pocket. Next he took a hatchet, bade farewell to the old
man, and departed to the forest. He bent his steps to the dwelling of
the Tanuki and knocked at the door. The Tanuki, who had no cause to
suspect the hare, was greatly pleased to see him, for he noticed the
hatchet at once, and began to lay plots how to get hold of it.

To do this he thought he had better offer to accompany the hare,
which was exactly what the hare wished and expected, for he knew all
the Tanuki's cunning, and understood his little ways. So he accepted
the rascal's company with joy, and made himself very pleasant as they
strolled along. When they were wandering in this manner through the
forest the hare carelessly raised his hatchet in passing, and cut down



some thick boughs that were hanging over the path, but at length,
after cutting down a good big tree, which cost him many hard blows,
he declared that it was too heavy for him to carry home, and he must
just leave it where it was. This delighted the greedy Tanuki, who said
that they would be no weight for him, so they collected the large
branches, which the hare bound tightly on his back. Then he trotted
gaily to the house, the hare following after with his lighter bundle.

By this time the hare had decided what he would do, and as soon as
they arrived, he quietly set on fire the wood on the back of the Tanuki.
The Tanuki, who was busy with something else, observed nothing,
and only called out to ask what was the meaning of the crackling that
he heard. 'lt is just the rattle of the stones which are rolling down the
side of the mountain,’ the hare said; and the Tanuki was content, and
made no further remarks, never noticing that the noise really sprang
from the burning boughs on his back, until his fur was in flames, and it
was almost too late to put it out. Shrieking with pain, he let fall the
burning wood from his back, and stamped and howled with agony.
But the hare comforted him, and told him that he always carried with
him an excellent plaster in case of need, which would bring him
instant relief, and taking out his ointment he spread it on a leaf of
bamboo, and laid it on the wound. No sooner did it touch him than the
Tanuki leapt yelling into the air, and the hare laughed, and ran to tell
his friend the peasant what a trick he had played on their enemy. But
the old man shook his head sadly, for he knew that the villain was only
crushed for the moment, and that he would shortly be revenging
himself upon them. No, the only way every to get any peace and quiet
was to render the Tanuki harmless for ever. Long did the old man and
the hare puzzle together how this was to be done, and at last they
decided that they would make two boats, a small one of wood and a
large one of clay. Then they fell to work at once, and when the boats
were ready and properly painted, the hare went to the Tanuki, who
was still very ill, and invited him to a great fish-catching. The Tanuki
was still feeling angry with the hare about the trick he had played him,



but he was weak and very hungry, so he gladly accepted the
proposal, and accompanied the hare to the bank of the river, where
the two boats were moored, rocked by the waves. They both looked
exactly alike, and the Tanuki only saw that one was bigger than the
other, and would hold more fish, so he sprang into the large one, while
the hare climbed into the one which was made of wood. They
loosened their moorings, and made for the middle of the stream, and
when they were at some distance from the bank, the hare took his
oar, and struck such a heavy blow at the other boat, that it broke in
two. The Tanuki fell straight into the water, and was held there by the
hare till he was quite dead. Then he put the body in his boat and
rowed to land, and told the old man that his enemy was dead at last.
And the old man rejoiced that his wife was avenged, and he took the
hare into his house, and they lived together all their days in peace and
quietness upon the mountain.



The Flying Trunk

Translated from the German of
Hans Andersen.

There was once a merchant who was so rich that he could have
paved the whole street, and perhaps even a little side-street besides,
with silver. But he did not do that; he knew another way of spending
his money. If he spent a shilling he got back a florin-such an excellent
merchant he was till he died.

Now his son inherited all this money. He lived very merrily; he went
every night to the theatre, made paper kites out of five-pound notes,
and played ducks and drakes with sovereigns instead of stones. In
this way the money was likely to come soon to an end, and so it did.

At last he had nothing left but four shillings, and he had no clothes
except a pair of slippers and an old dressing-gown.

His friends did not trouble themselves any more about him; they would
not even walk down the street with him.

But one of them who was rather good-natured sent him an old trunk
with the message, 'Pack up!" That was all very well, but he had
nothing to pack up, so he gotinto the trunk himself.

It was an enchanted trunk, for as soon as the lock was pressed it
could fly. He pressed it, and away he flew in it up the chimney, high
into the clouds, further and further away. But whenever the bottom
gave a little creak he was in terror lest the trunk should go to pieces,



for then he would have turned a dreadful somersault-just think of it!

In this way he arrived at the land of the Turks. He hid the trunk in a
wood under some dry leaves, and then walked into the town. He could
do that quite well, for all the Turks were dressed just as he was-in a
dressing-gown and slippers.

He met a nurse with a little child.

'Halloa! you Turkish nurse,' said he, 'what is that great castle there
close to the town? The one with the windows so high up?'

"The sultan's daughter lives there,’ she replied. 't is prophesied that
she will be very unlucky in her husband, and so no one is allowed to
see her except when the sultan and sultana are by.'

"Thank you," said the merchant's son, and he went into the wood, sat
himself in his trunk, flew on to the roof, and crept through the window
into the princess's room.

She was lying on the sofa asleep, and was so beautiful that the young
merchant had to kiss her. Then she woke up and was very much
frightened, but he said he was a Turkish god who had come through
the air to see her, and that pleased her very much.

They sat close to each other, and he told her a story about her eyes.
They were beautiful dark lakes in which her thoughts swam about like
mermaids. And her forehead was a snowy mountain, grand and
shining. These were lovely stories.

Then he asked the princess to marry him, and she said yes at once.

'‘But you must come here on Saturday,’ she said, 'for then the sultan
and the sultana are coming to tea with me. They will be indeed proud
that | receive the god of the Turks. But mind you have a really good
story ready, for my parents like them immensely. My mother likes
something rather moral and high-flown, and my father likes something



merry to make him laugh.’

"Yes, | shall only bring a fairy story for my dowry,’ said he, and so they
parted. But the princess gave him a sabre set with gold pieces which
he could use.

Then he flew away, bought himself a new dressing-gown, and sat
down in the wood and began to make up a story, for it had to be
ready by Saturday, and that was no easy matter.

When he had it ready it was Saturday.

The sultan, the sultana, and the whole court were at tea with the
princess.

He was most graciously received.

'Will you tell us a story?' said the sultana; 'one that is thoughtful and
instructive?'

'But something that we can laugh at,' said the sultan.

'Oh, certainly, he replied, and began: 'Now, listen attentively. There
was once a box of matches which lay between a tinder-box and an
old iron pot, and they told the story of their youth.

"We used to be on the green fir-boughs. Every morning and evening
we had diamond-tea, which was the dew, and the whole day long we
had sunshine, and the little birds used to tell us stories. We were very
rich, because the other trees only dressed in summer, but we had
green dresses in summer and in winter. Then the woodcutter came,
and our family was split up. We have now the task of making light for
the lowest people. That is why we grand people are in the kitchen."

"My fate was quite different," said the iron pot, near which the
matches lay.



"Since | came into the world | have been many times scoured, and
have cooked much. My only pleasure is to have a good chat with my
companions when | am lying nice and clean in my place after dinner."

"Now you are talking too fast," spluttered the fire.
"Yes, let us decide who is the grandest!" said the matches.
"No, I don't like talking about myself," said the pot.

"Let us arrange an evening's entertainment. | will tell the story of my
life.

"On the Baltic by the Danish shore-"

'What a beautiful beginning!" said all the plates. "That's a story that
will please us all."

'And the end was just as good as the beginning. All the plates
clattered for joy.

"Now | will dance," said the tongs, and she danced. Oh! how high she
could kick!

"The old chair-cover in the corner split when he saw her.

"The urn would have sung but she said she had a cold; she could not
sing unless she boiled.

'In the window was an old quill pen. There was nothing remarkable
about her except that she had been dipped too deeply into the ink.
But she was very proud of that.

"f the urn will not sing," said she, "outside the door hangs a
nightingale in a cage who will sing."

" don't think it's proper," said the kettle, "that such a foreign bird
should be heard."



"Oh, let us have some acting," said everyone. "Do let us!"

'Suddenly the door opened and the maid came in. Everyone was
quite quiet. There was not a sound. But each pot knew what he might
have done, and how grand he was.

"The maid took the matches and lit the fire with them. How they
spluttered and flamed, to be sure! "Now everyone can see," they
thought, "that we are the grandest! How we sparkle! What a light-"

'‘But here they were burnt out.’

"That was a delightful story!" said the sultana. 'l quite feel myself in the
kitchen with the matches. Yes, now you shall marry our daughter.’

'Yes, indeed," said the sultan, 'you shall marry our daughter on
Monday.' And they treated the young man as one of the family.

The wedding was arranged, and the night before the whole town was
illuminated.

Biscuits and gingerbreads were thrown among the people, the street
boys stood on tiptoe crying hurrahs and whistling through their fingers.
It was all splendid.

'Now | must also give them a treat,’ thought the merchant's son. And
so he bought rockets, crackers, and all the kinds of fireworks you can
think of, put them in his trunk, and flew up with them into the air.

Whirr-r-r, how they fizzed and blazed!

All the Turks jumped so high that their slippers flew above their heads;
such a splendid glitter they had never seen before.

Now they could quite well understand that it was the god of the Turks
himself who was to marry the princess.



As soon as the young merchant came down again into the wood with
his trunk he thought, 'Now I will just go into the town to see how the
show has taken.'

And it was quite natural that he should want to do this.
Oh! what stories the people had to tell!

Each one whom he asked had seen it differently, but they had all
found it beautiful.

'l saw the Turkish god himself,' said one. 'He had eyes like glittering
stars, and a beard like foaming water.'

'He flew away in a cloak of fire,’ said another. They were splendid
things that he heard, and the next day was to be his wedding day.

Then he went back into the wood to sit in his trunk; but what had
become of it? The trunk had been burnt. A spark of the fireworks had
set it alight, and the trunk was in ashes. He could no longer fly, and
could never reach his bride.

She stood the whole day long on the roof and waited; perhaps she is
waiting there still.

But he wandered through the world and told stories; though they are
not so merry as the one he told about the matches.



The Snow-man

Translated from the German of
Hans Andersen.

'How astonishingly cold it is! My body is cracking all over!" said the
Snow-man. 'The wind is really cutting one's very life out! And how that
fiery thing up there glares!" He meant the sun, which was just setting.
'It sha'n't make me blink, though, and | shall keep quite