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The Wolf and the Seven Young Kids

Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm

Once upon a time there was an old goat. She had seven little kids, and loved
them all, just as a mother loves her children. One day she wanted to go into the
woods to get some food. So she called all seven to her and said, “Children dear, I am
going into the woods. Be on your guard for the wolf. If he gets in, he will eat up all
of you all, even your skin and hair. The villain often disguises himself, but you will
recognize him at once by his rough voice and his black feet.”

The kids said, “Mother dear, we will take care of ourselves. You can go away
without any worries.” .

Then the old one bleated, and went on her way with her mind at ease.

It was not long before someone knocked at the door and called out, “Open the
door, children dear, your mother is here, and has brought something for each one of
you.”

But the little kids knew from the rough voice that it was the wolf.

“We will not open the door,” they cried out. “You are not our mother. She has a
soft and gentle voice, but your voice is rough. You are the wolf.”

So the wolf went to a shopkeeper and bought himself a large piece of chalk,
which he ate, making his voice soft. Then he came back and knocked at the door,

calling out, “Open the door, children dear. Your mother is here and has brought



something for each one of you.”

But the wolf laid one of his black paws inside the window. The children saw it
and cried out, “We will not open the door. Our mother does not have a black foot
like you. You are the wolf.”

So the wolf ran to a baker and said,”I have sprained my foot. Rub some dough
on it for me.” After the baker had rubbed dough on his foot, the wolf ran to the
miller and said, “Sprinkle some white flour on my foot for me.”

The miller thought, “The wolf wants to deceive someone,” and refused to do it,
so the wolf said, “If you will not do it, I will eat you up.” That frightened the miller,
and he made his paw white for him. Yes, that is the way people are.

Now the villain went for a third time to the door, knocked at it, and said,

“Open the door for me, children. Your dear little mother has come home, and
has brought every one of you something from the woods.”

The little kids cried out, “First show us your paw so we may know that you are
our dear little mother.”

So he put his paw inside the window, and when they saw that it was white, they
believed that everything he said was true, and they opened the door. But who came
in? It was the wolf. They were terrified and wanted to hide. One jumped under the
table, the second into the bed, the third into the stove, the fourth into the kitchen, the
fifth into the cupboard, the sixth under the washbasin, and the seventh into the clock
case. But the wolf found them all, and with no further ado he swallowed them down
his throat, one after the other. However, he did not find the youngest kid, the one
who was in the clock case.

After satisfying his appetite he went outside and lay down under a tree in the
green meadow and fell asleep.

Soon afterward the old goat came home from the woods. Oh, what a sight she
saw there. The door stood wide open. Table, chairs, and benches were tipped over.

The washbasin was in pieces. The covers and pillows had been pulled off the
bed.

She looked for her children, but they were nowhere to be found. She called
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them by name, one after the other, but no one answered. When she at last came to
the youngest, a soft voice cried out, “Mother dear, I am hiding in the clock case.”

She took it out, and it told her that the wolf had come and had eaten up all the
others. You can just imagine how she cried for her poor children.

Finally in her despair she went outside, and the youngest kid ran with her.

They came to the meadow, and there lay the wolf by the tree, snoring so loudly
that the branches shook. She looked at him from all sides and saw that something
was moving and jiggling inside his full belly.

“Good gracious,” she thought. “Is it possible that my poor children, whom he
has swallowed down for his supper, can still be alive?”

The mother goat sent the kid home and to fetch scissors, and a needle and
thread, and then she cut open the monster’s paunch. She had scarcely made one cut,
before a little kid stuck its head out, and as she continued to cut, one after the other
all six jumped out, and they were all still alive. They were not even hurt, for in his
greed the monster had swallowed them down whole. How happy they were! They
hugged their dear mother, and jumped about like a tailor on his wedding day.

But the mother said, “Go now and look for some big stones. We will fill the
godless beast’s stomach with them while he is still asleep.”

The seven kids quickly brought the stones, and they put as many as many of
them into his stomach as it would hold. Then the mother hurriedly sewed him up
again. He was not aware of anything and never once stirred.

The wolf finally awoke and got up onto his legs. Because the stones in his
stomach made him very thirsty, he wanted to go to a well and get a drink. But when
he began to walk and to move about, the stones in his stomach knocked against each
other and rattled.

Then he cried out:

What rumbles and tumbles, Inside of me. I thought it was kids, But it’s stones
that they be.

When he got to the well and leaned over the water to drink, the heavy stones

pulled him in, and he drowned miserably.
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When the seven kids saw what had happened, they ran up and cried out, “The
wolf is dead! The wolf is dead!” And with their mother they danced for joy around

about the well.
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We’re on That Mountain Over There

My son and I became lost while hiking high in the southern Rockies. I immediately
went to work with my map and compass to determine where we had gone off course. My
son, an electronics engineer, produced from his pack a hand —held Global Positioning
System receiver. “I know exactly where we are,” he proudly announced, after carefully
locking the instrument on four satellites high above ft earth and checking his map.

“We're on that mountain there! ”
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The OIld Grandfather and His Grandson

Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm

Once upon a time there was a very, very old man. His eyes had grown dim, his
ears deaf, and his knees shook. When he sat at the table, he could scarcely hold a
spoon. He spilled soup on the tablecloth, and, beside that, some of his soup would
run back out of his mouth.

His son and his son’s wife were disgusted with this, so finally they made the
old grandfather sit in the corner behind the stove, where they gave him his food in
an earthenware bowl, and not enough at that. He sat there looking sadly at the table,
and his eyes grew moist. One day his shaking hands could not hold the bowl, and it
fell to the ground and broke. The young woman scolded, but he said not a word. He
only sobbed. Then for a few hellers they bought him a wooden bowl and made him
eat from it.

Once when they were all sitting there, the little grandson of four years pushed
some pieces of wood together on the floor.

“What are you making?” asked his father.

“Oh, I'm making a little trough for you and mother to eat from when I’m big.”

The man and the woman looked at one another and then began to cry. They
immediately brought the old grandfather to the table, and always let him eat there

from then on. And if he spilled a little, they did not say a thing.
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Cinderella
Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm

A rich man’s wife became sick, and when she felt that her end was drawing
near, she called her only daughter to her bedside and said, “Dear child, remain pious
and good, and then our dear God will always protect you, and I will look down on
you from heaven and be near you.” With this she closed her eyes and died.

The girl went out to her mother’s grave every day and wept, and she remained
pious and good. When winter came the snow spread a white cloth over the grave, and
when the spring sun had removed it again, the man took himself another wife.

This wife brought two daughters into the house with her. They were beautiful,
with fair faces, but evil and dark hearts. Times soon grew very bad for the poor
stepchild.

“Why should that stupid goose sit in the parlor with us?” they said. “If she
wants to eat bread, then she will have to earn it. Out with this kitchen maid! ’

They took her beautiful clothes away from her, dressed her in an old gray
smock, and gave her wooden shoes. “Just look at the proud princess! How decked
out she is! " they shouted and laughed as they led her into the kitchen.

There she had to do hard work from morning until evening, get up before



daybreak, carry water, make the fires, cook, and wash. Besides this, the sisters did
everything imaginable to hurt her. They made fun of her, scattered peas and lentils
into the ashes for her, so that she had to sit and pick them out again. In the evening
when she had worked herself weary, there was no bed for her. Instead she had to
sleep by the hearth in the ashes. And because she always looked dusty and dirty, they
called her Cinderella.

One day it happened that the father was going to the fair, and he asked his two
stepdaughters what he should bring back for them.

“Beautiful dresses,” said the one.

“Pearls and jewels,” said the other.

“And you, Cinderella,” he said, “what do you want?”

“Father, break off for me the first twig that brushes against your hat on your
way home.”

So he bought beautiful dresses, pearls, and jewels for his two stepdaughters. On
his way home, as he was riding through a green thicket, a hazel twig brushed against
him and knocked off his hat. Then he broke off the twig and took it with him.
Arriving home, he gave his stepdaughters the things that they had asked for, and he
gave Cinderella the twig from the hazel bush.

Cinderella thanked him, went to her mother’s grave, and planted the branch on
it, and she wept so much that her tears fell upon it and watered it. It grew and
became a beautiful tree.

Cinderella went to this tree three times every day, and beneath it she wept and
prayed. A white bird came to the tree every time, and whenever she expressed a
wish, the bird would throw down to her what she had wished for.

Now it happened that the king proclaimed a festival that was to last three days.
All the beautiful young girls in the land were invited, so that his son could select a
bride for himself. When the two stepsisters heard that they too had been invited, they

were in high spirits.
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