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The Fisherman 
And His Wife
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There was once a fisherman who lived with his 
wife in a pigsty, close by the seaside. The fisherman used 

to go out all day long a-fishing; and one day, as he sat on 
the shore with his rod, looking at the sparkling waves and 
watching his line, all on a sudden his float was dragged away 
deep into the water: and in drawing it up he pulled out a great 
fish. But the fish said, ‘Pray let me live! I am not a real fish; I 
am an enchanted prince: put me in the water again, and let 
me go!’ ‘Oh, ho!’ said the man, ‘you need not make so many 
words about the matter; I will have nothing to do with a fish 
that can talk: so swim away, sir, as soon as you please!’ Then 
he put him back into the water, and the fish darted straight 
down to the bottom, and left a long streak of blood behind 
him on the wave.

When the fisherman went home to his wife in the pigsty, 
he told her how he had caught a great fish, and how it had 
told him it was an enchanted prince, and how, on hearing it 
speak, he had let it go again. ‘Did not you ask it for anything?’ 
said the wife, ‘we live very wretchedly here, in this nasty 
dirty pigsty; do go back and tell the fish we want a snug little 
cottage.’

The fisherman did not much like the business: however, he 
went to the seashore; and when he came back there the water 
looked all yellow and green. And he stood at the water’s edge, 
and said:

‘O man of the sea!   Hearken to me!   My wife Ilsabill   Will 
have her own will,   And hath sent me to beg a boon of thee!’

Then the fish came swimming to him, and said, ‘Well, what is 
her will? What does your wife want?’ ‘Ah!’ said the fisherman, 
‘she says that when I had caught you, I ought to have asked 
you for something before I let you go; she does not like living 
any longer in the pigsty, and wants a snug little cottage.’ ‘Go 
home, then,’ said the fish; ‘she is in the cottage already!’ So 
the man went home, and saw his wife standing at the door 
of a nice trim little cottage. ‘Come in, come in!’ said she; ‘is 
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not this much better than the filthy pigsty we had?’ And there 
was a parlour, and a bedchamber, and a kitchen; and behind 
the cottage there was a little garden, planted with all sorts of 
flowers and fruits; and there was a courtyard behind, full of 
ducks and chickens. ‘Ah!’ said the fisherman, ‘how happily we 
shall live now!’ ‘We will try to do so, at least,’ said his wife.

Everything went right for a week or two, and then Dame 
Ilsabill said, ‘Husband, there is 
not near room enough for us in 
this cottage; the courtyard and 
the garden are a great deal too 
small; I should like to have a large 
stone castle to live in: go to the 
fish again and tell him to give us a 
castle.’ ‘Wife,’ said the fisherman, 
‘I don’t like to go to him again, for 
perhaps he will be angry; we ought 
to be easy with this pretty cottage to live in.’ ‘Nonsense!’ said 
the wife; ‘he will do it very willingly, I know; go along and 
try!’

The fisherman went, but his heart was very heavy: and when 
he came to the sea, it looked blue and gloomy, though it was 
very calm; and he went close to the edge of the waves, and 
said:

‘O man of the sea!   Hearken to me!   My wife Ilsabill   Will 
have her own will,   And hath sent me to beg a boon of thee!’

‘Well, what does she want now?’ said the fish. ‘Ah!’ said the 
man, dolefully, ‘my wife wants to live in a stone castle.’ ‘Go 
home, then,’ said the fish; ‘she is standing at the gate of it 
already.’ So away went the fisherman, and found his wife 
standing before the gate of a great castle. ‘See,’ said she, ‘is 
not this grand?’ With that they went into the castle together, 
and found a great many servants there, and the rooms all 
richly furnished, and full of golden chairs and tables; and 
behind the castle was a garden, and around it was a park half 

You need not make 
so many words 

about the matter; 
I will have nothing 

to do with a fish 
that can talk
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a mile long, full of sheep, and goats, and hares, and deer; and 
in the courtyard were stables and cow-houses. ‘Well,’ said the 
man, ‘now we will live cheerful and happy in this beautiful 
castle for the rest of our lives.’ ‘Perhaps we may,’ said the 
wife; ‘but let us sleep upon it, before we make up our minds 
to that.’ So they went to bed.

The next morning when Dame Ilsabill awoke it was broad 
daylight, and she jogged the fisherman with her elbow, and 
said, ‘Get up, husband, and bestir yourself, for we must be 
king of all the land.’ ‘Wife, wife,’ said the man, ‘why should we 

wish to be the king? I will not be 
king.’ ‘Then I will,’ said she. ‘But, 
wife,’ said the fisherman, ‘how 
can you be king--the fish cannot 
make you a king?’ ‘Husband,’ said 
she, ‘say no more about it, but 
go and try! I will be king.’ So the 
man went away quite sorrowful 
to think that his wife should 
want to be king. This time the sea 
looked a dark grey colour, and was 
overspread with curling waves and 

the ridges of foam as he cried out:

‘O man of the sea!   Hearken to me!   My wife Ilsabill   Will 
have her own will,   And hath sent me to beg a boon of thee!’

‘Well, what would she have now?’ said the fish. ‘Alas!’ said the 
poor man, ‘my wife wants to be king.’ ‘Go home,’ said the fish; 
‘she is king already.’

Then the fisherman went home; and as he came close to 
the palace he saw a troop of soldiers, and heard the sound 
of drums and trumpets. And when he went in he saw his 
wife sitting on a throne of gold and diamonds, with a golden 
crown upon her head; and on each side of her stood six fair 
maidens, each a head taller than the other. ‘Well, wife,’ said 
the fisherman, ‘are you king?’ ‘Yes,’ said she, ‘I am king.’ And 

This time the sea 
looked a dark grey 

colour, and was 
overspread with 

curling waves and 
the ridges of foam 

as he cried out
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when he had looked at her for a long time, he said, ‘Ah, wife! 
what a fine thing it is to be king! Now we shall never have 
anything more to wish for as long as we live.’ ‘I don’t know 
how that may be,’ said she; ‘never is a long time. I am king, 
it is true; but I begin to be tired of that, and I think I should 
like to be emperor.’ ‘Alas, wife! why should you wish to be 
emperor?’ said the fisherman. ‘Husband,’ said she, ‘go to the 
fish! I say I will be emperor.’ ‘Ah, wife!’ replied the fisherman, 
‘the fish cannot make an emperor, I am sure, and I should not 
like to ask him for such a thing.’ ‘I am king,’ said Ilsabill, ‘and 
you are my slave; so go at once!’

So the fisherman was forced to go; 
and he muttered as he went along, 
‘This will come to no good, it is too 
much to ask; the fish will be tired 
at last, and then we shall be sorry 
for what we have done.’ He soon 
came to the seashore; and the 
water was quite black and muddy, 
and a mighty whirlwind blew over 
the waves and rolled them about, 
but he went as near as he could to 
the water’s brink, and said:

‘O man of the sea!   Hearken to 
me!   My wife Ilsabill   Will have 
her own will,   And hath sent me to beg a boon of thee!’

‘What would she have now?’ said the fish. ‘Ah!’ said the 
fisherman, ‘she wants to be emperor.’ ‘Go home,’ said the fish; 
‘she is emperor already.’

So he went home again; and as he came near he saw his wife 
Ilsabill sitting on a very lofty throne made of solid gold, with a 
great crown on her head full two yards high; and on each side 
of her stood her guards and attendants in a row, each one 
smaller than the other, from the tallest giant down to a little 
dwarf no bigger than my finger. And before her stood princes, 
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and dukes, and earls: and the fisherman went up to her and 
said, ‘Wife, are you emperor?’ ‘Yes,’ said she, ‘I am emperor.’ 
‘Ah!’ said the man, as he gazed upon her, ‘what a fine thing it 
is to be emperor!’ ‘Husband,’ said she, ‘why should we stop 
at being emperor? I will be pope next.’ ‘O wife, wife!’ said 
he, ‘how can you be pope? there is but one pope at a time in 
Christendom.’ ‘Husband,’ said she, ‘I will be pope this very 
day.’ ‘But,’ replied the husband, ‘the fish cannot make you 
pope.’ ‘What nonsense!’ said she; ‘if he can make an emperor, 
he can make a pope: go and try him.’

So the fisherman went. But when he came to the shore the 
wind was raging and the sea was tossed up and down in 
boiling waves, and the ships were in trouble, and rolled 
fearfully upon the tops of the billows. In the middle of the 
heavens there was a little piece of blue sky, but towards 
the south all was red, as if a dreadful storm was rising. At 
this sight the fisherman was dreadfully frightened, and he 
trembled so that his knees knocked together: but still he went 
down near to the shore, and said:

‘O man of the sea!   Hearken to me!   My wife Ilsabill   Will 
have her own will,   And hath sent me to beg a boon of thee!’

‘What does she want now?’ said the fish. ‘Ah!’ said the 
fisherman, ‘my wife wants to be pope.’ ‘Go home,’ said the 
fish; ‘she is pope already.’

Then the fisherman went home, and found Ilsabill sitting on 
a throne that was two miles high. And she had three great 
crowns on her head, and around her stood all the pomp 
and power of the Church. And on each side of her were two 
rows of burning lights, of all sizes, the greatest as large as 
the highest and biggest tower in the world, and the least no 
larger than a small rushlight. ‘Wife,’ said the fisherman, as 
he looked at all this greatness, ‘are you pope?’ ‘Yes,’ said she, 
‘I am pope.’ ‘Well, wife,’ replied he, ‘it is a grand thing to 
be pope; and now you must be easy, for you can be nothing 
greater.’ ‘I will think about that,’ said the wife. Then they 
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went to bed: but Dame Ilsabill could not sleep all night for 
thinking what she should be next. At last, as she was dropping 
asleep, morning broke, and the sun rose. ‘Ha!’ thought she, 
as she woke up and looked at it through the window, ‘after all 
I cannot prevent the sun rising.’ At this thought she was very 
angry, and wakened her husband, and said, ‘Husband, go to 
the fish and tell him I must be lord of the sun and moon.’ The 
fisherman was half asleep, but the thought frightened him 
so much that he started and fell out of bed. ‘Alas, wife!’ said 
he, ‘cannot you be easy with being pope?’ ‘No,’ said she, ‘I 
am very uneasy as long as the sun and moon rise without my 
leave. Go to the fish at once!’

Then the man went shivering with fear; and as he was going 
down to the shore a dreadful storm arose, so that the trees 
and the very rocks shook. And all the heavens became black 
with stormy clouds, and the lightnings played, and the 
thunders rolled; and you might 
have seen in the sea great black 
waves, swelling up like mountains 
with crowns of white foam upon 
their heads. And the fisherman 
crept towards the sea, and cried 
out, as well as he could:

‘O man of the sea!   Hearken to 
me!   My wife Ilsabill   Will have 
her own will,   And hath sent me 
to beg a boon of thee!’

‘What does she want now?’ said the fish. ‘Ah!’ said he, ‘she 
wants to be lord of the sun and moon.’ ‘Go home,’ said the 
fish, ‘to your pigsty again.’

And there they live to this very day.

‘Ah!’ said he, ‘she 
wants to be lord of 
the sun and moon.’ 

‘Go home,’ said 
the fish, ‘to your 

pigsty again.’
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The Juniper-Tree
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Long, long ago, some two thousand years or so, there 
lived a rich man with a good and beautiful wife. They 

loved each other dearly, but sorrowed much that they had no 
children. So greatly did they desire to have one, that the wife 
prayed for it day and night, but still they remained childless.

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

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

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

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

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

Just then she looked out of the window and saw him coming, 
and it seemed as if an evil spirit entered into her, for she 
snatched the apple out of her little daughter’s hand, and said, 
‘You shall not have one before your brother.’ She threw the 
apple into the chest and shut it to. The little boy now came 
in, and the evil spirit in the wife made her say kindly to him, 
‘My son, will you have an apple?’ but she gave him a wicked 
look. ‘Mother,’ said the boy, ‘how dreadful you look! Yes, 
give me an apple.’ The thought came to her that she would 
kill him. ‘Come with me,’ she said, and she lifted up the lid of 
the chest; ‘take one out for yourself.’ And as he bent over to 
do so, the evil spirit urged her, and crash! down went the lid, 
and off went the little boy’s head. Then she was overwhelmed 
with fear at the thought of what she had done. ‘If only I can 

... and she was 
continually 

thinking how 
she could get 

the whole of the 
property for her.
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prevent anyone knowing that I did it,’ she thought. So she 
went upstairs to her room, and took a white handkerchief out 
of her top drawer; then she set the boy’s head again on his 
shoulders, and bound it with the handkerchief so that nothing 
could be seen, and placed him on a chair by the door with an 
apple in his hand.

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

‘Go to him again,’ said her mother, ‘and if he does not answer, 
give him a box on the ear.’ So little Marleen went, and said, 

‘Brother, give me that apple,’ 
but he did not say a word; then 
she gave him a box on the ear, 
and his head rolled off. She was 
so terrified at this, that she ran 
crying and screaming to her 
mother. ‘Oh!’ she said, ‘I have 
knocked off brother’s head,’ and 
then she wept and wept, and 
nothing would stop her.

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

Presently the father came home and sat down to his dinner; 
he asked, ‘Where is my son?’ The mother said nothing, but 
gave him a large dish of black pudding, and Marleen still wept 
without ceasing.

‘but no one must 
know about it, so 

you must keep 
silence; what 
is done can’t 

be undone
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The father again asked, ‘Where is my son?’

‘Oh,’ answered the wife, ‘he is gone into the country to his 
mother’s great uncle; he is going to stay there some time.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 ‘My mother killed her little son;

then one of the men left off,

  My father grieved when I was gone;

two more men left off and listened,

  My sister loved me best of all;

then four more left off,

  She laid her kerchief over me,   And took my bones that they 
might lie

now there were only eight at work,

  Underneath

And now only five,

  the juniper-tree.

And now only one,

  Kywitt, Kywitt, what a beautiful bird am I!’

then he looked up and the last one had left off work.

‘Bird,’ he said, ‘what a beautiful song that is you sing! Let me 
hear it too; sing it again.’

‘Nay,’ answered the bird, ‘I do not sing twice for nothing; give 
me that millstone, and I will sing it again.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But little Marleen sat and wept and wept.

Then the bird came flying towards the house and settled on 
the roof.

‘I do feel so happy,’ said the father, ‘and how beautifully the 
sun shines; I feel just as if I were going to see an old friend 
again.’

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

The bird now flew to the juniper-tree and began singing:

‘And I,’ said 
the mother, ‘I 
feel so uneasy, 

as if a heavy 
thunderstorm 
were coming.’
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‘My mother killed her little son;

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

 My father grieved when I was gone;

‘Look, mother,’ said the man, ‘at the beautiful bird that is 
singing so magnificently; and how warm and bright the sun 
is, and what a delicious scent of spice in the air!’

 My sister loved me best of all;

then little Marleen laid her head down on her knees and 
sobbed.

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

‘Ah, do not go!’ cried the wife. ‘I feel as if the whole house 
were in flames!’

But the man went out and looked at the bird.

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

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

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

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

Then the bird began again:

‘My mother killed her little son;

‘Ah me!’ cried the wife, ‘if I were but a thousand feet beneath 
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the earth, that I might not hear that song.’

 My father grieved when I was gone;

then the woman fell down again as if dead.

 My sister loved me best of all;

‘Well,’ said little Marleen, ‘I will go out too and see if the bird 
will give me anything.’

So she went out.

She laid her kerchief over me,   
And took my bones that they 
might lie

and he threw down the shoes to 
her,

Underneath the juniper-tree   
Kywitt, Kywitt, what a beautiful 
bird am I!’

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

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

But as she crossed the threshold, crash! the bird threw the 
millstone down on her head, and she was crushed to death.

The father and little Marleen heard the sound and ran 
out, but they only saw mist and flame and fire rising from 
the spot, and when these had passed, there stood the little 
brother, and he took the father and little Marleen by the 
hand; then they all three rejoiced, and went inside together 

But as she crossed 
the threshold, 
crash! the bird 

threw the millstone 
down on her 

head, and she was 
crushed to death.
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and sat down to their dinners and ate.



Rumpelstiltskin
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By the side of a wood, in a country a long way off, 
ran a fine stream of water; and upon the stream there 

stood a mill. The miller’s house was close by, and the miller, 
you must know, had a very beautiful daughter. She was, 
moreover, very shrewd and clever; and the miller was so 
proud of her, that he one day told the king of the land, who 
used to come and hunt in the wood, that his daughter could 
spin gold out of straw. Now this king was very fond of money; 
and when he heard the miller’s boast his greediness was 
raised, and he sent for the girl to be brought before him. Then 
he led her to a chamber in his palace where there was a great 
heap of straw, and gave her a spinning-wheel, and said, ‘All 
this must be spun into gold before morning, as you love your 
life.’ It was in vain that the poor maiden said that it was only 
a silly boast of her father, for that she could do no such thing 
as spin straw into gold: the chamber door was locked, and she 
was left alone.

She sat down in one corner of the room, and began to bewail 
her hard fate; when on a sudden 
the door opened, and a droll-
looking little man hobbled in, and 
said, ‘Good morrow to you, my 
good lass; what are you weeping 
for?’ ‘Alas!’ said she, ‘I must spin 
this straw into gold, and I know 
not how.’ ‘What will you give me,’ 
said the hobgoblin, ‘to do it for 
you?’ ‘My necklace,’ replied the 
maiden. He took her at her word, 

and sat himself down to the wheel, and whistled and sang:

‘Round about, round about,     Lo and behold!   Reel away, 
reel away,     Straw into gold!’

And round about the wheel went merrily; the work was 
quickly done, and the straw was all spun into gold.

When the king came and saw this, he was greatly astonished 

and when he heard 
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and pleased; but his heart grew still more greedy of gain, and 
he shut up the poor miller’s daughter again with a fresh task. 
Then she knew not what to do, 
and sat down once more to weep; 
but the dwarf soon opened the 
door, and said, ‘What will you give 
me to do your task?’ ‘The ring on 
my finger,’ said she. So her little 
friend took the ring, and began 
to work at the wheel again, and 
whistled and sang:

‘Round about, round about,     Lo and behold!   Reel away, 
reel away,     Straw into gold!’

till, long before morning, all was done again.

The king was greatly delighted to see all this glittering 
treasure; but still he had not enough: so he took the miller’s 
daughter to a yet larger heap, and said, ‘All this must be spun 
tonight; and if it is, you shall be my queen.’ As soon as she 
was alone that dwarf came in, and said, ‘What will you give 
me to spin gold for you this third time?’ ‘I have nothing left,’ 
said she. ‘Then say you will give me,’ said the little man, ‘the 
first little child that you may have when you are queen.’ ‘That 
may never be,’ thought the miller’s daughter: and as she knew 
no other way to get her task done, she said she would do what 
he asked. Round went the wheel again to the old song, and 
the manikin once more spun the heap into gold. The king 
came in the morning, and, finding all he wanted, was forced 
to keep his word; so he married the miller’s daughter, and she 
really became queen.

At the birth of her first little child she was very glad, and 
forgot the dwarf, and what she had said. But one day he 
came into her room, where she was sitting playing with her 
baby, and put her in mind of it. Then she grieved sorely at 
her misfortune, and said she would give him all the wealth of 
the kingdom if he would let her off, but in vain; till at last her 
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tears softened him, and he said, ‘I will give you three days’ 
grace, and if during that time you tell me my name, you shall 
keep your child.’

Now the queen lay awake all night, thinking of all the odd 
names that she had ever heard; and she sent messengers 
all over the land to find out new ones. The next day the 
little man came, and she began with TIMOTHY, ICHABOD, 
BENJAMIN, JEREMIAH, and all the names she could 
remember; but to all and each of them he said, ‘Madam, that 
is not my name.’

The second day she began with all the comical names she 
could hear of, BANDY-LEGS, HUNCHBACK, CROOK-
SHANKS, and so on; but the little gentleman still said to 
every one of them, ‘Madam, that is not my name.’

The third day one of the messengers came back, and said, ‘I 
have travelled two days without hearing of any other names; 
but yesterday, as I was climbing a high hill, among the trees 
of the forest where the fox and the hare bid each other good 
night, I saw a little hut; and before the hut burnt a fire; and 
round about the fire a funny little dwarf was dancing upon 
one leg, and singing:

“Merrily the feast I’ll make.   Today I’ll brew, tomorrow bake;   
Merrily I’ll dance and sing,   For next day will a stranger 
bring.   Little does my lady dream   Rumpelstiltskin is my 
name!”

When the queen heard this she jumped for joy, and as soon 
as her little friend came she sat down upon her throne, and 
called all her court round to enjoy the fun; and the nurse 
stood by her side with the baby in her arms, as if it was quite 
ready to be given up. Then the little man began to chuckle at 
the thought of having the poor child, to take home with him 
to his hut in the woods; and he cried out, ‘Now, lady, what is 
my name?’ ‘Is it JOHN?’ asked she. ‘No, madam!’ ‘Is it TOM?’ 
‘No, madam!’ ‘Is it JEMMY?’ ‘It is not.’ ‘Can your name be 
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RUMPELSTILTSKIN?’ said the lady slyly. ‘Some witch told 
you that!--some witch told you that!’ cried the little man, and 
dashed his right foot in a rage so deep into the floor, that he 
was forced to lay hold of it with both hands to pull it out.

Then he made the best of his way off, while the nurse 
laughed and the baby crowed; and all the court jeered at 
him for having had so much trouble for nothing, and said, 
‘We wish you a very good morning, and a merry feast, Mr 
RUMPLESTILTSKIN!’
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SNOWDROP
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It was the middle of winter, when the broad flakes 
of snow were falling around, that the queen of a country 

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

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

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

And the glass had always answered:

‘Thou, queen, art the fairest in all the land.’

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

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

When she heard this she turned pale with rage and envy, 
and called to one of her servants, and said, ‘Take Snowdrop 
away into the wide wood, that I may never see her any more.’ 
Then the servant led her away; but his heart melted when 
Snowdrop begged him to spare her life, and he said, ‘I will 
not hurt you, thou pretty child.’ So he left her by herself; and 
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though he thought it most likely that the wild beasts would 
tear her in pieces, he felt as if a great weight were taken off 
his heart when he had made up his mind not to kill her but to 
leave her to her fate, with the chance of someone finding and 
saving her.

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

By and by in came the masters of the cottage. Now they were 
seven little dwarfs, that lived among the mountains, and dug 
and searched for gold. They lighted up their seven lamps, and 
saw at once that all was not right. The first said, ‘Who has 
been sitting on my stool?’ The second, ‘Who has been eating 
off my plate?’ The third, ‘Who has been picking my bread?’ 
The fourth, ‘Who has been meddling with my spoon?’ The 
fifth, ‘Who has been handling my fork?’ The sixth, ‘Who has 
been cutting with my knife?’ The seventh, ‘Who has been 
drinking my wine?’ Then the first looked round and said, 
‘Who has been lying on my bed?’ And the rest came running 
to him, and everyone cried out that somebody had been upon 
his bed. But the seventh saw Snowdrop, and called all his 

When she heard 
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brethren to come and see her; and they cried out with wonder 
and astonishment and brought their lamps to look at her, 
and said, ‘Good heavens! what a lovely child she is!’ And they 
were very glad to see her, and took care not to wake her; and 
the seventh dwarf slept an hour with each of the other dwarfs 
in turn, till the night was gone.

In the morning Snowdrop told them all her story; and they 
pitied her, and said if she would keep all things in order, and 
cook and wash and knit and spin for them, she might stay 
where she was, and they would take good care of her. Then 
they went out all day long to their work, seeking for gold 
and silver in the mountains: but Snowdrop was left at home; 
and they warned her, and said, ‘The queen will soon find out 
where you are, so take care and let no one in.’

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

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

And the glass answered:

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

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

In the evening the seven dwarfs came home; and I need not 
say how grieved they were to see their faithful Snowdrop 
stretched out upon the ground, as if she was quite dead. 
However, they lifted her up, and when they found what 
ailed her, they cut the lace; and in a little time she began to 
breathe, and very soon came to life again. Then they said, 
‘The old woman was the queen herself; take care another 
time, and let no one in when we are away.’

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

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

Then the blood ran cold in her heart with spite and malice, 
to see that Snowdrop still lived; and she dressed herself 
up again, but in quite another dress from the one she wore 
before, and took with her a poisoned comb. When she 
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reached the dwarfs’ cottage, she knocked at the door, and 
cried, ‘Fine wares to sell!’ But Snowdrop said, ‘I dare not let 
anyone in.’ Then the queen said, ‘Only look at my beautiful 
combs!’ and gave her the poisoned one. And it looked so 
pretty, that she took it up and put it into her hair to try it; but 

the moment it touched her head, 
the poison was so powerful that 
she fell down senseless. ‘There 
you may lie,’ said the queen, and 
went her way. But by good luck 
the dwarfs came in very early 
that evening; and when they saw 
Snowdrop lying on the ground, 
they thought what had happened, 
and soon found the poisoned 
comb. And when they took it away 
she got well, and told them all that 
had passed; and they warned her 
once more not to open the door to 
anyone.

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

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

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

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

And thus Snowdrop lay for a long, long time, and still only 
looked as though she was asleep; for she was even now as 
white as snow, and as red as blood, and as black as ebony. 
At last a prince came and called at the dwarfs’ house; and he 
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saw Snowdrop, and read what was written in golden letters. 
Then he offered the dwarfs money, and prayed and besought 
them to let him take her away; but they said, ‘We will not part 
with her for all the gold in the world.’ At last, however, they 
had pity on him, and gave him the coffin; but the moment 
he lifted it up to carry it home with him, the piece of apple 
fell from between her lips, and Snowdrop awoke, and said, 
‘Where am I?’ And the prince said, ‘Thou art quite safe with 
me.’

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

To the feast was asked, among the rest, Snowdrop’s old 
enemy the queen; and as she was dressing herself in fine rich 
clothes, she looked in the glass and said:

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

And the glass answered:

‘Thou, lady, art loveliest here, I ween;   But lovelier far is the 
new-made queen.’

When she heard this she started with rage; but her envy and 
curiosity were so great, that she could not help setting out to 
see the bride. And when she got there, and saw that it was no 
other than Snowdrop, who, as she thought, had been dead a 
long while, she choked with rage, and fell down and died: but 
Snowdrop and the prince lived and reigned happily over that 
land many, many years; and sometimes they went up into the 
mountains, and paid a visit to the little dwarfs, who had been 
so kind to Snowdrop in her time of need.
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The White Snake



36  Grimm Brothers’ Fairy Tales

A long time ago there lived a king who was famed 
for his wisdom through all the land. Nothing was hidden 

from him, and it seemed as if news of the most secret things 
was brought to him through the air. But he had a strange 
custom; every day after dinner, when the table was cleared, 
and no one else was present, a trusty servant had to bring him 
one more dish. It was covered, however, and even the servant 
did not know what was in it, neither did anyone know, for 
the king never took off the cover to eat of it until he was quite 
alone.

This had gone on for a long time, when one day the servant, 
who took away the dish, was overcome with such curiosity 
that he could not help carrying the dish into his room. When 
he had carefully locked the door, he lifted up the cover, and 
saw a white snake lying on the dish. But when he saw it he 
could not deny himself the pleasure of tasting it, so he cut of 
a little bit and put it into his mouth. No sooner had it touched 
his tongue than he heard a strange whispering of little voices 
outside his window. He went and listened, and then noticed 
that it was the sparrows who were chattering together, and 
telling one another of all kinds of things which they had 
seen in the fields and woods. Eating the snake had given him 
power of understanding the language of animals.

Now it so happened that on this very day the queen lost her 
most beautiful ring, and suspicion of having stolen it fell 
upon this trusty servant, who was allowed to go everywhere. 
The king ordered the man to be brought before him, and 
threatened with angry words that unless he could before the 
morrow point out the thief, he himself should be looked upon 
as guilty and executed. In vain he declared his innocence; he 
was dismissed with no better answer.

In his trouble and fear he went down into the courtyard and 
took thought how to help himself out of his trouble. Now 
some ducks were sitting together quietly by a brook and 
taking their rest; and, whilst they were making their feathers 
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smooth with their bills, they were having a confidential 
conversation together. The servant stood by and listened. 
They were telling one another of all the places where they had 
been waddling about all the morning, and what good food 
they had found; and one said in a pitiful tone: ‘Something lies 
heavy on my stomach; as I was eating in haste I swallowed 
a ring which lay under the queen’s window.’ The servant at 
once seized her by the neck, carried her to the kitchen, and 
said to the cook: ‘Here is a fine duck; pray, kill her.’ ‘Yes,’ said 
the cook, and weighed her in his hand; ‘she has spared no 
trouble to fatten herself, and has been waiting to be roasted 
long enough.’ So he cut off her head, and as she was being 
dressed for the spit, the queen’s ring was found inside her.

The servant could now easily 
prove his innocence; and the king, 
to make amends for the wrong, 
allowed him to ask a favour, and 
promised him the best place in 
the court that he could wish for. 
The servant refused everything, 
and only asked for a horse and 
some money for travelling, as he 
had a mind to see the world and 
go about a little. When his request 
was granted he set out on his 
way, and one day came to a pond, 
where he saw three fishes caught 
in the reeds and gasping for water. Now, though it is said that 
fishes are dumb, he heard them lamenting that they must 
perish so miserably, and, as he had a kind heart, he got off his 
horse and put the three prisoners back into the water. They 
leapt with delight, put out their heads, and cried to him: ‘We 
will remember you and repay you for saving us!’

He rode on, and after a while it seemed to him that he heard a 
voice in the sand at his feet. He listened, and heard an ant-
king complain: ‘Why cannot folks, with their clumsy beasts, 
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keep off our bodies? That stupid horse, with his heavy hoofs, 
has been treading down my people without mercy!’ So he 
turned on to a side path and the ant-king cried out to him: 
‘We will remember you--one good turn deserves another!’

The path led him into a wood, and there he saw two old 
ravens standing by their nest, and throwing out their young 
ones. ‘Out with you, you idle, good-for-nothing creatures!’ 
cried they; ‘we cannot find food for you any longer; you are 
big enough, and can provide for yourselves.’ But the poor 
young ravens lay upon the ground, flapping their wings, and 
crying: ‘Oh, what helpless chicks we are! We must shift for 
ourselves, and yet we cannot fly! What can we do, but lie here 

and starve?’ So the good young 
fellow alighted and killed his 
horse with his sword, and gave 
it to them for food. Then they 
came hopping up to it, satisfied 
their hunger, and cried: ‘We will 
remember you--one good turn 
deserves another!’

And now he had to use his own legs, and when he had walked 
a long way, he came to a large city. There was a great noise 
and crowd in the streets, and a man rode up on horseback, 
crying aloud: ‘The king’s daughter wants a husband; but 
whoever seeks her hand must perform a hard task, and if he 
does not succeed he will forfeit his life.’ Many had already 
made the attempt, but in vain; nevertheless when the youth 
saw the king’s daughter he was so overcome by her great 
beauty that he forgot all danger, went before the king, and 
declared himself a suitor.

So he was led out to the sea, and a gold ring was thrown into 
it, before his eyes; then the king ordered him to fetch this ring 
up from the bottom of the sea, and added: ‘If you come up 
again without it you will be thrown in again and again until 
you perish amid the waves.’ All the people grieved for the 

‘We will remember 
you--one good turn 
deserves another!’
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handsome youth; then they went away, leaving him alone by 
the sea.

He stood on the shore and considered what he should do, 
when suddenly he saw three fishes come swimming towards 
him, and they were the very fishes whose lives he had saved. 
The one in the middle held a mussel in its mouth, which it 
laid on the shore at the youth’s feet, and when he had taken 
it up and opened it, there lay the gold ring in the shell. Full 
of joy he took it to the king and expected that he would grant 
him the promised reward.

But when the proud princess perceived that he was not her 
equal in birth, she scorned him, and required him first to 
perform another task. She went down into the garden and 
strewed with her own hands ten sacksful of millet-seed on the 
grass; then she said: ‘Tomorrow morning before sunrise these 
must be picked up, and not a single grain be wanting.’

The youth sat down in the garden 
and considered how it might be 
possible to perform this task, but 
he could think of nothing, and 
there he sat sorrowfully awaiting 
the break of day, when he should 
be led to death. But as soon as 
the first rays of the sun shone 
into the garden he saw all the 
ten sacks standing side by side, 
quite full, and not a single grain 
was missing. The ant-king had 
come in the night with thousands 
and thousands of ants, and the 
grateful creatures had by great 
industry picked up all the millet-seed and gathered them into 
the sacks.

Presently the king’s daughter herself came down into the 
garden, and was amazed to see that the young man had done 

 The ant-king had 
come in the night 

with thousands and 
thousands of ants, 

and the grateful 
creatures had by 

great industry 
picked up all the 
millet-seed and 
gathered them 
into the sacks.
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the task she had given him. But she could not yet conquer 
her proud heart, and said: ‘Although he has performed both 
the tasks, he shall not be my husband until he had brought 
me an apple from the Tree of Life.’ The youth did not know 
where the Tree of Life stood, but he set out, and would have 
gone on for ever, as long as his legs would carry him, though 
he had no hope of finding it. After he had wandered through 
three kingdoms, he came one evening to a wood, and lay 
down under a tree to sleep. But he heard a rustling in the 
branches, and a golden apple fell into his hand. At the same 
time three ravens flew down to him, perched themselves 
upon his knee, and said: ‘We are the three young ravens 
whom you saved from starving; when we had grown big, 
and heard that you were seeking the Golden Apple, we flew 
over the sea to the end of the world, where the Tree of Life 
stands, and have brought you the apple.’ The youth, full of 
joy, set out homewards, and took the Golden Apple to the 
king’s beautiful daughter, who had now no more excuses left 
to make. They cut the Apple of Life in two and ate it together; 
and then her heart became full of love for him, and they lived 
in undisturbed happiness to a great age. 



The Four Clever 
Brothers



42  Grimm Brothers’ Fairy Tales

‘Dear children,’ said a poor man to his four sons, ‘I have 
nothing to give you; you must go out into the wide world 

and try your luck. Begin by learning some craft or another, 
and see how you can get on.’ So the four brothers took their 
walking-sticks in their hands, and their little bundles on their 
shoulders, and after bidding their father goodbye, went all 
out at the gate together. When they had got on some way they 
came to four crossways, each leading to a different country. 
Then the eldest said, ‘Here we must part; but this day four 
years we will come back to this spot, and in the meantime 
each must try what he can do for himself.’

So each brother went his way; and as the eldest was hastening 
on a man met him, and asked him where he was going, and 
what he wanted. ‘I am going to try my luck in the world, and 
should like to begin by learning some art or trade,’ answered 
he. ‘Then,’ said the man, ‘go with me, and I will teach you 
to become the cunningest thief that ever was.’ ‘No,’ said the 
other, ‘that is not an honest calling, and what can one look to 
earn by it in the end but the gallows?’ ‘Oh!’ said the man, ‘you 
need not fear the gallows; for I will only teach you to steal 
what will be fair game: I meddle with nothing but what no 
one else can get or care anything about, and where no one can 
find you out.’ So the young man agreed to follow his trade, 
and he soon showed himself so clever, that nothing could 
escape him that he had once set his mind upon.

The second brother also met a man, who, when he found 
out what he was setting out upon, asked him what craft he 
meant to follow. ‘I do not know yet,’ said he. ‘Then come with 
me, and be a star-gazer. It is a noble art, for nothing can be 
hidden from you, when once you understand the stars.’ The 
plan pleased him much, and he soon became such a skilful 
star-gazer, that when he had served out his time, and wanted 
to leave his master, he gave him a glass, and said, ‘With this 
you can see all that is passing in the sky and on earth, and 
nothing can be hidden from you.’
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The third brother met a huntsman, who took him with him, 
and taught him so well all that belonged to hunting, that he 
became very clever in the craft of the woods; and when he left 
his master he gave him a bow, and said, ‘Whatever you shoot 
at with this bow you will be sure to hit.’

The youngest brother likewise met a man who asked him 
what he wished to do. ‘Would not you like,’ said he, ‘to be a 
tailor?’ ‘Oh, no!’ said the young man; ‘sitting cross-legged 
from morning to night, working backwards and forwards with 
a needle and goose, will never suit me.’ ‘Oh!’ answered the 
man, ‘that is not my sort of tailoring; come with me, and you 
will learn quite another kind of craft from that.’ Not knowing 
what better to do, he came into the plan, and learnt tailoring 
from the beginning; and when he left his master, he gave him 
a needle, and said, ‘You can sew anything with this, be it as 
soft as an egg or as hard as steel; and the joint will be so fine 
that no seam will be seen.’

After the space of four years, at the time agreed upon, 
the four brothers met at the four cross-roads; and having 
welcomed each other, set off towards their father’s home, 
where they told him all that had happened to them, and how 
each had learned some craft.

Then, one day, as they were sitting before the house under a 
very high tree, the father said, ‘I should like to try what each 
of you can do in this way.’ So he looked up, and said to the 
second son, ‘At the top of this tree there is a chaffinch’s nest; 
tell me how many eggs there are in it.’ The star-gazer took his 
glass, looked up, and said, ‘Five.’ ‘Now,’ said the father to the 
eldest son, ‘take away the eggs without letting the bird that is 
sitting upon them and hatching them know anything of what 
you are doing.’ So the cunning thief climbed up the tree, and 
brought away to his father the five eggs from under the bird; 
and it never saw or felt what he was doing, but kept sitting on 
at its ease. Then the father took the eggs, and put one on each 
corner of the table, and the fifth in the middle, and said to 
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the huntsman, ‘Cut all the eggs in two pieces at one shot.’ The 
huntsman took up his bow, and at one shot struck all the five 
eggs as his father wished.

‘Now comes your turn,’ said he to the young tailor; ‘sew the 
eggs and the young birds in them together again, so neatly 
that the shot shall have done them no harm.’ Then the tailor 
took his needle, and sewed the eggs as he was told; and when 
he had done, the thief was sent to take them back to the nest, 
and put them under the bird without its knowing it. Then 
she went on sitting, and hatched them: and in a few days 
they crawled out, and had only a little red streak across their 
necks, where the tailor had sewn them together.

‘Well done, sons!’ said the old man; ‘you have made good use 
of your time, and learnt something worth the knowing; but 
I am sure I do not know which ought to have the prize. Oh, 
that a time might soon come for you to turn your skill to some 
account!’

Not long after this there was a 
great bustle in the country; for 
the king’s daughter had been 
carried off by a mighty dragon, 
and the king mourned over his 
loss day and night, and made 
it known that whoever brought 
her back to him should have 

her for a wife. Then the four brothers said to each other, 
‘Here is a chance for us; let us try what we can do.’ And they 
agreed to see whether they could not set the princess free. ‘I 
will soon find out where she is, however,’ said the star-gazer, 
as he looked through his glass; and he soon cried out, ‘I see 
her afar off, sitting upon a rock in the sea, and I can spy the 
dragon close by, guarding her.’ Then he went to the king, and 
asked for a ship for himself and his brothers; and they sailed 
together over the sea, till they came to the right place. There 
they found the princess sitting, as the star-gazer had said, on 

‘you have made 
good use of your 
time, and learnt 

something worth 
the knowing
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the rock; and the dragon was lying asleep, with his head upon 
her lap. ‘I dare not shoot at him,’ said the huntsman, ‘for I 
should kill the beautiful young lady also.’ ‘Then I will try my 
skill,’ said the thief, and went and stole her away from under 
the dragon, so quietly and gently that the beast did not know 
it, but went on snoring.

Then away they hastened with her full of joy in their boat 
towards the ship; but soon came the dragon roaring behind 
them through the air; for he awoke and missed the princess. 
But when he got over the boat, and wanted to pounce upon 
them and carry off the princess, the huntsman took up his 
bow and shot him straight through the heart so that he fell 
down dead. They were still not safe; for he was such a great 
beast that in his fall he overset the boat, and they had to 
swim in the open sea upon a few planks. So the tailor took 
his needle, and with a few large stitches put some of the 
planks together; and he sat down 
upon these, and sailed about and 
gathered up all pieces of the boat; 
and then tacked them together 
so quickly that the boat was soon 
ready, and they then reached the 
ship and got home safe.

When they had brought home 
the princess to her father, there 
was great rejoicing; and he said 
to the four brothers, ‘One of you 
shall marry her, but you must 
settle amongst yourselves which it is to be.’ Then there arose 
a quarrel between them; and the star-gazer said, ‘If I had not 
found the princess out, all your skill would have been of no 
use; therefore she ought to be mine.’ ‘Your seeing her would 
have been of no use,’ said the thief, ‘if I had not taken her 
away from the dragon; therefore she ought to be mine.’ ‘No, 
she is mine,’ said the huntsman; ‘for if I had not killed the 
dragon, he would, after all, have torn you and the princess 

‘One of you shall 
marry her, but you 
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into pieces.’ ‘And if I had not 
sewn the boat together again,’ 
said the tailor, ‘you would all 
have been drowned, therefore 
she is mine.’ Then the king put 
in a word, and said, ‘Each of you 
is right; and as all cannot have 
the young lady, the best way is 
for neither of you to have her: for 
the truth is, there is somebody 
she likes a great deal better. But 
to make up for your loss, I will 
give each of you, as a reward for 
his skill, half a kingdom.’ So the 
brothers agreed that this plan 

would be much better than either quarrelling or marrying a 
lady who had no mind to have them. And the king then gave 
to each half a kingdom, as he had said; and they lived very 
happily the rest of their days, and took good care of their 
father; and somebody took better care of the young lady, than 
to let either the dragon or one of the craftsmen have her.

So the brothers 
agreed that this 
plan would be 

much better than 
either quarrelling 
or marrying a lady 

who had no mind to 
have them. And the 

king then gave to 
each half a kingdom
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Colophon
This selection of Grimms’ Fairy Tales was designed and 
typset by Liam Houston using Adobe InDesign CC2024 and 
Illustrator CC2022. The body typface is Georgia, originally 
designed by Mathew Carter in 1993 for Microsoft. The title 
typeface is DK Kaikoura, Designed by Hanoded and released 
as a  demo on multiple free font websites in 2014.

The design for this book was inspired by the art deco style. 
The original art deco movement a product of the rise of 
industry post WWI. The rise in commercialism resulted in 
its use to communicate quality and to sell a lifestyle to the 
public. These trends also apply to the revival of art deco in 
modern design and architecture. Ultimatly, the culture for 
which art deco was the hallmark directly contributed to the 
great depression. There is a common association of corperate 
greed and commercialsm with the art deco style that speak to 
many contemporary issues that mirror those from the 1920s. 
I hoped to connect these ideas to art deco through the design 
of these stories.

Each story was chosen based on an underlying theme of 
greed, the consiquences for extreme averice and the reward 
for temperance in an individuals ambitions. The pull quotes 
present throughout the text are intended to call out this 
theme within each story.
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