LTSN

(%] ER-MF FEFE
I L% F HmF

AERF AR



¥ om O®m X

BRI A

liZ] BER - W% &
Fi 2% =% ﬁw

AEXRFEH Mt
b5



"AEE N

WP EEFRER MR LR RWEL —, HEET-EHLEATAN. EXER - MP %
Fo RTEEEANT. CIREIRT. DM, CONEHE” R “fligc” FRAADKSEHRET —
RX—RAWEWEE. PEEABEHRFE. ZEFRFRUR=ZAZFLR, CRFRIEREIL
FHCE, HAWMB SRR E . S JUER. EKERRISE . A 53 B R R
BA, BRTREMEWMEFESFE 1 R, HFEHRTRELANREZ — “HPHERAN”
(A REE

TRAEAEFTFAMRE, ERMEADBBH CEEAR, EAEX LA BRDE) LB
AR RN A T R R T AN, BT B B B A B K, AR IS
HEITTHRE|A N T P FE.

ABHMGA FEREHRABMRE, THREETSHE.
AR, RsT. BHEIRMIE: 010-62782989 13701121933

EHAERSE (CIP) #iF

M 1EESE A =The Sleeping Beauty in the Wood: F X FEEH N (v5) BIR « MF
(Perrault, C.) JR3; EREHE. —Ibat: HERZLRA, 2009.7
ISBN 978-7-302-20324-7

[, M T Qe @F- 11 ORE -85 EWOEE - 5E - E R
IV. H319.4: 1

 E R AR 50 CIP B3E#ZS (2009) 5 093275 5

RERE. F #

mERR. REMHE

HmELHE: T

RIEEE . O

HRRE1T: B Rt Hb b EREEEREETRE A B
http: / www. tup. com. cn B #. 100084
it 2 #L. 010-62770175 EB Mg . 010-62786544
WRSIEERSE . 010-62776969,c-service@ tup. tsinghua. edu. cn
B B K& fh:010-62772015,zhiliang(@ tup. tsinghua. edu. cn

BN Bl & dbtBE e

1T &: bLEHE= B SCRAEITT

% . 2EFRBE

F A.170X260 E0 .7 == #. 121 FF

i W 2009487 HAES 1 BR En W 2009 4E 7T HE KETRI
Ep # . 1~5000

7E #: 13.50 I

A BUMFEESCFARE WD B AT NS RRE T, &SRR R R R
W, BERERE. (010062770177 # 3103 fhER S 033530-01



) W
4

B/R «{fl®F (Charles Perrault, 1628—1703), EEHTLHLEL A
ER, #EN “BEJLEXFZR”, YL ET. EXERLNE,
JERITINEEE,

A HHLKEEE, RPERRENFESE, RRTESELKNE
b, MEME A HANREKNEEER. ZASER, MREIEER G
AZE, WEHRHALZMIES, BHA LAANEHREIELR. “HhiE
EN7 CIRGHIRT. C/NLNET, CONBFEY. “BPELY. “YWEEAT” AN “BEEAl
77 FEHREFRRE, $WT —RX—RARLR. XEEFERSZ
Ja BIRR Y A St 5 LB SCRAIMEF= 4 TR I, XHPaF—E %45
JERIER) CBRARETE Y, (CRIEAERY M (REHEIL) SHAEIELE.
05 R BT A K EARWCRTE (RS el B A E B0 i 4E H %)
HHEEL AR, 3t 11 . MF FIXIEER — 4 HREZ B & AT HEIRR
W, pAARMAEERGHPES, BE4SHENREEDEMA ERRAT
B B FIEDERD)LED .

ERE, RENEERTFOFREERS. REZNINECERZRELZ
—. HAl, ZEEAEEAZHRIHEEBES, FTERUHPEHAKMK
Har AR, W COREIRY. (BEER AN, (/MaiE)Y %, BHRRHAAME,
HHRNEJLAMERSES, FENHREXEHRH: —FREPCRER,
F—MRFEICIRR . HH S SRS SZ B3 & fal, XEEREB
AT FEARETEIIECHIRAE. NFESCEINABEXRE, BEEEH
MEXRMERAMNTHRIEF] . BRI ELARTET RN T B THEX
PR, EAT X FENIZRE—MHEFRTR, BT R BRE
=M A ER. KA R ETEHER RSO B R0E TR, XEEE R



Hil &

TEAEE BB ZECRERB T SRR IR ETULERRE, RAIR
EHFRE MM E KPR EIERE, SAKPELH0RE RprEEN”
e, HRAPILFEIERMEER. EhCRiEd, RIS
FEHNSIE AR RO RE, R TRERE RERE L . RITHERBR TN
AT EIREFTERNLMER, REENEIESORF AT, TR
FIXRFEAR, IHEAANT TREFEE R, WTmRIESNERE. BATARE,
R WEERGENEIRPTEE >FEEVAXBFRREEEEHED
i
FREBRARHER. L HFE. SMABRFEMIGERE R 5%
THEREERE. BE. BEEX. FWHE. XL, Bak TEE. &
AT WIECE. ZEBRLL. ARG, BRmE. BRETEN. O, TkfE. B,
EBAE. AHE. RREE. RFE. 8. EA0MD%. BTRIKA2E.
AXRFMRIEKT, BFEEALZL, BOFERERAMITFEE.




/N4T 18 /Little Red Riding Hood -+ wessesessesessrsessismsensasmsssississasisasensene. 1
FA B FE/Griselda - reeseereerrrsseromsnismnitn st 6
M BE £ A /The Sleeping Beauty in the Wood -+ -s+sesessessrssesssnssens 23
T 4 B0 & /The Ridiculous Wishes - esesssrssesesimenisinniniininennnns 36
FRIE IR /CAnderella = rersreerrremsmsere s e 41
‘KT"%%WE;E/Ricky OF the T -+-e---veerereerereraenemsmrernrsessnssosiseeneanns 51
INHEFE/Little Thumbe - eeseeeersessersessisisiseriisiiiesitienoretnssrsrensrerasesesesssnens 61
B R DA% TPuss fn Boots s ermmsrrsmrmmoss e 73
BP B /DonKEyY SKin ereeereererreresresessensssensnstuemsensisisstsietstts st 81
TG T Al £ /The Fairies - ewwereerersmreramsessssentnsin s 90

ﬁﬁﬂ %/Blue Beard - - eseererrrrereersossinntintinii e e 96

SINALNOD



L8

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

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






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

As she was going through the wood, she met with a wolf, who had a very
great mind to eat her up, but he dared not, because of some woodcutters
working nearby in the forest. He asked her where she was going. The poor
child, who did not know that it was dangerous to stay and talk to a wolf, said to
him, “I am going to see my grandmother and carry her a cake and a little pot of
butter from my mother.”

“Does she live far off?” said the wolf.

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

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

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

“Who’ s there?”

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

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

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

“Who’ s there?”

Little Red Riding Hood, hearing the big voice of the wolf, was at first
afraid; but believing her grandmother had a cold and was hoarse, answered, “It






is your grandchild Little Red Riding Hood, who has brought you a cake and a
little pot of butter mother sends you.”

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

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

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

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

“All the better to hug you with, my dear.”

“Grandmother, what big legs you have!”

“All the better to run with, my child.”

“Grandmother, what big ears you have!”

“All the better to hear with, my child.”

“Grandmother, what big eyes you have!”

“All the better to see with, my child.”

“Grandmother, what big teeth you have got!”

“All the better to eat you up with.”

And, saying these words, this wicked wolf fell upon Little Red Riding
Hood, and ate her all up.
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M the foot of the mountains where the Po escapes from its bed of
reeds to the neighboring plain, there once lived a youthful and gallant prince,
the favorite of the whole countryside. Combining in himself all the gifts of
body and spirit, he was strong, clever, skillful in war, and displayed great
enthusiasm for the arts. He loved fighting and victory, too, along with all
mighty endeavors and deeds of glory— everything which makes one’s name
live in history. But more than all these, his greatest pleasure lay in the
happiness of his people.

This splendid disposition was obscured, however, by a somber cloud, a
melancholy mood which caused the prince to feel, in the depths of his heart,
that all women were faithless and deceivers. Even in a woman of the highest
distinction he saw only the heart of a hypocrite, elated with pride. To him she
was a cruel enemy whose unbroken ambition was to gain the mastery over
whatever unhappy man might surrender to her.

Each day the prince gave his morning to his royal business. He ruled



wisely, doing everything he felt best for his people—the frail orphan, the
oppressed widow, protecting the rights of all. The remainder of the day was
devoted to the chase, either the stag or the bear. These, in spite of their ferocity,
frightened him less than the charming women whom he shunned daily.

His subjects, nevertheless, kept urging him to provide them with an heir to
the throne, someone who would rule them with the same affection that the
prince had always shown.

In reply to their urgings, the prince said, “This zeal with which you urge
me to marry pleases me greatly. 1 am deeply touched. But I am convinced,” he
added, “that happiness can be found in a marriage only when one of the two
partners is dominant over the other. If, therefore, you wish to see me wed, find
me a young beauty without pride or vanity, obedient, with tried and proved
patience and, above all, without a domineering will of her own. Once you have
found her, I will marry!”

The prince, having finished these comments, flung himself on his horse
and galloped off to join his hounds. Over field and meadow he flew, to find his
fellow huntsmen waiting for him, ready and alert. Therefore, he ordered the
chase to begin at once and urged the dogs after the stag. The blare of the horns,
the thunder of the horses’ hooves, and the baying of the hounds filled the forest
with tumult so that the echoes were repeated endlessly, growing louder and
louder in the hollows of the woods.

By chance, or perhaps by destiny, the prince turned one day into a winding
road where none of the huntsmen followed him. The further he went, the more
widely he became separated from them, until finally he reached a point where
he no longer heard either the hounds or the horns of the huntsmen.

The place where his strange adventure had led him, with its clear streams
and shadowy trees, filled the prince with awe. The simple and unspoiled nature
about him was so beautiful and pure that a thousand times he blessed his
wanderings from the well-known paths.

Filled with the reveries which pervaded the woods, fields and streams, his

heart and his eyes were suddenly confronted by a most delightful object, the



sweetest and kindliest ever seen under heaven. It was a young shepherdess.

She would, indeed, have tamed the most savage heart. Her complexion
was like a lily whose fresh whiteness had always been shielded from the sun.
Her lips were most engaging. Her eyes, softened by dark lashes, were bluer
than the sky and even more bright.

The prince, transported with delight, slipped back quietly into the wood
where he might gaze unseen on the beauty by which his heart was possessed.
The noise which he made, however, caused the girl to glance in his direction.
The moment she saw him she blushed deeply and this, in turn, added to her
beauty. Under this innocent veil of modesty the prince discovered a simplicity,
a sweetness and a sincerity which he did not believe possible in any woman.
He drew nearer to her, and even more timid and confused than she, he
explained in a trembling voice that he had lost all trace of the other huntsmen
and asked her if perchance the chase had passed through that part of the wood.

“No one has been seen in this solitary place except you,” she said, “but do
not be disturbed. I will put you on the right road again.”

“For this extraordinary good fortune,” said the prince, “I cannot be
thankful enough to heaven. For a long time I have been accustomed to visit
such places as these, but until today I have not realized how precious they
might be to me.”

As the maiden saw the prince kneel on the edge of the stream to quench
his thirst, she called to him to wait, and hurrying to her little cottage, she
returned with a cup which she graciously handed him. All the precious goblets
of crystal, agate and gold, sparkling and artfully designed, never had for him, in
their silly uselessness, half the beauty of this clay cup which the shepherdess
had just given him.

To find an easy road whereby the prince might return to his palace,
together they journeyed through the woods, over steep rocks and across torrents,
and as he followed along this unfamiliar route, the prince observed all the
landmarks carefully. He was dreaming already that he would wish some day to
return, and his love was making a faithful map for him to do so.

10



From a dark grove where finally the shepherdess had led him he spied
through the branches the golden roofs of his magnificent palace. Separated
shortly from the beautiful girl, he was soon beset by a deep grief. The
recollection of his recent adventure filled him with pleasure, yet on the morrow
he was depressed with weariness and sorrow.

As soon as he could, he arranged another hunt and cleverly giving his
followers the slip, sought again the woods and hills where the young
shepherdess dwelt. There he found her, living with her father, and learned that
her name was Griselda. Together the girl and the old man lived simply on the
milk of their flock and wove their garments from the fleece.

As the days went by, the more he saw of her, the brighter the prince’s love
burned for the shepherdess. He was filled with an extreme happiness and,
finally, one day he called his counselors together and spoke to them, “In
accordance with your wishes, I am at last planning to wed although I shall not
take a wife from a strange land but from someone among us—someone lovely,
wise and well bred. I shall eagerly await the great moment to inform you of my
choice.”

When this news was released, it was carried everywhere and no one could
measure the joy with which it was received on every side.

It was amusing to see the useless trouble to which the belles of the town
went to win the approval of their prince for whom modesty and simplicity had
a charm above all else, as he had told them a hundred times. They changed
their manners and their dress; they lowered their voices; they even coughed in a
pious tone; they reduced their hairdos a half foot; they covered their necks and
lengthened their sleeves, so that one scarcely saw the ends of their ,fingers.

The workmen and artists of the town labored diligently for the wedding
day which they knew was approaching. Magnificent floats were contrived in an
entirely new style in which gold which was used lavishly was the least of their
ornaments. Here, on one side, grandstands were set up from which the pomp
and ceremony might better be seen. There, in another direction, great arches

were erected, celebrating the glories of their warrior prince and the brilliant



