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Introduction: About Writing Papers

	Note: The samples below are more complicated than the four or five paragraph papers you are expected to write. You may find yourself writing such a complex paper, but the purpose of the models is two fold. First, they give you examples of the kind of details you can use in comparing two stories. Second, they give you samples of the basic parts of the organization of a good paper—an introduction for a paper, a thesis, topic and focal sentences, and a conclusion of your paper that refers back to your thesis.


There is nothing wrong with writing a paper about “What I Did Last Summer” or any other narrative (organized by time) paper, but other writing requires more thought and organization. And for many people they are easier to write. That’s “easier,” but they do take more time. The papers that KISS will ask you to do are that kind of writing. Most of these papers are about things that you will have read. In this book they are comparisons between two or more fairy tales. There are two examples below, but before we get to them, I want to cover some general things about how to do them well.

In my forty years of teaching college students, I told them that the quality (grade) is ninety percent determined when they have made a good outline. And to make a good outline you will have to spend some time brainstorming and making notes on the stories you will write about. A good outline organizes your notes into a good logical order. Your notes are the details that you will use; the outline organizes those details into larger categories. Once you have them, you know what you are going to say, so all you have to do is to put them into sentences and paragraphs. 

The sample outlines and sample papers on “The Three Little Piggies” below will make this clearer. Because they appear in all papers of this kind, I’ll explain the terms used here. The outline is the skeleton of your paper. I made my students hand in what I call a “paragraph outline. Your teacher may or may not do the same. This is the outline for the first sample.
	1

2 – 3

4-7
4 – 5

6 – 7

8
	I. Introduction, list of works, and thesis
II Believable?

III. Characters (Pigs, wolf)

A. Pigs

B. Wolf

IV- Conclusion: Theme/moral?


The introduction should be your first paragraph. Begin with a general sentence about what you write about. Your introduction should include the author and titles of the stories that you will be writing about. Assume that your readers have also read them: Do not retell or summarize the whole stories. 

The “thesis” is the specific point that you want to make. Your job is to make readers agree that you know what you are writing about. Many readers will expect to find it in the last sentence of your introduction. The entire paper should support the thesis. If the reader can’t find it, they won’t know what you’re trying to convince them of.

In the first sample paper, the thesis is: “But a closer reading undercuts that lesson because many things are not believable and because of the descriptions of the pigs and the wolf.” Note that the thesis includes “Believable” and “Characters,” the two main parts of the paper. Paragraphs two and three are about what is believable in the tales that the paper discusses. Paragraph two begins with a topic sentence, which is a sentence that tells what that paragraphs will be about. Paragraph three begins with “Also questionable” which is another topic sentence about “believable.”
Paragraphs four through seven are about the characters. The first sentence in paragraph four is what I call a “focal sentence.” In this case, it tells the reader that this section has two sub-divisions, one about the pigs and one about the wolf. The next sentence is a topic sentence that shows the next paragraph or paragraphs are about the pigs. The first sentence in paragraph five clearly shows that that paragraph is also about the pigs. Paragraph six begins with a topic sentence that moves from the pigs to the wolf. Six is followed by seven, the first sentence of which clearly shows that it too is about the wolf. The first sentence in paragraph eight introduces the conclusion of the paper by referring back to the paper’s thesis at the end of the first paragraph.

Sample 1: Does “Three Little Pigs” Teach a Lesson?
A Comparison of Several Versions

Outline
	1

2 – 3

4-7
4 – 5

6 – 7

8
	I. Introduction, list of works, and theme

II Believable?

III. Characters (Pigs, wolf)

A. Pigs

B. Wolf

IV- Conclusion: Theme/moral?


1. 
Most children are introduced to a story of the “The Three Little Pigs,” but they don’t realize that there are many versions of that story. Among them is one by Frederick Richardson, and others by Charles Little, by Leslie Brooke, by Hamilton Wright Mabie, by Flora Steel, and a sixth in Rays of Sunshine, a book with no author named. All the versions suggest a theme that people should be like the third little pig who works thoughtfully and puts more work into his brick house. But a closer reading undercuts that lesson because many things are not believable and because of the descriptions of the pigs and the wolf.
2. 
Clearly this is a fairy tale, not reality. Mabie is the only one who emphasizes this by beginning his version with “ONCE upon a time, when pigs could talk and no one had ever heard of bacon.” But even though it is a fairy tale, we should always think about how things we read match the real world. For example, in every story each pig meets a man by chance and asks for material to build a house. In a few cases, the man notes their politeness, but even then, who would give strangers what the pigs get?” And even though they get a bundle of straw or sticks, or a wheelbarrow of bricks, would that be enough to build a house with?

3. 
Also questionable, Brooks, Mabie, and Steel have the second pig getting “furze” instead of wood. Furze is a vine-like plant and the stems would not be very strong for building a house. Richardson ends his version by saying that the wolf “went away.” Charles Little closes with it was the “end of the wolf,” which implies that the wolf burned in the fire. But Rays, Brooks, Mabie, and Steel have the third pig eat the wolf. Since when do pigs eat meat? 

4. 
The characterization of the pigs and the wolf also undercut moral that one should be thoughtful and work hard. In Little’s version there is no mother. The pigs just decide they want to build houses. In all the others, a poor mother suggests that the three go out to make their fortune. None of the versions describes their mother’s home, but one might assume that they all knew that there were wolves in the area. Didn’t any the first two piggies realize that a house of straw, sticks, or furze would not make a good defense? Mabie’s version is the only one that gives a reason for the mother’s poverty—“the acorn crop failed.” But not one of the versions even suggests a reason for where each pig built his home. 

5. 
Most versions “name” the pigs as “first,” etc. Little, however, uses “big,” “middle,” and “small”; and Steel names the first as “eldest,” which suggests that the third is the youngest. That means that the smallest and the youngest were the third (smart?) pigs, those who built with brick. But neither intelligence nor willingness to work hard is a theme, because all the pigs simply ask the first person they meet (by chance) for the material to build a house.

6. 
Against the pigs, the wolf is not a very intelligent opponent. He is the smartest in Richardson’s version where he sees the smoke coming from the chimney, “the wolf could not come down the chimney so he went away, and that was the end of him.” 

7. 
In the other versions, the wolf tries to fool the pig. As the saying goes, “Fool me once, shame on you. Fool me twice (thrice?) shame on me.” In Little’s version the wolf tries to fool the pig (once) with nice red apples in “Mr. Smith’s field.” When the pig fools him, the wolf went “chug, chug, right down into the fireplace,” where he went “sp—lash!” into a pot of boiling water. In Rays of Sunshine, the wolf tempts the pig first with turnips, then with “a nice pear-tree, and then with the local fair. The wolf also uses the same three temptations, with minor variations, in Brooks, Mabie, and Steel. And each time the wolf tells the pig where they will be going. After the pig gets there ahead of him the first time, the wolf should be ashamed of himself for telling the pig where they were going.

8. 
The tale doesn’t support the lesson of “smart, hard work.” Some people may find other lessons. One is that the bad guy always loses in the end, but in each version are two pigs eaten because they are not smart and they (by chance) meet a man with straw, sticks, furze, or wood? Overall, like many fairy tales, this one does not present a lesson. It is funny, and children especially like the repetitions such as:

“No! No! No! by the hair of my chinny chin chin!”

“Then I’ll huff and I’ll puff and I’ll blow your house in!” says the wolf, showing his teeth.

Well! he huffed and he puffed. He puffed and he huffed. And he huffed, huffed, and he puffed, puffed; but he could not blow the house down.

By the way, do pigs have chins?

Sample 2: A Comparison of a Long and a Short Version of “The Three Little Pigs”
Outline
	1

2 – 4
2
3-4

5

6
	I Introduction, the stories to be discussed, thesis

II. Main reasons for length


A. How the pigs got their building materials

B. Two additional events

III. Other differences

IV. Conclusion


1.
There are many versions of “The Three Pigs,” but it may be interesting to compare just a short and a long one. Charles Little edited a version for Life and Literature Readers: First Reader. It is 717 words long. Flora Steel retold the stories for English Fairy-Tales. Her version consists of 1,428 words, almost twice as many in Little’s. We would expect a “First Reader” to be simpler than Steel’s, but what does that simplicity leave out? In this case, Steel’s version gives a much fuller characterization of both the pigs and the wolf. 

2. 
Little’s version is shorter because he leaves out how the pigs got the material to build their houses and two additional events near the end of the story. In his version there is no mother pig. The three just decide to go for a walk and we are told in seven words that “Big Pig made his house of hay.” We are told that the other two got their “wood” and “bricks” in the same way. Steel, on the other hand, spends 71 words on how the elder pig got his straw. Within these words, we are told how the elder pig asked “very politely” and that the man is impressed by the pig’s “good manners.” This same difference holds for the other two pigs, so overall Steel roughly spends 180 of his additional words to show us how polite the three pigs are.

3. 
Steel used even more words by showing two additional events near the end. Little took 105 words to show that after the wolf cannot blow the third pig’s house down, the wolf tries to trick the pig by asking him to meet him to get some apples. Steel describes a similar temptation (for turnips) in 185 words, eighty more than Little. But Steel adds two additional temptations. He uses 209 words to describe the wolf’s temptation with apples, and when that fails the wolf invites the pig to meet him at the fair (324 words). 

4. 
These words emphasize the wolf’s mental slowness. In every one of these temptations the Wolf tells the pig where they are going. And in every case the pig goes early so that the wolf can’t catch him. In Little’s version the wolf makes this mistake once, is frustrated, then jumps on the roof and “chug, chug” down into the fireplace and “sp-lash!” into a pot of hot water. Steel’s version shows us that the wolf was not smart enough to learn that he should not tell the pig where they are going. Altogether the additions described above account for 793 words. If we subtract those words in Steel’s additions, her version would be 695 words long—shorter than Little’s 717.
5. 
There are other differences. Three times, Steel includes the phrase “by the hair of my chinny, chin chin.” Little does not, perhaps because he didn’t want some young readers to object that pigs do not have chins. More importantly, no one is eaten in Little’s version. Did he feel that doing so would be too gross for a First Reader? About the first two pigs, he simply says “And that was the end of poor . . . Pig.” And after telling us that the wolf fell into a pot of hot water with a “sp—lash!” Little follows with “So that was the end of big, bad wolf!” According to Steel, the first two pigs were “eaten” by the wolf. He ends with how little piggy “boiled the wolf up, and ate him for supper.” A whole wolf must have made a very big supper. Do pigs eat meat?

6.
Steel’s additional details do help readers understand more about the characters and their actions. Steel might have added “thoughtless” to Little’s “the end of the big, bad wolf!” We need to remember that “The Three Little Pigs” is a fairy tale. But comparing and asking questions about such tales gives us practice in asking questions and making arguments about the real world. I’ll leave you with one (two or three) more question(s). How does anyone make a house with only “a bundle of straw,” “a bundle of furze,” or a “load of bricks” (that a man can carry) be enough to build a house? Play the question game. It can be fun and also make your papers stronger.
—Dr. V.

The Three Little Pigs
“The Three Little Pigs,” Illustrated by Frederick Richardson [571]

From: Old, old tales retold : the best-beloved folk stories for children
https://archive.org/details/oldoldtalesretol00rich
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LONG ago there lived a pig who had three little pigs. The mother pig was very poor, and at last she had to send her little pigs out to seek their fortunes.

The first little pig that went away met a man with a bundle of straw, and he said to him, “Please, man, give me that straw to build me a house.”

The man gave the straw to the little pig. Then the pig built a house of the straw, and lived in the house.

By and by a wolf came along and knocked at the door of the little straw house.
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“Little pig, little pig, let me come in!” called the wolf. 

  “No, no, by the hair of my chinny, chin, chin, I’ll not let you in,” answered the pig.

“Then I’ll huff and I’ll puff and I’ll blow your house in,” said the wolf. 

So he huffed and he puffed and he blew the house in. Then he chased the little pig away. 

The second little pig that went away met a man with a bundle of sticks, and he said to the man, “Please, man, give me your bundle of sticks to build me a house.” 

The man gave the sticks to the little pig. Then the pig built a house of the sticks, and lived in the house.

By and by the wolf came along and knocked at the door of the little house of sticks.

“Little pig, little pig, let me come in!” called the wolf. 
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 “No, no, by the hair of my chinny, chin, chin, I’ll not let you in,” answered the pig. 

“Then I’ll huff and I’ll puff and I’ll blow your house in,” said the wolf. 

So he huffed and he puffed and he blew the house in. Then he chased the little pig away. 

The third little pig that went away met a man with a load of bricks, and he said to the man, “Please, man, give me your load of bricks to build me a house.”

The man gave the bricks to the little pig. Then the pig built a house with the bricks and lived in the house. 

At last the wolf came along and knocked at the door of the brick house. 
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“Little pig, little pig, let me come in!” called the wolf. 

 “No, no, by the hair of my chinny, chin, chin, I’ll not let you in,” answered the pig. 

“Then I’ll huff and I’ll puff and I’ll blow your house in,” said the wolf. 

So he huffed and he puffed and he puffed and he huffed, but he could not blow the little brick house in. 

The wolf rested a few minutes, and then he said, “Little pig, little pig, will you let just the tip of my nose in?”

“No,” said the little pig. 

“Little pig, little pig, will you let just my paw in?” 

“No,” said the little pig. 

“Little pig, little pig, will you let just the tip of my tail in?” 

 “No,” said the little pig. 
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“Then I will climb up on the roof and come down through the chimney,” said the wolf. 

But the little pig made the fire very hot, so the wolf could not come down the chimney so he went away, and that was the end of him. 

The little pig then went and fetched his mother, and they still live happily in their little brick house.
“The Three Pigs” Ed. Charles Little [717]

From Life and Literature Readers First Reader. 
Once upon a time three pigs went for a walk. They walked and they walked. By and by they sat down to rest. Then Big Pig said with a grunt, grunt, grunt, “I want to make a house.”
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And Middle Pig said with a grunt, grunt, grunt, “I want to make a house.” 

And Little Pig said with a wee little grunt, “I want to make a house.” 

Then all the pigs said, “Let’s get to work.” And away they went. Big Pig made his house of hay. When it was done he sat down to rest. Soon a wolf came along.

“Ah! Here is a little house in the woods,” he said. “I’ll walk up to the door and see for myself.” First he gave a wee little tap. Tap, tap, tap. But Big Pig, inside, sat still. Then he gave a big, big tap. Tap, tap, tap! But Big Pig, inside, sat still. 

Then he called, “Big Pig, Big Pig, you let me in.”

“No,” said Big Pig, “I’ll not.”

“Then I’ll huff and I’ll puff and I’ll blow your house in. Gr—r.” So he huffed and he puffed and he blew the house in. And that was the end of poor Big Pig. 

Now Middle Pig made his house of wood. And when it was done he sat down to rest by the window. Soon the big, bad wolf came along. 
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 “Ah,” he said. “Here is a little house of wood. I’ll walk up to the door and see for myself.” First he gave a wee little tap. Tap, tap, tap. But Middle Pig, inside, sat still. Then he gave a big, big tap. Tap, tap, tap! But Middle Pig, inside, sat still. 

Then he called, “Middle Pig, Middle Pig, you let me in.”

“No!” said Middle Pig, “I’ll not,” And he kept on rocking by the window. “Gr—r! Gr—r!” said the wolf. “I’ll huff and I’ll puff and I’ll blow your house in.” So he huffed and he puffed and he blew the house in. And that was the end of poor Middle Pig.

Now Little Pig made his house of brick. When it was done he sat down to rest. Soon the big, bad wolf came along. “Ah!” he said. “Here is a little house of brick. I’ll walk up to the door and see for myself.” First he gave a wee little tap. Tap, tap, tap. Then he called, “Little Pig, Little Pig, let me in.”

“No,” said the little pig, “I’ll not.”

“Then I’ll huff and I’ll puff and I’ll blow your house in. Gr—r! I’ll eat you up. You’ll see, Little Pig. You’ll see.” 

“Go away,” called Little Pig. “I know what you have come for. Go away!” 

“I’ll eat you up. Gr—r!” said the wolf. Then he huffed and he puffed. He huffed and he puffed, but he could not blow the brick house in. He must think of some other way to get that little pig.

The next day he came again. “Oh, Little Pig! I know where there are some nice red apples. Would you like some?”

“Yes!” said Little Pig. “I like red apples. Where are they?”

“In Mr. Smith’s field. Be ready in the morning at six o’clock and I will show you where they are.”

“Oh, yes!” laughed Little Pig. I’ll be ready.” 

The next day the big, bad wolf came at six o’clock to get Little Pig. “Are you ready, Little Pig? Are you ready?” 
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 “Oh, yes!” said Little Pig. “I was ready long ago. I went at five o’clock. I could not wait for you.”

Then the wolf said, “I’ll eat you up for that. You’ll see. I’ll get you this time. I’ll go up on the top of the house and come through the fireplace. You’ll see, Little Pig. You’ll see.”

With that, he jumped up on the top of the house and came, chug, chug, right down into the fireplace, just as he had said.

But Little Pig had a great pot of hot water setting on the fire. And the wolf fell right into it, sp—lash !

So that was the end of the big, bad wolf. But Little Pig lived happy ever after in his own brick house in the woods.
“The Story of the Three Little Pigs” From Rays of Sunshine [936]
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ONCE upon a time there was an old pig with three little pigs, and as she had not enough to keep them, she sent them out to seek their fortunes. 

The first that went off met a man with a bundle of straw, and said to him, “Please, man, give me that straw to build me a house;” which the man did, and the little pig built a house with it. Presently a wolf came along and knocked at the door, and said,— 

“Little Pig, Little Pig, Let Me Come In!” To which the pig answered.— 

“No, No, By the Hair on my Chinny-Chin-Chin !” 

his made the wolf angry, and he said,— 

“Then I’ll huff, and I’ll puff, and I’ll blow your house in!

So he huffed, and he puffed, and he blew the house in, and ate up the little pig.

[image: image12.emf]

The second little pig met a man with a bundle of wood, and said, “Please, man, give me that wood to build me a house; which the man did, and the pig built his house with it.
Then along came the wolf, and said,— 

“Little Pig, Little Pig, Let Me Come In!”

“No, No, By the Hair on my Chinny-Chin-Chin!”

“Then I’ll huff, and I’ll puff, and I’ll blow your house in!”
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So he huffed, and he puffed, and he puffed, and he huffed, and at last he blew the house down, and then ate up the little pig.

The third little pig met a man with a load of bricks, and said, “Please, man, give me those bricks to build a house with;” so the man gave him the bricks, and he built his house with them.

Then the wolf came along as he had done to the other little pigs, and said,— 

“Little Pig, Little Pig, Let Me Come In!”

“No, No, By the Hair on my Chinny-Chin-Chin!” 

“Then I’ll huff, and I’ll puff, and I’ll blow your house in.”

Well, he huffed and he puffed, and he puffed and he huffed, and he huffed and he puffed; but he could not get the house down. When he found that he could not, with all his huffing and puffing, blow the house down, he said, “Little pig, I know where there is a nice field of turnips.”

“Where?” said the little pig. 

“Oh, in Mr. Smith’s Home-field, and if you will be ready to-morrow morning I will call for you, and we will go together, and get some for dinner.”

“Very well,” said the little pig, “I will be ready. What time do you mean to go?” 

“Oh, at six o’clock.”

Well, the little pig got up at five, and got the turnips before the wolf came (which he did about six), and said, 

“Little pig are you ready?” The little pig said, “Ready? 1 have been, and come back again, and got a nice potful for dinner.” 

The wolf felt very angry at this, but thought that he would be up to the little pig some way or other, so he said, “Little pig, I know where there is a nice pear-tree.” 

“Where?” said the pig.

“Down at Merry-Garden,” replied the wolf, “and if you will not deceive me, I will come for you at five o’clock to-morrow, and we will go together and get some pears.”
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Well, the little pig bustled up the next morning at four o’clock, and went off for the pears, hoping .to get back before the wolf came. But he had further to go, and had to climb the tree, so that just as he was getting down from it he saw the wolf coming, which, as you may suppose, frightened him very much. When the wolf came up he said, “What! are you here before me? are they nice pears?” “Yes, very,” said the little pig. “I will throw you down one;” and he threw it so far that while the wolf was going to pick it up, the little pig jumped down and ran home.

The next day the wolf came again, and said to the little pig, “Little pig, there is a fair at Shanklin this afternoon; will you go?”

“Oh yes,” said the pig, “I will be glad to go; what time will you be ready?” “At three,” said the wolf
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So the little pig went before the time to the fair, and bought a butter-  churn, which he was taking home when he saw the wolf coming. Then he got into the churn to hide and by so doing turned it over, and it rolled down the hill with the pig in it, which frightened the wolf so that he ran home without going to the fair.

He went to the little pig’s house, and told him how frightened he had been by a great round thing which came down the hill past him. Then the little pig said, “Ha! I frightened you then. I had been to the fair and bought a butter-churn, and when I saw you I got into it and rolled down the hill.”
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Then the wolf was very angry indeed, and declared he would eat up the little pig, and that he would get down the chimney after him. When the little pig saw what he was about, he hung on the pot full of water, and made up a blazing fire, and just as the wolf was coming down, took off the cover, and in fell the wolf! So the little pig put on the cover again in an instant, boiled up the wolf and ate him for supper, and lived happy ever afterwards.

“The Story of the Three Little Pigs,” by Leslie Brooke [956]
From The Golden Goose Book
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Once upon a time there was an old Sow with three little Pigs, and as she had not enough to keep them, she sent them out to seek their fortune.

The first that went off met a Man with a bundle of straw, and said to him, “Please, Man, give me that straw to build me a house”; which the Man did, and the little Pig built a house with it. Presently came along a Wolf, and knocked at the door, and said, “Little Pig, little Pig, let me come in.”
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To which the Pig answered, “No, no, by the hair of my chinny chin chin.”

 “Then I’ll huff and I’ll puff, and I’ll blow your house in!” said the Wolf. So he huffed, and he puffed, and he blew his house in, and ate up the little Pig.

[image: image19.emf]

The second Pig met a Man with a bundle of furze, and said, “Please, Man, give me that furze to build a house”; which the Man did, and the Pig built his house. Then along came the Wolf and said, “Little Pig, little Pig, let me come in.”
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 “No, no, by the hair of my chinny chin chin.”
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“Then I’ll puff and I’ll huff, and I’ll blow your house in!” So he huffed and he puffed, and he puffed and he huffed, and at last he blew the house down, and ate up the second little Pig.

The third little Pig met a Man with a load of bricks, and said, “Please, Man, give me those bricks to build a house with”; so the Man gave him the bricks, and he built his house with them. So the Wolf came, as he did to the other little Pigs, and said, “Little Pig, little Pig, let me come in.”

“No, no, by the hair of my chinny chin chin.”

“Then I’ll huff and I’ll puff, and I’ll blow your house in.” Well, he huffed and he puffed, and he huffed and he puffed, and he puffed and he huffed; but he could not get the house down. When he found that he could not, with all his huffing and puffing, blow the house down, he said, “Little Pig, I know where there is a nice field of turnips.”

“Where?” said the little Pig.
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 “Oh, in Mr. Smith’s home-field; and if you will be ready to-morrow morning, I will call for you, and we will go together and get some for dinner.”

“Very well,” said the little Pig, “I will be ready. What time do you mean to go?”
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 “Oh, at six o’clock.”

Well, the little Pig got up at five, and got the turnips and was home again before six. When the Wolf came he said, “Little Pig, are you ready?”

“Ready!” said the little Pig, “I have been and come back again, and got a nice pot-full for dinner.”

The Wolf felt very angry at this, but thought that he would be up to the little Pig somehow or other; so he said, “Little Pig, I know where there is a nice apple-tree.”
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 “Where?” said the Pig.

“Down at Merry-garden,” replied the Wolf; “and if you will not deceive me I will come for you, at five o’clock to-morrow, and we will go together and get some apples.”
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Well, the little Pig woke at four the next morning, and bustled up, and went off for the apples, hoping to get back before the Wolf came; but he had farther to go, and had to climb the tree, so that just as he was coming down from it, he saw the Wolf coming, which, as you may suppose, frightened him very much. When the Wolf came up he said, “Little Pig, what! are you here before me? Are they nice apples?”

“Yes, very,” said the little Pig; “I will throw you down one.” And he threw it so far that, while the Wolf was gone to pick it up, the little Pig jumped down and ran home.

The next day the Wolf came again, and said to the little Pig, “Little Pig, there is a Fair in the Town this afternoon: will you go?”

“Oh, yes,” said the Pig, I will go; what time shall you be ready?”

“At three,” said the Wolf.
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So the little Pig went off before the time, as usual, and got to the Fair, and bought a butter churn, and was on his way home with it when he saw the Wolf coming. Then he could not tell what to do. So he got into the churn to hide, and in doing so turned it round, and it began to roll, and rolled down the hill with the Pig inside it, which frightened the Wolf so much that he ran home without going to the Fair.

He went to the little Pig’s house, and told him how frightened he had been by a great round thing which came down the hill past him.

Then the little Pig said, “Hah! I frightened you, did I? I had been to the Fair and bought a butter churn, and when I saw you I got into it, and rolled down the hill.”
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Then the Wolf was very angry indeed, and declared he would eat up the little Pig, and that he would get down the chimney after him.

When the little Pig saw what he was about, he hung on the pot full of water, and made up a blazing fire, and, just as the Wolf was coming down, took off the cover of the pot, and in fell the Wolf. And the little Pig put on the cover again in an instant, boiled him up, and ate him for supper, and lived happy ever after.

“The Three Little Pigs,” by Mabie et al. [1,317]

From The Young Folks Treasury, Vol. 1. Hamilton Wright Mabie; Edward Everett Hale; William Byron Forbush, editors. New York: The University Society, 1927

ONCE upon a time, when pigs could talk and no one had ever heard of bacon, there lived an old piggy mother with her three little sons.

They had a very pleasant home in the middle of an oak forest, and were all just as happy as the day was long, until one sad year the acorn crop failed; then, indeed, poor Mrs. Piggy-wiggy often had hard work to make both ends meet.

One day she called her sons to her, and, with tears in her eyes, told them that she must send them out into the wide world to seek their fortune.

She kissed them all round, and the three little pigs set out upon their travels, each taking a different road, and carrying a bundle slung on a stick across his shoulder.

The first little pig had not gone far before he met a man carrying a bundle of straw; so he said to him: “Please, man, give me that straw to build me a house?” The man was very good-natured, so he gave him the bundle of straw, and the little pig built a pretty little house with it.

No sooner was it finished, and the little pig thinking of going to bed, than a wolf came along, knocked at the door, and said: “Little pig, little pig, let me come in.”

But the little pig laughed softly, and answered: “No, no, by the hair of my chinny-chin-chin.”

Then said the wolf sternly: “I will make you let me in; for I’ll huff, and I’ll puff, and I’ll blow your house in!”

So he huffed and he puffed, and he blew his house in, because, you see, it was only of straw and too light; and when he had blown the house in, he ate up the little pig, and did not leave so much as the tip of his tail.

The second little pig also met a man, and he was carrying a bundle of furze; so piggy said politely: “Please, kind man, will you give me that furze to build me a house?”

The man agreed, and piggy set to work to build himself a snug little house before the night came on. It was scarcely finished when the wolf came along, and said: “Little pig, little pig, let me come in.”

“No, no, by the hair of my chinny-chin-chin,” answered the second little pig.

“Then I’ll huff, and I’ll puff, and I’ll blow your house in!” said the wolf. So he huffed and he puffed, and he puffed, and he huffed, and at last he blew the house in, and gobbled the little pig up in a trice.

Now, the third little pig met a man with a load of bricks and mortar, and he said: “Please, man, will you give me those bricks to build a house with?”

So the man gave him the bricks and mortar, and a little trowel as well, and the little pig built himself a nice strong little house. As soon as it was finished the wolf came to call, just as he had done to the other little pigs, and said: “Little pig, little pig, let me in!”

But the little pig answered: “No, no, by the hair of my chinny-chin-chin.”

“Then,” said the wolf, “I’ll huff, and I’ll puff, and I’ll blow your house in.”

Well, he huffed, and he puffed, and he puffed, and he huffed, and he huffed, and he puffed; but he could not get the house down. At last he had no breath left to huff and puff with, so he sat down outside the little pig’s house and thought for awhile.

Presently he called out: “Little pig, I know where there is a nice field of turnips.”

“Where?” said the little pig.

“Behind the farmer’s house, three fields away, and if you will be ready to-morrow morning I will call for you, and we will go together and get some breakfast.”

“Very well,” said the little pig; “I will be sure to be ready. What time do you mean to start?”

“At six o’clock,” replied the wolf.

Well, the wise little pig got up at five, scampered away to the field, and brought home a fine load of turnips before the wolf came. At six o’clock the wolf came to the little pig’s house and said: “Little pig, are you ready?”

“Ready!” cried the little pig. “Why, I have been to the field and come back long ago, and now I am busy boiling a potful of turnips for breakfast.”

The wolf was very angry indeed; but he made up his mind to catch the little pig somehow or other; so he told him that he knew where there was a nice apple-tree.

“Where?” said the little pig.

“Round the hill in the squire’s orchard,” the wolf said. “So if you will promise to play me no tricks, I will come for you tomorrow morning at five o’clock, and we will go there together and get some rosy-cheeked apples.”

The next morning piggy got up at four o’clock and was off and away long before the wolf came.

But the orchard was a long way off, and besides, he had the tree to climb, which is a difficult matter for a little pig, so that before the sack he had brought with him was quite filled he saw the wolf coming towards him.

He was dreadfully frightened, but he thought it better to put a good face on the matter, so when the wolf said: “Little pig, why are you here before me? Are they nice apples?” he replied at once: “Yes, very; I will throw down one for you to taste.” So he picked an apple and threw it so far that whilst the wolf was running to fetch it he had time to jump down and scamper away home.

The next day the wolf came again, and told the little pig that there was going to be a fair in the town that afternoon, and asked him if he would go with him.

“Oh! yes,” said the pig, “I will go with pleasure. What time will you be ready to start?”

“At half-past three,” said the wolf.

Of course, the little pig started long before the time, went to the fair, and bought a fine large butter-churn, and was trotting away with it on his back when he saw the wolf coming.

He did not know what to do, so he crept into the churn to hide, and by so doing started it rolling.

Down the hill it went, rolling over and over, with the little pig squeaking inside.

The wolf could not think what the strange thing rolling down the hill could be; so he turned tail and ran away home in a fright without ever going to the fair at all. He went to the little pig’s house to tell him how frightened he had been by a large round thing which came rolling past him down the hill.

“Ha! ha!” laughed the little pig; “so I frightened you, eh? I had been to the fair and bought a butter-churn; when I saw you I got inside it and rolled down the hill.”

This made the wolf so angry that he declared that he would eat up the little pig, and that nothing should save him, for he would jump down the chimney.

But the clever little pig hung a pot full of water over the hearth and then made a blazing fire, and just as the wolf was coming down the chimney he took off the cover and in fell the wolf. In a second the little pig had popped the lid on again.

Then he boiled the wolf, and ate him for supper, and after that he lived quietly and comfortably all his days, and was never troubled by a wolf again.

“The Three Little Pigs,” Retold by Flora Steel [1,428]
From English Fairy-Tales, Retold by Flora Annie Steel; Illustrated by Arthur Rackham

Once upon a time there was an old sow who had three little pigs, and as she had not enough for them to eat, she said they had better go out into the world and seek their fortunes.

Now the eldest pig went first, and as he trotted along the road he met a man carrying a bundle of straw. So he said very politely:

“If you please, sir, could you give me that straw to build me a house?”

And the man, seeing what good manners the little pig had, gave him the straw, and the little pig set to work and built a beautiful house with it.

Now, when it was finished, a wolf happened to pass that way; and he saw the house, and he smelt the pig inside.

So he knocked at the door and said:

“Little pig! Little pig! Let me in! Let me in!”

But the little pig saw the wolf’s big paws through the keyhole, so he answered back:

“No! No! No! by the hair of my chinny chin chin!”
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Then the wolf showed his teeth and said:

“Then I’ll huff and I’ll puff and I’ll blow your house in.”

So he huffed and he puffed and he blew the house in. Then he ate up little piggy and went on his way.

Now, the next piggy, when he started, met a man carrying a bundle of furze, and, being very polite, he said to him:

“If you please, sir, could you give me that furze to build me a house?”

And the man, seeing what good manners the little pig had, gave him the furze, and the little pig set to work and built himself a beautiful house. 

Now it so happened that when the house was finished the wolf passed that way; and he saw the house, and he smelt the pig inside.

So he knocked at the door and said:

“Little pig! Little pig! Let me in! Let me in!”

But the little pig peeped through the keyhole and saw the wolf’s great ears, so he answered back:

“No! No! No! by the hair of my chinny chin chin!”

Then the wolf showed his teeth and said;
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“Then I’ll huff and I’ll puff and I’ll blow your house in!”

So he huffed and he puffed and he blew the house in. Then he ate up little piggy and went on his way.

Now the third little piggy, when he started, met a man carrying a load of bricks, and, being very polite, he said:

“If you please, sir, could you give me those bricks to build me a house?”

And the man, seeing that he had been well brought up, gave him the bricks, and the little pig set to work and built himself a beautiful house.

And once again it happened that when it was finished the wolf chanced to come that way; and he saw the house, and he smelt the pig inside.

So he knocked at the door and said:

“Little pig! Little pig! Let me in! Let me in!”

But the little pig peeped through the keyhole and saw the wolf’s great eyes, so he answered:

“No! No! No! by the hair of my chinny chin chin!”
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 “Then I’ll huff and I’ll puff and I’ll blow your house in!” says the wolf, showing his teeth.

Well! he huffed and he puffed. He puffed and he huffed. And he huffed, huffed, and he puffed, puffed; but he could not blow the house down. At last he was so out of breath that he couldn’t huff and he couldn’t puff any more. So he thought a bit. Then he said:

“Little pig! I know where there is ever such a nice field of turnips.”

“Do you,” says little piggy, “and where may that be?”

“I’ll show you,” says the wolf; “if you will be ready at six o’clock to-morrow morning, I will call round for you, and we can go together to Farmer Smith’s field and get turnips for dinner.” 

“Thank you kindly,” says the little piggy. “I will be ready at six o’clock sharp.”

But, you see, the little pig was not one to be taken in with chaff, so he got up at five, trotted off to Farmer Smith’s field, rooted up the turnips, and was home eating them for breakfast when the wolf clattered at the door and cried:

“Little pig! Little pig! Aren’t you ready?”

“Ready?” says the little piggy. “Why! what a sluggard you are! I’ve been to the field and come back again, and I’m having a nice potful of turnips for breakfast.”

Then the wolf grew red with rage; but he was determined to eat little piggy, so he said, as if he didn’t care:

“I’m glad you like them; but I know of something better than turnips.”

“Indeed,” says little piggy, “and what may that be?”

“A nice apple tree down in Merry gardens with the juiciest, sweetest apples on it! So if you will be ready at five o’clock to-morrow morning I will come round for you and we can get the apples together.”

“Thank you kindly,” says little piggy. “I will be sure and be ready at five o’clock sharp.”

Now the next morning he bustled up ever so early, and it wasn’t four o’clock when he started to get the apples; but, you see, the wolf had been taken in once and wasn’t going to be taken in again, so he also started at four o’clock, and the little pig had but just got his basket half full of apples when he saw the wolf coming down the road licking his lips.

“Hullo!” says the wolf, “here already! You are an early bird! Are the apples nice?”

“Very nice,” says little piggy; “I’ll throw you down one to try.”

And he threw it so far away, that when the wolf had gone to pick it up, the little pig was able to jump down with his basket and run home.

Well, the wolf was fair angry; but he went next day to the little piggy’s house and called through the door, as mild as milk:

“Little pig! Little pig! You are so clever, I should like to give you a fairing; so if you will come with me to the fair this afternoon you shall have one.”

“Thank you kindly,” says little piggy. “What time shall we start?”

“At three o’clock sharp,” says the wolf, “so be sure to be ready.”

“I’ll be ready before three,” sniggered the little piggy. And he was! He started early in the morning and went to the fair, and rode in a swing, and enjoyed himself ever so much, and bought himself a butter-churn as a fairing, and trotted away towards home long before three o’clock. But just as he got to the top of the hill, what should he see but the wolf coming up it, all panting and red with rage!

Well, there was no place to hide in but the butter-churn; so he crept into it, and was just pulling down the cover when the churn started to roll down the hill—

Bumpety, bumpety, bump!

Of course piggy, inside, began to squeal, and when the wolf heard the noise, and saw the butter-churn rolling down on top of him— Bumpety, bumpety, bump! —he was so frightened that he turned tail and ran away. But he was still determined to get the little pig for his dinner; so he went next day to the house and told the little pig how sorry he was not to have been able to keep his promise of going to the fair, because of an awful, dreadful, terrible Thing that had rushed at him, making a fearsome noise.

“Dear me!” says the little piggy, “that must have been me! I hid inside the butter-churn when I saw you coming, and it started to roll! I am sorry I frightened you!”

But this was too much. The wolf danced about with rage and swore he would come down the chimney and eat up the little pig for his supper. But while he was climbing on to the roof the little pig made up a blazing fire and put on a big pot full of water to boil. Then, just as the wolf was coming down the chimney, the little piggy off with the lid, and plump! in fell the wolf into the scalding water.

So the little piggy put on the cover again, boiled the wolf up, and ate him for supper.

The Golden Touch (A Greek Myth)
Suggestions for Writing about “The Golden Touch

Remember: In your paper, quote important words or phrases.
Option One

Compare one of the longer versions to the shorter version in The Second Alexandra Reader. In your paper, explain what is in the longer version but missing in the shorter. Which version is better, not just for you, but for students of different ages? 
Option Two

Write a paper that compares just two versions of the story. Consider the following:

How does each version begin?

How does each describe Midas’s pleasure with his the gold he already had?

Who gives and takes away the “touch”? How does Midas meet with them? How does it happen?

How does Midas learn that he has the “touch,” and under what circumstances does he realize that he no longer wants it?

What happens to the golden touch after Midas loses it? 
What is the difference in the number of children Midas has? To what extent do the children have a role in the story?

How does each story deal with the “ass’s ears”?

“The Golden Touch” from The Second Alexandra Reader [665]
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NCE upon a time there lived a very rich king whose  name was Midas. He was very fond of gold. Indeed, he loved it more than anything else in the world, except his  beautiful little daughter whom he called Marygold. When Marygold picked buttercups and dandelions, and brought them to him, he would say, “I wish these flowers were as golden as they look.”
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One day when King Midas was in his treasure room counting his bags and boxes of money, he looked up and saw a stranger in the room.

“You are a rich man. King Midas,’’ said the stranger.

“Yes, I have some gold here,” answered Midas, “but not nearly enough.”

“What!” cried the stranger. “Are you not satisfied? What more do you wish?”

King Midas looked intently at the stranger and said, “I wish that I had the Golden Touch.’’

“Are yon sure that you would be satisfied then?’

“Oh, yes!” answered Midas. “I would ask for nothing more.”

“It shall be as yon wish,” said the stranger. “To-morrow at sunrise you shall have the Golden Touch.”

When the sun peeped into the room, King Midas jumped out of bed. He touched a chair; it turned to gold. He touched the bed and the table, and they were changed to solid, shining gold. He dressed himself, and all his clothes were gold. Then King Midas went into his garden. “Now,” he thought, “I can have the most beautiful garden in the world.” So he touched the leaves and flowers, and they, too, became shining gold.

When the king had done this, he felt hungry and thirsty, so he went to the palace for his breakfast.

Seated at his golden table, he asked first for a glass of water. When the water [image: image34.emf]

touched his lips, it changed to gold. He touched the fish on his plate; it became a pretty gold fish, and he could not eat it. He took an egg; that, too, turned into gold.

“Good morning, dear father,” cried Marygold, as she ran to put her arms about his neck and give him a morning kiss.

The king kissed his little daughter. “My dear little Marygold!” he cried. But Marygold did not answer.

Alas! What had he done? His dear daughter, his sweet little Marygold, was changed to gold by his kiss.

Midas was overcome with grief and horror. He went back to his strong treasure room and shut himself in.

But now he found no joy in his golden money. The sight of it only made him weep the harder. ‘‘Unhappy, that I am,’’ he cried out, “the Golden Touch has made me a miserable man.”

Just then the same stranger stood before him.

“Which do you think,” asked he, “is worth more— the Golden Touch or a cup of water?”

“A cup of water!” cried the king.

“The Golden Touch or a crust of bread?”

“Give me a crust of bread,” answered the king.

“The Golden Touch or your dear little Marygold?’’

“Oh, my child!” cried Midas. “She is worth more to me than all the gold in the world.”

“Now go to your bed,” said the stranger, “and sleep till daylight.”

Midas slept late the next morning. On awakening, he dressed hastily and walked out of his chamber. How his heart bounded when he saw his little Marygold come running to greet him. He walked with her in the garden, and rejoiced in the beauty and the fragrance of the flowers.

Was the Golden Touch only a hateful dream? At any rate, after this King Midas loved gold far less. He was kind to the poor and the sick, and he helped his people in many ways.

His people all became happy and prosperous, and that made Midas prosperous, too. Indeed, it came to be a common saying, “King Midas has the Golden Touch, for everything he and his people lay hand upon is sure to prosper.”

“The Golden Touch,” by James H. Fassett [780]
From The Beacon Second Reader, by James H. Fassett. Boston: Ginn and Company, 1914
I
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Many years ago there lived a king named Midas. King Midas had one little daughter, whose name was Marigold.

King Midas was very, very rich. It was said that he had more gold than any other king in the world.

One room of his great castle was almost filled with yellow gold pieces.

At last the king grew so fond of his gold that he loved it better than anything else in all the world.

He even loved it better than his own little daughter, dear little rosy-cheeked Marigold. His one great wish seemed to be for more and more gold.

One day while he was in his gold room counting his money, a beautiful fairy boy stood before him.

The boy’s face shone with a wonderful light, and he had wings on his cap and wings on his feet. In his hand he carried a strange-looking wand, and the wand also had wings.

“Midas, you are the richest man in the world,” said the fairy. “There is no king who has so much gold as you.”

“That may be,” said the king. “As you see, I have this room full of gold, but I should like much more; for gold is the best and the most wonderful thing in the world.”

“Are you sure?” asked the fairy.

“I am very sure,” answered the king.

“If I should grant you one wish,” said the fairy, “would you ask for more gold?”

“If I could have but one wish,” said the king, “I would ask that everything I touched should turn to beautiful yellow gold.”

“Your wish shall be granted,” said the fairy “At sunrise to-morrow morning your slightest touch will turn everything into gold. But warn you that your gift will not make you happy.”

“I will take the risk,” said the king.

II

The next morning King Midas awoke very early. He was eager to see if the fairy’s promise had come true.

As soon as the sun arose he tried the gift by touching the bed lightly with his hand.

The bed turned to gold.
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He touched the chair and table.

Upon the instant they were turned to solid gold.

The king was wild with joy.

He ran around the room, touching everything he could see. His magic gift turned all to shining, yellow gold.

The king soon felt hungry and went down to eat his breakfast. Now a strange thing happened. When he raised a glass of clear cold water to drink, it became solid gold.

Not a drop of water could pass his lips.

The bread turned to gold under his fingers.

The meat was hard, and yellow, and shiny.

Not a thing could he get to eat.

All was gold, gold, gold.

His little daughter came running in from the garden.

Of all living creatures she was the dearest to him.

He touched her hair with his lips.

At once the little girl was changed to a golden statue.

A great fear crept into the king’s heart, sweeping all the joy out of his life.

In his grief he called and called upon the fairy who had given him the gift of the golden touch.

“O fairy,” he begged, “take away this horrible golden gift! Take all my lands. Take all my gold. Take everything, only give me back my little daughter.”

In a moment the beautiful fairy was standing before him.

“Do you still think that gold is the greatest thing in the world?” asked the fairy.

“No! no!” cried the king. “I hate the very sight of the yellow stuff.”

“Are you sure that you no longer wish the golden touch?” asked the fairy.

“I have learned my lesson,” said the king. “I no longer think gold the greatest thing in the world.”

“Very well,” said the fairy, “take this pitcher to the spri[image: image37.emf]

ng in the garden and fill it with water. Then sprinkle those things which you have touched and turned to gold.”

The king took the pitcher and rushed to the spring. Running back, he first sprinkled the head of his dear little girl. Instantly she became his own darling Marigold again, and gave him a kiss.

The king sprinkled the golden food, and to his great joy it turned back to real bread and real butter.

Then he and his little daughter sat down to breakfast. How good the cold water tasted. How eagerly the hungry king ate the bread and butter, the meat, and all the good food.

The king hated his golden touch so much that he sprinkled even the chairs and the tables and everything else that the fairy’s gift had turned to gold.
“The Golden Touch, ” by Alpha Benson [1,742]

From Really Truly Fairy Tales, by Alpha Banta Benson

There was once a king who was very rich. His name was Midas. King Midas loved gold better than anything else in the world. There was nothing he loved half so well except his little daughter, Marygold. He thought, foolish man, that the way to show this love, was to get for her as much gold as he could. 

Down deep under his castle, was a small, dark room. In this room King Midas kept his gold. Every day he went there to look at it.

He was always careful to lock the door, so that no one could follow him. This room was a very dreary place. Only one little sunbeam ever thought of peeping into it. King Midas loved this little sunbeam, because his gold could not shine without it.

He used to put his treasure right where the little ray would fall upon it. Then he would play with the pieces of gold, throwing them up and catching them again. He had a large bowl of solid gold. It was so bright that he could see himself in it. He would sit for hours and look at his face in this rich mirror. Sometimes the face seemed to be making fun of him. Then he would lay it aside.

Next, he would bring out his bags of gold dust and let the dust run through his fingers, as a child plays with sand. He often said to himself:

“Oh, I wish I had the whole world for my treasure-room, and full of gold all my own; then I could be happy.” 

One day while he was looking at his gold, he thought the sunbeam grew larger. It seemed to fill the whole room. The rays danced in the corners like fairies. King Midas looked up. There stood a beautiful young man near the door. His face was so bright that the king shaded his eyes with his hands as he looked.

“You are a very rich man, friend Midas. With all this gold you ought to be the happiest man in the world.”

“Yes,” said Midas, “I have done very well; but it has taken almost a lifetime to get this. Now, if I could live a thousand years, I might get rich!”

“Why, haven’t you enough yet?” asked the young man, opening his eyes very wide.

“No,” said Midas. 

“Well,” said the stranger, “I should like to know what would satisfy you.  Will you be kind enough to tell me?”

The king thought for a time and then said: 

“If I could have my way, everything I touch would turn to gold.”

“Are you quite sure this would satisfy you?” asked the young man.

“Sure of it?” cried Midas. “Why shouldn’t it satisfy me?”

“And are you sure you would never be sorry you made such a wish?” said the stranger.

“How could I be sorry? I tell you I should be the happiest man in the world.”

“Very well,” said the stranger, “tomorrow, at sunrise, you will have the Golden Touch.”

When King Midas awoke the next morning a little sunbeam shone on his bed. He put out his hand and touched the coverlet. It was changed to gold. With a cry of joy he sprang from his bed.

“Hurrah! I have the Golden Touch.” he cried.

He ran about touching everything in the room. Of course they all turned to gold. Then he dressed himself and was delighted to find that his clothes had become beautiful garments of gold. He put on his spectacles, but could not see through them. Taking them off and rubbing them he saw that the glass had become plates of gold.

As he went down stairs, he put his hand on the railing. It turned to gold.
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He opened the door and went into the garden. The roses were nodding in the fresh morning breeze; the air was filled with their sweet perfume. But King Midas did not care for this. What do you think he did? Why, he changed every one of those roses into hard, shining gold. The dew drops became diamonds.

Then he went back to the house. Breakfast was ready. Marygold had not yet come in, so he had her called. She always had bread and milk for her breakfast. She ate it out of a beautiful china bowl. This bowl had strange trees and houses painted upon it. While the father waited for her, he thought he would change her bowl to gold.

“That will please her,” thought he.

Just then he heard her coming. The door opened and she came in. She had her apron to her eyes and was crying as if her heart would break.

“Why, what is the matter my dear child?” asked the king.

“Oh, my beautiful roses! They are all ugly and yellow,” cried she. “When I try to smell them, their hard petals prick my nose” 

“Well, dear, don’t cry about it. Sit down and eat your bread and milk.”

They both sat down to the table. He thought she would forget about the roses, when she saw her golden bowl; but she was too sad to notice it. Perhaps it was best that she did not, for she had always been so fond of looking at the pictures upon it. These faded as soon as the bowl was changed to gold.

His walk in the garden had given the king a good appetite. His breakfast of baked potatoes, fish, hot cakes and coffee looked very good indeed.

“Well, this is nice,” he said, as he poured out a cup of coffee. He smiled when he saw the coffee pot turn to gold.

“I shall soon have nothing but gold on my table,” thought he, and began to wonder where he could keep his treasure.

He raised the cup of coffee to his lips. That, too, turned to gold. Of course he could not drink it. He set the cup down quickly. Marygold looked up and asked, 

“What is the matter, father?”

“Nothing, child, nothing,” said the king.

He thought he would try one of the fish. As soon as he touched it, it became hard and bright. Then he broke one of the cakes. It became yellow and heavy.

“I don’t quite see how I am to get any breakfast,” thought the king.

He looked at Marygold. She was quietly eating her bread and milk. How he longed to have just one bite! What good would all this gold do him, if he could not eat anything?

The potatoes looked so tempting that he thought he would try again.

“Perhaps I can swallow so quickly, that a potato will not have time to turn to gold,” thought he.

Poor foolish Midas! He popped one into his mouth, but it changed as soon as he touched it. The hot gold burned him so that he jumped up and cried out with pain.

“Why, what is the matter, dear father?” cried Marygold. “Have you burned yourself?”

“Oh, my child,” said the king, “I don’t know what is to become of your poor father!”

Marygold got down from her chair and ran to him. By this time Midas hated the very sight of gold. He felt that Marygold was all he had to love now. He took her in his arms and kissed her.

Oh, unhappy Midas! Marygold, too, had become hard, shining gold. There were the tears still on her cheeks; they were little lumps of gold now.  Everything was the same, even the pretty dimple in her chin. 

Poor Midas! His heart was almost broken. He threw himself upon the floor and tried to pray. The words would not come.

All at once the room grew very bright. Midas raised his head. There stood the stranger who had given him the Golden Touch. His face was sad, yet Midas thought he saw a smile there, too, as he said: 

“Well, friend Midas, how do you like the Golden Touch?”

“Hush!” cried the king. “I hate the very name of gold!”

“Why, how is this?” asked the stranger. “Have you not enough yet?”

“Enough!” cried the king. “Too much! I wish I might never see gold again. Gold is not everything. See,” said he, pointing to Marygold. “I would give all the gold in the world, just to see her smile again.”

“You are sure you have had enough of the Golden Touch?” asked the stranger.

Midas’ look showed that he thought the question a very foolish one.

“Take a vase,” said the young man, “and go to the river that runs by your garden; jump head first into the river and fill the vase with the water; then put a few drops of it on anything you have changed to gold. It will become as it was before,” and the stranger was gone.

You may be sure the king lost no time. He took a vase, and running to the river, jumped in. As soon as he touched the water his heart seemed to grow light. He was glad to see the vase become china again. 

He filled it and went quickly to the house. The first thing he did was to sprinkle a little water over Marygold. As soon as it touched her, her cheeks became pink and her blue eyes opened wide.

“Why are you throwing water on me, father?” she cried. “You will soil my pretty dress.”

The king said nothing. He did not want her to know how foolish he had been. He took her in his arms and kissed her many times.

While she went to put on another dress, he took the vase into the garden and put a few drops of water on each flower. When Marygold came out she was delighted to see them bowing to her as if nothing had been wrong. 

The king did not stop until he had put water on everything he had turned to gold. Then he remembered that he was very hungry. Never had he eaten anything hall so good as that breakfast. He was a happy man now.

Two things were left to remind him of the Golden Touch. The sand in the river sparkled like gold, and Marygold’s hair, which had once been brown, now had a tinge of gold. As this made her more beautiful, Midas was not sorry. He used to say it was the only gold he cared for now.
“The King with the Touch of Gold,” Retold by Blanche Winder [1,881]
From Once Upon a Time: Children’s Stories from the Classics, 

Illustrated by Harry G. Theaker
BACCHUS, of whom you heard in another story, was very powerful and clever, and could give to human beings almost any gift for which they asked. No wonder the helmsman was pleased to be under his protection! However, Bacchus had a good deal of mischief in his nature, and here is a tale of a prank he once played upon a rich and greedy King.

The King’s name was Midas. He was very wealthy indeed, but he was a shocking miser. He loved gold for its own sake; not for what he could do with it. He collected as much of it as he could, and he loved to count his coins by the hour together. Some of the treasures in his palace were made of pure gold, and he was never tired of looking at them, and handling them, and wishing from his heart that he owned many more.

One morning King Midas was sitting on his throne, when there was a great noise outside, and in came a number of his harvesters and gardeners, leading a strange figure tied up with chains of roses! It was old Silenus, who had lost himself—and not only himself, but all his friends and his prancing wild ass as well. He was very miserable and upset, for the country people had found him asleep in the King’s rose-garden, and thought it a great thing to have caught a wild Satyr. Midas was delighted, for some of his own distant relations were Satyrs; and he entertained Silenus most hospitably for ten days. Then he said he would himself take him back to Bacchus, and he set off through the woods in search of the vine-crowned Immortal. When they reached the flowery glade where Bacchus was living just then, King Midas gave Silenus into the care of his pupil, and prepared to set off home again. But Bacchus stopped him and said that the King, in return for his kindness, might ask for any gift that he wanted. Midas instantly declared that what he wanted, above everything else, was more money and more treasure. Would Bacchus grant him the gift of turning everything he touched into gold?

Bacchus smiled, and made a little movement of warning with his head. Then he told Midas he would grant his request. But the Shining Immortal shook his head again, and looked amused, as the King went joyfully away. Bacchus was wondering how long it would be before Midas felt very sorry indeed that such a gift had been presented to him.

The greedy King walked homewards through the woods, much pleased with his morning’s work. Presently he thought he would put his wonderful new power to the test. Lifting his hand, endowed with its strange magic, to a green bough that hung just overhead, he drew down a twig, his eyes, shining with excitement, fixed upon the pretty brown bark and green leaves. Lo! and behold, the moment his fingers touched the twig it turned into the brightest, purest gold, and, breaking it away from the branch, Midas carried it homewards with him, his heart beating with excitement as he turned it this way and that, to make it glitter and flash in the sun.

On went the King, holding aloft his golden twig. Presently he thought he would try his power again, so he stooped and picked up a stone; this also turned immediately into gold. Putting it into the pocket of his robe—which had itself been quietly turning into gold all this time —he walked a little farther and came out of the wood into a field of com. He gathered one of the ears, and that, too, shone instantly with a golden radiance in his fingers. Then he reached his own orchard and, plucking an apple, found himself laden with another treasure. The same thing happened when he picked a bunch of roses in the garden. So, laden with golden fruit and com and flowers, his pockets heavy with golden stones, and his golden robes trailing heavily about him, King Midas walked up the steps of his palace, and, passing through his surprised courtiers, reached the steps of his throne. He paused for a moment, laid down his spoils, and placed his hand on a pillar—which, of course, turned into gold on the spot. Then he told his lords-in-waiting to send out invitations for a great feast to be held in the banqueting-hall as soon as ever the tables could be spread with delicious food and wine. “For,” thought he, “I will show off my magical gift to all the neighbouring princes and their ministers! How they will envy me my extraordinary powers!”

King Midas sat and played with his glittering golden treasures until the feast was spread, and the guests had gathered round the table. Then he walked, very slowly and magnificently, to his place at the head. Everybody was watching him, for they had heard all sorts of rumours, and were very excited to see what would happen.

King Midas took his seat, and requested his visitors to start eating and drinking. They at once began to enjoy the savoury dishes, the delicate fruits, and the rich cakes. The King watched them for a moment, then, with a smile, lifted a crystal goblet, full of water mixed with wine, to his own lips. He wanted to enjoy their surprise when the goblet turned to gold.

And turn to gold it did—but the water and the wine turned with it! No sooner had the fragrant purple liquid touched the royal lips than down it trickled in a golden stream over the King’s chin! Thirsty and dismayed, he set down the goblet, and reached for some bread, only to find that it turned into gold before he could swallow it!

So with the fruit—so with the cakes—so with the savoury meat-pies! The guests, whispering among themselves, began to smile behind their damask table-napkins; and at last King Midas, hungry, thirsty, and very angry, rose from the feast and hurried away.

But a worse trouble even than hunger and thirst was in store for him. Coming to meet him, across the hall of the palace, were his beautiful little sons and daughters, radiant with health, and laughing over their play. They ran to him to kiss him, and, unthinkingly, he took one of them into his arms: to his intense horror, he found that the child in his embrace changed into a golden statue!

He set the statue down, and burst into tears of agony. Then, waving away the other startled and dismayed children, he went to weep in his own chamber. After a night of despair upon a hard, golden bed, he rose early and went off through the orchards and cornfields, until he reached the wood where Bacchus lived. Hurrying down the green, shadowy glades, he never paused until he found the vine-crowned Immortal, seated among his goat-footed friends, with all his wild beasts round him.

Falling on his knees, King Midas lifted imploring hands, and sobbed out his trouble, begging Bacchus to take his terrible gift away from him. So Bacchus told the King he must go and wash at the source of a river not very far away, and he would become quite ordinary once more. The poor King hardly waited to say “thank you” before he hurried off, never stopping until he reached the source of the river, where it bubbled, clear and cool, from the rock. He sprang straight into the water, and plunged his head below the ripples. Behold! to his joy the sticky gold was all washed from his mouth and the sparkling fragments from his wet hair. When he climbed the bank again, he knew that he was, once more, like other men.

But a strange thing had happened ! The spell that Bacchus had laid on Midas could never be destroyed, so instead of remaining with the King, it passed into the river itself! A new glimmer shone ever after through the water—the sands ran yellow—and the flowers on the banks nodded golden heads, and dropped golden petals on to golden grass. Even the corn that was sown in the fields near by would sometimes sprout golden ears, and the ground was always hard and difficult to plough. But King Midas was only too happy when, on reaching home, he found that the spell was removed, and that he had his child again, instead of the poor little gold statue that he had left glittering among the pillars of the hall.

King Midas was quite cured of his miserliness, but he seemed to be born to trouble, and he had another unhappy adventure in his old age. He had always been fond of wandering in the woods, and he was a very great admirer of Pan and his music. One day he found Pan and Apollo quarrelling in a quiet, green glade as to which could make the sweeter melody, Pan with his pipes or Apollo with his lyre. The nymphs, who sat round listening, seemed quite unable to judge, so both Pan and Apollo appealed to Midas to settle the dispute. The King, without a moment’s hesitation, declared that Pan’s music was the more delightful—whereupon Apollo lost his temper and cried angrily:

“Whoever says a thing like that must have ass’s ears!”

No sooner had he spoken than the unhappy King’s ears turned into the ears of an ass, just as quickly as his apples and bread had turned into gold!
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Poor King Midas! He went home in no lordly manner this time, but as quickly and quietly as he could, and, sending for his lord-of-the-bedchamber, at once ordered an enormous new headdress. Until it came, he hid from sight. With the great new head-dress on his head nobody could see the ears, and he only looked like a rather eccentric King of the East. However, he was not able to keep the secret from his barber, whom the King threatened with immediate death if he ever told. The barber was so worried by the knowledge that he felt quite sure he would, one day, let it out. In order to relieve his feelings, he used, each time he cut King Midas’s hair, to go down to the river, and put his face deep among the reeds. Then he would whisper:

“King Midas has ass’s ears! King Midas has ass’s ears! King Midas has ass’s ears!”

Over and over again he would whisper it, until his mind felt relieved, when he would go home again in peace. But unfortunately the reeds learnt the words by heart, and began to repeat them, so that anyone who passed near the river at twilight would hear a little whisper:

“King Midas has ass’s ears!”

This happened so often that at last the secret was a secret no longer. But, as it was only the reeds who told it, nobody took much notice, and King Midas lived quite happily, dressed up in his big cap. No doubt, though, as he grew still older, he gave up wandering in the woods, for nobody could tell what would happen to any mortal who made friends with strange beings like Bacchus and Pan.

The Golden Touch Told to the Children, by Nathaniel Hawthorne [5,866]
Illustrated by Patten Wilson.
ONCE upon a time, there lived a very rich man, and a king besides, whose name was Midas; and he had a little daughter, whom nobody but f myself ever heard of, and whose name I either never knew, or have entirely forgotten. So, because I love odd names for little girls, I choose to call her Marygold.

This King Midas was fonder of gold than of anything else in the world. He valued his royal crown chiefly because it was composed of that precious metal. If he loved anything better, or half so well, it was the one little maiden who played so merrily around her father’s footstool. But the more Midas loved his daughter, the more did he desire and seek for wealth. He thought, foolish man! that the best thing he could possibly do for this dear child would be to bequeath her the immensest pile of yellow, glistening coin, that had ever been heaped together since the world was made. Thus, he gave all his thoughts and all his time to this one purpose. If ever he happened to gaze for an instant at the gold-tinted clouds of sunset, he wished that they were real gold, and that they could be squeezed safely into his strong box. When little Marygold ran to meet him, with a bunch of buttercups and dandelions, he used to say, “Poh, poh, child! If these flowers were as golden as they look, they would be worth the plucking!”
And yet, in his earlier days, before he was so entirely possessed of this insane desire for riches. King Midas had shown a great taste for flowers. He had planted a garden, in which grew the biggest and beautifullest and sweetest roses that any mortal ever saw or smelt. These roses were still growing in the garden, as large, as lovely, and as fragrant, as when Midas used to pass whole hours in gazing at them, and inhaling their perfume. But now, if he looked at them at all, it was only to calculate how much the garden would be worth if each of the innumerable rose-petals were a thin plate of gold. And though he once was fond of music (in spite of an idle story about his ears, which were said to resemble those of an ass), the only music for poor Midas, now, was the chink of one coin against another.
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At length (as people always grow more and more foolish, unless they take care to grow wiser and wiser), Midas had got to be so exceedingly unreasonable, that he could scarcely bear to see or touch any object that was not gold. He made it his custom, therefore, to pass a large portion of every day in a dark and dreary apartment, under ground, at the basement of his palace. It was here that he kept his wealth. To this dismal hole—for it was little better than a dungeon—Midas betook himself whenever he wanted to be particularly happy. Here, after carefully locking the door, he would take a bag of gold coin, or a gold cup as big as a washbowl, or a heavy golden bar, or a peck-measure of gold-dust, and bring them from the obscure corners of the room into the one bright and narrow sunbeam that fell from the dungeon-like window. He valued the sunbeam for no other reason but that his treasure would not shine without its help. And then would he reckon over the coins in the bag; toss up the bar, and catch it as it came down; sift the gold-dust through his fingers ; look at the funny image of his own face, as reflected in the burnished circumference of the cup; and whisper to himself, “Midas, rich King Midas, what a happy man art thou!” But it was laughable to see how the image of his face kept grinning at him, out of the polished surface of the cup. It seemed to be aware of his foolish behaviour, and to have a naughty inclination to make fun of him.

Midas called himself a happy man, but felt that he was not yet quite so happy as he might be. The very tiptop of enjoyment would never be reached unless the whole world were to become his treasure-room and be filled with yellow metal which should be all his own.

Now, I need hardly remind such wise little people as you are that in the old, old times, when King Midas was alive, a great many things came to pass, which we should consider wonderful if they were to happen in our own day and country. And, on the other hand, a great many things take place nowadays, which seem not only wonderful to us, but at which the people of old times would have stared their eyes out. On the whole, I regard our own times as the strangest of the two; but, however that may be, I must go on with my story.
Midas was enjoying himself in his treasure-room, one day, as usual, when he perceived a shadow fall over the heaps of gold; and, looking suddenly up, what should he behold but the figure of a stranger, standing in the bright and narrow sunbeam! It was a young man, with a cheerful and ruddy face. Whether it was that the imagination of King Midas threw a yellow tinge over everything, or whatever the cause might be, he could not help fancying that the smile with which the stranger regarded him had a kind of golden radiance in it. Certainly, although his figure intercepted the sunshine, there was now a brighter gleam upon all the piled-up treasures than before. Even the remotest corners had their share of it, and were lighted up, when the stranger smiled, as with tips of flame and sparkles of fire.

As Midas knew that he had carefully turned the key in the lock, and that no mortal strength could possibly break into his treasure-room, he, of course, concluded that his visitor must be something more than mortal. It is no matter about telling you who he was. In those days, when the earth was comparatively a new affair, it was supposed to be often the resort of beings endowed with supernatural power, and who used to interest themselves in the joys and sorrows of men, women, and children, half playfully and half seriously. Midas had met such beings before now, and was not sorry to meet one of them again. The stranger’s aspect, indeed, was so good-humoured and kindly, if not beneficent, that it would have been unreasonable to suspect him of intending any mischief. It was far more probable that he came to do Midas a favour. And what could that favour be unless to multiply his heaps of treasure?

The stranger gazed about the room; and when his lustrous smile had glistened upon all the golden objects that were there, he turned again to Midas.

“You are a wealthy man, friend Midas!” he observed. “I doubt whether any other four walls, on earth, contain so much gold as you have contrived to pile up in this room.” 
“I have done pretty well—pretty well,” answered Midas, in a discontented tone. “But, after all, it is but a trifle, when you consider that it has taken me my whole life to get it together. If one could live a thousand years, he might have time to grow rich!”
“What!” exclaimed the stranger. “Then you are not satisfied?”
Midas shook his head.

“And pray what would satisfy you?” asked the stranger.  “Merely for the curiosity of the thing, I should be glad to know.”
Midas paused and meditated. He felt a presentiment that this stranger, with such a golden lustre in his good-humoured smile, had come hither with both the power and the purpose of gratifying his utmost wishes. Now, therefore, was the fortunate moment, when he had but to speak, and obtain whatever possible, or seemingly impossible thing, it might come into his head to ask. So he thought, and thought, and thought, and heaped up one golden mountain upon another, in his imagination, without being able to imagine them big enough. At last, a bright idea occurred to King Midas. It seemed really as bright as the glistening metal which he loved so much.

Raising his head, he looked the lustrous stranger in the face.

“Well, Midas,” observed his visitor, “I see that you have at length hit upon something that will satisfy you. Tell me your wish.”
“It is only this,” replied Midas. “I am weary of collecting my treasures with so much trouble, and beholding the heap so diminutive, after I have done my best. I wish everything that I touch to be changed to gold!”
The stranger’s smile grew so very broad, that it seemed to fill the room like an outburst of the sun, gleaming into a shadowy dell, where the yellow autumnal leaves—for so looked the lumps and particles of gold—lie strewn in the glow of light.

“The Golden Touch!” exclaimed he. “You certainly deserve credit, friend Midas, for striking out so brilliant a conception. But are you quite sure that this will satisfy you?”
“How could it fail?” said Midas.

“And will you never regret the possession of it?”
“What could induce me?” asked Midas. “I ask nothing else, to render me perfectly happy.”
“Be it as you wish, then,” replied the stranger, waving his hand in token of farewell. “To-morrow, at sunrise, you will find yourself gifted with the Golden Touch.”
The figure of the stranger then became exceedingly bright, and Midas involuntarily closed his eyes. On opening them again, he beheld only one yellow sunbeam in the room, and, all around him, the glistening of the precious metal which he had spent his life in hoarding up.

Whether Midas slept as usual that night, the story does not say. Asleep or awake, however, his mind was probably in the state of a child’s, to whom a beautiful new plaything has been promised in the morning. At any rate, day had hardly peeped over the hills, when King Midas was broad awake, and, stretching his arms out of bed, began to touch the objects that were within reach. He was anxious to prove whether the Golden Touch had really come, according to the stranger’s promise. So he laid his finger on a chair by the bedside, and on various other things, but was grievously disappointed to perceive that they remained of exactly the same substance as before. Indeed, he felt very much afraid that he had only dreamed about the lustrous stranger, or else that the latter had been making game of him. And what a miserable affair would it be, if, after all his hopes, Midas must content himself with what little gold he could scrape together by ordinary means, instead of creating it by a touch!

All this while, it was only the grey of the morning, with but a streak of brightness along the edge of the sky, where Midas could not see it. He lay in a very disconsolate mood, regretting the downfall of his hopes, and kept growing sadder and sadder, until the earliest sunbeam shone through the window, and gilded the ceiling over his head. It seemed to Midas that this bright yellow sunbeam was reflected in rather a singular way on the white covering of the bed. Looking more closely, what was his astonishment and delight, when he found that this linen fabric had been transmuted to what seemed a woven texture of the purest and brightest gold! The Golden Touch had come to him with the first sunbeam! 
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Midas started up, in a kind of joyful frenzy, and ran about the room, grasping at everything that happened to be in his way. He seized one of the bed-posts, and it became immediately a fluted golden pillar. He pulled aside a window-curtain, in order to admit a clear spectacle of the wonders which he was performing; and the tassel grew heavy in his hand—a mass of gold. He took up a book from the table. At his first touch, it assumed the appearance of such a splendidly bound and gilt-edged volume as one often meets with, nowadays; but, on running his fingers through the leaves, behold! it was a bundle of thin golden plates, in which all the wisdom of the book had grown illegible. He hurriedly put on his clothes, and was enraptured to see himself in a magnificent suit of gold cloth, which retained its flexibility and softness, although it burdened him a little with its weight. He drew out his handkerchief, which little Marygold had hemmed for him. That was likewise gold, with the dear child’s neat and pretty stitches running all along the border, in gold thread!

Somehow or other, this last transformation did not quite please King Midas. He would rather that his little daughter’s handiwork should have remained just the same as when she climbed his knee and put it into his hand.
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But it was not worth while to vex himself about a trifle. Midas now took his spectacles from his pocket, and put them on his nose, in order that he might see more distinctly what he was about. In those days spectacles for common people had not been invented, but were already worn by kings; else, how could Midas have had any? To his great perplexity, however, excellent as the glasses were, he discovered that he could not possibly see through them. But this was the most natural thing in the world; for, on taking them off, the transparent crystals turned out to be plates of yellow metal, and, of course, were worthless as spectacles, though valuable as gold. It struck Midas as rather inconvenient that, with all his wealth, he could never again be rich enough to own a pair of serviceable spectacles.

“It is no great matter, nevertheless,” said he to himself, very philosophically. “We cannot expect any great good, without its being accompanied with some small inconvenience. The Golden Touch is worth the sacrifice of a pair of spectacles, at least, if not of one’s very eyesight. My own eyes will serve for ordinary purposes, and little Marygold will soon be old enough to read to me.”

Wise King Midas was so exalted by his good fortune that the palace seemed not sufficiently spacious to contain him. He therefore went downstairs, and smiled, on [image: image43.emf]

observing that the balustrade of the staircase became a bar of burnished gold, as his hand passed over it, in his descent. He lifted the door-latch (it was brass only a moment ago, but golden when his fingers quitted it), and emerged into the garden. Here, as it happened, he found a great number of beautiful roses in full bloom, and others in all the stages of lovely bud and blossom. Very delicious was their fragrance in the morning breeze. Their delicate blush was one of the fairest sights in the world; so gentle, so modest, and so full of sweet tranquillity, did these roses seem to be.
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But Midas knew a way to make them far more precious, according to his way of thinking, than roses had ever been before. So he took great pains in going from bush to bush, and exercised his magic touch most indefatigably; until every individual flower and bud, and even the worms at the heart of some of them, were changed to gold. By the time this good work was completed, King Midas was summoned to breakfast; and as the morning air had given him an excellent appetite, he made haste back to the palace.
What was usually a king’s breakfast in the days of Midas I really do not know, and cannot stop now to investigate. To the best of my belief, however, on this particular morning, the breakfast consisted of hot cakes, some nice little brook trout, roasted potatoes, fresh boiled eggs, and coffee, for King Midas himself, and a bowl of bread and milk for his daughter Marygold. At all events, this is a breakfast fit to set before a king; and, whether he had it or not, King Midas could not have had a better.
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Little Marygold had not yet made her appearance. Her father ordered her to be called, and, seating himself at table, awaited the child’s coming, in order to begin his own breakfast. To do Midas justice, he really loved his daughter, and loved her so much the more this morning, on account of the good fortune which had befallen him. It was not a great while before he heard her coming along the passageway crying bitterly. This circumstance surprised him, because Marygold was one of the cheerfullest little people whom you would see in a summer’s day, and hardly shed a thimbleful of tears in a twelvemonth. When Midas heard her sobs, he determined to put little Marygold into better spirits by an agreeable surprise; so, leaning across the table, he touched his daughter’s bowl (which was a China one, with pretty figures all around it), and transmuted it to gleaming gold.  Meanwhile, Marygold slowly and disconsolately opened the door, and showed herself with her apron at her eyes, still sobbing as if her heart would break.

“How now, my little lady! “cried Midas, ”Pray what is the matter with you, this bright morning?”

Marygold, without taking the apron from her eyes, held out her hand, in which was one of the roses which Midas had so recently transmuted.

“Beautiful!” exclaimed her father. “And what is there in this magnificent golden rose to make you cry?”
“Ah, dear father!” answered the child, as well as her sobs would let her; “it is not beautiful, but the ugliest flower that ever grew! As soon as I was dressed I ran into the garden to gather some roses for you; because I know you like them, and like them the better when gathered by your little daughter. But, oh dear, dear me! What do you think has happened? Such a misfortune! All the beautiful roses, that smelled so sweetly and had so many lovely blushes, are blighted and spoilt! They are grown quite yellow, as you see this one, and have no longer any fragrance! What can have been the matter with them?”
“Poh, my dear little girl—pray don’t cry about it!” said Midas, who was ashamed to confess that he himself had wrought the change which so greatly afflicted her. “Sit down and eat your bread and milk! You will find it easy enough to exchange a golden rose like that (which will last hundreds of years) for an ordinary one which would wither in a day.”
“I don’t care for such roses as this!” cried Marygold, tossing it contemptuously away. “It has no smell, and the hard petals prick my nose!”
The child now sat down to table, but was so occupied with her grief for the blighted roses that she did not even notice the wonderful transmutation of her China bowl. Perhaps this was all the better; for Marygold was accustomed to take pleasure in looking at the queer figures, and strange trees and houses, that were painted on the circumference of the bowl; and these ornaments were now entirely lost in the yellow hue of the metal.

Midas, meanwhile, had poured out a cup of coffee, and, as a matter of course, the coffee-pot, whatever metal it may have been when he took it up, was gold when he set it down. He thought to himself that it was rather an extravagant style of splendour, in a king of his simple habits, to breakfast off a service of gold, and began to be puzzled with the difficulty of keeping his treasures safe. The cupboard and the kitchen would no longer be a secure place of deposit for articles so valuable as golden bowls and coffee-pots.

Amid these thoughts, he lifted a spoonful of coffee to his lips, and, sipping it, was astonished to perceive that, the instant his lips touched the liquid, it became molten gold, and, the next moment, hardened into a lump!

“Ha!” exclaimed Midas, rather aghast.

“What is the matter, father?” asked little Marygold, gazing at him, with the tears still standing in her eyes.
“Nothing, child, nothing!” said Midas. “Eat your milk, before it gets quite cold.”
He took one of the nice little trouts on his plate, and, by way of experiment, touched its tail with his finger. To his horror, it was immediately transmuted from an admirably fried brook-trout into a gold-fish, though not one of those gold-fishes which people often keep in glass globes, as ornaments for the parlour. No; but it was really a metallic fish, and looked as if it had been very cunningly made by the nicest goldsmith in the world. Its little bones were now golden wires; its fins and tail were thin plates of gold; and there were the marks of the fork in it, and all the delicate, frothy appearance of a nicely fried fish, exactly imitated in metal. A very pretty piece of work, as you may suppose; only King Midas, just at that moment, would much rather have had a real trout in his dish than this elaborate and valuable imitation of one.

“I don’t quite see,” thought he to himself, “how I am to get any breakfast!”
He took one of the smoking-hot cakes, and had scarcely broken it, when, to his cruel mortification, though, a moment before, it had been of the whitest wheat, it assumed the yellow hue of Indian meal. To say the truth, if it had really been a hot Indian cake, Midas would have prized it a good deal more than he now did, when its solidity and increased weight made him too bitterly sensible that it was gold. Almost in despair, he helped himself to a boiled egg, which immediately underwent a change similar to those of the trout and the cake. The egg, indeed, might have been mistaken for one of those which the famous goose, in the story-book, was in the habit of laying; but King Midas was the only goose that had had anything to do with the matter.

“Well, this is a quandary!” thought he, leaning back in his chair and looking quite enviously at little Marygold, who was now eating her bread and milk with great satisfaction. “Such a costly breakfast before me, and nothing that can be eaten!”
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Hoping that, by dint of great dispatch, he might avoid what he now felt to be a considerable inconvenience, King Midas next snatched a hot potato, and attempted to cram it into his mouth and swallow it in a hurry. But the Golden Touch was too nimble for him. He found his mouth full, not of mealy potato, but of solid metal, which so burnt his tongue that he roared aloud, and, jumping up from the table, began to dance and stamp about the room, both with pain and affright.

“Father, dear father!” cried little Marygold, who was a very affectionate child, “pray what is the matter? Have you burnt your mouth?”
“Ah, dear child,” groaned Midas, dolefully, “I don’t know what is to become of your poor father!”
And, truly, my dear little folks, did you ever hear of such a pitiable case in all your lives? Here was literally the richest breakfast that could be set before a king, and its very richness made it absolutely good for nothing. The poorest labourer, sitting down to his crust of bread and cup of water, was far better off than King Midas, whose delicate food was really worth its weight in gold. And what was to be done? Already, at breakfast, Midas was excessively hungry. Would he be less so by dinner-time? And how ravenous would be his appetite for supper, which must undoubtedly consist of the same sort of indigestible dishes as those now before him! How many days, think you, would he survive a continuance of this rich fare?

These reflections so troubled wise King Midas that he began to doubt whether, after all, riches are the one desirable thing in the world, or even the most desirable. But this was only a passing thought. So fascinated was Midas with the glitter of the yellow metal that he would still have refused to give up the Golden Touch for so paltry a consideration as a breakfast. Just imagine what a price for one meal’s victuals! It would have been the same as paying millions and millions of money (and as many millions more as would take for ever to reckon up) for some fried trout, an egg, a potato, a hot cake, and a cup of coffee!

“It would be quite too dear,” thought Midas.

Nevertheless, so great was his hunger, and the perplexity of his situation, that he again groaned aloud, and very grievously too. Our pretty Marygold could endure it no longer. She sat, a moment, gazing at her father, and trying, with all the might of her little wits, to find out what was the matter with him. Then, with a sweet and sorrowful impulse to comfort him, she started from her chair, and, running to Midas, threw her arms affectionately about his knees. He bent down and kissed her. He felt that his little daughter’s love was worth a thousand times more than he had gained by the Golden Touch.
“My precious, precious Marygold!” cried he.

But Marygold made no answer.

Alas, what had he done? How fatal was the gift which the stranger bestowed! The moment the lips of Midas touched Marygold’s forehead, a change had taken place. Her sweet, rosy face, so full of affection as it had been, assumed a glittering yellow colour, with yellow tear-drops congealing on her cheeks. Her beautiful brown ringlets took the same tint. Her soft and tender little form grew hard and inflexible within her father’s encircling arms. Oh, terrible misfortune! The victim of his insatiable desire for wealth, little Marygold was a human child no longer, but a golden statue!

Yes, there she was, with the questioning look of love, grief, and pity, hardened into her face. It was the prettiest and most woeful sight that ever mortal saw. All the features and tokens of Marygold were there; even the beloved little dimple remained in her golden chin. But, the more perfect was the resemblance, the greater was the father’s agony at beholding this golden image, which was all that was left him of a daughter. It had been a favourite phrase of Midas, whenever he felt particularly fond of the child, to say that she was worth her weight in gold. And now the phrase had become literally true. And now, at last, when it was too late, he felt how infinitely a warm and tender heart, that loved him, exceeded in value all the wealth that could be piled up betwixt the earth and sky!

It would be too sad a story if I were to tell you how Midas, in the fullness of all his gratified desires, began to wring his hands and bemoan himself; and how he could neither bear to look at Marygold, nor yet to look away from her. Except when his eyes were fixed on the image, he could not possibly believe that she was changed to gold. But, stealing another glance, there was the precious little figure, with a yellow teardrop on its yellow cheek, and a look so piteous and tender, that it seemed as if that very expression must needs soften the gold and make it flesh again. This, however, could not be.  So Midas had only to wring his hands, and to wish that he were the poorest man in the wide world, if the loss of all his wealth might bring back the faintest rose-colour to his dear child’s face.
While he was in this tumult of despair, he suddenly beheld a stranger standing near the door. Midas bent down his head without speaking, for he recognized the same figure which had appeared to him, the day before, in the treasure-room and had bestowed on him this disastrous faculty of the Golden Touch. The stranger’s countenance still wore a smile, which seemed to shed a yellow lustre all about the room, and gleamed on little Marygold’s image, and on the other objects that had been transmuted by the touch of Midas.

“Well, friend Midas,” said the stranger, “ pray how do you succeed with the Golden Touch?”
Midas shook his head.

“I am very miserable,” said he.

“Very miserable, indeed!” exclaimed the stranger. “And how happens that? Have I not faithfully kept my promise with you? Have you not everything that your heart desired?”
“Gold is not everything,” answered Midas. “And I have lost all that my heart really cared for.”
“Ah! So you have made a discovery, since yesterday?” observed the stranger. “Let us see, then. Which of these two things do you think is really worth the most—the gift of the Golden Touch, or one cup of clear cold water?”
“O blessed water!” exclaimed Midas. “It will never moisten my parched throat again!”

“The Golden Touch,” continued the stranger, “or a crust of bread?”
“A piece of bread,” answered Midas, “is worth all the gold on earth!”
“The Golden Touch,” asked the stranger, “or your own little Marygold, warm, soft, and loving as she was an hour ago?”
“Oh, my child, my dear child!” cried poor Midas, wringing his hands. “I would not have given that one small dimple in her chin for the power of changing this whole big earth into a solid lump of gold!”
“You are wiser than you were. King Midas!” said the stranger, looking seriously at him. “Your own heart, I perceive, has not been entirely changed from flesh to gold. Were it so, your case would indeed be desperate. But you appear to be still capable of understanding that the commonest things, such as lie within everybody’s grasp, are more valuable than the riches which so many mortals sigh and struggle after. Tell me, now, do you sincerely desire to rid yourself of this Golden Touch?”
“It is hateful to me!” replied Midas.
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A fly settled on his nose, but immediately fell to the floor; for it, too, had become gold. Midas shuddered.
“Go, then,” said the stranger, “and plunge into the river that glides past the bottom of your garden. Take likewise a vase of the same water, and sprinkle it over any object that you may desire to change back again from gold into its former substance. If you do this in earnestness and sincerity, it may possibly repair the mischief which your avarice has occasioned.”
King Midas bowed low; and when he lifted his head the lustrous stranger had vanished.

You will easily believe that Midas lost no time in snatching up a great earthen pitcher (but, alas me! it was no longer earthen after he touched it), and hastened to the river-side. As he scampered along, and forced his way through the shrubbery, it was positively marvellous to see how the foliage turned yellow behind him, as if the autumn had been there, and nowhere else. On reaching the river’s brink he plunged headlong in, without waiting so much as to pull off his shoes.
“Poof! poof! poof!” snorted King Midas, as his head emerged out of the water. “Well; this is really a refreshing bath, and I think it must have quite washed away the Golden Touch. And now for filling my pitcher!”
As he dipped the pitcher into the water, it gladdened his very heart to see it change from gold into the same good, honest earthen vessel which it had been before he touched it. He was conscious, also, of a change within himself. A cold, hard, and heavy weight seemed to have gone out of his bosom. No doubt his heart had been gradually losing its human substance, and transmuting itself into insensible metal, but had now softened back again into flesh. Perceiving a violet, that grew on the bank of the river, Midas touched it with his finger, and was overjoyed to find that the delicate flower retained its purple hue, instead of undergoing a yellow blight. The curse of the Golden Touch had, therefore, really been removed from him.
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King Midas hastened back to the palace; and, I suppose, the servants knew not what to make of it when they saw their royal master so carefully bringing home an earthen pitcher of water. But that water, which was to undo all the mischief that his folly had wrought, was more precious to Midas than an ocean of molten gold could have been. The first thing he did, as you need hardly be told, was to sprinkle it by handfuls over the golden figure of little Marygold.

No sooner did it fall on her than you would have laughed to see how the rosy colour came back to the dear child’s cheek! and how she began to sneeze and sputter!—and how astonished she was to find herself dripping wet, and her father still throwing more water over her!

“Pray do not, dear father!” cried she. “ See how you have wet my nice frock, which I put on only this morning!”

For Marygold did not know that she had been a little golden statue; nor could she remember anything that had happened since the moment when she ran with outstretched arms to comfort poor King Midas.

Her father did not think it necessary to tell his beloved child how very foolish he had been, but contented himself with showing how much wiser he had now grown. For this purpose, he led little Marygold into the garden, where he sprinkled all the remainder of the water over the rose-bushes, and with such good effect that above five thousand roses recovered their beautiful bloom. There were two circumstances, however, which, as long as he lived, used to put King Midas in mind of the Golden Touch. One was, that the sands of the river sparkled like gold; the other, that little Marygold’s hair had now a golden tinge, which he had never observed in it before she had been transmuted by the effect of his kiss. This change of hue was really an improvement, and made Marygold’s hair richer than in her babyhood.
When King Midas had grown quite an old man, and used to trot Marygold’s children on his knee, he was fond of telling them this marvellous story, pretty much as I have now told it to you. And then would he stroke their glossy ringlets, and tell them that their hair, likewise, had a rich shade of gold, which they had inherited from their mother.
“And to tell you the truth, my precious little folks,” quoth King Midas, diligently trotting the children all the while, “ever since that morning I have hated the very sight of all other gold save this!”
Little Red Riding Hood
Suggestions for Writing about “Little Red Riding Hood”

Option One

Select two or three versions that have different endings. Write a four or five paragraph paper in which you compare the endings of two or three versions, and if you wish, one or more of the following. In your paper, quote important words or phrases.

Things to consider:

1. Why do some versions give two different endings? 

2. Is the tale realistic (beyond the fact that wolves can’t talk)? 

a. Can two people be swallowed by a wolf and then come out in one piece when the wolf is cut open?

b. In some versions a question remains open—What happened to the grandmother?

c. In one version, the father goes with the woodsmen to save little Red. How did he get there?

3. What is the moral (lesson) of each version?

Option Two

In some versions, the Wolf tempts Little Red to pick flowers and otherwise dally; in others Little Red does this on her own. In a four paragraph paper, characterize Little Red and the Wolf, giving one body paragraph to each character. Focus on two versions but you can use additional information from others. What in each version emphasizes Red’s goodness. In your paper, quote important words or phrases.

Option Three

Smythe’ (the first version) is by far the shortest with 412 words. Some of the other versions are five times as long. Pick one of the longer versions and in your paper explain what the longer version includes that Smythe’s does not. Consider the characterization, acts that are described, and/or the sentence structure in your two versions. In your paper, quote important words or phrases.

“Little Red Riding-Hood,” by Louise Smythe [412]
From Old-time Stories, Fairy Tales and Myths Retold by Children
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When May was six years old, her grandma made her a red coat with a hood. She looked so pretty in it that the children all called her “Red Riding-Hood.”

One day her mama said, “I want you to take this cake and some butter to grandma.”

Red Riding-Hood was very glad to go. She always had a good time at grandma’s.

She put the things into her little basket and ran off.
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When Red Riding-Hood came to the wood, she met a big wolf. “Where are you going?” said the wolf.

Red Riding-Hood said, “I am going to see my grandma. Mama has made her a cake and some butter.”

“Does she live far?” said the wolf.

“Yes,” said Red Riding-Hood, “in the white house by the mill.”

“I will go too, and we shall see who will get there first,” said the wolf.

The wolf ran off and took a short way, but Red Riding-Hood stopped to pick some flowers.

When the wolf got to the house, he tapped on the door.

The grandma said, “Who is there?” The wolf made his voice as soft as he could. He said, “It is little Red Riding-Hood, grandma.”

Then the old lady said, “Pull the string and the door will open.”

The wolf pulled the string and the door opened.

He ran in and ate the poor old lady.

Then he jumped into her bed and put on her cap.

When Red Riding-Hood tapped on the door, the wolf called out, “Who is there?” Red Riding-Hood said, “It is your little Red Riding-Hood, grandma.”

Then the wolf said, “Pull the string and the door will open.”

When she went in, she said, “Look, grandma, see the cake and butter mama has sent you.”

“Thank you, dear, put them on the table and come here.”

When Red Riding-Hood went near the bed, she said, “Oh, grandma, how big your arms are!”

“The better to hug you, my dear.”

“How big your ears are, grandma.”

“The better to hear you, my dear.”

“How big your eyes are, grandma.”

“The better to see you, my dear.”

“How big your teeth are, grandma!”

“The better to eat you.”

Then the cruel wolf jumped up and ate poor little Red Riding-Hood.

Just then a hunter came by. He heard Red Riding-Hood scream. The hunter ran into the house and killed the old wolf.[image: image51.emf]


When he cut the wolf open, out jumped Little Red Riding-Hood and her grandma.

“Little Red Riding Hood” by Watty Piper [585]
From Children’s Hour with Red Riding Hood and Other Stories
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There was once a sweet little maid who lived with her father and mother in a pretty little cottage at the edge of the village. At the further end of the wood was another pretty cottage and in it lived her grandmother. 

Everybody loved this little girl, her grandmother perhaps loved her most of all and gave her a great many pretty things. Once she gave her a red cloak with a hood which she always wore, so people called her Little Red Riding Hood.

One morning Little Red Riding Hood’s mother said, “Put on your things and go to see your grandmother. She has been ill; take along this basket for her. I have put in it eggs, butter and cake, and other dainties.”
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It was a bright and sunny morning. Red Riding Hood was so happy that at first she wanted to dance through the wood. All around her grew pretty wild flowers which she loved so well and she stopped to pick a bunch for her grandmother. 

Little Red Riding Hood wandered from her path and was stooping to pick a flower when from behind her a gruff voice said, “Good morning, Little Red Riding Hood.” Little Red Riding Hood turned around and saw a great big wolf, but Little Red Riding Hood did not know what a wicked beast the wolf was, so she was not afraid. 
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“What have you in that basket, Little Red Riding Hood?” 

“Eggs and butter and cake, Mr. Wolf.” 

“Where are you going with them, Little Red Riding Hood?”

“I am going to my grandmother, who is ill, Mr. Wolf.”

“Where does your grandmother live, Little Red Riding Hood?”

“Along that path, past the wild rose bushes, then through the gate at the end of the wood, Mr. Wolf.”

Then Mr. Wolf again said “Good morning” and set off, and Little Red Riding Hood again went in search of wild flowers. 

At last he reached the porch covered with flowers and knocked at the door of the cottage. 
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“Who is there?” called the grandmother. 

“Little Red Riding Hood,” said the wicked wolf. 

“Press the latch, open the door, and walk in,” said the grandmother. 
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The wolf pressed the latch, and walked in where the grandmother lay in bed. He made one jump at her, but she jumped out of bed into a closet. Then the wolf put on the cap which she had dropped and crept under the bedclothes.
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In a short while Little Red Riding Hood knocked at the door, and walked in, saying, “Good morning, Grandmother, I have brought you eggs, butter and cake, and here is a bunch of flowers I gathered in the wood.” As she came nearer the bed she said, “What big ears you have, Grandmother.”

“All the better to hear you with, my dear.”

“What big eyes you have, Grandmother.”

“All the better to see you with, my dear.”

“But, Grandmother, what a big nose you have.”

 “All the better to smell with, my dear.”

“But, Grandmother, what a big mouth you have.” 

“All the better to eat you up with, my dear,” he said as he sprang at Little Red Riding Hood. 
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Just at that moment Little Red Riding Hood’s father was passing the cottage and heard her scream. He rushed in and with his axe chopped off Mr. Wolf’s head. 

Everybody was happy that Little Red Riding Hood had escaped the wolf. Then Little Red Riding Hood’s father carried her home and they lived happily ever after. 

“Little Red Riding-Hood,” Translated by Charles Welsh [663]

From The Tales of Mother Goose,

As First Collected by Charles Perrault in 1696
ONCE upon a time there lived in a certain village a little country girl, the prettiest creature that ever was seen. Her mother was very fond of her, and her grandmother loved her still more. This good woman made for her a little red riding-hood, which became the girl so well that everybody called her Little Red Riding-hood.

One day her mother, having made some custards, said to her:—

“Go, my dear, and see how your grandmother does, for I hear she has been very ill; carry her a custard and this little pot of butter.” 

Little Red Riding-hood set out immediately to go to her grandmother’s, who lived in another village.
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As she was going through the wood, she met Gaffer Wolf, who had a very great mind to eat her up; but he dared not, because of some fagot-makers hard by in the forest. He asked her whither she was going. The poor child, who did not know that it was dangerous to stay and hear a wolf talk, said to him:—

“I am going to see my grandmother, and carry her a custard and a little pot of butter from my mamma.”

“Does she live far of?” said the Wolf.

“Oh, yes,” answered Little Red Riding-hood; “it is beyond that mill you see there, the first house you come to in the village.”

“Well,” said the Wolf, “and I’ll go and see her, too. I’ll go this way, and you go that, and we shall see who will be there first.”

The Wolf began to run as fast as he could, taking the shortest way, and the little girl went by the longest way, amusing herself by gathering nuts, running after butterflies, and making nosegays of such little flowers as she met with. The Wolf was not long before he reached the old woman’s house. He knocked at the door— tap, tap, tap.

“Who’s there?” called the grandmother.

 “Your grandchild, Little Red Riding-hood,” replied the Wolf, imitating her voice, “who has brought a custard and a little pot of butter sent to you by mamma.”
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The good grandmother, who was in bed, because she was somewhat ill, cried out:—

“Pull the bobbin, and the latch will go up.”

The Wolf pulled the bobbin, and the door opened. He fell upon the good woman and ate her up in no time, for he had not eaten anything for more than three days. He then shut the door, went into the grandmother’s bed, and waited for Little Red Riding-hood, who came sometime afterward and knocked at the door tap, tap, tap.

“Who’s there?” called the Wolf.

Little Red Riding-hood, hearing the big voice of the Wolf, was at first afraid; but thinking her grandmother had a cold, answered:—

“’Tis your grandchild, Little Red Riding-hood, who has brought you a custard and a little pot of butter sent to you by mamma.”

The Wolf cried out to her, softening his voice a little:—

“Pull the bobbin, and the latch will go up.” 

Little Red Riding-hood pulled the bobbin, and the door opened.

The Wolf, seeing her come in, said to her, hiding himself under the bedclothes:—

“Put the custard and the little pot of butter upon the stool, and come and lie down with me.”

Little Red Riding-hood undressed herself and went into bed, where she was much surprised to see how her grandmother looked in her nightclothes.

She said to her:—

“Grandmamma, what great arms you have got!”

“That is the better to hug thee, my dear.”

“Grandmamma, what great legs you have got!”

“That is to run the better, my child.”

“Grandmamma, what great ears you have got!”

“That is to hear the better, my child.”

“Grandmamma, what great eyes you have got!”

“It is to see the better, my child.” 

“Grandmamma, what great teeth you have got!”

“That is to eat thee up.”

And, saying these words, this wicked Wolf fell upon Little Red Riding-hood, and ate her all up.

Little Red Riding-Hood, by Joseph Kronheim [690]
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ONCE upon a time a nice little girl lived in a country village, and she was the sweetest creature that ever was seen; her mother loved her with great fondness, and her grandmother doted on her still more. A pretty red-coloured hood had been made for the little girl, which so much became her, that every one called her Little Red Riding-Hood.

[image: image63.emf]

One day, her mother having made some cheesecakes, said to her:

“Go, my child, and see how your grandmother does, for I hear she is ill; carry her some of these cakes, and a little pot of butter.”

Little Red Riding-Hood immediately set out, with a basket filled with the cakes and the pot of butter, for her grandmother’s house, which was in a village a little distant from her mother’s.
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As she was crossing a wood, which lay in her road, she met a Wolf, who had a great mind to eat her up, but dared not indulge his wicked wish, because of some woodcutters who were at work near them in the forest.

He ventured, however, to ask her whither she was going.

The little girl, not knowing how dangerous it was to talk to a wolf, replied: 

“I am going to see my grandmamma, and carry her these cakes and a pot of butter.”

 “Does she live far off?” said the Wolf.

“Oh, yes,” answered little Red Riding-Hood, “beyond the mill you see yonder, at the first house in the village.”

“Well,” said the Wolf, “I will go and see her too; I will take this way, and you take that, and let us see which will be there first.”

The Wolf set out, running as fast as he could, and taking the nearest way; while the little girl took the longest, and amused herself as she went, with gathering nuts, running after butterflies, and making nosegays of such flowers as she found within her reach.
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The Wolf soon arrived at the dwelling of the Grandmother, and knocked at the door. 
[image: image66.emf]

“Who is there?” said the old woman. “It is your grandchild, Little Red Riding-Hood,” replied the Wolf, .in the voice of the little girl; “I have brought you some cheese-cakes, and a little pot of butter, that mamma has sent you.” The good old woman, who was ill in bed, then called out, 

“Pull the bobbin, and the latch will go up.”

The Wolf pulled the bobbin, and the door opened. He sprung upon the poor old grandmother, and ate her up in a few minutes, for it was three days since he had tasted any food.
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The Wolf then shut the door, and laid himself down in the bed, and waited for little Red Riding-Hood, who very soon after reached the door.

Tap, tap!

“Who is there?”

She was at first a little frightened at the hoarse voice of the Wolf, but believing her grandmother had got a cold, she answered:

“It is your grandchild, Little Red Riding-Hood. Mamma has sent you some cheesecakes, and a little pot of butter.”

The Wolf called out, softening his voice:
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 “Pull the bobbin, and the latch will go up.” Little Red Riding-Hood pulled the bobbin, and the door opened.

When she came into the room, the Wolf, hiding himself under the bed-clothes, said to her, trying all he could to speak in a feeble voice, “Put the basket, my child, on the stool, take off your clothes, and come into bed with me.”

Little Red Riding-Hood accordingly undressed herself, and stepped into bed; where, wondering to see how her grandmother looked in her nightclothes, she said to her:

“Grandmamma, what great arms you have got!”

“The better to hug thee, my child.”

“Grandmamma, what great ears you have got!”

“The better to hear thee, my child.”

“Grandmamma, what great eyes you have got!”

“The better to see thee, my child.”

“Grandmamma, what great teeth you have got!”

“They are to eat thee up:” and, saying these words, the wicked Wolf was about to fall upon Little Red ‘Riding-Hood, when a young forester, hearing her screams, rushed in and killed him with one blow of his axe.
“Little Red Cap,” by the McLoughline Brothers [1,012]

From Grimm’s Fairy Tales Retold in One-Syllable Words
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THERE was once a sweet little maiden, who was loved by all who knew her; but she was especially dear to her Grandmother, who did not know how to make enough of the child. Once she gave her a little red velvet cloak. It was so becoming, and she liked it so much, that she would never wear anything else; and so she got the name of Red Riding Hood.

One day her Mother said to her: ‘Come here, Red Riding Hood, take this cake and a bottle of wine to Grandmother, she is weak and ill, and they will do her good. Go quickly, before it gets hot, and don’t loiter by the way, or run, or you will fall down and break the bottle, and there would be no wine for Grandmother. When you get there, don’t forget to say “Good morning” prettily, without staring about you.’

‘I will do just as you tell me,’ Red Riding Hood promised her Mother.

Her Grandmother lived away in the woods, a good half-hour from the village. When she got to the wood, she met a Wolf; but Red Riding Hood did not know what a wicked animal he was, so she was not a bit afraid of him.
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‘Good-morning, Red Riding Hood,’ he said.

‘Good-morning, Wolf,’ she answered.

‘Whither away so early, Red Riding Hood?’

‘To Grandmother’s.’

‘What have you got in your basket?’

‘Cake and wine; we baked yesterday, so I ‘m taking a cake to Grannie; she wants something to make her well.’

‘Where does your Grandmother live, Red Riding Hood?’

‘A good quarter of an hour further into the wood. Her house stands under three big oak trees, near a hedge of nut trees which you must know,’ said Red Riding Hood.

The Wolf thought: ‘This tender little creature will be a plump morsel; she will be nicer than the old woman. I must be cunning, and snap them both up.’

He walked along with Red Riding Hood for a while, then he said: ‘Look at the pretty flowers, Red Riding Hood. Why don’t you look about you? I don’t believe you even hear the birds sing, you are just as solemn as if you were going to school: everything else is so gay out here in the woods.’
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Red Riding Hood raised her eyes, and when she saw the sunlight dancing through the trees, and all the bright flowers, she thought: ‘I’m sure Grannie would be pleased if I took her a bunch of fresh flowers. It is still quite early, I shall have plenty of time to pick them.’

So she left the path, and wandered off among the trees to pick the flowers. Each time she picked one, she always saw another prettier one further on. So she went deeper and deeper into the forest.

In the meantime the Wolf went straight off to the Grandmother’s cottage, and knocked at the door.

‘Who is there?’

‘Red Riding Hood, bringing you a cake and some wine. Open the door!’

‘Press the latch!’ cried the old woman. ‘I am too weak to get up.’
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The Wolf pressed the latch, and the door sprang open. He went straight in and up to the bed without saying a word, and ate up the poor old woman. Then he put on her nightdress and nightcap, got into bed and drew the curtains. Red Riding Hood ran about picking flowers till she could carry no more, and then she remembered her Grandmother again. She was astonished when she got to the house to find the door open, and when she entered the room everything seemed so strange.

She felt quite frightened, but she did not know why. ‘

 ‘Generally I like coming to see Grandmother so much,’ she thought. She cried: ‘Good-morning, Grandmother,’ but she received no answer.

Then she went up to the bed and drew the curtain back. There lay her Grandmother, but she had drawn her cap down over her face, and she looked very odd. ‘O Grandmother, what big ears you have got,’ she said.

‘The better to hear with, my dear.’

‘Grandmother, what big eyes you have got.’

‘The better to see with, my dear.’

‘What big hands you have got, Grandmother.’

‘The better to catch hold of you with, my dear.’

‘But, Grandmother, what big teeth you have got.’

‘The better to eat you up with, my dear.’

Hardly had the Wolf said this, than he made a spring out of bed, and devoured poor little Red Riding Hood. When the Wolf had satisfied himself, he went back to bed and he was soon snoring loudly.

A Huntsman went past the house, and thought, ‘How loudly the old lady is snoring; I must see if there is anything the matter with her.’
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So he went into the house, and up to the bed, where he found the Wolf fast asleep. ‘Do I find you here, you old sinner?’ he said. ‘Long enough have I sought you.’ He raised his gun to shoot, when it just occurred to him that perhaps the Wolf had eaten up the old lady, and that she might still be saved. So he took a knife and began cutting open the sleeping Wolf. At the first cut he saw the little red cloak, and after a few more slashes, the little girl sprang out, and cried: ‘Oh, how frightened I was, it was so dark inside the Wolf!’ Next the old Grandmother came out, alive, but hardly able to breathe.

Red Riding Hood brought some big stones with which they filled the Wolf, so that when he woke and tried to spring away, they dragged him back, and he fell down dead.

They were all quite happy now. The Huntsman skinned the Wolf, and took the skin home. The Grandmother ate the cake and drank the wine which Red Riding Hood had brought, and she soon felt quite strong. Red Riding Hood thought: ‘I will never again wander off into the forest as long as I live, if my Mother forbids it.’
“Little Red Riding Hood,” by Edric Vredenburg [1,177]
from My book of Favourite Fairy Tales
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Many years ago there lived a dear little girl, who was beloved by everyone who knew her; but her grandmother was so very fond of her that she never felt that she could think and do enough for her. 

On her grand-daughter’s birthday she presented her with a red silk hood; and as it suited her very well, she would never wear anything else; and so she was called Little Red Riding Hood. One day her mother said to her, “Come, Red Riding Hood, here is a nice piece of meat, and a bottle of wine: take these to your grandmother; she is weak and ailing, and they will do her good. Be there before she gets up; go quietly and carefully; and do not run, or you may fall and break the bottle, and then your grandmother will have nothing. When you go into her room, do not forget to say ‘Good-morning’; and do not pry into all the corners.” “I will do just as you say,” answered Red Riding Hood, bidding good-bye to her mother. 
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The grandmother lived far away in the wood, a long walk from the village, and as Little Red Riding Hood came among the trees she met a wolf; but she did not know what a wicked animal it was, and so she was not at all frightened. “Good-morning, Little Red Riding Hood,” he said. 

“Thank you, Mr. Wolf,” she said. 

“Where are you going so early, Little Red Riding Hood?” 

“To my grandmother’s,” she answered. 

“And what are you carrying under your apron?” 

“Some wine and meat,” she replied. “We baked the meat yesterday, so that grandmother, who is very weak, might have a nice strengthening meal.” 

“And where does your grandmother live?” asked the Wolf. 

“Oh, quite twenty minutes’ walk further in the forest. The cottage stands under three great oak trees; and close by are some nut bushes, by which you will at once know it.” 

The wolf was thinking to himself, “She is a nice tender thing, and will taste better than the old woman; I must act cleverly, that I may make a meal of both.”
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Presently he came up again to Little Red Riding Hood and said. “Just look at the beautiful flowers which grow near you; why do you not look about you? I believe you don’t hear how sweetly the birds are singing. You walk as if you were going to school; see how cheerful everything is around you in the forest.” 

And Little Red Riding Hood opened her eyes; and when she saw how the sunbeams glanced and danced through the trees, and what bright flowers were blooming in her path, she thought, “If I take my grandmother a fresh nosegay she will be much pleased; and it is so very early that I can, even then, get there in good time:” and running into the forest she looked about for flowers. But when she had once begun she did not know how to leave off, and kept going deeper and deeper among the trees looking for some still more beautiful flower. The Wolf, however, ran straight to the house of the old grandmother, and knocked at the door. 

“Who’s that?” asked the old lady. 

“Only little Red Riding Hood, bringing you some meat and wine; please open the door,” answered the Wolf. 
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“Lift up the latch,” cried the grandmother; “I am much too ill to get up myself.” 

So the Wolf lifted the latch, and the door flew open; and without a word he jumped on to the bed and gobbled up the poor old lady. Then he put on her clothes, and tied her night-cap over his head; got into the bed, and drew the blankets over him. 

All this time Red Riding Hood was gathering flowers; and when she had picked as many as she could carry, she thought of her grandmother, and hurried to the cottage. She wondered very much to find the door open; and when she got into the room, she began to feel very ill, and exclaimed, “How sad I feel! I wish I had not come to-day.” Then she said, “Good morning,” but received no reply; so she went up to the bed, and drew back the curtains, and there lay her grandmother as she imagined, with the cap drawn half over her eyes and looking very fierce. 

“Oh, grandmother, what great ears you have!” 

“All the better to hear you with,” was the reply. 

“And what great eyes you have!” 

“All the better to see you with.” 

“And what great hands you have!” 

“All the better to touch you with.” 

“But, grandmother, what very great teeth you have!” 

“All the better to eat you with;” and hardly were the words spoken when the Wolf made a jump out of bed and swallowed down poor Little Red Riding Hood also. 

As soon as he had thus satisfied his hunger, he laid himself down again on the bed, and went to sleep and snored very loudly. A huntsman passing by overheard him, and said, “How loudly that old woman snores! I must see if anything is the matter.” 

So he went into the cottage; and when he came to the bed, he saw the Wolf sleeping in it. 

“What! are you here, you old rascal? I have been looking for you,” exclaimed he; and taking up his gun, he shot the old Wolf through the head. 

But it is also said that the story ends in a different manner; for that one day, when Red Riding Hood was taking some presents to her grandmother, a Wolf met her, and wanted to mislead her; but she went straight on, and told her grandmother that she had met a Wolf, who said good-day; but he looked so hungrily out of his great eyes, as if he would have eaten her up had she not been on the high road. 

So her grandmother said, “We will shut the door, and then he cannot get in.” 

Soon after, up came the Wolf, who tapped, and exclaimed, “I am Little Red Riding Hood, grandmother; I have some roast meat for you.” But they kept quite quiet, and did not open the door; so the Wolf, after looking several times round the house, at last jumped on to the roof, thinking to wait till Red Riding Hood went home in the evening, and then to creep after her and eat her in the darkness. 

The old woman, however, saw what the villain intended. There stood before the door a large stone trough, and she said to Little Red Riding Hood, “Take this bucket, dear: yesterday I boiled some meat in this water, now pour it into the stone trough.” Then the Wolf sniffed the smell of the meat, and his mouth watered, and he wished very much to taste. 

At last he stretched his neck too far over, so that he lost his balance, and fell down from the roof, right into the great trough below, and there he was drowned.
 “Little Red Riding Hood,” by Hamilton Mabie [1,296]
From The Young Folks Treasury, Vol. 1. 
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IN a great wide forest, full of beautiful trees, and green glades, and thorny thickets, there lived a long time ago a wood-cutter and his wife, who had only one child, a little girl. She was so pretty, and so good, that the sun seemed to shine more brightly when its light fell upon her rosy little face, and the birds would seem to sing more sweetly when she was passing by.

Her real name was Maisie; but the neighbors round about all called her “Little Red Riding-Hood,” because of a scarlet riding-hood and cloak that her kind old grandmother had made for her, and which she nearly always wore.

She was a happy, merry little child, with a smile and a gentle word for everybody, and so you may easily believe that everybody loved her, and was glad to catch a glimpse of her golden curls and her scarlet cloak as she tripped along, singing, under the green boughs.

Now, this, let me tell you before I forget, was at the time when all the birds and beasts, or very nearly all, could speak just as well as you or I; and nobody was surprised to hear them talk, as I suppose one would be nowadays.

Well, as I was saying, Little Red Riding-Hood lived with her parents in a little white cottage with a green door and a thatched roof, and red and white roses climbing all over the walls, and even putting their pretty heads in at the latticed windows, to peep at the child who was so like them.

It was on a bright spring morning early in May, when little Red Riding-Hood had just finished putting away the breakfast-cups that her mother came bustling in from the dairy.

“Here’s a to-do,” she said. “Farmer Hodge has this very minute told me that he hears your Grannie isn’t quite well, and I can’t leave the cheese-making this morning for love or money! Do you go, my dear, and find out how she is—and—stay—take her this little pot of sweet fresh butter, and these two new-laid eggs, and these nice tasty little pasties. Maybe they’ll tempt her to eat a bit. Here’s your basket, and don’t be too long away, honey.”

So little Red Riding-Hood pulled her hood over her curls, and set off down the sunny green slope, with her basket in her hand, at a brisk pace. But as she got deeper into the forest, she walked more slowly. Everything was so beautiful; the great trees waved their huge arms over her, the birds were calling to one another from the thorns all white with blossom, and the child began singing as she went, she could not have told why, but I think it was because the beautiful world made her feel glad.
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The path wound along through the trees, and, as it grew wider after turning a corner, Red Riding-Hood saw that she was likely to have company on her walk; for, where two cross-paths divided, there sat a big gray wolf licking his long paws, and looking sharply about him. And “Good morning, Red Riding-Hood,” said he.

“Good morning, Mr. Wolf,” she answered.

“And where may you be going, sweet lass?” said the Wolf, as he walked beside her.

 “Oh, Grannie isn’t very well, and mother cannot leave the cheese-making this morning, and so I’m taking her some little dainties in my basket, and I am to see how she is, and tell mother when I get back,” said the child with a smile.

“And,” said the wolf, “where does your good Grannie live, little lady?”

“Through the copse, and down the hollow, and over the bridge, and three meadows after the mill.”

“Does she indeed?” cried he. “Why, then, I do believe she is a very dear old friend of mine, whom I have not seen for years and years. Now, I’ll tell you what we’ll do, you and I: I will go by this way, and you shall take that, and whoever gets there first shall be the winner of the game.”

So the Wolf trotted off one way, and Red Riding-Hood went the other; and I am sorry to say that she lingered and loitered more than she ought to have done on the road.

Well, what with one thing and another, the sun was right up in the very mid-most middle of the sky when she crossed the last meadow from the mill and came in sight of her grandmother’s cottage, and the big lilac-bushes that grew by the garden gate.

“Oh! dear, how I must have lingered!” said the child, when she saw how high the sun had climbed since she set out on her journey; and, pattering up the garden-path, she tapped at the cottage door.

“Who’s there?” said a very gruff kind of voice from inside.

“It’s only I, Grannie dear, your little Red Riding-Hood with some goodies for you in my basket, answered the child.

“Then pull the bobbin,” cried the voice, “and the latch will go up.”

“What a dreadful cold poor Grannie must have, to be sure, to make her so hoarse,” thought the child. Then she pulled the [page  143] bobbin, and the latch went up, and Red Riding-Hood pushed open the door, and stepped inside the cottage.

It seemed very dark in there after the bright sunlight outside, and all Red Riding-Hood could see was that the window-curtains and the bed-curtains were still drawn, and her grandmother seemed to be lying in bed with the bed-clothes pulled almost over her head, and her great white-frilled nightcap nearly hiding her face.

Now, you and I have guessed by this time, although poor Red Riding-Hood never even thought of such a thing, that it was not her Grannie at all, but the wicked Wolf, who had hurried to the cottage and put on Grannie’s nightcap and popped into her bed, to pretend that he was Grannie herself.

And where was Grannie all this time, you will say? Well, we shall see presently.

“Come and sit down beside my bed, dearie,” wheezed the Wolf, “and let us have a little chat.” Then the Wolf stretched out his large hairy paws and began to unfasten the basket.

“Oh!” said Red Riding-Hood, “what great arms you have, Grannie!”

“All the better to hug you with,” said the Wolf.

“And what great rough ears you have, Grannie!”

“All the better to hear you with, my little dear.”

“And your eyes, Grannie; what great yellow eyes you have!”

“All the better to see you with, my pet,” grinned the Wolf.

“And oh! oh! Grannie,” cried the child, in a sad fright, “what great sharp teeth you have!”

“All the better to eat you with!” growled the Wolf, springing up suddenly at Red Riding-Hood. But just at that very moment the door flew open, and two tall wood-cutters rushed in with their heavy axes, and killed the wicked Wolf in far less time than it takes me to tell you about it.

“But where is Grannie?” asked Little Red Riding-Hood, when she had thanked the brave wood-cutters. “Oh! where can poor Grannie be? Can the cruel Wolf have eaten her up?”

And she began to cry and sob bitterly—when, who should walk in but Grannie herself, as large as life, and as hearty as ever, with her marketing-basket on her arm! For it was another old dame in the village who was not very well, and Grannie had been down to visit her and give her some of her own famous herb-tea.

So everything turned out right in the end, and all lived happily ever after; but I promise you that little Red Riding-Hood never made friends with a Wolf again!

