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 Cinderella 

ONCE there was a gentleman who married, for his second wife, the proudest and 

most haughty woman that was ever seen. She had, by a former husband, two 

daughters of her own humor, who were, indeed, exactly like her in all things. He 

had likewise, by another wife, a young daughter, but of unparalleled goodness 

and sweetness of temper, which she took from her mother, who was the best 

creature in the world. 

No sooner were the ceremonies of the wedding over but the mother-in-law began 

to show herself in her true colors. She could not bear the good qualities of this 

pretty girl, and the less because they made her own daughters appear the more 

odious. She employed her in the meanest work of the house: she scoured the 

dishes, tables, etc., and scrubbed madam's chamber, and those of misses, her 

daughters; she lay up in a sorry garret, upon a wretched straw bed, while her 

sisters lay in fine rooms, with floors all inlaid, upon beds of the very newest 

fashion, and where they had looking-glasses so large that they might see 

themselves at their full length from head to foot. 

The poor girl bore all patiently, and dared not tell her father, who would have 

rattled her off; for his wife governed him entirely. When she had done her work, 

she used to go into the chimney-corner, and sit down among cinders and ashes, 

which made her commonly be called Cinderwench; but the youngest, who was 

not so rude and uncivil as the eldest, called her Cinderella. However, Cinderella, 
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notwithstanding her mean apparel, was a hundred times handsomer than her 

sisters, though they were always dressed very richly. 

 

It happened that the King's son gave a ball, and invited all persons of fashion to it. 

Our young misses were also invited, for they cut a very grand figure among the 

quality. They were mightily delighted at this invitation, and wonderfully busy in 

choosing out such gowns, petticoats, and head-clothes as might become them. 

This was a new trouble to Cinderella; for it was she who ironed her sisters' linen, 

and plaited their ruffles; they talked all day long of nothing but how they should 

be dressed. 

"For my part," said the eldest, "I will wear my red velvet suit with French 

trimming." 

"And I," said the youngest, "shall have my usual petticoat; but then, to make 

amends for that, I will put on my gold-flowered manteau, and my diamond 

stomacher, which is far from being the most ordinary one in the world." 

They sent for the best tire-woman they could get to make up their head-dresses 

and adjust their double pinners, and they had their red brushes and patches from 

Mademoiselle de la Poche. 

Cinderella was likewise called up to them to be consulted in all these matters, for 

she had excellent notions, and advised them always for the best, nay, and offered 

her services to dress their heads, which they were very willing she should do. As 

she was doing this, they said to her: 

https://telegram.me/karnil
www.karnil.com


 

http://english2011.blogsky.com/ Page 4 

 

"Cinderella, would you not be glad to go to the ball?" 

"Alas!" said she, "you only jeer me; it is not for such as I am to go thither." 

"Thou art in the right of it," replied they; "it would make the people laugh to see a 

Cinderwench at a ball." 

Anyone but Cinderella would have dressed their heads awry, but she was very 

good, and dressed them perfectly well They were almost two days without eating, 

so much were they transported with joy. They broke above a dozen laces in trying 

to be laced up close, that they might have a fine slender shape, and they were 

continually at their looking-glass. At last the happy day came; they went to Court, 

and Cinderella followed them with her eyes as long as she could, and when she 

had lost sight of them, she fell a-crying. 

Her godmother, who saw her all in tears, asked her what was the matter. 

"I wish I could--I wish I could--"; she was not able to speak the rest, being 

interrupted by her tears and sobbing. 

This godmother of hers, who was a fairy, said to her, "Thou wishest thou couldst 

go to the ball; is it not so?" 

"Y--es," cried Cinderella, with a great sigh. 

"Well," said her godmother, "be but a good girl, and I will contrive that thou shalt 

go." Then she took her into her chamber, and said to her, "Run into the garden, 

and bring me a pumpkin." 
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Cinderella went immediately to gather the finest she could get, and brought it to 

her godmother, not being able to imagine how this pumpkin could make her go to 

the ball. Her godmother scooped out all the inside of it, having left nothing but 

the rind; which done, she struck it with her wand, and the pumpkin was instantly 

turned into a fine coach, gilded all over with gold. 

She then went to look into her mouse-trap, where she found six mice, all alive, 

and ordered Cinderella to lift up a little the trapdoor, when, giving each mouse, as 

it went out, a little tap with her wand, the mouse was that moment turned into a 

fine horse, which altogether made a very fine set of six horses of a beautiful 

mouse-colored dapple-gray. Being at a loss for a coachman, 

"I will go and see," says Cinderella, "if there is never a rat in the rat-trap--we may 

make a coachman of him." 

"Thou art in the right," replied her godmother; "go and look." 

Cinderella brought the trap to her, and in it there were three huge rats. The fairy 

made choice of one of the three which had the largest beard, and, having touched 

him with her wand, he was turned into a fat, jolly coach- man, who had the 

smartest whiskers eyes ever beheld. After that, she said to her: 

"Go again into the garden, and you will find six lizards behind the watering-pot, 

bring them to me." 

She had no sooner done so but her godmother turned them into six footmen, 

who skipped up immediately behind the coach, with their liveries all bedaubed 
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with gold and silver, and clung as close behind each other as if they had done 

nothing else their whole lives. The Fairy then said to Cinderella: 

"Well, you see here an equipage fit to go to the ball with; are you not pleased 

with it?" 

"Oh! yes," cried she; "but must I go thither as I am, in these nasty rags?" 

Her godmother only just touched her with her wand, and, at the same instant, her 

clothes were turned into cloth of gold and silver, all beset with jewels. This done, 

she gave her a pair of glass slippers, the prettiest in the whole world. Being thus 

decked out, she got up into her coach; but her godmother, above all things, 

commanded her not to stay till after midnight, telling her, at the same time, that 

if she stayed one moment longer, the coach would be a pumpkin again, her 

horses mice, her coachman a rat, her footmen lizards, and her clothes become 

just as they were before. 

She promised her godmother she would not fail of leaving the ball before 

midnight; and then away she drives, scarce able to contain herself for joy. The 

King's son who was told that a great princess, whom nobody knew, was come, ran 

out to receive her; he gave her his hand as she alighted out of the coach, and led 

her into the ball, among all the company. There was immediately a profound 

silence, they left off dancing, and the violins ceased to play, so attentive was 

everyone to contemplate the singular beauties of the unknown new-comer. 

Nothing was then heard but a confused noise of: 

"Ha! how handsome she is! Ha! how handsome she is!" 
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The King himself, old as he was, could not help watching her, and telling the 

Queen softly that it was a long time since he had seen so beautiful and lovely a 

creature. 

All the ladies were busied in considering her clothes and headdress, that they 

might have some made next day after the same pattern, provided they could 

meet with such fine material and as able hands to make them. 

The King's son conducted her to the most honorable seat, and afterward took her 

out to dance with him; she danced so very gracefully that they all more and more 

admired her. A fine collation was served up, whereof the young prince ate not a 

morsel, so intently was he busied in gazing on her. 

She went and sat down by her sisters, showing them a thousand civilities, giving 

them part of the oranges and citrons which the Prince had presented her with, 

which very much surprised them, for they did not know her. While Cinderella was 

thus amusing her sisters, she heard the clock strike eleven and three-quarters, 

whereupon she immediately made a courtesy to the company and hasted away as 

fast as she could. 

When she got home she ran to seek out her godmother, and, after having 

thanked her, she said she could not but heartily wish she might go next day to the 

ball, because the King's son had desired her. 

As she was eagerly telling her godmother whatever had passed at the ball, her 

two sisters knocked at the door, which Cinderella ran and opened. 
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"How long you have stayed!" cried she, gaping, rubbing her eyes and stretching 

herself as if she had been just waked out of her sleep; she had not, however, any 

manner of inclination to sleep since they went from home. 

"If thou hadst been at the ball," said one of her sisters, "thou wouldst not have 

been tired with it. There came thither the finest princess, the most beautiful ever 

was seen with mortal eyes; she showed us a thousand civilities, and gave us 

oranges and citrons." 

Cinderella seemed very indifferent in the matter; indeed, she asked them the 

name of that princess; but they told her they did not know it, and that the King's 

son was very uneasy on her account and would give all the world to know who 

she was. At this Cinderella, smiling, replied: 

"She must, then, be very beautiful indeed; how happy you have been! Could not I 

see her? Ah! dear Miss Charlotte, do lend me your yellow suit of clothes which 

you wear every day." 

"Ay, to be sure!" cried Miss Charlotte; "lend my clothes to such a dirty 

Cinderwench as thou art! I should be a fool." 

Cinderella, indeed, expected well such answer, and was very glad of the refusal; 

for she would have been sadly put to it if her sister had lent her what she asked 

for jestingly. 

The next day the two sisters were at the ball, and so was Cinderella, but dressed 

more magnificently than before. The King's son was always by her, and never 

ceased his compliments and kind speeches to her; to whom all this was so far 
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from being tiresome that she quite forgot what her godmother had 

recommended to her; so that she, at last, counted the clock striking twelve when 

she took it to be no more than eleven; she then rose up and fled, as nimble as a 

deer. The Prince followed, but could not overtake her. She left behind one of her 

glass slippers, which the Prince took up most carefully. She got home but quite 

out of breath, and in her nasty old clothes, having nothing left her of all her finery 

but one of the little slippers, fellow to that she dropped. The guards at the palace 

gate were asked: 

If they had not seen a princess go out. 

Who said: They had seen nobody go out but a young girl, very meanly dressed, 

and who had more the air of a poor country wench than a gentlewoman. 

When the two sisters returned from the ball Cinderella asked them: If they had 

been well diverted, and if the fine lady had been there. 

They told her: Yes, but that she hurried away immediately when it struck twelve, 

and with so much haste that she dropped one of her little glass slippers, the 

prettiest in the world, which the King's son had taken up; that he had done 

nothing but look at her all the time at the ball, and that most certainly he was 

very much in love with the beautiful person who owned the glass slipper. 

What they said was very true; for a few days after the King's son caused it to be 

proclaimed, by sound of trumpet, that he would marry her whose foot the slipper 

would just fit. They whom he employed began to try it upon the princesses, then 

the duchesses and all the Court, but in vain; it was brought to the two sisters, who 

https://telegram.me/karnil
www.karnil.com


 

http://english2011.blogsky.com/ Page 10 

 

did all they possibly could to thrust their foot into the slipper, but they could not 

effect it. Cinderella, who saw all this, and knew her slipper, said to them, laughing: 

"Let me see if it will not fit me." 

Her sisters burst out a-laughing, and began to banter her. The gentleman who 

was sent to try the slipper looked earnestly at Cinderella, and, finding her very 

handsome, said: 

It was but just that she should try, and that he had orders to let everyone make 

trial. 

He obliged Cinderella to sit down, and, putting the slipper to her foot, he found it 

went on very easily, and fitted her as if it had been made of wax. The 

astonishment her two sisters were in was excessively great, but still abundantly 

greater when Cinderella pulled out of her pocket the other slipper, and put it on 

her foot. Thereupon, in came her godmother, who, having touched with her wand 

Cinderella's clothes, made them richer and more magnificent than any of those 

she had before. 

And now her two sisters found her to be that fine, beautiful lady whom they had 

seen at the ball. They threw themselves at her feet to beg pardon for all the ill- 

treatment they had made her undergo. Cinderella took them up, and, as she 

embraced them, cried: 

That she forgave them with all her heart, and desired them always to love her. 

https://telegram.me/karnil
www.karnil.com


 

http://english2011.blogsky.com/ Page 11 

 

She was conducted to the young prince, dressed as she was; he thought her more 

charming than ever, and, a few days after, married her. Cinderella, who was no 

less good than beautiful, gave her two sisters lodgings in the palace. 

 

 

 Hansel and Gretel 

 

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," answered 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." 
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"Oh! 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 consented. 

"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 step-mother 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 fallen 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 
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at there and staying behind for? Pay attention, and do not forget how to use your 

legs." 

"Ah, father," said Hansel, "I am looking at my little white cat, which is sitting up on 

the roof, and wants to say good-bye to me." 

The wife said, "Fool, that is not your little cat, that is the morning sun which is 

shining on the chimneys." 

Hansel, 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. 
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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, 

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, however, rejoiced, for it had cut him to the heart to leave them 

behind alone. 

Not long afterwards, there was once more great dearth throughout the land, and 

the children heard their mother saying at night to their father: 

"Everything 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 mouthful 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 
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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 woman 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 crumbled 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 chimney." 

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. 
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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 evening 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 comforted 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 

thousands of birds which fly about in the woods and fields 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 always came deeper into the forest, and if help did not come 
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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 delightfully 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 parlor - 

"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 herself with it. 
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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 terribly 

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 covered 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 

beings draw near. When Hansel and Gretel came into her neighborhood, 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. 
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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 Gretel, 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 morning 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 little 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 impatience 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, to-morrow 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 

together." 

"Just keep your noise to yourself," said the old woman, "it won't help you at all." 
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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 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 myself." 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 pebbles." Said Hansel, and thrust into his pockets 

whatever could be got in. 
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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 Hansel, "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 himself 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 forest 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 parlor, and threw themselves round their father's neck. The man 
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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 

precious 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 himself a 

big fur cap out of it. 

 Snow White 

 

Once upon a time in the middle of winter, when the flakes of snow were falling 

like feathers from the sky, a queen sat at a window sewing, and the frame of the 

window was made of black ebony. And whilst she was sewing and looking out of 

the window at the snow, she pricked her finger with the needle, and three drops 

of blood fell upon the snow. And the red looked pretty upon the white snow, and 

she thought to herself, would that I had a child as white as snow, as red as blood, 

and as black as the wood of the window-frame. 

Soon after that she had a little daughter, who was as white as snow, and as red as 

blood, and her hair was as black as ebony, and she was therefore called little 

Snow White. And when the child was born, the queen died. 

After a year had passed the king took to himself another wife. She was a beautiful 

woman, but proud and haughty, and she could not bear that anyone else chould 
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surpass her in beauty. She had a wonderful looking-glass, and when she stood in 

front of it and looked at herself in it, and said, 

"Looking-glass, looking-glass, on the wall, 

Who in this land is the fairest of all?" 

The looking-glass answered, 

"Thou, o queen, art the fairest of all." 

 

Then she was satisfied, for she knew that the looking-glass spoke the truth. 

But Snow White was growing up, and grew more and more beautiful, and when 

she was seven years old she was as beautiful as the day, and more beautiful than 

the queen herself. And once when the queen asked her looking-glass, 

"Looking-glass, looking-glass, on the wall, 

Who in this land is the fairest of all?" 

It answered, 

"Thou art fairer than all who are here, lady queen. 

But more beautiful still is Snow White, as I ween." 

Then the queen was shocked, and turned yellow and green with envy. From that 

hour, whenever she looked at Snow White, her heart heaved in her breast, she 
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hated the girl so much. And envy and pride grew higher and higher in her heart 

like a weed, so that she had no peace day or night. 

She called a huntsman, and said, "Take the child away into the forest. I will no 

longer have her in my sight. Kill her, and bring me back her lung and liver as a 

token." 

The huntsman obeyed, and took her away but when he had drawn his knife, and 

was about to pierce Snow White's innocent heart, she began to weep, and said, 

"Ah dear huntsman, leave me my life. I will run away into the wild forest, and 

never come home again." 

 

And as she was so beautiful the huntsman had pity on her and said, "Run away, 

then, you poor child." 

"The wild beasts will soon have devoured you," thought he, and yet it seemed as 

if a stone had been rolled from his heart since it was no longer needful for him to 

kill her. 

And as a young bear just then came running by he stabbed it, and cut out its lung 

and liver and took them to the queen as proof that the child was dead. The cook 

had to salt them, and the wicked queen ate them, and thought she had eaten the 

lung and liver of Snow White. 

But now the poor child was all alone in the great forest, and so terrified that she 

looked at all the leaves on the trees, and did not know what to do. Then she 
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began to run, and ran over sharp stones and through thorns, and the wild beasts 

ran past her, but did her no harm. 

She ran as long as her feet would go until it was almost evening, then she saw a 

little cottage and went into it to rest herself. 

Everything in the cottage was small, but neater and cleaner than can be told. 

There was a table on which was a white cover, and seven little plates, and on each 

plate a little spoon, moreover, there were seven little knives and forks, and seven 

little mugs. Against the wall stood seven little beds side by side, and covered with 

snow-white counterpanes. 

 

Little Snow White was so hungry and thirsty that she ate some vegetables and 

bread from each plate and drank a drop of wine out of each mug, for she did not 

wish to take all from one only. Then, as she was so tired, she laid herself down on 

one of the little beds, but none of them suited her, one was too long, another too 

short, but at last she found that the seventh one was right, and so she remained 

in it, said a prayer and went to sleep. 

When it was quite dark the owners of the cottage came back. They were seven 

dwarfs who dug and delved in the mountains for ore. They lit their seven candles, 

and as it was now light within the cottage they saw that someone had been there, 

for everything was not in the same order in which they had left it. 

The first said, "Who has been sitting on my chair?" 

The second, "Who has been eating off my plate?" 
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The third, "Who has been taking some of my bread?" 

The fourth, "Who has been eating my vegetables?" 

The fifth, "Who has been using my fork?" 

The sixth, "Who has been cutting with my knife? 

The seventh, "Who has been drinking out of my mug?" 

Then the first looked round and saw that there was a little hollow on his bed, and 

he said, "Who has been getting into my bed?" 

 

The others came up and each called out, "Somebody has been lying in my bed 

too." 

But the seventh when he looked at his bed saw little Snow White, who was lying 

asleep therein. And he called the others, who came running up, and they cried 

out with astonishment, and brought their seven little candles and let the light fall 

on little Snow White. 

"Oh, heavens, oh, heavens," cried they, "what a lovely child." 

And they were so glad that they did not wake her up, but let her sleep on in the 

bed. And the seventh dwarf slept with his companions, one hour with each, and 

so passed the night. 

When it was morning little Snow White awoke, and was frightened when she saw 

the seven dwarfs. 
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But they were friendly and asked her what her name was. 

"My name is Snow White," she answered. 

"How have you come to our house, said the dwarfs. 

Then she told them that her step-mother had wished to have her killed, but that 

the huntsman had spared her life, and that she had run for the whole day, until at 

last she had found their dwelling. 

The dwarfs said, "If you will take care of our house, cook, make the beds, wash, 

sew and knit, and if you will keep everything neat and clean you can stay with us 

and you shall want for nothing." 

"Yes," said Snow White, "with all my heart." And she stayed with them. 

She kept the house in order for them. In the mornings they went to the 

mountains and looked for copper and gold, in the evenings they came back, and 

then their supper had to be ready. 

The girl was alone the whole day, so the good dwarfs warned her and said, 

"Beware of your step-mother, she will soon know that you are here, be sure to let 

no one come in." 

But the queen, believing that she had eaten Snow White's lung and liver, could 

not but think that she was again the first and most beautiful of all, and she went 

to her looking-glass and said, 

"Looking-glass, looking-glass, on the wall, 
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Who in this land is the fairest of all?" 

And the glass answered, 

"Oh, queen, thou art fairest of all I see, 

But over the hills, where the seven dwarfs dwell, 

Snow White is still alive and well, 

And none is so fair as she." 

Then she was astounded, for she knew that the looking-glass never spoke falsely, 

and she knew that the huntsman had betrayed her, and that little Snow White 

was still alive. 

And so she thought and thought again how she might kill her, for so long as she 

was not the fairest in the whole land, envy let her have no rest. And when she had 

at last thought of something to do, she painted her face, and dressed herself like 

an old pedlar-woman, and no one could have known her. 

In this disguise she went over the seven mountains to the seven dwarfs, and 

knocked at the door and cried, "Pretty things to sell, very cheap, very cheap." 

Little Snow White looked out of the window and called out, "Good-day my good 

woman, what have you to sell?" 

" Good things, pretty things," she answered, "stay-laces of all colors," and she 

pulled out one which was woven of bright-colored silk. 
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"I may let the worthy old woman in," thought Snow White, and she unbolted the 

door and bought the pretty laces. 

"Child," said the old woman, "what a fright you look, come, I will lace you properly 

for once." 

Snow White had no suspicion, but stood before her, and let herself be laced with 

the new laces. But the old woman laced so quickly and so tightly that Snow White 

lost her breath and fell down as if dead. 

"You were the most beautiful," said the queen to herself, and ran away. 

Not long afterwards, in the evening, the seven dwarfs came home, but how 

shocked they were when they saw their dear little Snow White lying on the 

ground, and that she neither stirred nor moved, and seemed to be dead. They 

lifted her up, and, as they saw that she was laced too tightly, they cut the laces, 

then she began to breathe a little, and after a while came to life again. 

When the dwarfs heard what had happened they said, "The old pedlar-woman 

was no one else than the wicked queen, take care and let no one come in when 

we are not with you." 

But the wicked woman when she had reached home went in front of the glass 

and asked, 

"Looking-glass, looking-glass, on the wall, 

Who in this land is the fairest of all?" 

And it answered as before, 
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"Oh, queen, thou art fairest of all I see, 

But over the hills, where the seven dwarfs dwell, 

Snow White is still alive and well, 

And none is so fair as she." 

When she heard that, all her blood rushed to her heart with fear, for she saw 

plainly that little Snow White was again alive. 

"But now," she said, "I will think of something that shall really put an end to you." 

And by the help of witchcraft, which she understood, she made a poisonous 

comb. Then she disguised herself and took the shape of another old woman. 

 

So she went over the seven mountains to the seven dwarfs, knocked at the door, 

and cried, "Good things to sell, cheap, cheap." 

Little Snow White looked out and said, "Go away, I cannot let anyone come in." 

"I suppose you can look," said the old woman, and pulled the poisonous comb out 

and held it up. 

It pleased the girl so well that she let herself be beguiled, and opened the door. 

When they had made a bargain the old woman said, "Now I will comb you 

properly for once." 
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Poor little Snow White had no suspicion, and let the old woman do as she 

pleased, but hardly had she put the comb in her hair than the poison in it took 

effect, and the girl fell down senseless. 

"You paragon of beauty," said the wicked woman, "you are done for now, and she 

went away." 

But fortunately it was almost evening, when the seven dwarfs came home. When 

they saw Snow White lying as if dead upon the ground they at once suspected the 

step-mother, and they looked and found the poisoned comb. Scarcely had they 

taken it out when Snow White came to herself, and told them what had 

happened. Then they warned her once more to be upon her guard and to open 

the door to no one. 

The queen, at home, went in front of the glass and said, 

 

"Looking-glass, looking-glass, on the wall, 

Who in this land is the fairest of all?" 

Then it answered as before, 

"Oh, queen, thou art fairest of all I see, 

But over the hills, where the seven dwarfs dwell, 

Snow White is still alive and well, 

And none is so fair as she." 
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When she heard the glass speak thus she trembled and shook with rage. 

"Snow White shall die," she cried, "even if it costs me my life." 

Thereupon she went into a quite secret, lonely room, where no one ever came, 

and there she made a very poisonous apple. Outside it looked pretty, white with a 

red cheek, so that everyone who saw it longed for it, but whoever ate a piece of it 

must surely die. 

When the apple was ready she painted her face, and dressed herself up as a 

farmer's wife, and so she went over the seven mountains to the seven dwarfs. 

She knocked at the door. 

Snow White put her head out of the window and said, "I cannot let anyone in, the 

seven dwarfs have forbidden me." 

"It is all the same to me," answered the woman, "I shall soon get rid of my apples. 

There, I will give you one." 

"No," said Snow White, "I dare not take anything." 

"Are you afraid of poison?" said the old woman, "look, I will cut the apple in two 

pieces, you eat the red cheek, and I will eat the white." 

The apple was so cunningly made that only the red cheek was poisoned. Snow 

White longed for the fine apple, and when she saw that the woman ate part of it 

she could resist no longer, and stretched out her hand and took the poisonous 

half. But hardly had she a bit of it in her mouth than she fell down dead. 
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Then the queen looked at her with a dreadful look, and laughed aloud and said, 

"White as snow, red as blood, black as ebony-wood, this time the dwarfs cannot 

wake you up again." 

And when she asked of the looking-glass at home, 

"Looking-glass, looking-glass, on the wall, 

Who in this land is the fairest of all?" 

And it answered at last, 

"Oh, queen, in this land thou art fairest of all." 

Then her envious heart had rest, so far as an envious heart can have rest. 

The dwarfs, when they came home in the evening, found Snow White lying upon 

the ground, she breathed no longer and was dead. They lifted her up, looked to 

see whether they could find anything poisonous, unlaced her, combed her hair, 

washed her with water and wine, but it was all of no use, the poor child was dead, 

and remained dead. They laid her upon a bier, and all seven of them sat round it 

and wept for her, and wept three days long. Then they were going to bury her, 

but she still looked as if she were living, and still had her pretty red cheeks. 

They said, "We could not bury her in the dark ground," and they had a 

transparent coffin of glass made, so that she could be seen from all sides, and 

they laid her in it, and wrote her name upon it in golden letters, and that she was 

a king's daughter. Then they put the coffin out upon the mountain, and one of 
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them always stayed by it and watched it. And birds came too, and wept for Snow 

White, first an owl, then a raven, and last a dove. 

And now Snow White lay a long, long time in the coffin, and she did not change, 

but looked as if she were asleep, for she was as white as snow, as red as blood, 

and her hair was as black as ebony. 

It happened, however, that a king's son came into the forest, and went to the 

dwarfs, house to spend the night. He saw the coffin on the mountain, and the 

beautiful Snow White within it, and read what was written upon it in golden 

letters. 

Then he said to the dwarfs, "Let me have the coffin, I will give you whatever you 

want for it." 

But the dwarfs answered, "We will not part with it for all the gold in the world." 

Then he said, "Let me have it as a gift, for I cannot live without seeing Snow 

White. I will honor and prize her as my dearest possession." 

 

As he spoke in this way the good dwarfs took pity upon him, and gave him the 

coffin. And now the king's son had it carried away by his servants on their 

shoulders. And it happened that they stumbled over a tree-stump, and with the 

shock the poisonous piece of apple which Snow White had bitten off came out of 

her throat. And before long she opened her eyes, lifted up the lid of the coffin, sat 

up, and was once more alive. 
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"Oh, heavens, where am I?" she cried. 

The king's son, full of joy, said, "You are with me." And he told her what had 

happened, and said, "I love you more than everything in the world, come with me 

to my father's palace, you shall be my wife." 

And Snow White was willing, and went with him, and their wedding was held with 

great show and splendor. But Snow White's wicked step-mother was also bidden 

to the feast. When she had arrayed herself in beautiful clothes she went before 

the looking-glass, and said, 

"Looking-glass, looking-glass, on the wall, 

Who in this land is the fairest of all?" 

The glass answered, 

"Oh, queen, of all here the fairest art thou, 

But the young queen is fairer by far as I trow." 

Then the wicked woman uttered a curse, and was so wretched, so utterly 

wretched that she knew not what to do. At first she would not go to the wedding 

at all, but she had no peace, and had to go to see the young queen. And when she 

went in she recognized Snow White, and she stood still with rage and fear, and 

could not stir. But iron slippers had already been put upon the fire, and they were 

brought in with tongs, and set before her. Then she was forced to put on the red-

hot shoes, and dance until she dropped down dead. 
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 Tom Thumb 

 

There was once a poor peasant who sat in the evening by the hearth and poked 

the fire, and his wife sat and spun. Then said he, "How sad it is that we have no 

children. With us all is so quiet, and in other houses it is noisy and lively." 

"Yes, replied the wife, and sighed, "even if we had only one, and it were quite 

small, and only as big as a thumb, I should be quite satisfied, and we would still 

love it with all our hearts." 

Now it so happened that the woman fell ill, and after seven months gave birth to 

a child, that was perfect in all its limbs, but no longer than a thumb. Then said 

they, "It is as we wished it to be, and it shall be our dear child." And because of its 

size, they called it Tom Thumb. Though they did not let it want for food, the child 

did not grow taller, but remained as it had been at the first. Nevertheless it 

looked sensibly out of its eyes, and soon showed itself to be a wise and nimble 

creature, for everything it did turned out well. 

One day the peasant was getting ready to go into the forest to cut wood, when he 

said as if to himself, "How I wish that there was someone who would bring the 

cart to me." 

"Oh father," cried Tom Thumb, "I will soon bring the cart, rely on that. It shall be 

in the forest at the appointed time." 

The man smiled and said, "How can that be done? You are far too small to lead 

the horse by the reins." 
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"That's of no consequence, father, if my mother will only harness it, I shall sit in 

the horse's ear and call out to him how he is to go." 

"Well," answered the man, "for once we will try it." 

When the time came, the mother harnessed the horse, and placed Tom Thumb in 

its ear, and then the little creature cried, "Gee up, gee up." Then it went quite 

properly as if with its master, and the cart went the right way into the forest. It so 

happened that just as he was turning a corner, and the little one was crying, "gee 

up," two strange men came towards him. 

"My word," said one of them, "what is this? There is a cart coming, and a driver is 

calling to the horse and still he is not to be seen." 

"That can't be right," said the other, "we will follow the cart and see where it 

stops." 

The cart, however, drove right into the forest, and exactly to the place where the 

wood had been cut. When Tom Thumb saw his father, he cried to him, "Do you 

see, Father, here I am with the cart, now take me up." The father got hold of the 

horse with his left hand and with the right took his little son out of the ear. Tom 

Thumb sat down quite merrily on a straw, but when the two strange men saw 

him, they did not know what to say for astonishment. 

Then one of them took the other aside and said, "Listen, the little fellow would 

make our fortune if we exhibited him in a large town, for money. We will buy 

him." They went to the peasant and said, "Sell us the little man. He shall be well 

treated with us." 
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"No," replied the father, "he is the apple of my eye, and all the money in the 

world cannot buy him from me." 

Tom Thumb, however, when he heard of the bargain, had crept up the folds of his 

father's coat, placed himself on his shoulder, and whispered in his ear, "Father do 

give me away, I will soon come back again." 

Then the father parted with him to the two men for a handsome sum of money. 

"Where will you sit?" they said to him. 

"Oh just set me on the rim of your hat, and then I can walk backwards and 

forwards and look at the country, and still not fall down." They did as he wished, 

and when Tom Thumb had taken leave of his father, they went away with him. 

They walked until it was dusk, and then the little fellow said, "Do take me down, it 

is necessary." 

"Just stay up there," said the man on whose hat he sat, "it makes no difference to 

me. The birds sometimes let things fall on me." 

"No," said Tom Thumb, "I know what's manners, take me quickly up." The man 

took his hat off, and put the little fellow on the ground by the wayside, and he 

leapt and crept about a little between the sods, and then he suddenly slipped into 

a mousehole which he had sought out. "Good evening, gentlemen, just go home 

without me," he cried to them, and mocked them. They ran thither and stuck 

their sticks into the mousehole, but it was all in vain. Tom Thumb crept still 

farther in, and as it soon became quite dark, they were forced to go home with 

their vexation and their empty purses. 
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When Tom Thumb saw that they were gone, he crept back out of the 

subterranean passage. "It is so dangerous to walk on the ground in the dark," said 

he, "how easily a neck or a leg is broken." Fortunately he stumbled against an 

empty snail-shell. "Thank God," said he, "in that I can pass the night in safety." 

And got into it. 

Not long afterwards, when he was just going to sleep, he heard two men go by, 

and one of them was saying, "How shall we set about getting hold of the rich 

pastor's silver and gold?" 

"I could tell you that," cried Tom Thumb, interrupting them. 

"What was that?" said one of the thieves in fright, "I heard someone speaking." 

They stood still listening, and Tom Thumb spoke again, and said, "Take me with 

you, and I'll help you." 

"But where are you?" 

"Just look on the ground, and observe from whence my voice comes," he replied. 

There the thieves at length found him, and lifted him up. "You little imp, how will 

you help us?" they said. 

"Listen," said he, "I will creep into the pastor's room through the iron bars, and 

will reach out to you whatever you want to have." 

"Come then," they said, "and we will see what you can do." 
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When they got to the pastor's house, Tom Thumb crept into the room, but 

instantly cried out with all his might, "Do you want to have everything that is 

here?" 

The thieves were alarmed, and said, "But do speak softly, so as not to waken any 

one." 

Tom Thumb however, behaved as if he had not understood this, and cried again, 

"What do you want? Do you want to have everything that is here?" 

The cook, who slept in the next room, heard this and sat up in bed, and listened. 

The thieves, however, had in their fright run some distance away, but at last they 

took courage, and thought, "The little rascal wants to mock us." They came back 

and whispered to him, "Come be serious, and reach something out to us." 

 

Then Tom Thumb again cried as loudly as he could, "I really will give you 

everything, just put your hands in." 

The maid who was listening, heard this quite distinctly, and jumped out of bed 

and rushed to the door. The thieves took flight, and ran as if the wild huntsman 

were behind them, but as the maid could not see anything, she went to strike a 

light. When she came to the place with it, Tom Thumb, unperceived, betook 

himself to the granary, and the maid after she had examined every corner and 

found nothing, lay down in her bed again, and believed that, after all, she had 

only been dreaming with open eyes and ears. 
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Tom Thumb had climbed up among the hay and found a beautiful place to sleep 

in. There he intended to rest until day, and then go home again to his parents. But 

there were other things in store for him. Truly, there is much worry and affliction 

in this world. When the day dawned, the maid arose from her bed to feed the 

cows. Her first walk was into the barn, where she laid hold of an armful of hay, 

and precisely that very one in which poor Tom Thumb was lying asleep. He, 

however, was sleeping so soundly that he was aware of nothing, and did not 

awake until he was in the mouth of the cow, who had picked him up with the hay. 

"Ah, heavens," cried he, "how have I got into the fulling mill." But he soon 

discovered where he was. Then he had to take care not to let himself go between 

the teeth and be dismembered, but he was subsequently forced to slip down into 

the stomach with the hay. "In this little room the windows are forgotten," said he, 

"and no sun shines in, neither will a candle be brought." 

His quarters were especially unpleasing to him, and the worst was that more and 

more hay was always coming in by the door, and the space grew less and less. 

When at length in his anguish, he cried as loud as he could, "Bring me no more 

fodder, bring me no more fodder!" 

The maid was just milking the cow, and when she heard some one speaking, and 

saw no one, and perceived that it was the same voice that she had heard in the 

night, she was so terrified that she slipped off her stool, and spilt the milk. 

She ran in great haste to her master, and said, "Oh heavens, pastor, the cow has 

been speaking." 
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"You are mad," replied the pastor, but he went himself to the byre to see what 

was there. Hardly, however had he set his foot inside when Tom Thumb again 

cried, "Bring me no more fodder, bring me no more fodder!" 

Then the pastor himself was alarmed, and thought that an evil spirit had gone into 

the cow, and ordered her to be killed. She was killed, but the stomach, in which 

Tom Thumb was, was thrown on the dunghill. Tom Thumb had great difficulty in 

working his way out. However, he succeeded so far as to get some room, but just 

as he was going to thrust his head out, a new misfortune occurred. A hungry wolf 

ran thither, and swallowed the whole stomach at one gulp. 

Tom Thumb did not lose courage. "Perhaps," thought he, "the wolf will listen to 

what I have got to say." And he called to him from out of his belly, "Dear wolf, I 

know of a magnificent feast for you." 

"Where is it to be had?" said the wolf. 

"In such and such a house. You must creep into it through the kitchen-sink, and 

will find cakes, and bacon, and sausages, and as much of them as you can eat." 

And he described to him exactly his father's house. 

The wolf did not require to be told this twice, squeezed himself in at night 

through the sink, and ate to his heart's content in the larder. When he had eaten 

his fill, he wanted to go out again, but he had become so big that he could not go 

out by the same way. Tom Thumb had reckoned on this, and now began to make 

a violent noise in the wolf's body, and raged and screamed as loudly as he could. 

"Will you be quiet?" said the wolf, "you will waken up the people." 
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"What do I care?" replied the little fellow, "you have eaten your fill, and I will 

make merry likewise." And began once more to scream with all his strength. 

At last his father and mother were aroused by it, and ran to the room and looked 

in through the opening in the door. When they saw that a wolf was inside, they 

ran away, and the husband fetched his axe, and the wife the scythe. 

"Stay behind," said the man, when they entered the room. "When I have given 

the blow, if he is not killed by it, you must cut him down and hew his body to 

pieces." 

Then Tom Thumb heard his parents, voices and cried, "Dear father, I am here, I 

am in the wolf's body." 

Said the father, full of joy, "Thank God, our dear child has found us again." And 

bade the woman take away her scythe, that Tom Thumb might not be hurt with 

it. After that he raised his arm, and struck the wolf such a blow on his head that 

he fell down dead, and then they got knives and scissors and cut his body open 

and drew the little fellow forth. 

"Ah," said the father, "what sorrow we have gone through for your sake." 

"Yes father, I have gone about the world a great deal. Thank heaven, I breathe 

fresh air again." 

"Where have you been, then?" 

"Ah, father, I have been in a mouse's hole, in a cow's belly, and then in a wolf's 

paunch. Now I will stay with you. 
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"And we will not sell you again, no not for all the riches in the world," said his 

parents, and they embraced and kissed their dear Tom Thumb. They gave him to 

eat and to drink, and had some new clothes made for him, for his own had been 

spoiled on his journey. 

 

 

 The Selfish Giant  By Oscar Wilde 

 

Every afternoon, as they were coming from school, the children used to go and 

play in the Giant's garden. 

  It was a large lovely garden, with soft green grass. Here and there over the grass 

stood beautiful flowers like stars, and there were twelve peach-trees that in the 

spring-time broke out into delicate blossoms of pink and pearl, and in the autumn 

bore rich fruit. The birds sat on the trees and sang so sweetly that the children 

used to stop their games in order to listen to them. "How happy we are here!" 

they cried to each other. 

One day the Giant came back. He had been to visit his friend the Cornish ogre, 

and had stayed with him for seven years. After the seven years were over he had 

said all that he had to say, for his conversation was limited, and he determined to 

return to his own castle. When he arrived he saw the children playing in the 

garden. 
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"What are you doing here?" he cried in a very gruff voice, and the children ran 

away. 

"My own garden is my own garden," said the Giant; "any one can understand 

that, and I will allow nobody to play in it but myself." So he built a high wall all 

round it, and put up a notice-board. 

TRESPASSERS 

WILL BE 

PROSECUTED 

He was a very selfish Giant. 

The poor children had now nowhere to play. They tried to play on the road, but 

the road was very dusty and full of hard stones, and they did not like it. They used 

to wander round the high wall when their lessons were over, and talk about the 

beautiful garden inside. "How happy we were there," they said to each other. 

 

Then the Spring came, and all over the country there were little blossoms and 

little birds. Only in the garden of the Selfish Giant it was still winter. The birds did 

not care to sing in it as there were no children, and the trees forgot to blossom. 

Once a beautiful flower put its head out from the grass, but when it saw the 

notice-board it was so sorry for the children that it slipped back into the ground 

again, and went off to sleep. The only people who were pleased were the Snow 

and the Frost. "Spring has forgotten this garden," they cried, "so we will live here 

https://telegram.me/karnil
www.karnil.com


 

http://english2011.blogsky.com/ Page 46 

 

all the year round." The Snow covered up the grass with her great white cloak, 

and the Frost painted all the trees silver. Then they invited the North Wind to stay 

with them, and he came. He was wrapped in furs, and he roared all day about the 

garden, and blew the chimney-pots down. "This is a delightful spot," he said, "we 

must ask the Hail on a visit." So the Hail came. Every day for three hours he 

rattled on the roof of the castle till he broke most of the slates, and then he ran 

round and round the garden as fast as he could go. He was dressed in grey, and 

his breath was like ice. 

"I cannot understand why the Spring is so late in coming," said the Selfish Giant, 

as he sat at the window and looked out at his cold white garden; "I hope there 

will be a change in the weather." 

But the Spring never came, nor the Summer. The Autumn gave golden fruit to 

every garden, but to the Giant's garden she gave none. "He is too selfish," she 

said. So it was always Winter there, and the North Wind, and the Hail, and the 

Frost, and the Snow danced about through the trees. 

One morning the Giant was lying awake in bed when he heard some lovely music. 

It sounded so sweet to his ears that he thought it must be the King's musicians 

passing by. It was really only a little linnet singing outside his window, but it was 

so long since he had heard a bird sing in his garden that it seemed to him to be 

the most beautiful music in the world. Then the Hail stopped dancing over his 

head, and the North Wind ceased roaring, and a delicious perfume came to him 

through the open casement. "I believe the Spring has come at last," said the 

Giant; and he jumped out of bed and looked out. 
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What did he see? 

He saw a most wonderful sight. Through a little hole in the wall the children had 

crept in, and they were sitting in the branches of the trees. In every tree that he 

could see there was a little child. And the trees were so glad to have the children 

back again that they had covered themselves with blossoms, and were waving 

their arms gently above the children's heads. The birds were flying about and 

twittering with delight, and the flowers were looking up through the green grass 

and laughing. It was a lovely scene, only in one corner it was still winter. It was the 

farthest corner of the garden, and in it was standing a little boy. He was so small 

that he could not reach up to the branches of the tree, and he was wandering all 

round it, crying bitterly. The poor tree was still quite covered with frost and snow, 

and the North Wind was blowing and roaring above it. "Climb up! little boy," said 

the Tree, and it bent its branches down as low as it could; but the boy was too 

tiny. 

And the Giant's heart melted as he looked out. "How selfish I have been!" he said; 

"now I know why the Spring would not come here. I will put that poor little boy 

on the top of the tree, and then I will knock down the wall, and my garden shall 

be the children's playground for ever and ever." He was really very sorry for what 

he had done. 

So he crept downstairs and opened the front door quite softly, and went out into 

the garden. But when the children saw him they were so frightened that they all 

ran away, and the garden became winter again. Only the little boy did not run, for 

his eyes were so full of tears that he did not see the Giant coming. And the Giant 
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stole up behind him and took him gently in his hand, and put him up into the tree. 

And the tree broke at once into blossom, and the birds came and sang on it, and 

the little boy stretched out his two arms and flung them round the Giant's neck, 

and kissed him. And the other children, when they saw that the Giant was not 

wicked any longer, came running back, and with them came the Spring. "It is your 

garden now, little children," said the Giant, and he took a great axe and knocked 

down the wall. And when the people were going to market at twelve o'clock they 

found the Giant playing with the children in the most beautiful garden they had 

ever seen. 

All day long they played, and in the evening they came to the Giant to bid him 

good-bye. 

"But where is your little companion?" he said: "the boy I put into the tree." The 

Giant loved him the best because he had kissed him. 

"We don't know," answered the children; "he has gone away." 

"You must tell him to be sure and come here to-morrow," said the Giant. But the 

children said that they did not know where he lived, and had never seen him 

before; and the Giant felt very sad. 

Every afternoon, when school was over, the children came and played with the 

Giant. But the little boy whom the Giant loved was never seen again. The Giant 

was very kind to all the children, yet he longed for his first little friend, and often 

spoke of him. "How I would like to see him!" he used to say. 
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Years went over, and the Giant grew very old and feeble. He could not play about 

any more, so he sat in a huge armchair, and watched the children at their games, 

and admired his garden. "I have many beautiful flowers," he said; "but the 

children are the most beautiful flowers of all." 

One winter morning he looked out of his window as he was dressing. He did not 

hate the Winter now, for he knew that it was merely the Spring asleep, and that 

the flowers were resting. 

Suddenly he rubbed his eyes in wonder, and looked and looked. It certainly was a 

marvellous sight. In the farthest corner of the garden was a tree quite covered 

with lovely white blossoms. Its branches were all golden, and silver fruit hung 

down from them, and underneath it stood the little boy he had loved. 

Downstairs ran the Giant in great joy, and out into the garden. He hastened 

across the grass, and came near to the child. And when he came quite close his 

face grew red with anger, and he said, "Who hath dared to wound thee?" For on 

the palms of the child's hands were the prints of two nails, and the prints of two 

nails were on the little feet. 

"Who hath dared to wound thee?" cried the Giant; "tell me, that I may take my 

big sword and slay him." 

"Nay!" answered the child; "but these are the wounds of Love." 

"Who art thou?" said the Giant, and a strange awe fell on him, and he knelt 

before the little child. 
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And the child smiled on the Giant, and said to him, "You let me play once in your 

garden, to-day you shall come with me to my garden, which is Paradise." 

And when the children ran in that afternoon, they found the Giant lying dead 

under the tree, all covered with white blossoms. 

 

 

 The Emperor's New Clothes   by Hans Christian Andersen 

 

Many years ago, there was an Emperor, who was so excessively fond of new 

clothes, that he spent all his money in dress. He did not trouble himself in the 

least about his soldiers; nor did he care to go either to the theatre or the chase, 

except for the opportunities then afforded him for displaying his new clothes. He 

had a different suit for each hour of the day; and as of any other king or emperor, 

one is accustomed to say, "he is sitting in council," it was always said of him, "The 

Emperor is sitting in his wardrobe." 

Time passed merrily in the large town which was his capital; strangers arrived 

every day at the court. One day, two rogues, calling themselves weavers, made 

their appearance. They gave out that they knew how to weave stuffs of the most 

beautiful colors and elaborate patterns, the clothes manufactured from which 

should have the wonderful property of remaining invisible to everyone who was 

unfit for the office he held, or who was extraordinarily simple in character. 
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"These must, indeed, be splendid clothes!" thought the Emperor. "Had I such a 

suit, I might at once find out what men in my realms are unfit for their office, and 

also be able to distinguish the wise from the foolish! This stuff must be woven for 

me immediately." And he caused large sums of money to be given to both the 

weavers in order that they might begin their work directly. 

So the two pretended weavers set up two looms, and affected to work very 

busily, though in reality they did nothing at all. They asked for the most delicate 

silk and the purest gold thread; put both into their own knapsacks; and then 

continued their pretended work at the empty looms until late at night. 

"I should like to know how the weavers are getting on with my cloth," said the 

Emperor to himself, after some little time had elapsed; he was, however, rather 

embarrassed, when he remembered that a simpleton, or one unfit for his office, 

would be unable to see the manufacture. To be sure, he thought he had nothing 

to risk in his own person; but yet, he would prefer sending somebody else, to 

bring him intelligence about the weavers, and their work, before he troubled 

himself in the affair. All the people throughout the city had heard of the 

wonderful property the cloth was to possess; and all were anxious to learn how 

wise, or how ignorant, their neighbors might prove to be. 

"I will send my faithful old minister to the weavers," said the Emperor at last, 

after some deliberation, "he will be best able to see how the cloth looks; for he is 

a man of sense, and no one can be more suitable for his office than he is." 

So the faithful old minister went into the hall, where the knaves were working 

with all their might, at their empty looms. "What can be the meaning of this?" 
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thought the old man, opening his eyes very wide. "I cannot discover the least bit 

of thread on the looms." However, he did not express his thoughts aloud. 

The impostors requested him very courteously to be so good as to come nearer 

their looms; and then asked him whether the design pleased him, and whether 

the colors were not very beautiful; at the same time pointing to the empty 

frames. The poor old minister looked and looked, he could not discover anything 

on the looms, for a very good reason, viz: there was nothing there. "What!" 

thought he again. "Is it possible that I am a simpleton? I have never thought so 

myself; and no one must know it now if I am so. Can it be, that I am unfit for my 

office? No, that must not be said either. I will never confess that I could not see 

the stuff." 

"Well, Sir Minister!" said one of the knaves, still pretending to work. "You do not 

say whether the stuff pleases you." 

"Oh, it is excellent!" replied the old minister, looking at the loom through his 

spectacles. "This pattern, and the colors, yes, I will tell the Emperor without delay, 

how very beautiful I think them." 

"We shall be much obliged to you," said the impostors, and then they named the 

different colors and described the pattern of the pretended stuff. The old minister 

listened attentively to their words, in order that he might repeat them to the 

Emperor; and then the knaves asked for more silk and gold, saying that it was 

necessary to complete what they had begun. However, they put all that was given 

them into their knapsacks; and continued to work with as much apparent 

diligence as before at their empty looms. 
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The Emperor now sent another officer of his court to see how the men were 

getting on, and to ascertain whether the cloth would soon be ready. It was just 

the same with this gentleman as with the minister; he surveyed the looms on all 

sides, but could see nothing at all but the empty frames. 

"Does not the stuff appear as beautiful to you, as it did to my lord the minister?" 

asked the impostors of the Emperor's second ambassador; at the same time 

making the same gestures as before, and talking of the design and colors which 

were not there. 

"I certainly am not stupid!" thought the messenger. "It must be, that I am not fit 

for my good, profitable office! That is very odd; however, no one shall know 

anything about it." And accordingly he praised the stuff he could not see, and 

declared that he was delighted with both colors and patterns. "Indeed, please 

your Imperial Majesty," said he to his sovereign when he returned, "the cloth 

which the weavers are preparing is extraordinarily magnificent." 

The whole city was talking of the splendid cloth which the Emperor had ordered 

to be woven at his own expense. 

And now the Emperor himself wished to see the costly manufacture, while it was 

still in the loom. Accompanied by a select number of officers of the court, among 

whom were the two honest men who had already admired the cloth, he went to 

the crafty impostors, who, as soon as they were aware of the Emperor's 

approach, went on working more diligently than ever; although they still did not 

pass a single thread through the looms. 
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"Is not the work absolutely magnificent?" said the two officers of the crown, 

already mentioned. "If your Majesty will only be pleased to look at it! What a 

splendid design! What glorious colors!" and at the same time they pointed to the 

empty frames; for they imagined that everyone else could see this exquisite piece 

of workmanship. 

"How is this?" said the Emperor to himself. "I can see nothing! This is indeed a 

terrible affair! Am I a simpleton, or am I unfit to be an Emperor? That would be 

the worst thing that could happen--Oh! the cloth is charming," said he, aloud. "It 

has my complete approbation." And he smiled most graciously, and looked closely 

at the empty looms; for on no account would he say that he could not see what 

two of the officers of his court had praised so much. All his retinue now strained 

their eyes, hoping to discover something on the looms, but they could see no 

more than the others; nevertheless, they all exclaimed, "Oh, how beautiful!" and 

advised his majesty to have some new clothes made from this splendid material, 

for the approaching procession. "Magnificent! Charming! Excellent!" resounded 

on all sides; and everyone was uncommonly gay. The Emperor shared in the 

general satisfaction; and presented the impostors with the riband of an order of 

knighthood, to be worn in their button-holes, and the title of "Gentlemen 

Weavers." 

The rogues sat up the whole of the night before the day on which the procession 

was to take place, and had sixteen lights burning, so that everyone might see how 

anxious they were to finish the Emperor's new suit. They pretended to roll the 

cloth off the looms; cut the air with their scissors; and sewed with needles 
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without any thread in them. "See!" cried they, at last. "The Emperor's new clothes 

are ready!" 

And now the Emperor, with all the grandees of his court, came to the weavers; 

and the rogues raised their arms, as if in the act of holding something up, saying, 

"Here are your Majesty's trousers! Here is the scarf! Here is the mantle! The 

whole suit is as light as a cobweb; one might fancy one has nothing at all on, when 

dressed in it; that, however, is the great virtue of this delicate cloth." 

"Yes indeed!" said all the courtiers, although not one of them could see anything 

of this exquisite manufacture. 

"If your Imperial Majesty will be graciously pleased to take off your clothes, we 

will fit on the new suit, in front of the looking glass." 

The Emperor was accordingly undressed, and the rogues pretended to array him 

in his new suit; the Emperor turning round, from side to side, before the looking 

glass. 

"How splendid his Majesty looks in his new clothes, and how well they fit!" 

everyone cried out. "What a design! What colors! These are indeed royal robes!" 

"The canopy which is to be borne over your Majesty, in the procession, is 

waiting," announced the chief master of the ceremonies. 

"I am quite ready," answered the Emperor. "Do my new clothes fit well?" asked 

he, turning himself round again before the looking glass, in order that he might 

appear to be examining his handsome suit. 
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The lords of the bedchamber, who were to carry his Majesty's train felt about on 

the ground, as if they were lifting up the ends of the mantle; and pretended to be 

carrying something; for they would by no means betray anything like simplicity, or 

unfitness for their office. 

So now the Emperor walked under his high canopy in the midst of the procession, 

through the streets of his capital; and all the people standing by, and those at the 

windows, cried out, "Oh! How beautiful are our Emperor's new clothes! What a 

magnificent train there is to the mantle; and how gracefully the scarf hangs!" in 

short, no one would allow that he could not see these much-admired clothes; 

because, in doing so, he would have declared himself either a simpleton or unfit 

for his office. Certainly, none of the Emperor's various suits, had ever made so 

great an impression, as these invisible ones. 

"But the Emperor has nothing at all on!" said a little child. 

"Listen to the voice of innocence!" exclaimed his father; and what the child had 

said was whispered from one to another. 

"But he has nothing at all on!" at last cried out all the people. The Emperor was 

vexed, for he knew that the people were right; but he thought the procession 

must go on now! And the lords of the bedchamber took greater pains than ever, 

to appear holding up a train, although, in reality, there was no train to hold. 
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 The Ugly Duckling  by Hans Christian Andersen 

 

IT was lovely summer weather in the country, and the golden corn, the green 

oats, and the haystacks piled up in the meadows looked beautiful. The stork 

walking about on his long red legs chattered in the Egyptian language, which he 

had learnt from his mother. The corn-fields and meadows were surrounded by 

large forests, in the midst of which were deep pools. It was, indeed, delightful to 

walk about in the country. In a sunny spot stood a pleasant old farm-house close 

by a deep river, and from the house down to the water side grew great burdock 

leaves, so high, that under the tallest of them a little child could stand upright. 

The spot was as wild as the centre of a thick wood. In this snug retreat sat a duck 

on her nest, watching for her young brood to hatch; she was beginning to get 

tired of her task, for the little ones were a long time coming out of their shells, 

and she seldom had any visitors. The other ducks liked much better to swim about 

in the river than to climb the slippery banks, and sit under a burdock leaf, to have 

a gossip with her. At length one shell cracked, and then another, and from each 

egg came a living creature that lifted its head and cried, "Peep, peep." "Quack, 

quack," said the mother, and then they all quacked as well as they could, and 

looked about them on every side at the large green leaves. Their mother allowed 

them to look as much as they liked, because green is good for the eyes. "How 

large the world is," said the young ducks, when they found how much more room 

they now had than while they were inside the egg-shell. "Do you imagine this is 
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the whole world?" asked the mother; "Wait till you have seen the garden; it 

stretches far beyond that to the parson's field, but I have never ventured to such 

a distance. Are you all out?" she continued, rising; "No, I declare, the largest egg 

lies there still. I wonder how long this is to last, I am quite tired of it;" and she 

seated herself again on the nest. 

"Well, how are you getting on?" asked an old duck, who paid her a visit. 

"One egg is not hatched yet," said the duck, "it will not break. But just look at all 

the others, are they not the prettiest little ducklings you ever saw? They are the 

image of their father, who is so unkind, he never comes to see." 

"Let me see the egg that will not break," said the duck; "I have no doubt it is a 

turkey's egg. I was persuaded to hatch some once, and after all my care and 

trouble with the young ones, they were afraid of the water. I quacked and 

clucked, but all to no purpose. I could not get them to venture in. Let me look at 

the egg. Yes, that is a turkey's egg; take my advice, leave it where it is and teach 

the other children to swim." 

"I think I will sit on it a little while longer," said the duck; "as I have sat so long 

already, a few days will be nothing." 

"Please yourself," said the old duck, and she went away. 

At last the large egg broke, and a young one crept forth crying, "Peep, peep." It 

was very large and ugly. The duck stared at it and exclaimed, "It is very large and 

not at all like the others. I wonder if it really is a turkey. We shall soon find it out, 

however when we go to the water. It must go in, if I have to push it myself." 
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On the next day the weather was delightful, and the sun shone brightly on the 

green burdock leaves, so the mother duck took her young brood down to the 

water, and jumped in with a splash. "Quack, quack," cried she, and one after 

another the little ducklings jumped in. The water closed over their heads, but they 

came up again in an instant, and swam about quite prettily with their legs 

paddling under them as easily as possible, and the ugly duckling was also in the 

water swimming with them. 

"Oh," said the mother, "that is not a turkey; how well he uses his legs, and how 

upright he holds himself! He is my own child, and he is not so very ugly after all if 

you look at him properly. Quack, quack! come with me now, I will take you into 

grand society, and introduce you to the farmyard, but you must keep close to me 

or you may be trodden upon; and, above all, beware of the cat." 

When they reached the farmyard, there was a great disturbance, two families 

were fighting for an eel's head, which, after all, was carried off by the cat. "See, 

children, that is the way of the world," said the mother duck, whetting her beak, 

for she would have liked the eel's head herself. "Come, now, use your legs, and let 

me see how well you can behave. You must bow your heads prettily to that old 

duck yonder; she is the highest born of them all, and has Spanish blood, 

therefore, she is well off. Don't you see she has a red flag tied to her leg, which is 

something very grand, and a great honor for a duck; it shows that every one is 

anxious not to lose her, as she can be recognized both by man and beast. Come, 

now, don't turn your toes, a well-bred duckling spreads his feet wide apart, just 

like his father and mother, in this way; now bend your neck, and say 'quack.'" 
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The ducklings did as they were bid, but the other duck stared, and said, "Look, 

here comes another brood, as if there were not enough of us already! and what a 

queer looking object one of them is; we don't want him here," and then one flew 

out and bit him in the neck. 

"Let him alone," said the mother; "he is not doing any harm." 

"Yes, but he is so big and ugly," said the spiteful duck "and therefore he must be 

turned out." 

"The others are very pretty children," said the old duck, with the rag on her leg, 

"all but that one; I wish his mother could improve him a little." 

"That is impossible, your grace," replied the mother; "he is not pretty; but he has 

a very good disposition, and swims as well or even better than the others. I think 

he will grow up pretty, and perhaps be smaller; he has remained too long in the 

egg, and therefore his figure is not properly formed;" and then she stroked his 

neck and smoothed the feathers, saying, "It is a drake, and therefore not of so 

much consequence. I think he will grow up strong, and able to take care of 

himself." 

"The other ducklings are graceful enough," said the old duck. "Now make yourself 

at home, and if you can find an eel's head, you can bring it to me." 

And so they made themselves comfortable; but the poor duckling, who had crept 

out of his shell last of all, and looked so ugly, was bitten and pushed and made fun 

of, not only by the ducks, but by all the poultry. "He is too big," they all said, and 

the turkey cock, who had been born into the world with spurs, and fancied 
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himself really an emperor, puffed himself out like a vessel in full sail, and flew at 

the duckling, and became quite red in the head with passion, so that the poor 

little thing did not know where to go, and was quite miserable because he was so 

ugly and laughed at by the whole farmyard. So it went on from day to day till it 

got worse and worse. The poor duckling was driven about by every one; even his 

brothers and sisters were unkind to him, and would say, "Ah, you ugly creature, I 

wish the cat would get you," and his mother said she wished he had never been 

born. The ducks pecked him, the chickens beat him, and the girl who fed the 

poultry kicked him with her feet. So at last he ran away, frightening the little birds 

in the hedge as he flew over the palings. 

"They are afraid of me because I am ugly," he said. So he closed his eyes, and flew 

still farther, until he came out on a large moor, inhabited by wild ducks. Here he 

remained the whole night, feeling very tired and sorrowful. 

In the morning, when the wild ducks rose in the air, they stared at their new 

comrade. "What sort of a duck are you?" they all said, coming round him. 

He bowed to them, and was as polite as he could be, but he did not reply to their 

question. "You are exceedingly ugly," said the wild ducks, "but that will not matter 

if you do not want to marry one of our family." 

Poor thing! he had no thoughts of marriage; all he wanted was permission to lie 

among the rushes, and drink some of the water on the moor. After he had been 

on the moor two days, there came two wild geese, or rather goslings, for they had 

not been out of the egg long, and were very saucy. "Listen, friend," said one of 

them to the duckling, "you are so ugly, that we like you very well. Will you go with 

https://telegram.me/karnil
www.karnil.com


 

http://english2011.blogsky.com/ Page 62 

 

us, and become a bird of passage? Not far from here is another moor, in which 

there are some pretty wild geese, all unmarried. It is a chance for you to get a 

wife; you may be lucky, ugly as you are." 

"Pop, pop," sounded in the air, and the two wild geese fell dead among the 

rushes, and the water was tinged with blood. "Pop, pop," echoed far and wide in 

the distance, and whole flocks of wild geese rose up from the rushes. The sound 

continued from every direction, for the sportsmen surrounded the moor, and 

some were even seated on branches of trees, overlooking the rushes. The blue 

smoke from the guns rose like clouds over the dark trees, and as it floated away 

across the water, a number of sporting dogs bounded in among the rushes, which 

bent beneath them wherever they went. How they terrified the poor duckling! He 

turned away his head to hide it under his wing, and at the same moment a large 

terrible dog passed quite near him. His jaws were open, his tongue hung from his 

mouth, and his eyes glared fearfully. He thrust his nose close to the duckling, 

showing his sharp teeth, and then, "splash, splash," he went into the water 

without touching him, "Oh," sighed the duckling, "how thankful I am for being so 

ugly; even a dog will not bite me." And so he lay quite still, while the shot rattled 

through the rushes, and gun after gun was fired over him. It was late in the day 

before all became quiet, but even then the poor young thing did not dare to 

move. He waited quietly for several hours, and then, after looking carefully 

around him, hastened away from the moor as fast as he could. He ran over field 

and meadow till a storm arose, and he could hardly struggle against it. Towards 

evening, he reached a poor little cottage that seemed ready to fall, and only 

remained standing because it could not decide on which side to fall first. The 
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storm continued so violent, that the duckling could go no farther; he sat down by 

the cottage, and then he noticed that the door was not quite closed in 

consequence of one of the hinges having given way. There was therefore a 

narrow opening near the bottom large enough for him to slip through, which he 

did very quietly, and got a shelter for the night. A woman, a tom cat, and a hen 

lived in this cottage. The tom cat, whom the mistress called, "My little son," was a 

great favorite; he could raise his back, and purr, and could even throw out sparks 

from his fur if it were stroked the wrong way. The hen had very short legs, so she 

was called "Chickie short legs." She laid good eggs, and her mistress loved her as if 

she had been her own child. In the morning, the strange visitor was discovered, 

and the tom cat began to purr, and the hen to cluck. 

"What is that noise about?" said the old woman, looking round the room, but her 

sight was not very good; therefore, when she saw the duckling she thought it 

must be a fat duck, that had strayed from home. "Oh what a prize!" she 

exclaimed, "I hope it is not a drake, for then I shall have some duck's eggs. I must 

wait and see." So the duckling was allowed to remain on trial for three weeks, but 

there were no eggs. Now the tom cat was the master of the house, and the hen 

was mistress, and they always said, "We and the world," for they believed 

themselves to be half the world, and the better half too. The duckling thought 

that others might hold a different opinion on the subject, but the hen would not 

listen to such doubts. "Can you lay eggs?" she asked. "No." "Then have the 

goodness to hold your tongue." "Can you raise your back, or purr, or throw out 

sparks?" said the tom cat. "No." "Then you have no right to express an opinion 

when sensible people are speaking." So the duckling sat in a corner, feeling very 
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low spirited, till the sunshine and the fresh air came into the room through the 

open door, and then he began to feel such a great longing for a swim on the 

water, that he could not help telling the hen. 

"What an absurd idea," said the hen. "You have nothing else to do, therefore you 

have foolish fancies. If you could purr or lay eggs, they would pass away." 

"But it is so delightful to swim about on the water," said the duckling, "and so 

refreshing to feel it close over your head, while you dive down to the bottom." 

"Delightful, indeed!" said the hen, "why you must be crazy! Ask the cat, he is the 

cleverest animal I know, ask him how he would like to swim about on the water, 

or to dive under it, for I will not speak of my own opinion; ask our mistress, the 

old woman- there is no one in the world more clever than she is. Do you think she 

would like to swim, or to let the water close over her head?" 

"You don't understand me," said the duckling. 

"We don't understand you? Who can understand you, I wonder? Do you consider 

yourself more clever than the cat, or the old woman? I will say nothing of myself. 

Don't imagine such nonsense, child, and thank your good fortune that you have 

been received here. Are you not in a warm room, and in society from which you 

may learn something. But you are a chatterer, and your company is not very 

agreeable. Believe me, I speak only for your own good. I may tell you unpleasant 

truths, but that is a proof of my friendship. I advise you, therefore, to lay eggs, 

and learn to purr as quickly as possible." 

"I believe I must go out into the world again," said the duckling. 
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"Yes, do," said the hen. So the duckling left the cottage, and soon found water on 

which it could swim and dive, but was avoided by all other animals, because of its 

ugly appearance. Autumn came, and the leaves in the forest turned to orange and 

gold. then, as winter approached, the wind caught them as they fell and whirled 

them in the cold air. The clouds, heavy with hail and snow-flakes, hung low in the 

sky, and the raven stood on the ferns crying, "Croak, croak." It made one shiver 

with cold to look at him. All this was very sad for the poor little duckling. One 

evening, just as the sun set amid radiant clouds, there came a large flock of 

beautiful birds out of the bushes. The duckling had never seen any like them 

before. They were swans, and they curved their graceful necks, while their soft 

plumage shown with dazzling whiteness. They uttered a singular cry, as they 

spread their glorious wings and flew away from those cold regions to warmer 

countries across the sea. As they mounted higher and higher in the air, the ugly 

little duckling felt quite a strange sensation as he watched them. He whirled 

himself in the water like a wheel, stretched out his neck towards them, and 

uttered a cry so strange that it frightened himself. Could he ever forget those 

beautiful, happy birds; and when at last they were out of his sight, he dived under 

the water, and rose again almost beside himself with excitement. He knew not 

the names of these birds, nor where they had flown, but he felt towards them as 

he had never felt for any other bird in the world. He was not envious of these 

beautiful creatures, but wished to be as lovely as they. Poor ugly creature, how 

gladly he would have lived even with the ducks had they only given him 

encouragement. The winter grew colder and colder; he was obliged to swim 

about on the water to keep it from freezing, but every night the space on which 
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he swam became smaller and smaller. At length it froze so hard that the ice in the 

water crackled as he moved, and the duckling had to paddle with his legs as well 

as he could, to keep the space from closing up. He became exhausted at last, and 

lay still and helpless, frozen fast in the ice. 

Early in the morning, a peasant, who was passing by, saw what had happened. He 

broke the ice in pieces with his wooden shoe, and carried the duckling home to 

his wife. The warmth revived the poor little creature; but when the children 

wanted to play with him, the duckling thought they would do him some harm; so 

he started up in terror, fluttered into the milk-pan, and splashed the milk about 

the room. Then the woman clapped her hands, which frightened him still more. 

He flew first into the butter-cask, then into the meal-tub, and out again. What a 

condition he was in! The woman screamed, and struck at him with the tongs; the 

children laughed and screamed, and tumbled over each other, in their efforts to 

catch him; but luckily he escaped. The door stood open; the poor creature could 

just manage to slip out among the bushes, and lie down quite exhausted in the 

newly fallen snow. 

It would be very sad, were I to relate all the misery and privations which the poor 

little duckling endured during the hard winter; but when it had passed, he found 

himself lying one morning in a moor, amongst the rushes. He felt the warm sun 

shining, and heard the lark singing, and saw that all around was beautiful spring. 

Then the young bird felt that his wings were strong, as he flapped them against 

his sides, and rose high into the air. They bore him onwards, until he found 

himself in a large garden, before he well knew how it had happened. The apple-

trees were in full blossom, and the fragrant elders bent their long green branches 
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down to the stream which wound round a smooth lawn. Everything looked 

beautiful, in the freshness of early spring. From a thicket close by came three 

beautiful white swans, rustling their feathers, and swimming lightly over the 

smooth water. The duckling remembered the lovely birds, and felt more strangely 

unhappy than ever. 

"I will fly to those royal birds," he exclaimed, "and they will kill me, because I am 

so ugly, and dare to approach them; but it does not matter: better be killed by 

them than pecked by the ducks, beaten by the hens, pushed about by the maiden 

who feeds the poultry, or starved with hunger in the winter." 

Then he flew to the water, and swam towards the beautiful swans. The moment 

they espied the stranger, they rushed to meet him with outstretched wings. 

"Kill me," said the poor bird; and he bent his head down to the surface of the 

water, and awaited death. 

But what did he see in the clear stream below? His own image; no longer a dark, 

gray bird, ugly and disagreeable to look at, but a graceful and beautiful swan. To 

be born in a duck's nest, in a farmyard, is of no consequence to a bird, if it is 

hatched from a swan's egg. He now felt glad at having suffered sorrow and 

trouble, because it enabled him to enjoy so much better all the pleasure and 

happiness around him; for the great swans swam round the new-comer, and 

stroked his neck with their beaks, as a welcome. 

Into the garden presently came some little children, and threw bread and cake 

into the water. 
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"See," cried the youngest, "there is a new one;" and the rest were delighted, and 

ran to their father and mother, dancing and clapping their hands, and shouting 

joyously, "There is another swan come; a new one has arrived." 

Then they threw more bread and cake into the water, and said, "The new one is 

the most beautiful of all; he is so young and pretty." And the old swans bowed 

their heads before him. 

Then he felt quite ashamed, and hid his head under his wing; for he did not know 

what to do, he was so happy, and yet not at all proud. He had been persecuted 

and despised for his ugliness, and now he heard them say he was the most 

beautiful of all the birds. Even the elder-tree bent down its bows into the water 

before him, and the sun shone warm and bright. Then he rustled his feathers, 

curved his slender neck, and cried joyfully, from the depths of his heart, "I never 

dreamed of such happiness as this, while I was an ugly duckling." - - 

THE END 

:هنبع  

http://www.americanliterature.com 

https://telegram.me/karnil
www.karnil.com


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  دیکن شارژ را خود زهیانگ  روز هر لیکارن تلگرام کانال در   

https://telegram.me/karnil 
 

 

 

 

 

https://telegram.me/karnil

