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INTRODUCTION

WHAT are the best fairy stories? Are they not those which
have lived most vividly in active minds? The ripeness of after life
works its changes; but we are not dealing with literary judgments
— rather with the choice of childhood which fortunately lingers
in memory, whatever store of wisdom may come in later years.
There is here no question of the new or unusual. On the contrary,
it is the ideas or visions handed down for generations or centuries
and set in final form that remain with us as types of fancy
or wisdom. Of these there are so many that a selection is
essential. No one book can be a complete treasure-house of all
the imagination, humor, and sentiment of the fairy tale. But it
has been possible to obtain a representative judgment for this
volume which we believe to be of peculiar worth.



This book gives us the favorite fairy tales of men and women
who have gained eminence in American life. It is a book,
therefore, based upon an original plan, which stands by itself.
Any collection formed by one person must reflect personal
preferences. It must have obvious limitations, however excellent
— as in the case of Miss Mulock or Laboulaye — the choice of
the single editor may be. But to a large extent such a collection
as this represents that consensus of opinion which invests a given
work with the rank of a classic. The desire of the publishers
has been to determine the youthful preferences of those whose
opinions carry weight and to present their selections among
the wealth of fairy tales which the world cherishes from one
generation to another. Such a thing as a collection of all good
fairy tales would be unthinkably cumbersome. We need guidance
and selection. For the expressions of personal choice afforded
in the interests of this book, the publishers desire to offer their
grateful acknowledgments.

It has happened naturally that more than one vote has been
cast for the same story. For example, the president of Yale, in
his selection of “Jack the Giant-killer,” had the companionship
of the president of Columbia and of the editor of Harper’s
Magazine, who are really represented, therefore, by a second
choice. The three stories preferred by the chairman of the
Wisconsin Free Library Commission had all been preferred by
others.

But “Cinderella” is evidently quite the equal of “Jack the



Giant-killer” in the affections of readers, and the choice of this
well-loved tale has been accompanied by some charming letters
from which it is impossible not to quote.

Thus the Hon. John Bigelow writes: “Perrault’s story of
Cinderella made the deepest impression upon me. It is the only
one from which I can now remember to have received a distinct
and permanent ethical impression.”

“I am not really conscious of any special preference for one
fairy story over another,” wrote Professor Lounsbury, “but as
somebody, it seems to me, ought to stand up for sentiment, I am
going to vote for ‘Cinderella.’ I hesitated a moment about “The
Sleeping Beauty,” but I leave that for one younger.”

In a letter rich in personal quality, the Hon. Grover Cleveland
wrote: “My youthful days are so far away, and fairy stories had so
little to do with their enjoyment, that I do not feel that I ought to
venture an opinion on such an important subject as that to which
you refer. For want of a better thing to do, I have submitted the
question to my children, and so far as I am able to determine,
the canvass of their votes 1s in favor of ‘Cinderella.’ It is only fair
to say that two of the three to whom the question was submitted
are little girls.”

Another glimpse of domestic sympathy comes in the choice of
the Hon. William J. Bryan, editor and author, as well as publicist,
who says: “My wife assures me that I shall make no mistake if I
commend the tales of Hans Christian Andersen, notably that of
‘The Ugly Duckling.””



It is a change from public life to the world of letters to find Dr.
Van Dyke and Dr. Mabie in agreement with Dr. Shailer Mathews
regarding the rank of “The Sleeping Beauty in the Wood.” But it
is not to this that Dr. Van Dyke gives precedence. “If my memory
serves me right,” he says, “the first fairy story which made a
strong impression on my mind in boyhood was that of ‘Aladdin
and His Wonderful Lamp.” Next after that in time, and, I think,
a little beyond it in interest, came the story of the ‘Seven Wild
Swans,” and next to that the story of ‘“The Sleeping Beauty.”

As to “Hop 0 My Thumb” we may be pardoned for quoting
the close of a singularly delightful letter from Mr. Henry James,
who says: “It is the vague memory of this sense of him, as some
small, precious object, like a lost gem or a rare and beautiful
insect on which one might inadvertently tread, or might find
under the sofa or behind the window-cushion, that leads me to
think of ‘Hop 0’ My Thumb’ as my earliest and sweetest and most
repeated cupful at the fount of fiction.”

Quite literally a world removed from this was the answer of
the modest Japanese conqueror, General Kuroki, who laughed
at first and disclaimed Japan’s possession of fairy tales as we
understand them. “I always tried to forget fairy tales,” he said;
“but of nursery stories I think the most popular and the most
widely known in Japan is the story of Momotaro.” But this tale of
the “son of a peach,” which relates the conquest of a stronghold
of devils, and the rescue of two daughters of daimios does not
come within the scope of this volume.



A broader choice than those which have been quoted is
afforded by Mrs. Elizabeth Stuart Phelps Ward, who writes: “As
achild I was a great reader and lover (and a small creator) of fairy
tales. But of them all the only ones which come readily to my
mind are Hans Christian Andersen’s.” Equally comprehensive is
the answer of Mrs. Georgia A. Kendrick, the lady principal of
Vassar College: “Grimm’s tales stand to me for the best of that
kind of lore.”

An even more catholic liking breathes in the answer of
President Woodrow Wilson, who declares: “The truth is that I
was so voracious of fairy tales when I was a small boy, that I
loved them all almost equally well, and cannot now say that I had
any favorite. All was grist that came to my mill. I am very much
interested in the undertaking, and wish it all success.”

In some cases, much to the regret of the publishers, it
has not been possible to include a choice. Thus Dr. John S.
Billings, librarian of the New York Public Library, tells us that
the story which made the most impression upon him was the
“Nibelungenlied” as presented by Carlyle in the Westminster
Review for July, 1831, of which an odd number came in his way
when he was a boy. “I did not understand one quarter of it,” Dr.
Billings writes, “but what I did impressed me greatly. If T had
to select from Perrault’s fairy tales, I should probably agree with
Dr. Hadley” — another tribute to the perennial charm of “Jack
the Giant-killer.”

The interest of these personal literary experiences justify a



quotation from Dr. E. G. Cooley, superintendent of the Chicago
schools: “I was pretty well grown,” he writes, “before any of
this literature reached me. My people were not believers in
fairy stories, and circumstances did not put them in my way.
My boyhood hero was Eumenes, as described in the second
volume of Rollin’s Ancient History.” Unfortunately the scope of
the present volume has not permitted the inclusion of Carlyle’s
version of the “Nibelungenlied” or of Rollin’s tale of Eumenes,
or of the old ballad of “The Children in the Wood,” which was
the choice of Dr. W. H. Maxwell, City Superintendent of Schools
in New York.

While the reply of that sincere nature-lover, John Burroughs,
represents a gospel of negation, yet there is a vivid suggestiveness
in the later interest of the man — one whose sympathies and
perception have remained fresh and wholly sincere. “The truth
is,” he writes, “I knew no fairy stories in my youth. That kind of
literature did not come within my reach. Our school library held
no novels or fairy books. An old woman who visited our house
used to tell us youngsters the story of ‘Jack and the Bean-stalk,’
and ‘Jack the Giant-killer,” ‘Bluebeard,” etc. When I had a boy
of my own, I used to read Hans Christian Andersen to him, and
get quite as much interested as he did. I do not recall that I ever
read any fairy tales before Andersen’s, and did not read these till
past middle life.”

It may be said again that while this book lays no claim
to comprehensiveness, we believe that its personal guidance



represents a high value which is fitly reinforced by the distinctive
imagination of Mr. Peter Newell. In the light of his quaint fancy,
unexpected humor, and sympathetic insight, these classic tales
reveal a new store of riches, and are clothed with a charm which
even those of us who love them had not foreseen.

In the majority of cases these stories reproduce the excellent
versions given in Miss Mulock’s Fairy Book (Harper & Brothers).
But the publishers desire to acknowledge the courtesy of Messrs.
Longmans, Green & Co., for their permission to reproduce the
admirable versions of “Aladdin,” the “Forty Thieves,” and the
“Story of the Three Bears” from their Blue and Green Fairy
Books, edited by Mr. Andrew Lang. The “Second Voyage of
Sindbad the Sailor” is from the series edited by Mr. W. T. Stead,
entitled, Books for the Bairns.



JACK THE GIANT-KILLER

IN the reign of the famous King Arthur, there lived, near the
Land’s End of England, in the county of Cornwall, a worthy
farmer who had an only son named Jack. Jack was a boy of a
bold temper; he took pleasure in hearing or reading stories of
wizards, conjurors, giants, and fairies, and used to listen eagerly
while his father talked of the great deeds of the brave knights of
King Arthur’s Round Table. When Jack was sent to take care of
the sheep and oxen in the fields, he used to to amuse himself with
planning battles, sieges, and the means to conquer or surprise a
foe. He was above the common sports of children, but hardly any
one could equal him at wrestling; or, if he met with a match for
himself in strength, his skill and address always made him the
victor.

In those days there lived on St. Michael’s Mount, of Cornwall,
which rises out of the sea at some distance from the main-land, a
huge giant. He was eighteen feet high and three yards round, and
his fierce and savage looks were the terror of all his neighbors.
He dwelt in a gloomy cavern on the very top of the mountain,
and used to wade over to the main-land in search of his prey.
When he came near, the people left their houses; and after he
had glutted his appetite upon their cattle he would throw half a
dozen oxen upon his back, and tie three times as many sheep and
hogs round his waist, and so march back to his own abode.



The giant had done this for many years, and the coast of
Cornwall was greatly hurt by his thefts, when Jack boldly
resolved to destroy him. He therefore took a horn, a shovel, a
pickaxe, and a dark lantern, and early in a long winter’s evening
he swam to the Mount. There he fell to work at once, and
before morning he had dug a pit twenty-two feet deep and almost
as many broad. He covered it over with sticks and straw, and
strewed some of the earth over them, to make it look just like
solid ground. He then put his horn to his mouth, and blew such
a loud and long tantivy that the giant awoke and came towards
Jack, roaring like thunder: “You saucy villain, you shall pay
dearly for breaking my rest; I will broil you for my breakfast.” He
had scarcely spoken these words when he came advancing one
step farther; but then he tumbled headlong into the pit, and his
fall shook the very mountain.

“Oho, Mr. Giant!” said Jack, looking into the pit, “have you
found your way so soon to the bottom? How is your appetite
now? Will nothing serve you for breakfast this cold morning but
broiling poor Jack?”

The giant now tried to rise, but Jack struck him a blow on the
crown of the head with his pickaxe, which killed him at once.
Jack then made haste back to rejoice his friends with the news
of the giant’s death. When the justices of Cornwall heard of this
valiant action, they sent for Jack, and declared that he should
always be called Jack the Giant-killer; and they also gave him a
sword and belt, upon which was written, in letters of gold:



“This is the valiant Cornishman
Who slew the giant Cormoran.”

The news of Jack’s exploits soon spread over the western parts
of England; and another giant, called Old Blunderbore, vowed to
have revenge on Jack if it should ever be his fortune to get him
into his power. The giant kept an enchanted castle in the midst of
a lonely wood. About four months after the death of Cormoran,
as Jack was taking a journey into Wales, he passed through this
wood, and as he was very weary he sat down to rest by the side
of a pleasant fountain, and there he fell into a deep sleep. The
giant came to the fountain for water just at this time and found
Jack there; and as the lines on Jack’s belt showed who he was,
the giant lifted him up and laid him gently upon his shoulder to
carry him to his castle; but as he passed through the thicket the
rustling of the leaves waked Jack, and he was sadly afraid when
he found himself in the clutches of Blunderbore.

Yet this was nothing to his fright soon after; for when they
reached the castle he beheld the floor covered all over with the
skulls and bones of men and women. The giant took him into a
large room, where lay the hearts and limbs of persons who had
been lately killed; and he told Jack, with a horrid grin, that men’s
hearts, eaten with pepper and vinegar, were his nicest food, and,
also, that he thought he should make a dainty meal on his heart.
When he had said this he locked Jack up in that room, while he



went to fetch another giant, who lived in the same wood, to enjoy
a dinner off Jack’s flesh with him. While he was away, Jack heard
dreadful shrieks, groans, and cries from many parts of the castle;
and soon after he heard a mournful voice repeat these lines:

“Haste, valiant stranger, haste away,
Lest you become the giant’s prey.
On his return he’ll bring another,
Still more savage than his brother;

A horrid, cruel monster who,

Before he kills, will torture you.

Oh, valiant stranger! haste away,

Or you’ll become these giants’ prey.”

This warning was so shocking to poor Jack that he was ready
to go mad. He ran to the window and saw the two giants coming
along arm in arm. This window was right over the gates of the
castle. “Now,” thought Jack, “either my death or freedom is at
hand.”

There were two strong cords in the room. Jack made a large
noose with a slip-knot at the ends of both these, and, as the giants
were coming through the gates, he threw the ropes over their
heads. He then made the other ends fast to a beam in the ceiling,
and pulled with all his might, till he had almost strangled them.
When he saw that they were both black in the face, and had not
the least strength left, he drew his sword and slid down the ropes;
he then killed the giants, and thus saved himself from a cruel



death. Jack next took a great bunch of keys from the pocket of
Blunderbore, and went into the castle again. He made a strict
search through all the rooms, and in them found three ladies tied
up by the hair of their heads, and almost starved to death. They
told him that their husbands had been killed by the giants, who
had then condemned them to be starved to death, because they
would not eat the flesh of their own dead husbands.

“Ladies,” said Jack, “I have put an end to the monster and his
wicked brother; and 1 give you this castle and all the riches it
contains, to make you some amends for the dreadful pains you
have felt.” He then very politely gave them the keys of the castle,
and went farther on his journey to Wales.

As Jack had not taken any of the giant’s riches for himself, and
had very little money of his own, he thought it best to travel as fast
as he could. At length he lost his way, and when night came on
he was in a lonely valley between two lofty mountains. There he
walked about for some hours, without seeing any dwelling-place,
so he thought himself very lucky at last in finding a large and
handsome house. He went up to it boldly, and knocked loudly at
the gate; when, to his great terror and surprise, there came forth a
monstrous giant with two heads. He spoke to Jack very civilly, for
he was a Welsh giant, and all the mischief he did was by private
and secret malice, under the show of friendship and kindness.

Jack told him that he was a traveller who had lost his way, on
which the huge monster made him welcome, and led him into
a room where there was a good bed in which to pass the night.



Jack took off his clothes quickly; but though he was so weary he
could not go to sleep. Soon after this he heard the giant walking
backward and forward in the next room, and saying to himself:

“Though here you lodge with me this night,
You shall not see the morning light;
My club shall dash your brains out quite.”

“Say you so?” thought Jack. “Are these your tricks upon
travellers? But I hope to prove as cunning as you.” Then, getting
out of bed, he groped about the room, and at last found a large,
thick billet of wood; he laid it in his own place in the bed, and
hid himself in a dark corner of the room. In the middle of the
night the giant came with his great club, and struck many heavy
blows on the bed, in the very place where Jack had laid the billet,
and then he went back to his own room, thinking he had broken
all his bones. Early in the morning Jack put a bold face upon the
matter, and walked into the giant’s room to thank him for his
lodging.

The giant started when he saw him, and he began to stammer
out: “Oh, dear me! is it you? Pray how did you sleep last night?
Did you hear or see anything in the dead of the night?”

“Nothing worth speaking of,” said Jack, carelessly; “a rat, I
believe, gave me three or four slaps with his tail, and disturbed
me a little, but I soon went to sleep again.”

The giant wondered more and more at this, yet he did not
answer a word, and went to bring two great bowls of hasty-



pudding for their breakfast.

Jack wished to make the giant believe that he could eat as
much as himself, so he contrived to button a leathern bag inside
his coat, and slipped the hasty-pudding into this bag, while he
seemed to put it into his mouth. When breakfast was over, he
said to the giant, “Now I will show you a fine trick; I can cure
all wounds with a touch; I could cut off my head one minute,
and the next put it sound again on my shoulders; you shall see an
example.” He then took hold of the knife, ripped up the leathern
bag, and all the hasty-pudding tumbled out upon the floor.

“Ods splutter hur nails,” cried the Welsh giant, who was
ashamed to be outdone by such a little fellow as Jack; “hur can
do that hurself.” So he snatched up the knife, plunged it into his
stomach, and in a moment dropped down dead.

As soon as Jack had thus tricked the Welsh monster, he went
farther on his journey; and a few days after he met with King
Arthur’s only son, who had got his father’s leave to travel into
Wales, to deliver a beautiful lady from the power of a wicked
magician, by whom she was held in enchantment. When Jack
found that the young prince had no servants with him, he begged
leave to attend him; and the prince at once agreed to this, and
gave Jack many thanks for his kindness.

King Arthur’s son was a handsome, polite, and brave knight,
and so good-natured that he gave money to everybody he met. At
length he gave his last penny to an old woman, and then turned
to Jack. “How shall we be able to get food for ourselves the rest



of our journey?”

“Leave that to me, sir,” replied Jack; “I will provide for my
prince.”

Night now came on, and the prince began to grow uneasy at
thinking where they should lodge.

“Sir,” said Jack, “be of good heart; two miles farther lives a
large giant, whom I know well; he has three heads, and will fight
five hundred men, and make them fly before him.”

“Alas!” cried the king’s son, “we had better never have been
born than meet with such a monster.”

“My lord, leave me to manage him, and wait here in quiet till
I return.”

The prince now stayed behind, while Jack rode on at full
speed; and when he came to the gates of the castle he gave a loud
knock. The giant, with a voice like thunder, roared out, “Who
is there?”

Jack made answer, and said, “No one but your poor cousin
Jack.”

“Well,” said the giant, “what news, Cousin Jack?”

“Dear uncle,” said Jack, “I have heavy news.”

“Pooh!” said the giant, “what heavy news can come to me? |
am a giant with three heads, and can fight five hundred men, and
make them fly before me.”

“Alas!” said Jack, “here’s the king’s son coming with two
thousand men to kill you, and to destroy the castle and all that
you have.”



“Oh, Cousin Jack,” said the giant, “this is heavy news indeed!
But I have a large cellar underground, where I will hide myself,
and you shall lock, bolt, and bar me in, and keep the keys till the
king’s son is gone.”

Now, when Jack had barred the giant fast in the vault, he
went back and fetched the prince to the castle; they both made
themselves merry with the wine and other dainties that were
in the house. So that night they rested very pleasantly while
the poor giant lay trembling and shaking with fear in the cellar
underground. Early in the morning Jack gave the king’s son gold
and silver out of the giant’s treasure, and accompanied him three
miles forward on his journey. The prince then sent Jack to let his
uncle out of the hole, who asked him what he should give him as
a reward for saving his castle.

“Why, good uncle,” said Jack, “I desire nothing but the old
coat and cap, with the old rusty sword and slippers, which are
hanging at your bed’s head.”

“Then,” said the giant, “you shall have them; and pray keep
them for my sake, for they are things of great use. The coat will
keep you invisible, the cap will give you knowledge, the sword
will cut through anything, and the shoes are of vast swiftness;
they may be useful to you in all times of danger, so take them
with all my heart.”

Jack gave many thanks to the giant, and then set off to the
prince. When he had come up to the king’s son, they soon arrived
at the dwelling of the beautiful lady, who was under the power



of a wicked magician. She received the prince very politely and
made a noble feast for him; when it was ended, she rose, and,
wiping her mouth with a fine handkerchief, said, “My lord, you
must submit to the custom of my palace; to-morrow morning I
command you to tell me on whom I bestow this handkerchief, or
lose your head.” She then left the room.

The young prince went to bed very mournful, but Jack put on
his cap of knowledge, which told him that the lady was forced,
by the power of enchantment, to meet the wicked magician every
night in the middle of the forest. Jack now put on his coat of
darkness and his shoes of swiftness and was there before her.
When the lady came she gave the handkerchief to the magician.
Jack, with his sword of sharpness, at one blow cut off his head;
the enchantment was then ended in a moment, and the lady was
restored to her former virtue and goodness. She was married to
the prince on the next day, and soon after went back, with her
royal husband and a great company, to the court of King Arthur,
where they were received with loud and joyful welcomes; and
the valiant hero Jack, for the many great exploits he had done
for the good of his country, was made one of the Knights of the
Round Table.

As Jack had been so lucky in all his adventures, he resolved
not to be idle for the future, but still to do what services he could
for the honor of the king and the nation. He therefore humbly
begged his majesty to furnish him with a horse and money, that
he might travel in search of new and strange exploits. “For,” said



he to the king, “there are many giants yet living in the remote
parts of Wales, to the great terror and distress of your majesty’s
subjects; therefore, if it please you, sire, to favor me in my design,
I will soon rid your kingdom of these giants and monsters in
human shape.”

Now when the king heard this offer, and began to think of the
cruel deeds of these blood-thirsty giants and savage monsters,
he gave Jack everything proper for such a journey. After this,
Jack took leave of the king, the prince, and all the knights, and
set off, taking with him his cap of knowledge, his sword of
sharpness, his shoes of swiftness, and his invisible coat, the better
to perform the great exploits that might fall in his way. He went
along over hills and mountains, and on the third day he came to a
wide forest. He had hardly entered it when on a sudden he heard
dreadful shrieks and cries, and, forcing his way through the trees,
saw a monstrous giant dragging along by the hair of their heads
a handsome knight and a beautiful lady. Their tears and cries
melted the heart of honest Jack; he alighted from his horse, and,
tying him to an oak-tree, put on his invisible coat, under which
he carried his sword of sharpness.

When he came up to the giant he made several strokes at
him, but could not reach his body on account of the enormous
height of the terrible creature; but he wounded his thighs in
several places, and at length, putting both hands to his sword,
and aiming with all his might, he cut off both the giant’s legs
just below the garter; and the trunk of his body, tumbling to the



ground, made not only the trees shake, but the earth itself tremble
with the force of his fall. Then Jack, setting his foot upon his
neck, exclaimed, “Thou barbarous and savage wretch, behold, 1
come to execute upon thee the just reward for all thy crimes,”
and instantly plunged his sword into the giant’s body. The huge
monster gave a groan, and yielded up his life into the hands of
the victorious Jack the Giant-killer, while the noble knight and
the virtuous lady were both joyful spectators of his sudden death.
They not only returned Jack hearty thanks for their deliverance,
but also invited him to their house, to refresh himself after his
dreadful encounter, as likewise to receive a reward for his good
services.

“No,” said Jack, “I cannot be at ease till I find out the den that
was the monster’s habitation.”

The knight, on hearing this, grew very sorrowful, and replied:
“Noble stranger, it is too much to run a second hazard; this
monster lived in a den under yonder mountain, with a brother of
his, more fierce and cruel than himself’; therefore, if you should
go thither, and perish in the attempt, it would be a heart-breaking
thing to me and my lady; so let me persuade you to go back with
us, and desist from any further pursuit.”

“Nay,” answered Jack, “if there be another, even if there were
twenty, I would shed the last drop of blood in my body before
one of them should escape. When I have finished this task, I will
come and pay my respects to you.”

So when they had told him where to find them again, he got



on his horse and went after the dead giant’s brother.

Jack had not ridden a mile and a half before he came in sight
of the mouth of the cavern, and nigh the entrance of it he saw the
other giant sitting on a huge block of timber, with a knotted iron
club lying by his side, waiting for his brother. His eyes looked like
flames of fire, his face was grim and ugly, and his cheeks were
like two flitches of bacon; the bristles of his beard seemed to
be thick rods of iron wire, and his long locks of hair hung down
upon his broad shoulders like curling snakes. Jack got down from
his horse and turned him into a thicket; then he put on his coat of
darkness and drew a little nearer to behold this figure, and said,
softly, “Oh, monster! are you there? It will not be long before I
shall take you fast by the beard.”

The giant all this while could not see him, by reason of his
invisible coat, so Jack came quite close to him, and struck a blow
at his head with his sword of sharpness; but he missed his aim,
and only cut off his nose, which made him roar like loud claps
of thunder. He rolled his glaring eyes round on every side, but
could not see who had given him the blow; so he took up his iron
club, and began to lay about him like one that was mad with pain
and fury.

“Nay,” said Jack, “if this be the case, I will kill you at once.”
So saying, he slipped nimbly behind him, and jumping upon the
block of timber, as the giant rose from it, he stabbed him in the
back, when, after a few howls, he dropped down dead. Jack cut
off his head and sent it, with the head of his brother, to King



Arthur by a wagon which he had hired for that purpose. When
Jack had thus killed these two monsters, he went into their cave
in search of their treasure. He passed through many turnings and
windings, which led him to a room paved with freestone; at the
end of it was a boiling caldron, and on the right hand stood a large
table, where the giants used to dine. He then came to a window
that was secured with iron bars, through which he saw a number
of wretched captives, who cried out when they saw Jack, “Alas!
alas! young man, you are come to be one among us in this horrid
den.”

“I hope,” said Jack, “you will not stay here long; but pray tell
me what is the meaning of your being here at all?”

“Alas!” said one poor old man, “I will tell you, sir. We are
persons that have been taken by the giants who hold this cave,
and are kept till they choose to have a feast; then one of us is
to be killed, and cooked to please their taste. It is not long since
they took three for the same purpose.”

“Well,” said Jack, “I have given them such a dinner that it will
be long enough before they have any more.”

The captives were amazed at his words.

“You may believe me,” said Jack, “for I have killed them both
with the edge of this sword, and have sent their large heads to
the court of King Arthur, as marks of my great success.”

To show that what he said was true, he unlocked the gate and
set the captives all free. Then he led them to the great room,
placed them round the table, and placed before them two quarters



of beef, with bread and wine, upon which they feasted their fill.
When supper was over they searched the giant’s coffers, and Jack
divided among them all the treasures. The next morning they set
off to their homes, and Jack to the knight’s house, whom he had
left with his lady not long before.

He was received with the greatest joy by the thankful knight
and his lady, who, in honor of Jack’s exploits, gave a grand
feast, to which all the nobles and gentry were invited. When the
company were assembled, the knight declared to them the great
actions of Jack, and gave him, as a mark of respect, a fine ring, on
which was engraved the picture of the giant dragging the knight
and the lady by the hair, with this motto round it:

“Behold in dire distress were we,
Under a giant’s fierce command;

But gained our lives and liberty
From valiant Jack’s victorious hand.”

Among the guests then present were five aged gentlemen,
who were fathers to some of those captives who had been
freed by Jack from the dungeon of the giants. As soon as they
heard that he was the person who had done such wonders, they
pressed round him with tears of joy, to return him thanks for the
happiness he had caused them. After this the bowl went round,
and every one drank the health and long life of the gallant hero.
Mirth increased, and the hall was filled with peals of laughter.

But, on a sudden, a herald, pale and breathless, rushed into the



midst of the company, and told them that Thundel, a savage giant
with two heads, had heard of the death of his two kinsmen, and
was come to take his revenge on Jack, and that he was now within
amile of the house, the people flying before him like chaff before
the wind. At this news the very boldest of the guests trembled;
but Jack drew his sword, and said: “Let him come; I have a rod
for him also. Pray, ladies and gentlemen, do me the favor to walk
into the garden, and you shall soon behold the giant’s defeat and
death.”

To this they all agreed, and heartily wished him success in his
dangerous attempt.

The knight’s house stood in the middle of a moat, thirty feet
deep and twenty wide, over which lay a drawbridge. Jack set men
to work to cut the bridge on both sides, almost to the middle,
and then dressed himself in his coat of darkness and went against
the giant with his sword of sharpness. As he came close to him,
though the giant could not see him for his invisible coat, yet he
found some danger was near, which made him cry out:

“Fa, fe, fi, fo, fum,

I smell the blood of an Englishman;
Let him be alive, or let him be dead,
I'll grind his bones to make me bread.”

“Say you so, my friend?” said Jack; “you are a monstrous
miller, indeed!”
“Art thou,” cried the giant, “the villain that killed my



kinsmen? Then I will tear thee with my teeth and grind thy bones
to powder.”

“You must catch me first,” said Jack; and throwing off his
coat of darkness, and putting on his shoes of swiftness he began
to run, the giant following him like a walking castle, making the
earth shake at every step.

Jack led him round and round the walls of the house, that the
company might see the monster; then, to finish the work, he ran
over the drawbridge, the giant going after him with his club; but
when he came to the middle, where the bridge had been cut on
both sides, the great weight of his body made it break, and he
tumbled into the water, where he rolled about like a large whale.
Jack now stood by the side of the moat, and laughed and jeered
at him, saying, “I think you told me you would grind my bones
to powder; when will you begin?”

The giant foamed at both his horrid mouths with fury, and
plunged from side to side of the moat; but he could not get out
to have revenge on his little foe. At last Jack ordered a cart-rope
to be brought to him: he then drew it over the giant’s two heads,
and, by the help of a team of horses, dragged him to the edge of
the moat, where he cut off his heads; and before he either ate or
drank, sent them both to the court of King Arthur. He then went
back to the table with the company, and the rest of the day was
spent in mirth and good cheer.

After staying with the knight for some time, Jack grew weary
of such an idle life, and set out again in search of new adventures.



He went over hills and dales without meeting any, till he came to
the foot of a very high mountain. Here he knocked at the door of
a small and lonely house, and an old man, with a head as white
as snow, let him in.

“Good father,” said Jack, “can you lodge a traveller who has
lost his way?”

“Yes,” said the hermit, “I can, if you will accept such fare as
my poor house affords.”

Jack entered, and the old man set before him some bread and
fruit for his supper. When Jack had eaten as much as he chose,
the hermit said: “My son, I know you are the famous conqueror
of giants; now, at the top of this mountain is an enchanted castle,
kept by a giant named Galligantus, who, by the help of a vile
magician, gets many knights into his castle, where he changes
them into the shape of beasts. Above all, I lament the hard fate
of a duke’s daughter, whom they seized as she was walking in her
father’s garden, and brought hither through the air in a chariot
drawn by two fiery dragons, and turned her into the shape of a
deer. Many knights have tried to destroy the enchantment and
deliver her, yet none have been able to do it, by reason of two
fiery griffins, who guard the gate of the castle, and destroy all
who come nigh; but as you, my son, have an invisible coat, you
may pass by them without being seen; and on the gates of the
castle you will find engraved by what means the enchantment
may be broken.”

Jack promised that in the morning, at the risk of his life, he



would break the enchantment; and after a sound sleep he arose
early, put on his invisible coat, and got ready for the attempt.
When he had climbed to the top of the mountain he saw the two
fiery griffins; but he passed between them without the least fear
of danger, for they could not see him because of his invisible
coat. On the castle gate he found a golden trumpet, under which
were written these lines:

“Whoever can this trumpet blow,
Shall cause the giant’s overthrow.”

As soon as Jack had read this he seized the trumpet and blew
a shrill blast, which made the gates fly open and the very castle
itself tremble. The giant and the conjuror now knew that their
wicked course was at an end, and they stood biting their thumbs
and shaking with fear. Jack, with his sword of sharpness, soon
killed the giant, and the magician was then carried away by a
whirlwind. All the knights and beautiful ladies, who had been
changed into birds and beasts, returned to their proper shapes.
The castle vanished away like smoke, and the head of the giant
Galligantus was sent to King Arthur. The knights and ladies
rested that night at the old man’s hermitage, and the next day
they set out for the court. Jack then went up to the king, and
gave his majesty an account of all his fierce battles. Jack’s fame
had spread through the whole country, and at the king’s desire
the duke gave him his daughter in marriage, to the joy of all the



kingdom. After this the king gave him a large estate, on which
he and his lady lived the rest of their days in joy and content.



CINDERELLA OR THE
LITTLE GLASS SLIPPER

THERE was once an honest gentleman who took for his
second wife a lady, the proudest and most disagreeable in the
whole country. She had two daughters exactly like herself in
all things. He also had one little girl, who resembled her dead
mother, the best woman in all the world. Scarcely had the second
marriage taken place than the stepmother became jealous of the
good qualities of the little girl, who was so great a contrast to her
own two daughters. She gave her all the menial occupations of the
house: compelled her to wash the floors and staircases, to dust the
bedrooms, and clean the grates; and while her sisters occupied
carpeted chambers hung with mirrors, where they could see
themselves from head to foot, this poor little damsel was sent to
sleep in an attic, on an old straw mattress, with only one chair
and not a looking-glass in the room.

She suffered all in silence, not daring to complain to her father,
who was entirely ruled by his new wife. When her daily work
was done she used to sit down in the chimney-corner among
the ashes, from which the two sisters gave her the nickname
of “Cinderella.” But Cinderella, however shabbily clad, was
handsomer than they were with all their fine clothes.

It happened that the king’s son gave a series of balls, to which



were invited all the rank and fashion of the city, and among the
rest the two elder sisters. They were very proud and happy, and
occupied their whole time in deciding what they should wear,
a source of new trouble to Cinderella, whose duty it was to get
up their fine linen and laces, and who never could please them
however much she tried. They talked of nothing but their clothes.

“I,” said the elder, “shall wear my velvet gown and my
trimmings of English lace.”

“And 1,” added the younger, “will have but my ordinary silk
petticoat, but I shall adorn it with an upper skirt of flowered
brocade, and shall put on my diamond tiara, which is a great deal
finer than anything of yours.”

Here the elder sister grew angry, and dispute began to run
so high that Cinderella, who was known to have excellent taste,
was called upon to decide between them. She gave them the
best advice she could, and gently and submissively offered to
dress them herself, and especially to arrange their hair, an
accomplishment in which she excelled many a noted coiffeur.
The important evening came, and she exercised all her skill to
adorn the two young ladies. While she was combing out the
elder’s hair, this ill-natured girl said, sharply, “Cinderella, do you
not wish you were going to the ball?”

“Ah, madam” (they obliged her always to say madam), “you
are only mocking me; it is not my fortune to have any such
pleasure.”

“You are right; people would only laugh to see a little cinder-



wench at a ball.”

Any other than Cinderella would have dressed the hair all
awry, but she was good, and dressed it perfectly even and smooth,
and as prettily as she could.

The sisters had scarcely eaten for two days, and had broken
a dozen stay-laces a day, in trying to make themselves slender;
but to-night they broke a dozen more, and lost their tempers
over and over again before they had completed their toilet. When
at last the happy moment arrived, Cinderella followed them to
the coach; after it had whirled them away, she sat down by the
kitchen fire and cried.

Immediately her godmother, who was a fairy, appeared beside
her. “What are you crying for, my little maid?”

“Oh, I wish — I wish — ” Her sobs stopped her.

“You wish to go to the ball; isn’t it s0?”

Cinderella nodded.

“Well, then, be a good girl and you shall go. First run into the
garden and fetch me the largest pumpkin you can find.”

Cinderella did not comprehend what this had to do with her
going to the ball, but, being obedient and obliging, she went. Her
godmother took the pumpkin, and, having scooped out all its
inside, struck it with her wand; it became a splendid gilt coach
lined with rose-colored satin.

“Now fetch me the mouse-trap out of the pantry, my dear.”

Cinderella brought it; it contained six of the fattest, sleekest
mice. The fairy lifted up the wire door, and as each mouse ran



out she struck it and changed it into a beautiful black horse.

“But what shall I do for your coachman, Cinderella?”

Cinderella suggested that she had seen a large black rat in the
rat-trap, and he might do for want of better.

“You are right; go and look again for him.”

He was found, and the fairy made him into a most respectable
coachman, with the finest whiskers imaginable. She afterwards
took six lizards from behind the pumpkin frame and changed
them into six footmen, all in splendid livery, who immediately
jumped up behind the carriage, as if they had been footmen all
their days. “Well, Cinderella, now you can go to the ball.”

“What, in these clothes?” said Cinderella piteously, looking
down on her ragged frock.

Her godmother laughed, and touched her also with the wand,
at which her wretched, threadbare jacket became stiff with gold
and sparkling with jewels; her woollen petticoat lengthened into
a gown of sweeping satin, from underneath which peeped out her
little feet, no longer bare, but covered with silk stockings and the
prettiest glass slippers in the world. “Now, Cinderella, depart; but
remember, if you stay one instant after midnight, your carriage
will become a pumpkin, your coachman a rat, your horses mice,
and your footmen lizards; while you yourself will be the little
cinder-wench you were an hour ago.”

Cinderella promised without fear, her heart was so full of joy.

Arrived at the palace, the king’s son, whom some one,
probably the fairy, had told to await the coming of an uninvited



princess whom nobody knew, was standing at the entrance ready
to receive her. He offered her his hand, and led her with the
utmost courtesy through the assembled guests, who stood aside
to let her pass, whispering to one another, “Oh, how beautiful she
1s!” It might have turned the head of any one but poor Cinderella,
who was so used to be despised that she took it all as if it were
something happening in a dream.

Her triumph was complete; even the old king said to the
queen, that never since her majesty’s young days had he seen
so charming and elegant a person. All the court ladies scanned
her eagerly, clothes and all, determining to have theirs made
next day of exactly the same pattern. The king’s son himself led
her out to dance, and she danced so gracefully that he admired
her more and more. Indeed, at supper, which was fortunately
early, his admiration quite took away his appetite. For Cinderella
herself, with an involuntary shyness she sought out her sisters,
placed herself beside them, and offered them all sorts of civil
attentions, which, coming as they supposed from a stranger, and
so magnificent a lady, almost overwhelmed them with delight.

While she was talking with them she heard the clock strike
a quarter to twelve, and making a courteous adieu to the royal
family, she re-entered her carriage, escorted tenderly by the
king’s son, and arrived in safety at her own door. There she found
her godmother, who smiled approval, and of whom she begged
permission to go to a second ball, the following night, to which
the queen had earnestly invited her.



While she was talking the two sisters were heard knocking at
the gate, and the fairy godmother vanished, leaving Cinderella
sitting in the chimney-corner, rubbing her eyes and pretending
to be very sleepy.

“Ah,” cried the eldest sister, maliciously, “it has been the most
delightful ball, and there was present the most beautiful princess
I ever saw, who was so exceedingly polite to us both.”

“Was she?” said Cinderella, indifferently; “and who might she
be?”

“Nobody knows, though everybody would give their eyes to
know, especially the king’s son.”

“Indeed!” replied Cinderella, a little more interested. “I should
like to see her. Miss Javotte” — that was the elder sister’s name
— “will you not let me go to-morrow, and lend me your yellow
gown that you wear on Sundays?”

“What, lend my yellow gown to a cinder-wench! I am not so
mad as that.” At which refusal Cinderella did not complain, for
if her sister really had lent her the gown she would have been
considerably embarrassed.

The next night came, and the two young ladies, richly dressed
in different toilets, went to the ball. Cinderella, more splendidly
attired and beautiful than ever, followed them shortly after. “Now
remember twelve o’clock,” was her godmother’s parting speech,
and she thought she certainly should. But the prince’s attentions
to her were greater even than the first evening, and, in the
delight of listening to his pleasant conversation, time slipped by



unperceived. While she was sitting beside him in a lovely alcove,
and looking at the moon from under a bower of orange blossoms,
she heard a clock strike the first stroke of twelve. She started up,
and fled away as lightly as a deer.

Amazed, the prince followed, but could not catch her. Indeed,
he missed his lovely princess altogether, and only saw running out
of the palace doors a little dirty lass whom he had never beheld
before, and of whom he certainly would never have taken the
least notice. Cinderella arrived at home breathless and weary,
ragged and cold, without carriage or footmen or coachman, the
only remnant of her past magnificence being one of her little
glass slippers — the other she had dropped in the ballroom as she
ran away.

When the two sisters returned they were full of this strange
adventure: how the beautiful lady had appeared at the ball more
beautiful than ever, and enchanted every one who looked at her;
and how as the clock was striking twelve she had suddenly risen
up and fled through the ballroom, disappearing no one knew how
or where, and dropping one of her glass slippers behind her in
her flight. How the king’s son had remained inconsolable until he
chanced to pick up the little glass slipper, which he carried away
in his pocket, and was seen to take it out continually, and look
at it affectionately, with the air of a man very much in love; in
fact, from his behavior during the remainder of the evening, all
the court and royal family were convinced that he had become
desperately enamoured of the wearer of the little glass slipper.



Cinderella listened in silence, turning her face to the kitchen
fire, and perhaps it was that which made her look so rosy, but
nobody ever noticed or admired her at home, so it did not signify,
and next morning she went to her weary work again just as
before.

A few days after, the whole city was attracted by the sight
of a herald going round with a little glass slipper in his hand,
publishing, with a flourish of trumpets, that the king’s son
ordered this to be fitted on the foot of every lady in the kingdom,
and that he wished to marry the lady whom it fitted best, or to
whom it and the fellow-slipper belonged. Princesses, duchesses,
countesses, and simple gentlewomen all tried it on, but, being
a fairy slipper, it fitted nobody; and, besides, nobody could
produce its fellow-slipper, which lay all the time safely in the
pocket of Cinderella’s old linsey gown.

At last the herald came to the house of the two sisters, and
though they well knew neither of themselves was the beautiful
lady, they made every attempt to get their clumsy feet into the
glass slipper, but in vain.

“Let me try it on,” said Cinderella, from the chimney-corner.

“What, you?” cried the others, bursting into shouts of
laughter; but Cinderella only smiled and held out her hand.

Her sisters could not prevent her, since the command was that
every young maiden in the city should try on the slipper, in order
that no chance might be left untried, for the prince was nearly
breaking his heart; and his father and mother were afraid that,



though a prince, he would actually die for love of the beautiful
unknown lady.

So the herald bade Cinderella sit down on a three-legged stool
in the kitchen, and himself put the slipper on her pretty little foot,
which it fitted exactly. She then drew from her pocket the fellow-
slipper, which she also put on, and stood up — for with the touch
of the magic shoes all her dress was changed likewise — no longer
the poor, despised cinder-wench, but the beautiful lady whom
the king’s son loved.

Her sisters recognized her at once. Filled with astonishment,
mingled with no little alarm, they threw themselves at her feet,
begging her pardon for all their former unkindness. She raised
and embraced them, told them she forgave them with all her
heart, and only hoped they would love her always. Then she
departed with the herald to the king’s palace, and told her whole
story to his majesty and the royal family, who were not in the
least surprised, for everybody believed in fairies, and everybody
longed to have a fairy godmother.

For the young prince, he found her more lovely and
lovable than ever, and insisted upon marrying her immediately.
Cinderella never went home again, but she sent for her two sisters
to the palace, and with the consent of all parties married them
shortly after to two rich gentlemen of the court.



JACK AND THE BEAN-STALK

IN the days of King Alfred there lived a poor woman whose
cottage was in a remote country village many miles from London.
She had been a widow some years, and had an only child named
Jack, whom she indulged so much that he never paid the least
attention to anything she said, but was indolent, careless, and
extravagant. His follies were not owing to a bad disposition, but
to his mother’s foolish partiality. By degrees he spent all that she
had — scarcely anything remained but a cow.

One day, for the first time in her life, she reproached him:
“Cruel, cruel boy! you have at last brought me to beggary. I have
not money enough to purchase even a bit of bread; nothing now
remains to sell but my poor cow! I am sorry to part with her;
it grieves me sadly, but we cannot starve.” For a few minutes
Jack felt remorse, but it was soon over; and he began asking his
mother to let him sell the cow at the next village, teasing her so
much that she at last consented.

As he was going along he met a butcher, who inquired why
he was driving the cow from home? Jack replied he was going to
sell it. The butcher held some curious beans in his hat; they were
of various colors and attracted Jack’s attention. This did not pass
unnoticed by the man, who, knowing Jack’s easy temper, thought
now was the time to take an advantage of it, and, determined not
to let slip so good an opportunity, asked what was the price of



the cow, offering at the same time all the beans in his hat for her.
The silly boy could not conceal the pleasure he felt at what he
supposed so great an offer; the bargain was struck instantly, and
the cow exchanged for a few paltry beans. Jack made the best of
his way home, calling aloud to his mother before he reached the
door, thinking to surprise her.

When she saw the beans and heard Jack’s account, her
patience quite forsook her; she tossed the beans out of the
window, where they fell on the garden-bed below. Then she
threw her apron over her head and cried bitterly. Jack attempted
to console her, but in vain, and, not having anything to eat, they
both went supperless to bed. Jack awoke early in the morning,
and, seeing something uncommon darkening the window of his
bedchamber, ran down-stairs into the garden, where he found
some of the beans had taken root and sprung up surprisingly; the
stalks were of an immense thickness, and had twined together
until they formed a ladder like a chain, and so high that the top
appeared to be lost in the clouds. Jack was an adventurous lad;
he determined to climb up to the top, and ran to tell his mother,
not doubting but that she would be as much pleased as he was.
She declared he should not go, said it would break her heart if
he did — entreated and threatened, but all in vain. Jack set out,
and after climbing for some hours reached the top of the bean-
stalk quite exhausted. Looking around, he found himself in a
strange country; it appeared to be a barren desert — not a tree,
shrub, house, or living creature was to be seen; here and there



were scattered fragments of stone; and at unequal distances small
heaps of earth were loosely thrown together.

Jack seated himself pensively upon a block of stone and
thought of his mother; he reflected with sorrow upon his
disobedience in climbing the bean-stalk against her will, and
concluded that he must die of hunger. However, he walked on,
hoping to see a house where he might beg something to eat and
drink. He did not find it; but he saw at a distance a beautiful
lady, walking all alone. She was elegantly clad and carried a white
wand, at the top of which sat a peacock of pure gold.

Jack, who was a gallant fellow, went straight up to her, when,
with a bewitching smile, she asked him how he came there. He
told her all about the bean-stalk. The lady answered him by a
question, “Do you remember your father, young man?”

“No, madam; but I am sure there is some mystery about him,
for when I name him to my mother she always begins to weep,
and will tell me nothing.”

“She dare not,” replied the lady, “but I can and will. For know,
young man, that I am a fairy and was your father’s guardian. But
fairies are bound by laws as well as mortals, and by an error of
mine I lost my power for a term of years, so that I was unable to
succour your father when he most needed it, and he died.” Here
the fairy looked so sorrowful that Jack’s heart warmed to her,
and he begged her earnestly to tell him more.

“I will; only you must promise to obey me in everything, or
you will perish yourself.”



Jack was brave, and, besides, his fortunes were so bad they
could not well be worse, so he promised.

The fairy continued: “Your father, Jack, was a most excellent,
amiable, generous man. He had a good wife, faithful servants,
plenty of money; but he had one misfortune — a false friend.
This was a giant, whom he had succoured in misfortune, and
who returned his kindness by murdering him, and seizing on all
his property; also making your mother take a solemn oath that
she would never tell you anything about your father, or he would
murder both her and you. Then he turned her off with you in her
arms, to wander about the wide world as she might. I could not
help her, as my power only returned on the day you went to sell
your cow.

“It was 1,” added the fairy, “who impelled you to take the
beans, who made the bean-stalk grow, and inspired you with the
desire to climb up it to this strange country; for it is here the
wicked giant lives who was your father’s destroyer. It is you who
must avenge him, and rid the world of a monster who never will
do anything but evil. I will assist you. You may lawfully take
possession of his house and all his riches, for everything he has
belonged to your father, and is therefore yours. Now farewell! Do
not let your mother know you are acquainted with your father’s
history. This is my command, and if you disobey me you will
suffer for it. Now go.”

Jack asked where he was to go.

“Along the direct road till you see the house where the giant



lives. You must then act according to your own just judgment,
and I will guide you if any difficulty arises. Farewell!”

She bestowed on the youth a benignant smile, and vanished.

Jack pursued his journey. He walked on till after sunset, when
to his great joy, he espied a large mansion. A plain-looking
woman was at the door; he accosted her, begging she would give
him a morsel of bread and a night’s lodging. She expressed the
greatest surprise, and said it was quite uncommon to see a human
being near their house; for it was well known that her husband
was a powerful giant, who would never eat anything but human
flesh, if he could possibly get it; that he would walk fifty miles
to procure it, usually being out the whole day for that purpose.

This account greatly terrified Jack, but still he hoped to elude
the giant, and therefore he again entreated the woman to take
him in for one night only, and hide him where she thought
proper. She at last suffered herself to be persuaded, for she
was of a compassionate and generous disposition, and took him
into the house. First they entered a fine large hall magnificently
furnished; they then passed through several spacious rooms in the
same style of grandeur; but all appeared forsaken and desolate.
A long gallery came next; it was very dark — just light enough
to show that, instead of a wall on one side, there was a grating
of iron which parted off a dismal dungeon, from whence issued
the groans of those victims whom the cruel giant reserved in
confinement for his own voracious appetite.

Poor Jack was half dead with fear, and would have given the



world to have been with his mother again, for he now began to
doubt if he should ever see her more; he even mistrusted the good
woman, and thought she had let him into the house for no other
purpose than to lock him up among the unfortunate people in
the dungeon. However, she bade Jack sit down, and gave him
plenty to eat and drink; and he, not seeing anything to make him
uncomfortable, soon forgot his fear and was just beginning to
enjoy himself, when he was startled by a loud knocking at the
outer door, which made the whole house shake.

“Ah! that’s the giant; and if he sees you he will kill you and
me, too,” cried the poor woman, trembling all over. “What shall
[ do?”

“Hide me in the oven,” cried Jack, now as bold as a lion at
the thought of being face to face with his father’s cruel murderer.
So he crept into the oven — for there was no fire near it — and
listened to the giant’s loud voice and heavy step as he went up
and down the kitchen scolding his wife. At last he seated himself
at table, and Jack, peeping through a crevice in the oven, was
amazed to see what a quantity of food he devoured. It seemed as
if he never would have done eating and drinking; but he did at
last, and, leaning back, called to his wife in a voice like thunder:

“Bring me my hen!”

She obeyed, and placed upon the table a very beautiful live
hen.

“Lay!” roared the giant, and the hen laid immediately an egg
of solid gold.



“Lay another!” and every time the giant said this the hen laid
a larger egg than before.

He amused himself a long time with his hen, and then sent his
wife to bed, while he fell asleep by the fireside and snored like
the roaring of cannon.

As soon as he was asleep Jack crept out of the oven, seized
the hen, and ran off with her. He got safely out of the house, and,
finding his way along the road he came, reached the top of the
bean-stalk, which he descended in safety.

His mother was overjoyed to see him. She thought he had
come to some ill end.

“Not a bit of it, mother. Look here!” and he showed her the
hen. “Now lay,” and the hen obeyed him as readily as the giant,
and laid as many golden eggs as he desired.

These eggs being sold, Jack and his mother got plenty of
money, and for some months lived very happily together, till Jack
got another great longing to climb the bean-stalk and carry away
some more of the giant’s riches. He had told his mother of his
adventure, but had been very careful not to say a word about his
father. He thought of his journey again and again, but still he
could not summon resolution enough to break it to his mother,
being well assured that she would endeavor to prevent his going.
However, one day he told her boldly that he must take another
journey up the bean-stalk. She begged and prayed him not to
think of it, and tried all in her power to dissuade him; she told him
that the giant’s wife would certainly know him again, and that the



giant would desire nothing better than to get him into his power,
that he might put him to a cruel death, in order to be revenged
for the loss of his hen. Jack, finding that all his arguments were
useless, ceased speaking, though resolved to go at all events. He
had a dress prepared which would disguise him, and something
to color his skin; he thought it impossible for any one to recollect
him in this dress.

A few mornings after he rose very early, and, unperceived by
any one, climbed the bean-stalk a second time. He was greatly
fatigued when he reached the top, and very hungry. Having
rested some time on one of the stones, he pursued his journey
to the giant’s mansion, which he reached late in the evening. The
woman was at the door as before. Jack addressed her, at the same
time telling her a pitiful tale, and requesting that she would give
him some victuals and drink, and also a night’s lodging.

She told him (what he knew before very well) about her
husband’s being a powerful and cruel giant, and also that she had
one night admitted a poor, hungry, friendless boy; that the little
ungrateful fellow had stolen one of the giant’s treasures, and ever
since that her husband had been worse than before, using her
very cruelly, and continually upbraiding her with being the cause
of his misfortune. Jack felt sorry for her, but confessed nothing,
and did his best to persuade her to admit him, but found it a
very hard task. At last she consented, and as she led the way,
Jack observed that everything was just as he had found it before.
She took him into the kitchen, and after he had done eating and



drinking, she hid him in an old lumber-closet. The giant returned
at the usual time, and walked in so heavily that the house was
shaken to its foundation. He seated himself by the fire, and soon
after exclaimed, “Wife, I smell fresh meat!”

The wife replied it was the crows which had brought a piece
of raw meat and left it at the top of the house. While supper
was preparing, the giant was very ill-tempered and impatient,
frequently lifting up his hand to strike his wife for not being quick
enough. He was also continually upbraiding her with the loss of
his wonderful hen.

Atlast, having ended his supper, he cried, “Give me something
to amuse me — my harp or my money-bags.”

“Which will you have, my dear?” said the wife, humbly.

“My money-bags, because they are the heaviest to carry,”
thundered he.

She brought them, staggering under the weight — two bags,
one filled with new guineas and the other with new shillings. She
emptied them out on the table, and the giant began counting them
in great glee. “Now you may go to bed, you old fool.” So the wife
crept away.

Jack from his hiding-place watched the counting of the
money, which he knew was his poor father’s, and wished it
was his own; it would give him much less trouble than going
about selling the golden eggs. The giant, little thinking he was
so narrowly observed, reckoned it all up, and then replaced it in
the two bags, which he tied up very carefully and put beside his



chair, with his little dog to guard them.

At last he fell asleep as before, and snored so loud that Jack
compared his noise to the roaring of the sea in a high wind, when
the tide is coming in. At last Jack, concluding all secure, stole
out, in order to carry off the two bags of money; but just as he
laid his hand upon one of them, the little dog, which he had not
perceived before, started from under the giant’s chair and barked
most furiously. Instead of endeavoring to escape, Jack stood still,
though expecting his enemy to awake every instant.

Contrary, however, to his expectation, the giant continued in
a sound sleep, and Jack, seeing a piece of meat, threw it to the
dog, who at once ceased barking and began to devour it. So Jack
carried off the bags, one on each shoulder, but they were so heavy
that it took him two whole days to descend the bean-stalk and
get back to his mother’s door.

When he came he found the cottage deserted. He ran from
one room to another without being able to find any one; he then
hastened into the village, hoping to see some of the neighbors,
who could inform him where he could find his mother. An
old woman at last directed him to a neighboring house, where
she was ill of a fever. He was greatly shocked at finding her
apparently dying, and blamed himself bitterly as the cause of it
all. However, at sight of her dear son, the poor woman revived
and slowly recovered her health. Jack gave her his two money-
bags. They had the cottage rebuilt and well furnished, and lived
happier than they had ever done before.



For three years Jack heard no more of the bean-stalk, but
he could not forget it, though he feared making his mother
unhappy. It was in vain endeavoring to amuse himself; he became
thoughtful, and would arise at the first dawn of day, and sit
looking at the bean-stalk for hours together. His mother saw that
something preyed upon his mind, and endeavored to discover
the cause; but Jack knew too well what the consequence would
be should she succeed. He did his utmost, therefore, to conquer
the great desire he had for another journey up the bean-stalk.
Finding, however, that his inclination grew too powerful for
him, he began to make secret preparations for his journey. He
prepared a new disguise, better and more complete than the
former, and when summer came, on the longest day he awoke
as soon as it was light, and, without telling his mother, ascended
the bean-stalk. He found the road, journey, etc., much as it was
on the two former times. He arrived at the giant’s mansion in
the evening, and found the wife standing, as usual, at the door.
Jack had disguised himself so completely that she did not appear
to have the least recollection of him; however, when he pleaded
hunger and poverty, in order to gain admittance, he found it
very difficult indeed to persuade her. At last he prevailed, and
was concealed in the copper. When the giant returned he said,
furiously, “I smell fresh meat!” But Jack felt quite composed,
since the giant had said this before and had been soon satisfied.
However, the giant started up suddenly, and, notwithstanding all
his wife could say, he searched all round the room. While this was



going forward Jack was exceedingly terrified, wishing himself
at home a thousand times; but when the giant approached the
copper and put his hand upon the lid, Jack thought his death was
certain.

But nothing happened; for the giant did not take the trouble to
lift up the lid, but sat down shortly by the fireside and began to
eat his enormous supper. When he had finished he commanded
his wife to fetch down his harp. Jack peeped under the copper-lid
and saw a most beautiful harp. The giant placed it on the table,
said “Play!” and it played of its own accord, without anybody
touching it, the most exquisite music imaginable. Jack, who was
a very good musician, was delighted, and more anxious to get this
than any other of his enemy’s treasures. But the giant not being
particularly fond of music, the harp had only the effect of lulling
him to sleep earlier than usual. As for the wife, she had gone to
bed as soon as ever she could.

As soon as he thought all was safe, Jack got out of the copper,
and, seizing the harp, was eagerly running off with it. But the
harp was enchanted by a fairy, and as soon as it found itself in
strange hands it called out loudly, just as if it had been alive,
“Master! Master!”

The giant awoke, started up, and saw Jack scampering away
as fast as his legs could carry him.

“Oh, you villain! it is you who have robbed me of my hen and
my money-bags, and now you are stealing my harp also. Wait till
I catch you and I'll eat you up alive!”



“Very well: try!” shouted Jack, who was not a bit afraid, for
he saw the giant was so tipsy he could hardly stand, much less
run; and he himself had young legs and a clear conscience, which
carry a man a long way. So, after leading the giant a considerable
race, he contrived to be first at the top of the bean-stalk, and
then scrambled down it as fast as he could, the harp playing all
the while the most melancholy music till he said “Stop,” and it
stopped.

Arrived at the bottom, he found his mother sitting at her
cottage door weeping silently.

“Here, mother, don’t cry; just give me a hatchet — make haste.”
For he knew there was not a moment to spare; he saw the giant
beginning to descend the bean-stalk.

But the monster was too late — his ill deeds had come to an
end. Jack with his hatchet cut the bean-stalk close off at the root.
The giant fell headlong into the garden, and was killed on the
spot.

Instantly the fairy appeared and explained everything to Jack’s
mother, begging her to forgive Jack, who was his father’s own
son for bravery and generosity, and who would be sure to make
her happy for the rest of her days.

So all ended well, and nothing was ever more heard or seen
of the wonderful bean-stalk.



THE SLEEPING
BEAUTY IN THE WOOD

ONCE there was a royal couple who grieved excessively
because they had no children. When at last, after long waiting, the
queen presented her husband with a little daughter, his majesty
showed his joy by giving a christening feast so grand that the like
of it was never known. He invited all the fairies in the land —
there were seven altogether — to stand godmothers to the little
princess, hoping that each might bestow on her some good gift,
as was the custom of good fairies in those days.

After the ceremony all the guests returned to the palace, where
there was set before each fairy-godmother a magnificent covered
dish, with an embroidered table-napkin, and a knife and fork of
pure gold studded with diamonds and rubies. But alas! as they
placed themselves at table there entered an old fairy who had
never been invited, because more than fifty years since she had
left the king’s dominion on a tour of pleasure and had not been
heard of until this day. His majesty, much troubled, desired a
cover to be placed for her, but it was of common delf, for he had
ordered from his jeweller only seven gold dishes for the seven
fairies aforesaid. The elderly fairy thought herself neglected,
and muttered angry menaces, which were overheard by one of
the younger fairies, who chanced to sit beside her. This good



godmother, afraid of harm to the pretty baby, hastened to hide
herself behind the tapestry in the hall. She did this because she
wished all the others to speak first — so that if any 1ll gift were
bestowed on the child she might be able to counteract it.

The six now offered their good wishes — which, unlike most
wishes, were sure to come true. The fortunate little princess was
to grow up the fairest woman in the world; to have a temper sweet
as an angel; to be perfectly graceful and gracious; to sing like a
nightingale; to dance like a leaf on a tree; and to possess every
accomplishment under the sun. Then the old fairy’s turn came.
Shaking her head spitefully, she uttered the wish that when the
baby grew up into a young lady, and learned to spin, she might
prick her finger with the spindle and die of the wound.

At this terrible prophecy all the guests shuddered, and some of
the more tender-hearted began to weep. The lately happy parents
were almost out of their wits with grief. Upon which the wise
young fairy appeared from behind the tapestry, saying cheerfully;
“Your majesties may comfort yourselves; the princess shall not
die. I have no power to alter the ill-fortune just wished her by
my ancient sister — her finger must be pierced, and she shall then
sink, not into the sleep of death, but into a sleep that will last a
hundred years. After that time is ended the son of a king will
find her, awaken her, and marry her.”

Immediately all the fairies vanished.

The king, in the hope of avoiding his daughter’s doom, issued
an edict forbidding all persons to spin, and even to have spinning-



wheels in their houses, on pain of instant death. But it was in
vain. One day, when she was just fifteen years of age, the king
and queen left their daughter alone in one of their castles, when,
wandering about at her will, she came to an ancient dungeon
tower, climbed to the top of it, and there found a very old woman
— so0 old and deaf that she had never heard of the king’s edict —
busy with her wheel.

“What are you doing, good old woman?” said the princess.

“I'm spinning, my pretty child.”

“Ah, how charming! Let me try if I can spin also.”

She had no sooner taken up the spindle than, being lively and
obstinate, she handled it so awkwardly and carelessly that the
point pierced her finger. Though it was so small a wound, she
fainted away at once, and dropped silently down on the floor.
The poor, frightened old woman called for help; shortly came the
ladies in waiting, who tried every means to restore their young
mistress, but all their care was useless. She lay, beautiful as an
angel, the color still lingering in her lips and cheeks; her fair
bosom softly stirred with her breath; only her eyes were fast
closed. When the king, her father, and the queen, her mother,
beheld her thus, they knew regret was idle — all had happened
as the cruel fairy meant. But they also knew that their daughter
would not sleep forever, though after one hundred years it was
not likely they would either of them behold her awakening. Until
that happy hour should arrive, they determined to leave her in
repose. They sent away all the physicians and attendants, and



themselves sorrowfully laid her upon a bed of embroidery, in the
most elegant apartment of the palace. There she slept and looked
like a sleeping angel still.
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