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Translator’s Preface

Some students of folklore have found fault with the Grimm brothers for “improving” on the tales they collected. The Grimms themselves claimed to have taken down the stories faithfully. Of course they improved on the spoken word; some storytellers are fluent, others hem and haw, and from the storytelling point of view there would seem to be no point in recording their hemming and hawing. But at the same time the Grimms were astonishingly faithful, undeterred by the irrational or unseemly. To appreciate their fidelity, one need only look at most English translations, where the puzzling “Hans My Hedgehog” becomes “Hans the Hedgehog,” where the donkey, instead of “emitting” goldpieces from both ends, merely spits them out, and the Devil’s grandmother, instead of “lousing” him, picking the lice out of his hair, merely strokes his head. More important—and this, I believe, is the greatest mark of their genius—they make us hear the voices of the individual storytellers, and much more clearly I am sure than if they had been two tape recorders. In the German text the human voice takes on a wide variety of tones—mysterious, elegiac, hushed-and-frightened, poetic, whimsical, rowdy, solemnly or mock-solemnly moralizing, and so on. But everywhere—or almost—it is a natural human voice, speaking as someone might speak, and seldom if ever do we hear anything resembling the never-never, good-nursery, fairy-tale style prevalent in the English translations of these and other folk tales.

Why, in English, were they called fairy tales in the first place? For, despite a considerable population of devils, witches, goblins, and elves, there are, strictly speaking, no fairies in these stories, but only “wise women,” good or bad, of indeterminate age, not remarkable for their looks, and rarely equipped with wands, while the German word Märchen means only a fantastic tale and is translated into virtually every other language by an equivalent of “tale” or “story.”

The reason is that when the tales first arrived in England, such “absurdities” were thought to be fit only for children, who were distinctly second-class citizens at the time. The adults of the reading classes were much too busy making money, Empire-building, and finding scientific explanations for the sun and everything under it, to bother with village idiots who get to be kings, tables that set themselves, or stupid peasant women with identity crises. And since the tales were addressed to children, they were termed fairy tales and, by and large, gift-wrapped in a fairy-tale style that was supposed to appeal to children.

In the present century, however, and especially in the last few decades, the Tales for Young and Old (a title much closer to the German Kinder-und Hausmärchen than Fairy Tales) have, with no change on their part, become more and more modern. Modern psychology has taught us that the human mind, like the folk tale, is a jumble of rational and irrational elements. Modern art and literature have broken down the barriers between genres and shown us the depth and beauty of the incongruous. And, as part of this general movement of desegregation, parents have moved closer to their children, the smaller ones at least.

Since the times had caught up with the Tales, since there was no longer any reason to rationalize or bowdlerize them, and since they are such wonderful stories, I thought the time had come to attempt a new translation that would be faithful to the Grimm brothers’ faithfulness. I have tried to use a simple, natural language, though when the original waxes literary (as in the story of “A Sparrow and His Four Sons”) I wax with it. I have tried to capture the tones of the various narrators. And, by no means least, I have paid close attention to descriptive detail, because the tellers of these stories were close observers and even their wildest fantasies, not to mention their comedies of village life, are set in houses, streets, and landscapes with which they were thoroughly familiar.

Especially in connection with such detail, but also in many other matters, I am deeply indebted to my friend Wolfgang Sauerlander for his help and advice.

R.M.


1
The Frog King or Iron Heinrich

IN OLDEN TIMES, when wishing still helped, there lived a king, whose daughters were all beautiful, but the youngest was so beautiful that even the sun, who had seen many things, was filled with wonder every time he shone upon her face. Not far from the king’s palace there was a great, dark forest, and under an old lime tree in the forest there was a spring. When the weather was very hot, the princess went out to the forest and sat near the edge of the cool spring. And when the time hung heavy on her hands, she took a golden ball, threw it into the air and caught it. It was her favorite plaything.

One day it so happened that when she held out her little hand to catch the golden ball, the ball passed it by, fell to the ground, and rolled straight into the water. The princess followed the ball with her eyes, but it disappeared, and the spring was deep, so deep that you couldn’t see the bottom. She began to cry; she cried louder and louder, she was inconsolable. As she was lamenting, someone called out to her: “What’s the matter, princess? Why, to hear you wailing, a stone would take pity.” She looked to see where the voice came from and saw a frog sticking his big ugly head out of the water. “Oh, it’s you, you old splasher,” she said. “I’m crying because my ball has fallen into the spring.” “Stop crying,” said the frog. “I believe I can help you, but what will you give me if I bring you your plaything?” “Anything you like, dear frog,” she said. “My clothes, my beads, my jewels, even the golden crown I’m wearing.” The frog replied: “I don’t want your clothes, your beads and jewels, or your golden crown. But if you will love me, if you will let me be your companion and playmate, and sit at your table and eat from your golden plate and drink from your golden cup and sleep in your bed, if you promise me that, I’ll go down and fetch you your golden ball.” “Oh yes,” she said, “I promise you anything you want, if only you’ll bring me my ball.” But she thought: “What nonsense that silly frog talks; he lives in the water with other frogs and croaks; how can he be a companion to anybody?”

Once the frog had her promise, he put his head down and dived, and in a little while he came swimming back to the surface. He had her golden ball in his mouth and he tossed it onto the grass. When she saw her beautiful plaything, the princess was very happy. She picked it up and ran off with it. “Wait, wait,” cried the frog. “Take me with you, I can’t run like you.” He croaked and he croaked at the top of his lungs, but it did him no good. The princess didn’t listen. She hurried home and soon forgot the poor frog. There was nothing he could do but go back down into his spring.

The next day, when she had sat down to table with the king and all his courtiers and was eating from her golden plate, something came hopping plip plop, plip plop, up the marble steps. When it reached the top, it knocked at the door and cried out: “Princess, youngest princess, let me in.” She ran to see who was there, and when she opened the door, she saw the frog. She closed the door as fast as she could and went back to the table. She was frightened to death. The king saw that her heart was going pit-a-pat and said: “What are you afraid of, my child? Is there a giant outside come to take you away?” “Oh no,” she said. “It’s not a giant, but only a nasty frog.” “What does the frog want of you?” “O father dear, yesterday when I was playing beside the spring in the forest, my golden ball fell in the water. And because I was crying so, the frog got it for me, and because he insisted, I promised he could be my companion. I never thought he’d get out of his spring. And now he’s outside and he wants to come in after me.” Then the frog knocked a second time and cried out:


“Princess, youngest princess,
Let me in.
Don’t you remember what
You promised yesterday
By the cool spring?
Princess, youngest princess,
Let me in.”



Then the king said: “When you make a promise, you must keep it; just go and let him in.” She went and opened the door; the frog hopped in and followed close at her heels. There he sat and cried out: “Lift me up beside you.” She didn’t know what to do, but the king ordered her to obey. Once the frog was on the chair, he wanted to be on the table, and once he was on the table, he said: “Now push your golden plate up closer to me, so we can eat together.” She did as he asked, but anyone could see she wasn’t happy about it. The frog enjoyed his meal, but almost every bite stuck in the princess’s throat. Finally he said: “I’ve had enough to eat and now I’m tired, so carry me to your room and prepare your silken bed. Then we’ll lie down and sleep.” The princess began to cry. She was afraid of the cold frog; she didn’t dare touch him and now he wanted to sleep in her lovely clean bed. But the king grew angry and said: “He helped you when you were in trouble and you mustn’t despise him now.” Then she picked him up between thumb and forefinger, carried him upstairs, and put him down in a corner. But when she lay down in the bed, he came crawling over and said: “I’m tired. I want to sleep as much as you do; pick me up or I’ll tell your father.” At that she grew very angry, picked him up and dashed him against the wall with all her might. “Now you’ll get your rest, you nasty frog.”

But when he fell to the floor, he wasn’t a frog any longer; he was a king’s son with beautiful smiling eyes. At her father’s bidding, he became her dear companion and husband. He told her that a wicked witch had put a spell on him and that no one but she alone could have freed him from the spring, and that they would go to his kingdom together the next day. Then they fell asleep and in the morning when the sun woke them a carriage drove up, drawn by eight white horses in golden harness, with white ostrich plumes on their heads, and behind it stood the young king’s servant, the faithful Heinrich. Faithful Heinrich had been so sad when his master was turned into a frog that he had had three iron bands forged around his heart, to keep it from bursting with grief and sadness. The carriage had come to take the young king back to his kingdom. Faithful Heinrich lifted the two of them in and sat down again in back, overjoyed that his master had been set free. When they had gone a bit of the way, the prince heard a cracking sound behind him, as though something had broken. He turned around and cried out:


“Heinrich, the carriage is falling apart.”
“No, master, it’s only an iron ring.
I had it forged around my heart
For fear that it would break in two
When, struck by cruel magic, you
Were turned to a frog in a forest spring.”



Once again and yet once again, the cracking was heard, and each time the king’s son thought the carriage was falling to pieces, but it was only the bands snapping and falling away from faithful Heinrich’s heart, because his master had been set free and was happy.


2
The Cat and the Mouse Set Up Housekeeping

A CAT MADE THE ACQUAINTANCE of a mouse and went on at such length about her feelings of love and friendship that the mouse finally consented to set up housekeeping with her. “But,” said the cat, “we shall have to provide for the winter if we’re not to go hungry. It would be risky for a little mouse like you to go foraging. You’d be sure to end up in a trap.” The mouse agreed that this was excellent advice and they bought a pot of fat. But they didn’t know where to put it. Finally, after long deliberation, the cat said: “I can’t think of a safer place than the church, because no one would dare to take anything in a church. We’ll put it under the altar and we won’t touch it until we need it.” So the pot was hidden away, but it wasn’t long before the cat felt a craving for it and said to the mouse: “By the way, friend mouse, I’ve been invited to a christening. My cousin has given birth to a baby boy, white with brown spots, and I’m to be the godmother. Let me go out today and you do the housework by yourself.” “Yes, of course,” said the mouse. “Go, by all means, and if they give you something nice to eat, think of me. I only wish I could have a taste of that sweet red childbed wine.” But it wasn’t true, the cat had no cousin and hadn’t been invited to any christening. She went straight to the church, crept over to the fat and licked off the top. Then she went for a stroll on the rooftops, looking for opportunities. After that she stretched out in the sun and wiped her whiskers every time she thought of the fat. It was evening when she finally got home. “Well,” said the mouse, “there you are again. I’ll bet you’ve had an enjoyable day.” “Not bad,” said the cat. “What name did they give the baby?” the mouse asked. “Top-off,” said the cat very dryly. “Top-off!” the mouse exclaimed. “That’s a strange and unusual name. Is it customary in your family?” “What’s so strange about it?” said the cat. “It’s no worse than Crumb-thief, as your godchildren are called.”

It wasn’t long before the cat had another craving. She said to the mouse: “You’ll have to do me a favor and attend to the housekeeping by yourself. I’ve been asked to another christening, and I can’t refuse, because the child has a white ring around its neck.” The good mouse consented, and the cat crept along the town wall to the church and ate up half the fat. “Nothing tastes better than what you yourself eat,” she said, and was very pleased with her day’s work. When she came home, the mouse asked: “What did they christen the child?” “Half-gone,” the cat replied. “Half-gone! You don’t say so! Never in all my life have I heard that name. I bet it’s not in the calendar of saints.”

Soon the cat’s mouth watered again for the delicacy. “All good things come in threes,” she said to the mouse. “I’m to stand godmother again. The child is all black with white paws; otherwise, it hasn’t a single white hair on its whole body. That only happens once in several years. You’ll let me go out again, won’t you?” “Top-off! Half-gone!” the mouse replied. “Those names are so peculiar, they give me dark thoughts.” “All day long you sit home in your fuzzy dark-gray coat and your long pig-tail,” said the cat. “It makes you moody. That’s what comes of not going out in the daytime.” During the cat’s absence, the mouse washed the dishes and put the house in order, and meanwhile the greedy cat emptied the pot of fat. “Now that it’s gone,” said the cat to herself, “there’s nothing more to worry about.” Her belly was full, and it was night when she waddled contentedly home. The moment she came in, the mouse asked her what name had been given the third child. “You won’t like it any better than the others,” said the cat. “The name is All-gone.” “All-gone!” cried the mouse. “That’s the most dubious name I ever heard. I’ve never seen it in print. All-gone! What can it mean?” She shook her head, rolled up in a ball and went to sleep.

After that no one invited the cat to any more christenings, but when winter came and there was nothing more to be found out of doors, the mouse remembered their treasure and said: “Come on, cat, let’s go out to the pot of fat we’ve been saving. We’ll enjoy it.” “Oh yes,” said the cat. “You’ll enjoy it as much as if you stuck your dainty little tongue out the window.” Off they went, and when they got there, the pot was still in its place, but it was empty. “Ah,” said the mouse. “Now I see what has happened. Now the light dawns. Some friend you turned out to be! You ate it all up when you went to stand godmother. First top off, then half gone, then …” “Be still!” cried the cat. “One more word and I’ll eat you up.” “All gone” was already on the mouse’s tongue. No sooner was it out than the cat took a leap, grabbed the mouse and gobbled her up. You see how it is? That’s the way of the world.


3
Mary’s Child

A WOODCUTTER AND HIS WIFE lived at the edge of a large forest. They had only one child, a little girl of three. But they were so poor they no longer had their daily bread and they didn’t know what they would give her to eat. One day the woodcutter, heavy with care, went out into the forest to work, and suddenly, while he was cutting wood, a tall, beautiful woman stood before him. On her head she wore a crown of shining stars, and she said to him: “I am the Virgin Mary, the Christ child’s mother. You are poor and needy. Bring me your child, I shall take her with me and be her mother and care for her.” The woodcutter did her bidding. He went and got his child and entrusted her to the Virgin Mary, who took her up to heaven with her. There the child lived well; she ate cakes and drank sweet milk, her clothes were of gold, and the angel children played with her. One day, when she was fourteen, the Virgin Mary called her and said: “Dear child, I’m going on a long journey. Here: I’m giving you the thirteen keys to the thirteen doors of the kingdom of heaven for safekeeping. You may open twelve of them and look at the wonders inside, but the thirteenth, which this little key unlocks, is forbidden you. Take care not to open it; if you do, you will be unhappy.” The girl promised to obey, and when the Virgin Mary had gone, she began to inspect the rooms of the kingdom of heaven. Each day she opened one of them, until she had opened all twelve. In each one sat an Apostle, surrounded by great splendor. She delighted in all the glory and magnificence, and so did the little angel children who always went with her. Now only the forbidden door was left, and she was ever so eager to know what was hidden behind it. She said to the angel children: “I won’t open it all the way and I won’t go in. I’ll just barely open it, so we can see a little something through the crack.” “Oh no,” said the angel children, “that would be a sin, the Virgin Mary forbade it, and something terrible might happen.” Then she said nothing more, but the desire in her heart refused to be still. It pecked and gnawed, and left her no peace. One day when the angel children had all gone out, she thought: “Now I’m all alone, I could take a look; no one will know if I do.” She picked out the key, and when she had it in her hand, she put it in the lock, and when she had put it in, she turned it. The door sprang open and there sat the Holy Trinity in fire and radiance. She stood there for a while, marveling at what she saw, and then she touched her finger ever so slightly to the light. And her whole finger turned golden. Seized with a great fear, she slammed the door and ran away. No matter what she did, her fear wouldn’t stop, and her heart pounded and pounded and wouldn’t calm down. She washed and she scrubbed, but the gold stuck to her finger and wouldn’t go away.

It wasn’t long before the Virgin Mary came back from her journey. She called the girl and asked her to give back the keys of heaven. As the girl handed her the keys, the Virgin Mary looked into her eyes and asked: “Did you open the thirteenth door?” “No,” she said. The Virgin Mary laid her hand on the girl’s heart and felt how it was pounding and pounding, and then she knew she had disobeyed her command and opened the door. She asked again: “You really didn’t?” “No,” said the girl for the second time. Then the Virgin Mary saw her finger, which had been turned golden when it touched the heavenly fire. She knew the girl had sinned, and asked a third time: “You didn’t?” “No,” said the girl for the third time. Then the Virgin Mary said: “You’ve disobeyed me, and what’s more, you’ve lied. You are no longer worthy to be in heaven.”

Then the girl sank into a deep sleep, and when she awoke she was back on earth, lying in a clearing in the woods. She wanted to cry out, but she couldn’t make a sound. She jumped up and wanted to run away, but whichever way she turned the way was blocked by dense thorny thickets, and she couldn’t break through. In the clearing where she was imprisoned there was an old hollow tree, and that was where she had to make her home. When night came, she crawled inside and slept, and when it rained and stormed, she found shelter there. But it was a wretched life, and when she remembered how lovely it had been in heaven and how the angel children had played with her, she wept bitterly. Roots and wild berries were her only food and she went looking for them as far as she could go. In the autumn she gathered fallen nuts and leaves and brought them to her hollow tree. The nuts were her winter food, and when the snow and ice came she crawled into the leaves like a poor little animal, to keep from freezing. Soon her clothes were torn and fell off her body piece by piece. As soon as the sun shone warm again, she went out and sat beside the tree, and her long hair covered her all around like a coat. Year after year she sat there and felt the hardship and misery of the world.

One day when the leaves were fresh and green again, the king of the country went hunting in the forest. He was chasing a deer, and because the deer had fled into the thicket surrounding the clearing, he got down off his horse, parted the brambles and hacked out a path for himself with his sword. When at last he made his way through, he saw a beautiful girl sitting under the tree, covered to the tips of her toes by her golden hair. He stopped and looked at her with amazement. And then he spoke to her, saying: “Who are you? Why are you sitting here in the wilderness? ” But she didn’t answer, for she couldn’t open her mouth. The king spoke again: “Will you come with me to my palace?” At that she nodded her head a little. The king picked her up in his arms, carried her to his horse, and rode home with her. And when they came to the royal palace, he saw to it that she was dressed in beautiful clothes and given plenty of everything. And though she couldn’t speak, she was so winsome and beautiful that he fell in love with her and soon they were married.

When close to a year had passed, the queen brought a son into the world. That night, as she lay alone in her bed, the Virgin Mary appeared to her and said: “If you tell me the truth and admit that you opened the forbidden door, I shall loose your tongue and give you back your speech; but if you persist in your sin and stubbornly deny it, I shall take your newborn child away with me.” Then it was given the queen to answer, but she was still obstinate. “No,” she said, “I didn’t open the forbidden door,” and the Virgin Mary picked up the newborn child in her arms and disappeared with him. Next morning, when the child was nowhere to be found, the courtiers began to mutter that the queen was an ogress and had killed her own child. She heard what they were saying and she couldn’t reply, but the king refused to believe it, because he loved her so.

A year later the queen gave birth to another son. That night the Virgin Mary came to her again and said: “If you admit that you opened the forbidden door, I shall give you back your child and loose your tongue; but if you persist in your sin and deny it, I shall take this newborn babe away with me too.” And again the queen said: “No, I didn’t open the forbidden door,” and the Virgin took the child from her arms and carried him up to heaven. In the morning, when this child too had disappeared, the courtiers said aloud that the queen had devoured it, and the king’s councilors demanded that she be brought to trial. But the king loved her so that he refused to believe it and forbade his councilors to speak of it, on pain of death.

The next year the queen gave birth to a beautiful baby girl. For the third time the Virgin Mary appeared to her during the night and said: “Follow me.” She took her by the hand and led her up to heaven, and showed her her two eldest children, who were laughing and playing with the globe. When the queen showed how happy she was, the Virgin Mary asked: “Has your heart softened now? If you admit that you opened the forbidden door, I shall give you back your two sons.” But the queen answered for the third time: “No, I didn’t open the forbidden door.” At that, the Virgin made her sink down to the earth again and took away her third child with the others.

The next morning, when it became known, all the courtiers cried aloud: “The queen is an ogress; she must be condemned.” This time the king could not disregard his councilors. She was brought to trial, and since she couldn’t answer and couldn’t defend herself, she was condemned to be burned at the stake. The wood was piled up, and when she was bound to the stake and the fire began to burn all around her, the hard ice of pride melted, her heart was moved with remorse, and she thought: “If only I could confess before I die that I opened the door.” Then her voice came back to her and she cried aloud: “Yes, Mary, I did it!” At that moment, the heavens sent rain that put out the flames. Above her a light flared up, and the Virgin Mary came down with both little boys at her sides and the newborn daughter in her arms. She spoke kindly to her: “All those who repent and who confess—their sin will be forgiven.” And she handed her the three children, loosed her tongue, and gave her happiness for all the rest of her life.


4
The Boy Who Left Home to Find Out About the Shivers

A FATHER HAD TWO SONS; the elder was bright and clever, able to deal with anything that came his way, but the younger was so stupid that he understood nothing and could learn nothing. Everyone who saw him said: “His father will have his troubles with that one!” If there was anything to be done, it was always the elder who had to do it. But if his father asked the elder son to get something at dusk, let alone at night, and if his way would have taken him through the graveyard or some other spooky place, he would say: “Oh, no, father, I won’t go. It gives me the shivers.” Or in the evening, when stories that made your flesh creep were told around the fire, the listeners would sometimes say: “Oh, it gives me the shivers.” The younger son sat in the corner and listened, but he didn’t understand. “They keep saying: ‘It gives me the shivers, it gives me the shivers!’ It doesn’t give me the shivers: it must be another one of those tricks that I just can’t learn.”

One day his father said to him: “Listen, you over there in the corner, you’re getting to be big and strong. You’ll have to learn something to make a living by. Your brother is always working, but you’re useless.” “Oh yes, father,” he answered. “I’d be glad to learn something; if possible, I’d like to learn how to get the shivers; that’s something I just don’t understand.” When he heard that, the elder son laughed and thought to himself: “My goodness, what a blockhead my brother is. He’ll never come to any good. As the twig is bent, so the tree will lean.” The father sighed and answered: “It won’t hurt you to find out about the shivers, but it won’t get you a living.”

A few days later the sexton dropped in for a visit. The father unburdened himself and told him how ignorant his younger son was, how he knew nothing and learned nothing. “Just imagine, when I asked him what he wanted to do for a living, he said he wanted to learn how to get the shivers.” “If that’s all he wants,” said the sexton, “I’ll teach him; give him to me, I’ll lick him into shape.” The father liked the idea, because he thought: “The boy is bound to get something out of it.” So the sexton took him to stay at his house, and gave him the job of ringing the church bell. A few days later, he woke him at midnight and told him to climb up into the belfry and ring the bell. “Now you’ll learn what the shivers are,” he thought, and secretly went up ahead of him. When the boy came to the top and turned around to grab the bellrope, he saw a white figure on the stairs, across from the sound hole. “Who’s there?” he cried, but the figure didn’t answer and didn’t move. “Answer me,” the boy cried out, “or go away. You’ve no business here in the middle of the night.” But the sexton stood there without moving, to make the boy think he was a ghost. The boy cried out a second time: “What are you doing here? Answer me if you’re an honest man, or I’ll throw you down the stairs.” “He wouldn’t do that,” the sexton thought. And he didn’t utter a sound and he stood there like a stone. The boy called out a third time, and when that didn’t help, he braced himself and pushed the ghost down the stairs, and the ghost tumbled down ten steps and lay still in a corner. Then the boy rang the bell, went home, and lay down without saying a word. The sexton’s wife waited a long time for her husband, but he didn’t come back. Finally she got worried, woke the boy, and asked: “Do you know what’s become of my husband? He went up into the belfry ahead of you.” “No,” the boy answered. “But somebody was standing on the stairs across from the sound hole, and when he wouldn’t answer and wouldn’t go away, I thought he was up to no good, so I pushed him down the stairs. Go take a look. You’ll see if it was him. I’d be very sorry.” The wife went to the belfry and found her husband lying in the corner groaning. He had broken a leg.

She carried him home and ran screaming and ranting to the boy’s father. “Your boy has done something terrible!” she cried. “He’s thrown my husband down the stairs and broken his leg. Get the good-for-nothing out of our house.” The father was horrified; he went to the sexton’s house and gave the boy a piece of his mind. “What godless thing have you done now? The Devil must have put you up to it.” “Father,” he said, “just listen. I’m perfectly innocent. He was standing there in the night like someone that’s up to no good. I didn’t know who he was, and I warned him three times to say something or go away.” “Heavens above,” said the father. “With you I’ll never have anything but trouble. Get out of my sight, I don’t want to see you any more.” “Yes, father, gladly, just wait till it’s light and I’ll go away and learn to get the shivers. Then at least I’ll know something to earn a living by.” “Learn whatever you like,” said the father. “It’s all the same to me. Here are fifty talers, take them and go out into the wide world, but never tell a soul where you come from or who your father is, because I’m ashamed of you.” “Yes, father, as you please. If that’s all you ask of me, it won’t be hard to remember.”

When the day dawned, the boy put his fifty talers in his pocket and went out on the high road, and all the while he mumbled to himself: “If I could only get the shivers! If I could only get the shivers!” Then a man overtook him and heard the conversation the boy was having with himself. When they had gone on a little way and the gallows came in sight he said: “Look, there’s a tree where seven have celebrated their marriage to the ropemaker’s daughter, and now they’re learning to fly. Sit down under it and wait till night comes, then you’ll get the shivers all right.” “If that’s all there is to it,” said the boy, “it will be easy. If I learn to get the shivers as quickly as all that, I’ll give you my fifty talers; come back in the morning.” Then the boy went to the gallows, sat down under it and waited for night to fall. Since he was cold, he made a fire, but by midnight the wind was blowing so cold that in spite of the fire he couldn’t get warm. And when the wind buffeted the hanged men so that they knocked together and swung back and forth, he thought: “If I’m freezing down here by the fire, imagine what it must be like for them up there.” Being a kindhearted boy, he took a ladder, climbed up, untied them one by one, and brought them down, all seven. Then he stirred up the fire and blew on it, and sat them all around it to warm themselves. But they sat motionless, and the fire took hold of their clothes. “Be careful,” he said, “or I’ll hang you up again.” But the dead men didn’t hear him, they didn’t say a word, and they just let their rags burn. That made him angry and he said: “If you won’t be careful I can’t help you. Next thing you know, you’ll set me on fire.” And he hung them up again one by one. Then he sat down beside his fire and fell asleep. In the morning the man came back for his fifty talers. “Well,” he said, “now do you know what the shivers are?” “No,” he replied. “How could I? Those fellows up there didn’t open their mouths. They’re so stupid they let the few rags they have on their backs catch fire and burn.” The man saw he wouldn’t be getting any fifty talers that day. As he was going away, he said: “I never saw anybody like that before.”

The boy started off too, and again he talked to himself. “Oh, if I could only get the shivers! Oh, if I could only get the shivers!” A carter who was walking along behind him heard him and asked: “Who are you?” “I don’t know,” said the boy. “Where are you from?” “I don’t know.” “Who’s your father?” “I mustn’t say.” “What is it that you keep mumbling the whole time?” “Oh,” said the boy, “I wish I could get the shivers, but no one can teach me how.” “That’s a lot of nonsense,” said the carter. “Forget it. Come with me and I’ll get you a place to stay.” The boy went with the carter, and in the evening they came to an inn, where they decided to spend the night. As they stepped into the hall, he said it again in a loud voice: “If I could only get the shivers! If I could only get the shivers!” The innkeeper heard him and laughed. “If that’s what you want,” he said, “I believe it can be arranged.” “Don’t say such things,” said the innkeeper’s wife. “Think of all the foolhardy fellows who have lost their lives; what a shame if those pretty eyes were never to see the light of day again.” But the boy said: “I don’t care how hard it is, I want to learn, that’s what I left home for.” And he gave the innkeeper no peace until he told him about a haunted castle nearby, where a man could easily learn all about the shivers if he was willing to spend three nights there. The king had promised his daughter in marriage to the man who could do it, and she was the most beautiful maiden under the sun. Besides, there were great treasures in the castle, guarded by evil spirits; those treasures would be set free and could make a poor man very rich. Many had already gone in, but none had come out again. The next morning the boy went to the king and said: “If you let me, I’d like to spend three nights in the haunted castle.” The king looked at him, and because he liked him he said: “You can ask for three things to take with you into the castle, but they must be lifeless things.” He replied: “Then give me fire, a lathe, and a wood carver’s bench and knife.”

The king had these taken to the castle during the day. At nightfall the boy went in, made a bright fire in one of the rooms, set up the wood carver’s bench with the knife beside it, and sat down on the lathe. “Oh, if I could only get the shivers!” he said. “But I won’t learn in this place either.” Toward midnight he thought he’d stir up the fire. As he was blowing on it, he suddenly heard voices from the corner. “Miaow, miaow, we’re so cold!” “Fools!” he cried. “What’s the good of screaming? If you’re cold, come sit by the fire and warm yourselves.” No sooner had he spoken than two big black cats took a great leap to where he was sitting, sat down on either side of him, and looked at him with their wild fiery eyes. After a while, when they had warmed themselves, they said: “Friend, how about a game of cards?” “Why not?” he replied, “but first show me your paws.” Then they stretched out their claws. “My goodness!” he said. “What long nails you have! Wait, I’ll have to cut them before we begin.” With that he seized them by the scruffs of their necks, lifted them up on the wood carver’s bench and made their paws fast in the vise. “Now that I’ve seen your fingers,” he said, “I don’t feel like playing cards any more.” Then he killed them and threw them out into the pond. But when he had got rid of those two and was sitting down by his fire again, black cats and black dogs on red-hot chains came rushing out of every nook and cranny, more and more of them until there was no place for him to escape to. They yelped and screamed horribly, trampled his fire, tore it apart, and tried to put it out. He looked on calmly for a while, but then when he had had enough, he seized his knife, shouted: “Get out, you no-goods,” and lashed out at them. Some ran away, but he killed the rest and threw them into the pond. When he came back, he blew up his fire from the sparks and warmed himself. As he was sitting there, he could hardly keep his eyes open, and he wanted to sleep. He looked around and saw a big bed in the corner. “That’s just what I need,” he said, and lay down. But as he was closing his eyes, the bed began to roll of its own accord, and went rolling all around the castle. “Perfect,” he said. “Better and better.” And on it rolled, as though drawn by six horses, through doorways and up and down stairs. All of a sudden, one-two-three, it turned upside down, and lay on top of him like a mountain. But he threw off the blankets and pillows, climbed out, and said: “Now if you’ve a mind to, go right on rolling.” Then he lay down by his fire and slept until daylight. In the morning the king came in. When he saw him lying on the floor, he thought the ghosts had killed him and he was dead. “What a pity!” he said. “Such a handsome boy!” The boy heard him, sat up and said: “Not so fast.” The king was amazed, but he was glad too, and asked how he had made out. “Pretty well,” he said. “One night has passed, the two others will pass too.” When he turned up at the inn, the innkeeper’s eyes nearly popped out of his head. “I never expected to see you alive again,” he said. “Have you found out what it is to have the shivers?” “No,” he said. “It’s hopeless. If only someone could tell me!”

On the second night he went back to the old castle, sat down by the fire, and started talking to himself, the old lament: “If I could only get the shivers!” At the approach of midnight, a din and a hubbub were heard, first softly, then louder and louder. Then it was still for a while, and then, with loud screams, half a man came down the chimney and fell in front of him. “Hey!” cried the boy, “that’s not enough. Where’s the other half?” Then the noise started up again, howling and raging, and the other half fell down. “Wait,” said the boy. “I’ll stir up the fire for you.” When he had stirred up the fire, he looked around. The two halves had put themselves together, and a horrible man was sitting in his place. “That wasn’t our bargain,” said the boy, “the bench is mine.” The man tried to push him away, but the boy wouldn’t let him; he shoved him with all his might and sat down in his place again. Then more men came tumbling down the chimney, one after another. They produced nine dead men’s thighbones and two skulls and started playing ninepins. The boy felt like playing and asked: “Hey, can I join you?” “Sure, if you’ve got money.” “Plenty of money,” he said, “but those balls aren’t really round.” So he took the skulls, sat down at the lathe, and turned them till they were round. “There,” he said. “Now we’ll be able to bowl right. Whee! What a game we’ll have!” He played and lost some of his money, but then the clock struck twelve, and they all disappeared. Then he lay down and fell into a peaceful sleep. The next morning the king came in to inquire. “How did you make out this time?” he asked. “I played ninepins and lost a few coppers.” “Didn’t you get the shivers?” “Go on!” he said. “I just enjoyed myself. If only I knew what the shivers were!”

On the third night he sat down on his bench again and said sadly: “If I could only get the shivers!” When it grew late, six big men came in, carrying a coffin. “Ha ha,” he said, “that must be my cousin who died a few days ago.” He beckoned with his finger and cried out: “Come out, cousin, come out.” They set the coffin down on the floor, and he went over and took the lid off. There was a dead man lying inside. The boy felt his face, but it was as cold as ice. “Wait,” he said. “I’ll warm you a little.” He went to the fire, warmed his hand and put it on the dead man’s face, but it stayed cold. Then he took him out, sat down by the fire, put the dead man’s head on his lap, and rubbed his arms to start the blood moving. When that didn’t help, he remembered that “when two lie in bed together, they warm each other,” so he put him into the bed, covered him up and got in with him. After a while the dead man warmed up and began to move. Then the boy said: “See, cousin, I’ve warmed you, haven’t I?” But the dead man shouted: “Now I’m going to strangle you.” “What!” cried the boy. “Is that my thanks? Back you go into your coffin.” At that he picked him up, tossed him in, and closed the lid. Then the six men came and carried the coffin away. “I just can’t get the shivers,” said the boy, “I’ll never learn how in this place, not if I live to be a hundred.”

Then a man came in; he was bigger than all the others and terrifying to look at. But he was old and had a long white beard. “You little scamp,” he cried out. “Now you’ll find out about the shivers, because you’re going to die.” “Not so fast,” said the boy. “If you want to kill me, you’ll have to catch me.” “I’ll catch you all right,” said the monster. “Take it easy and stop bragging, I’m as strong as you, probably stronger.” “We’ll see about that,” said the old man. “If you’re stronger than I am, I’ll let you go; come on, we’ll give it a try.” Then he led him through dark passages to a smithy, picked up an ax and with one blow drove one anvil into the ground. “I can do better than that,” said the boy and went to the other anvil. The old man came up beside him to watch, and his white beard hung down. The boy seized the ax, split the anvil at one stroke and crammed the old man’s beard in the crack. “Now I’ve got you,” he said. “Now who’s going to die?” And he picked up an iron rod and rained blows on the old man until he whimpered and begged him to stop and promised to give him great riches. The boy pulled out the ax and let the old man go. Whereupon the old man led him back to the castle and there in a cellar showed him three chests full of gold. “One part is for the poor,” he said, “one part is for the king, and the third is for you.” At that the clock struck twelve, the ghost disappeared, and the boy was standing in the dark. “Never mind,” he said, “I’ll find my way out.” He groped until he found his room, and then he went to sleep beside his fire. In the morning the king came in and said: “This time I bet you’ve learned what the shivers are.” “No,” he replied. “What can they be? My dead cousin was here, and then an old man with a beard turned up; he showed me a lot of money down in the cellar, but nobody told me what the shivers are.” Then the king said: “You’ve set the castle free and you shall marry my daughter.” “That’s all very well and good,” he replied, “but I still don’t know what the shivers are.”

The gold was brought up and the wedding was celebrated, but much as the young king loved his wife and happy as he was, he kept saying: “If I could only get the shivers. If I could only get the shivers.” In the end it got on her nerves. “Never mind,” said her lady’s maid. “Leave it to me. I’ll give him the shivers.” She went out to the brook that ran through the garden and had them bring her a whole pail full of minnows. That night when the young king was sleeping, his wife pulled off the blanket and emptied the pail full of cold water and minnows on top of him. The little fishes flipped and wriggled all over him. He woke up and cried out: “Oh, dear wife, I’m shivering, I’m shivering! Now at last I know what the shivers are!”


5
The Wolf and the Seven Young Kids

ONCE THERE WAS a goat who had seven young kids, and she loved them as a mother loves her children. One day she thought she’d go to the forest for food, so she gathered all seven around her and said: “Dear children, I’m going to the forest. Watch out for the wolf, for if he gets in, he’ll gobble you up, bones and all. The scoundrel often disguises himself, but you’ll recognize him by his gruff voice and his black feet.” The kids said: “Dear mother, we’ll be careful. You needn’t worry about leaving us.” The mother bleated and started off with an easy mind.

It wasn’t long before someone knocked at the door and called out: “Open up, dear children, your mother is here, and she’s brought something for each one of you.” But the kids recognized the wolf by his gruff voice. “We won’t open,” they cried. “You’re not our mother. She has a lovely, delicate voice, and your voice is gruff. You’re the wolf.” Then the wolf went to the store and bought a big piece of chalk. He ate the chalk and it made his voice smooth. Then he went back, knocked at the door, and called out: “Open up, dear children. Your mother is here and she’s brought something for each one of you.” But the wolf had put his black paw on the window ledge. The kids saw it and cried: “We won’t open. Our mother hasn’t got black feet like you; you’re the wolf.” Then the wolf went to the baker and said: “I’ve bruised my foot; coat it with dough.” After the baker had coated his paw with dough, he went to the miller and said: “Sprinkle white flour on my paw.” The miller thought: “The wolf wants to trick somebody,” and refused. But the wolf said: “If you won’t do it, I’ll eat you up.” Then the miller was afraid and made his paw white. Yes, that’s the way people are.

The villain went to the door for the third time, knocked, and said: “Open up, children, your dear mother has come home, and she’s brought something for each one of you from the forest.” The kids cried out: “First show us your paw; then we’ll see if you’re our dear mother.” He put his paw on the window ledge, and when they saw it was white, they thought he’d been telling the truth and opened the door. But who should come in but the wolf. They were scared to death and tried to hide. One jumped under the table, the second into the bed, the third into the stove, the fourth into the kitchen, the fifth into the cupboard, the sixth under the washbasin, the seventh into the grandfather clock. But the wolf found them all and made short shrift of them; one after another, he gobbled them up. The only one he didn’t find was the youngest in the clock. When the wolf had satisfied his greed, he waddled away, lay down under a tree on the green meadow outside, and fell asleep.

A little later the goat came home from the woods. Oh, what a sight met her eyes! The door was wide open. Table, chairs, and benches were overturned, the washbasin was smashed to pieces, blanket and pillows had been torn off the bed. She looked for her children, but they were nowhere to be found. She called them by their names, one after another, but no one answered. Finally, when she got to the youngest, a thin voice cried out: “Mother dear, I’m in the clock.” She brought him out and he told her how the wolf had come and gobbled up all the others. You can imagine how she wept over her poor children.

Finally, still weeping and wailing, she went out, and the youngest kid went with her. When they came to the meadow, the wolf was lying there under the tree, snoring so hard the branches trembled. She looked at him from all sides, and saw that something was jumping and wriggling in his full belly. “Gracious,” she thought, “could my poor children that he gobbled up for his supper still be alive?” She sent the kid running home for scissors, needle and thread. Then she cut the monster’s belly open, and no sooner had she made the first cut than a kid stuck his head out, and as she went on cutting all six jumped out, one after the other. They were all alive and hadn’t even been hurt, because in his greed the monster had swallowed them whole. How happy they all were! They snuggled up to their mother and each hopped about like a tailor at his wedding. Then the mother goat said: “Now go find me some stones; we’ll fill this godless beast’s belly with them while he’s still asleep.” So the kids picked up stones as fast as they could and stuffed them into the wolf’s belly until it was full. Then the mother goat sewed him up so deftly that he didn’t notice a thing and didn’t even move.

When the wolf finally had his sleep out, he stood up. The stones made him very thirsty, so he thought he’d go to the well and drink. But when he started to walk and to move from side to side, the stones clattered and rattled in his belly. He cried out:


“What’s rumbling and bumbling
Around in my belly?
I thought it was six little kids,
But it’s only a lot of stones.”



And when he came to the well and bent over the water to drink, the heavy stones pulled him in and he drowned. When the seven kids saw that, they came running and cried aloud: “The wolf is dead! The wolf is dead!” And they and their mother went dancing round and round the well for joy.


6
Faithful Johannes

ONCE THERE WAS an old king who fell sick and thought: “Most likely I am lying on my deathbed.” And he said: “Send me Faithful Johannes.” Faithful Johannes was his favorite servant, so called because he had always been so faithful. When he came to the bedside, the king said: “Dear, faithful Johannes, I feel that my end is near. Only one thing weighs on my mind: my son is still at an age when he doesn’t know what’s best for him. I won’t be able to close my eyes in peace unless you promise to teach him everything he needs to know and to be a foster father to him.” Faithful Johannes replied: “I’ll never desert him; I’ll serve him faithfully, even at the cost of my life.” The old king said: “Now my mind is at rest and I can die in peace.” And he went on: “After my death you must show him the whole palace, every room and hall and vault and all the treasures in them. But you mustn’t show him the last room on the long corridor, where the portrait of the Princess of the Golden Roof is hidden. If he sees that portrait, he will be overcome with love for her. He will fall into a faint and later on he will face great perils for her sake; you must protect him from that.” When Faithful Johannes had given the king his hand and repeated his promise, the king fell silent, laid his head on his pillow, and died.

After the old king was buried, Faithful Johannes told the young king what he had promised his father on his deathbed and said: “That promise I will keep. I will be faithful to you as I was to him, though it cost me my life.” When the days of mourning had passed, Faithful Johannes said to the young king: “Now it is time for you to see your patrimony. The palace is yours now, and I will show it to you.” Whereupon he led him all over, upstairs and down, and showed him all the treasures and magnificent rooms. The one door he did not open was the door to the room where the dangerous portrait was hidden. The portrait was placed in such a way that it was the first thing you saw when the door opened, and it was so wonderfully wrought that you couldn’t help thinking it lived and breathed, and that nothing in the world could be more gracious and beautiful. Of course the young king noticed that Faithful Johannes always passed one door by, and he said: “Why don’t you ever open that door?” “There’s something inside that would frighten you,” he answered. The king said: “I’ve seen the whole palace, and now I want to know what’s in that room.” He went to the door and tried to open it by force, but Faithful Johannes held him back, saying: “I promised your father on his deathbed that I wouldn’t let you see what’s in that room. It could bring dire misfortune both to you and to me.” “I don’t believe it,” said the young king. “And if I don’t go in, I’m sure it will be the end of me. Day and night I shall have no peace until I’ve seen it. And now I mean to stand here until you open that door.”

Faithful Johannes saw there was no help for it. His heart was heavy, and he sighed mournfully as he took the key from the big bunch. He opened the door and went in first, thinking he would cover the portrait with his body so the king wouldn’t see it. Much good it did him! The king stood up on tiptoes and looked over his shoulder. When he saw the portrait of the maiden, so beautiful and so resplendent with gold and jewels, he fell to the ground in a faint. Faithful Johannes lifted him up and carried him to his bed. “Now it has happened. Good God, what will be the end of it?” Then he restored the young king with wine and soon he was himself again. The first words he spoke were: “Ah, what a beautiful portrait! Who is it?” “It’s the Princess of the Golden Roof,” said Faithful Johannes. And the king said: “My love for her is so great that if all the leaves on the trees were tongues they couldn’t describe it. I’ll stake my life to win her. You are my dear, faithful Johannes, you must help me.”

For a long while the faithful servant pondered: how should they go about it? For even to approach the princess was no easy matter. When at last he had thought of a way, he said to the king: “All her chairs, tables, bowls, cups, and dishes, everything she keeps around her, is gold. There are five casks of gold in your treasure house. Have the goldsmiths of the kingdom work one of them into all manner of vessels and implements, into birds, beasts, and miraculous creatures. Such things will please her. We shall sail to her country and try our luck with them.” The king sent for all the goldsmiths and they had to work day and night until at last the marvelous things were ready. When they had all been loaded on board a ship, Faithful Johannes dressed up as a merchant, and the king had to do likewise, so as to make himself unrecognizable. Then they put out to sea and sailed until they reached the city where the Princess of the Golden Roof lived.

Faithful Johannes told the king to stay on board and wait for him. “Maybe I’ll bring the princess back with me,” he said. “So take care to put everything in order. Have them set out the golden vessels and adorn the whole ship with them.” Then he gathered all manner of golden things into his apron and went straight to the royal palace. When he entered the courtyard, a beautiful girl was standing by the well; she had two golden buckets and she was drawing water. As she turned and made ready to carry the glittering water away, she saw the stranger and asked him who he was. “I’m a merchant,” he replied. And he opened his apron and let her look. “My, what beautiful things!” She put down her buckets, examined them one by one, and said: “The princess must see them; she’s so fond of gold work I’m sure she’ll buy them all.” She took him by the hand and led him into the palace, for she was the princess’s maid-in-waiting. When the princess saw the things, she was delighted and said: “They’re so beautifully made; I’d like to buy them all.” But faithful Johannes said: “I’m only the servant of a rich merchant: what I have here is nothing to what my master has on his ship. Nothing more artful and charming has ever been made of gold.” She wanted him to have it all brought to her, but he said: “There’s so much it would take days to move it, and there aren’t enough rooms in your palace to show it in.” Her curiosity and eagerness grew so great that she finally said: “Take me to the ship; I’ll go there myself to see your master’s treasures.”

Faithful Johannes led her to the ship. He was very happy. When the king caught sight of her, he saw that she was even more beautiful than her portrait, and he thought his heart would burst. She went aboard and the king led her inside the ship; but Faithful Johannes remained on deck and told the helmsman to cast off. “Unfurl the sails, make the ship fly like a bird in the air.” Meanwhile the king showed her the golden vessels one by one, the bowls and cups and dishes, the birds and beasts and fantastic animals. Hours passed while she was looking at them from all sides, and in her joy she didn’t notice that the ship was moving. After examining the last piece, she thanked the merchant and decided to go home, but when she stepped out on deck she saw that the ship was far from shore, speeding over the high seas with all sails unfurled. “Oh,” she cried in horror. “I’ve been deceived and carried away. I’ve fallen into the hands of a merchant. I’d sooner die!” But the king took her by the hand and said: “I’m not a merchant; I’m a king, every bit as well born as you. If I’ve carried you off by treachery, it’s because I was overpowered by love. When first I saw your portrait, I fell to the ground in a faint.” At that the Princess of the Golden Roof was comforted; her heart spoke in his favor and she gladly consented to become his wife.

But while they were on the high seas it so happened that Faithful Johannes, who was sitting in the bow of the ship playing a tune, saw three ravens come flying through the air. He stopped playing and listened to their conversation, for he knew their language. One of them cried out: “Look, he’s taking the Princess of the Golden Roof home with him.” “So he is,” said the second, “but he hasn’t got her yet.” “What do you mean he hasn’t got her?” cried the third. “He’s got her right here in his ship.” The first spoke again and said: “A lot of good that will do him! When they go ashore, a chestnut horse will come running toward him. He’ll want to jump on its back, and if he does, it will fly away with him and he’ll never see his princess again.” The second spoke: “Is there no way of saving him?” “Oh yes, if someone else jumps on quickly, grabs the pistol that’s sure to be in the saddle holster, and shoots the horse dead. Then the young king will be saved. But who knows that? And if anyone knows and tells him, he’ll be turned to stone from the tips of his toes to his knees.” Then the second raven said: “I know still more. Even if the horse is killed, the young king won’t be able to keep his bride. When they reach the palace together, he will see a bridal robe laid out in a basin; it will seem to be woven of gold and silver, but it will really be made of sulfur and pitch, and if he puts it on, it will burn him to the marrow.” The third asked: “Is there no way of saving him?” “Oh yes,” said the second. “If someone picks up the robe with gloves and throws it in the fire and burns it up, then the king will be saved. But what’s the good of that! If anyone knows and tells him, half his body will be turned to stone, from his knees to his heart.” Then the third said: “I know still more. Even if the bridal robe is burned, the young king won’t keep his bride. After the wedding there will be a ball. While the young queen is dancing, she will suddenly turn pale and fall down as though dead. Unless someone lifts her up and sucks three drops of blood from her right breast and spits them out, she will die. But if someone knows it and tells, his whole body from the top of his head to the tips of his toes will turn to stone.” When the ravens had said all that, they flew away. Faithful Johannes had understood every word. From that time on, he was silent and sad, because if he didn’t tell his master what he had heard, his master would come to grief, and if he did tell him, he would be forfeiting his own life. In the end he said to himself: “I will save my master, even if I have to die for it.”

When they went ashore, it so happened that what the ravens had predicted came true. A magnificent chestnut horse came galloping toward the king. “Look!” cried the king. “This horse shall carry me to my palace.” He was about to mount the horse, but Faithful Johannes was too quick for him; he swung himself into the saddle, drew the pistol from the holster, and shot the horse dead. The king’s other servants, who bore Faithful Johannes no love, cried out: “What a shame to kill that beautiful beast, which was going to carry the king to his palace!” But the king said: “Be still and let him go. He is my dear, faithful Johannes. Who knows what good may come of it?” When they went into the palace, there was a basin in the hall, and in it lay the bridal robe, looking as if it were made of gold and silver. The young king went over and was going to take hold of it, but Faithful Johannes pushed him away, picked it up with gloves, hurried to the fire and burned it. Again the other servants began to grumble, saying: “What do you think of that? Now he’s gone and burned the king’s bridal robe.” But the young king said: “Who knows what good may come of it? Leave him alone, he’s my dear, faithful Johannes.” The king and the princess were married. The dancing began and the bride joined in. Faithful Johannes was watchful and kept looking at her face. Suddenly she turned pale and fell to the floor as though dead. He leaped to the spot, picked her up, and carried her to the bedchamber. As she lay on the bed, he knelt down, sucked the three drops of blood from her right breast and spat them out. Before you knew it, she began to breathe and come to herself. But the young king had seen what had happened and he was angry, because he didn’t know why Faithful Johannes had done it. “Throw him into prison!” he cried. The next morning Faithful Johannes was condemned to death and taken to the gallows. As he stood there on the scaffold, he said: “Every condemned man is allowed to speak up before he dies. Shall I too be granted that right?” “Yes,” said the king. “It is granted.” Then Faithful Johannes said: “I have been condemned unjustly. I have always been faithful to you.” And he told the story: how he had heard the conversation of the ravens on the high seas and had had to do all those things to save his master. At that the king cried: “Oh, my dear, faithful Johannes, forgive me! Forgive me! Bring him down.” But no sooner had Faithful Johannes said his last word than he fell lifeless and turned to stone.

The king and the queen were very sad, and the king said: “Alas, how faithful he was and how ill I rewarded him!” And he gave orders that the stone statue should be carried to his bedchamber and placed beside his bed. Every time he looked at it he wept and said: “Oh, if only I could bring you back to life, my dear, faithful Johannes.” Time passed, and the queen gave birth to twin sons, who throve and were a great joy to her. Once when the queen was at church and the two children were playing with their father, he looked at the stone statue and his heart was full of grief. He sighed and cried out: “Oh, if only I could bring you back to life, my dear, faithful Johannes!” The stone began to speak and said: “You can bring me back to life, but you must sacrifice what you love most in all the world.” The king cried out: “For you I will give everything I have.” The stone spoke again: “If with your own hand you cut both your children’s heads off and daub me with their blood, I shall come back to life.” The king was horrified when he heard that he would have to kill his beloved children, but remembering how Faithful Johannes had been and how he had died for him, he drew his sword and cut the children’s heads off with his own hand. When he had daubed the stone with blood, it came back to life and Faithful Johannes stood before him, hale and hearty. He said to the king: “Your fidelity shall not go unrewarded.” He took the children’s heads, set them in place, and daubed the wounds with their blood. In an instant they were whole again, jumping about and playing as though nothing had happened to them. The king was overjoyed. When he saw the queen coming, he hid Faithful Johannes and the two children in a big cupboard. As she entered the room, he said to her: “Did you pray when you were in church?” “Yes,” she said, “but I kept thinking of Faithful Johannes and the terrible misfortune that came to him on our account.” He replied: “Dear wife, we can bring him back to life, but it will cost us our two sons; we shall have to sacrifice them.” The queen grew pale and horror gripped her heart, but she said: “We owe it to him for being so faithful.” Delighted to hear that she felt the same as he had, he went and opened the cupboard. Out stepped the children and Faithful Johannes, and the king said: “God be praised, he is saved, and we have our sons again too.” And he told her how it had all come about. After that they lived happily to the end of their lives.


7
A Good Stroke of Business

A PEASANT TOOK HIS cow to market and sold it for seven talers. On the way home he had to pass a pond, and before he even got near it he heard the frogs croaking: “Ek, ek, ek, ek.” “Bless me,” he said to himself. “They don’t know what they’re talking about. It was seven talers I made, not eight.” When he got to the water, he called out to them: “What stupid animals you are! Don’t you know any better than that? It was seven talers, not eight.” But the frogs stuck to their “ek, ek, ek, ek.” “If you won’t believe me,” he said, “I can count them out for you.” He took the money from his pocket and counted out the seven talers, twenty-four groschen to each one. But the frogs paid no attention to his reckoning and went right on with their “ek, ek, ek, ek.” Now the peasant was really angry. “All right,” he cried. “If you think you’re so smart, count them yourself,” and with that he threw all his money into the water. Then he stood still and waited, for he thought that when they finished counting his money they’d bring it back. But the frogs were stubborn; they kept on croaking “ek, ek, ek, ek” and they didn’t return his money either. He waited a long while, until night began to fall and he had to go home. Then he gave the frogs a good piece of his mind: “You splashing, bug-eyed blockheads!” he cried. “Big-mouths, that’s what you are. You can shout until my ears ache, but you can’t count seven talers. Do you expect me to wait here all night?” So he went away, but the frogs kept croaking “ek, ek, ek, ek” after him, and he was in a very bad humor when he got home.

After a while he bought another cow and butchered it. He figured that if he got a good price for the meat he’d be making as much as the two cows were worth and still have the hide left over. When he got to town with the meat, a pack of dogs were gathered outside the gate, with a big greyhound in the lead who danced around the meat, sniffing and barking: “Arf, arf, arf, arf.” When he wouldn’t stop, the peasant said to him: “I understand. You’re saying ‘half, half,’ because you want half the meat, but where would I be if I gave it to you?” The dog’s only reply was “arf, arf.” “Will you promise not to eat it up, and can you vouch for your friends here?” “Arf, arf,” said the dog. “Well, all right, since you insist, I’ll let you have all of it. I know you and I know who you work for, but let me tell you this: I want my money within three days or you’ll hear from me. Just bring it out to my place.” With that he unloaded the meat and turned back. The dogs pounced on it and barked: “Arf, arf.” The peasant heard them from far off and said to himself: “Would you listen to that! Now they all want half. But the big one will have to answer to me.”

When the third day came, the peasant thought: “Tonight I’ll have my money.” He was as happy as could be. But no one came and no one brought him any money. “There’s no relying on anyone these days,” he said. In the end he lost patience, went to town and asked the butcher for his money. The butcher thought he was joking, but the peasant said: “Why would I be joking? I want my money. Didn’t your big dog deliver the meat three days ago from the cow I’d just killed?” That made the butcher angry; he picked up a broomstick and chased him away. “Just wait,” said the peasant. “There’s still some justice left in the world.” So he went to the royal palace and asked for an audience. They took him to the king, who was sitting there with his daughter, and the king asked him what his trouble was. “Trouble enough,” he said. “The frogs and the dogs have robbed me, and the butcher has paid me with a stick.” Then he told the king at great length what had happened. The king’s daughter laughed loudly, and the king said: “I can’t say you’re in the right, but you shall marry my daughter. Never in all her life has she laughed like this, and I’ve promised her hand to the man who could make her laugh. You can thank God for your good fortune.” “Never mind,” said the peasant, “I don’t want her. I’ve only got one wife, and even that’s too many for me. Whenever I come home, it’s as if there were one standing in every corner.” At that the king grew angry and said: “You’re nothing but an unmannerly lout.” “Oh, Your Majesty,” said the peasant, “what can you expect from a pig but pork?” “Look,” said the king. “You shall have another reward. Go now, but come back in three days and you shall have five hundred.”

When the peasant came out of the palace, the sentry said: “You made the king’s daughter laugh. I’ll bet you’ve been nicely rewarded.” “I should say so,” said the peasant. “I’m getting five hundred.” “Then share it with me,” said the soldier; “What can you do with all that money?” “Because it’s you,” said the peasant, “I’ll let you have two hundred. Go to the king in three days, and they’ll count it out for you.” A Jew was standing nearby and heard the conversation. He ran after the peasant, grabbed him by the coattails, and said: “God’s wonders, what a lucky man you are! Let me change it for you; I’ll give it to you in small coins. What would you do with hard talers?” “All right,” said the peasant. “You can have three hundred. Give them to me in coins right now. Go see the king in three days and you’ll be repaid.” The Jew was delighted with the profit he was making and paid out the sum in bad groschen, three of which are worth as much as two good ones. When the three days had passed, the peasant went to the king as the king had ordered. “Take off his coat,” said the king. “He shall have his five hundred.” “Oh no!” said the peasant, “they don’t belong to me any more. I’ve given the sentry two hundred, and the Jew changed three hundred for me. I’ve got nothing coming to me at all.” Just then the soldier and the Jew came in. They demanded what they had got out of the peasant, and both were given their just measure of lashes. The soldier bore it bravely, he’d been whipped before, but the Jew cried pitifully: “Oh oh oh! Are these my hard talers?” The king couldn’t help laughing at what the peasant had done. His anger had boiled down and he said: “You lost your reward before you even got it, so I’ll make it up to you. Go to my treasure room and take as much money as you please.” The peasant didn’t wait to be asked twice. He stuffed his big pockets with as much as they would hold. Then he went to the tavern and counted his money. The Jew, who had crept in after him, heard him muttering to himself: “That rascally king has put one over on me. Why didn’t he give me the money himself? Then I’d know how much I’ve got. How can I know if it’s right when I picked it up without looking?” “God help us,” said the Jew to himself. “This man’s speaking disrespectfully of our king. I’ll go and denounce him. I’ll get a reward and, better still, he’ll be punished.” When the king heard what the peasant had said, he flew into a rage and told the Jew to go and bring the offender. The Jew ran to the peasant. “You must come to the king this minute.” “Don’t tell me,” said the peasant. “I know what’s right. First I’m going to have a new coat made. Do you think a man with so much money in his pockets can go to the king in a ragged old coat like this?” The Jew saw that the peasant wouldn’t budge without a new coat and he was afraid that if the king’s anger had time to blow over he would lose his reward and the peasant his punishment. So he said: “I’ll lend you a fine coat for a little while just to do you a good turn. What won’t a man do out of kindness!” The peasant accepted, put on the Jew’s coat and went to the king. The king reproached the peasant for the wicked words the Jew had reported. “Nonsense,” said the peasant. “Anything a Jew says is a lie; you’ll never hear a word of truth coming out of his mouth. Why, I wouldn’t put it past him to claim that I’m wearing his coat.” “What’s this!” cried the Jew. “You say it’s not my coat? Didn’t I lend it to you to do you a good turn, so you could come and see the king?” When the king heard that, he said: “This Jew must have deceived somebody, either me or the peasant,” and had the peasant paid a little more in hard talers. The peasant went home in the good coat, with the good money in his pocket, and said: “I got it right this time.”
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