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to go and see how your grandmother is faring, for T've heard that she’s
1. Take her some cakes and this little pot of butter/

Little Red Riding Hood left right away for her grandmother’s house,
which was in another village. As she was walking through the woods
she met old Neighbor Wolf, who wanted to eat/her right there on the
spot. But he didn't dare because some woodcptters were in the forest.
He asked where she was going. The poor child, who did not know that
it was dangerous to stop and listen to wolyes, said: “I'm going to see
andmother and am taking her some ¢ Akes and a little pot of butter
my mother.”
 she live very far away?” asked ‘the wolf.

s,” said Little Red Riding ¥ ood. “She lives beyond the mill

see over there. Hers is/the first house you come to in the

village.”

“iiell, welly” said the wolf. think 1 shall go and see her too. il
take the path over here, and yoy! take the path over there, and well see
who gets there fixst.”

The wolf ran as\fast as h¢/could on the shorter path, and the little
girl continued on hér way dlong the longer path. She had a good time
gathering nuts, chasing buftterflies, and picking bunches of flowers that
she found.

The wolf did not
knocked: Rat-a-tat-tat,

long to get to Grandmother’s house. He

“Who's there?”

“It's your grang daughter, hittle Red Riding Hood,” said the wolf,
disguising his vojce. “And T'm Kringing you some cake and a little pot
of butter sent

The dear gya o wad in bed because she was not feeling
well, called gut: “Pull the bolt and ¥he latch will open.”

The wolf pulled the bolt, and the door opened wide. He threw him-
self on thé good woman and devoured her in no time, for he had eaten
nothing/in the last three days. Then he slosed the door and lay down
on Grandmother’s bed, waiting for Little Rid Riding Hood, who, before
long, came knocking at the door: Rat-a-tat-tat.

“Who's there?”

Little Red Riding Hood was afraid at first when she heard the gruff
voice of the wolf, but thinking that her grandmother must have caught
cold, she said: “It’'s your granddaughter, Little Red Riding Hood, and I'm
bringing you some cake and a little pot of butter sent Ry my mother.”

The wolf tried to soften his voice as he called out¥o her: “Pull the
bolt and the latch will open.”

Little Red Riding Hood pulled the bolt, and the door\gpened wide.
When the wolf saw her come in, he hid under the covers, of the bed
and said: “Put the cakes and the little pot of butter on th¢ bin and
climb into bed with me.”
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itfle Red Riding Hood took off her clothes and climbed into the
bed\She was astonished to see what her grandmother looked Jt
tgown.
“Grandmother,” she said, “What big arms you havel”
“The bbtter to hug you with, my child.”
“Grandmyther, what big legs you havel”
“The bettento run with, my child.”
“Grandmothex, what big ears you havel”
“The better to hear with, my child.”
“Grandmother,
“The better to see
“Grandmother, what
“The better to eat you
Upon saying these wor
Red Riding Hood and gobbl

e in

ith!”
the wicked/wolf threw himself on Little

?

I say a wolf,

Are exactly/the same.
Eerfecﬂy charming,

, brutal, or angry,

fne, pleasant, and gentle,

Following young ladies

/4t into their homes, into their chambers,

ut watch out if you haven’t learned that tame wolyes

Are the most dangerous of all.

BROTHERS GRIMM
Little Red Cap*

Once upon a time there was a dear little girl. If you set eyes on her
you could not but love her. The person who loved her most of all was
her grandmother, and she could never give the child enough. Once
she made her a litfle cap of red velvet. Since it was so becoming and
4 Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm, “Rotkippchen,” in Kinder- und Hausmérchen, 7th ed. (Berlin:

Dieterich, .1.857; first published: Berlin: Realschulbuchhandlung, 1812). Translated for this
Norton Critical Edition by Maria Tatar. Copyright © 1999 by Maria Tatar.
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since she wanted to wear it all the time, everyone called her Little Red
Cap.

One day her mother said to her: “Look, Little Red Cap. Heres a
piece of cake and a bottle of wine. Take them to your grandmother.
She is ill and feels weak, and they will give her strength. You'd better
start now before it gets too hot, and when you're out in the woods, walk
properly and don’t stray from the path. Otherwise you'll fall and break
the glass, and then therell be nothing for Grandmother. And when you
enter her room, don't forget to say good morning, and don’t go peeping
in all the corners of the room.”

“F11 do just as you say,” Little Red Cap promised her mother.

Grandmother lived deep in the woods, half an hour’s walk from the
village. No sooner had Litile Red Cap set foot in the forest than she
met the wolf. Little Red Cap had no idea what a wicked beast he was,
and so she wasn't in the least afraid of him.

“Good morning, Little Red Cap,” he said.

“Thank you kindly, wolf.”

“Where are you headed so early in the morning, Little Red Cap?”

“To my grandmother’s.”

“What's that you've got under your apron?”

“Cake and wine. Yesterday we baked and Grandmother, who is sick
and feels weak, needs something to make her feel better.”

“Where does your grandmother live, Little Red Cap?”

“It's another quarter of an hour’s walk into the woods. Her house is
right under three large oaks. You must know the place from the hazel
hedges near it,” said Little Red Cap.

The wolf thought to himself: “That tender young thing will make a
dainty morsel. She’ll be even tastier than the old woman. If you're really
crafty, you'll get them both.”

He walked for a while beside Little Red Cap. Then he said: “Little
Red Cap, have you seen the beautiful flowers all about? Why don’t you
look around for a while? I don’t think you've even noticed how sweetly
the birds are singing. You are walking along as if you were on the way
to school, and yet it's so heavenly out here in the woods.”

Little Red Cap opened her eyes wide and saw how the sunbeams
were dancing this way and that through the trees and how there were
beautiful flowers all about. She thought to herself: “If you bring a fresh
bouquet to Grandmother, she will be overjoyed. It’s still so early in the
moming that I'm sure to get there in plenty of time.”

She left the path and ran off into the woods looking for flowers. As soon
as she picked one she saw an even more beautiful one somewhere else
and went after it, and so she went deeper and deeper into the woods.

The wolf went straight to Grandmother’s house and knocked at the

door. “Who's there?”
“Litfle Red Cap, I've brought some cake and wine. Open the door.”
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“Just raise the latch,” Grandmother called out. “T'm too weak to get
out of bed.”

The wolf raised the latch, and the door swung wide open. Without
saying a word, he went straight to Grandmother’s bed and gobbled her
up. Then he put on her clothes and her nightcap, lay down in her bed,
and drew the curtains. ‘

Meanwhile, Little Red Cap had been running around looking for
flowers. When she finally had so many that she couldn’t carry them
all, she suddenly remembered Grandmother and set off again on the
path to her house. She was surprised to find the door open, and when
she stepped into the house, she had such a strange feeling that she
thought to herself: “Oh, my goodness, I'm usually so glad to be at
Grandmother’s, but today I feel so nervous.”

She called out a greeting but there was no answer. Then she went
to the bed and drew back the curtains. Grandmother was lying there
with her nightcap pulled down over her face. She looked very strange.

“Oh, Grandmother, what big ears you have!”

“The better to hear you with.”

“Oh, Grandmother, what big eyes you have!”

“The better to see you with.”

“QOh, Grandmother, what big hands you havel!”

“The better to grab you with!”

“Oh, Grandmother, what a big, scary mouth you have!”

“The better to eat you with!”

No sooner had the wolf spoken those words than he leaped out of
bed and gobbled up poor Little Red Cap.

Once the wolf had satisfied his desires, he lay down again in bed,
fell asleep, and began to snore very loudly. A huntsman happened to
be passing by the house just then and thought to himself: “How the
old woman is snoring! You'd better check to see what's wrong.” He
walked into the house and when he got to the bed he saw that the wolf
was lying in it.

“Ive found you at last, you old sinner,” he said. “I've been after you
for a while now.”

He pulled out his musket and was about to take aim when he realized
that the wolf might have eaten Grandmother and that she could still
be saved. Instead of firing, he took out a pair of scissors and began
cutting open the belly of the sleeping wolf. After making a few snips,
he could see a red cap faintly. After making a few more cuts, the girl
jumped out, crying: “Oh, how terrified I was! It was so dark in the
wolf's bellyl” And then the old grandmother found her way out alive,
though she could hardly breathe, Little Red Cap quickly fetched some
large stones and filled the wolfs belly with them. When he awoke, he
was about to bound off, but the stones were so heavy that his legs
collapsed and he fell down dead.

A\~
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All three were overjoyed. The huntsman skinned the wolf and went
home with the pelt. Grandmother ate the cake and drank the wine
Little Red Cap had brought her and recovered her health. Little Red
Cap thought to herself: “Never again will you stray from the path and
go into the woods, when your mother has forbidden it.”

There is also a story about another wolf who met Little Red Cap on
the way to Grandmother’s, as she was taking her some cakes. The wolf
tried to divert her from the path, but Little Red Cap was on her guard
and kept right on going. She told her grandmother that she had met
the wolf and that he had greeted her. But he had looked at her in such
an evil way that “If we hadn’t been out in the open, he would have
gobbled me right up.”

“Well then,” said Grandmother. «we'll just lock that door so he can’t
get in.”

Not much later the wolf knocked at the door and called out: “Open the
door, Grandmother, it's Little Red Cap. I'm bringing you some cakes.”

The two kept quiet and didn’t open the door. Then old Grayhead
circled the house a few times and finally jumped up on the roof. He
was planning on watting until Little Red Cap went home. Then he was
going to creep up after her and gobble her up in the dark. But Grand-
mother guessed what he had on his mind. There was a big stone trough
in front of the house. She said to the child: “Here’s a bucket, Little
Red Cap. Yesterday I cooked some sausages. Take the water in which
they were boiled and pour it into the trough.”

Little Red Cap kept carrying water until that big, big trough was
completely full. The smell of those sausages reached the wolf’s nostrils.
His neck was stretched out so long from sniffing and looking around
that he lost his balance and began to slide down. He went right down
the roof into the trough and was drowned. Little Red Cap walked home
cheerfully, and no one did her any harm.

N

JAMES THURBER

. dark forest for a little girl to come
along carrying a basket of food erandmother. Finally a little girl
did come along and she was-Carrying a b et of food. “Are you carrying
Admother?” asked the walf. The little girl said
+ James Thurber, “Phe Little Girl and the Wolf,” from Fables for Our Time and Famous Poems
Zmes Thurber (New York: Harpers, 1940). Copyright © 1940 byJames Thurber,

renewsd 1968 by Helen Thurber and Rosemary A. Thurber. Reprinted by arrangement with
esémary A. Thurber and the Barbara Hogenson Agency.

One afternoon a big wolf wai
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es, she was. So the wolf asked her where her grandmother lived and
ke little girl told him and he disappeared into the wood.
en the little girl opened the door of her grandmother’s house she
saw\that there was somebody in bed with a nightcap and nightgown
on. She had approached no nearer than twenty-five feet from the bed
when ske saw that it was not her grandmother but the wolf, fér even
in a nightcap a wolf does not look any more like your gragdmother
than the Metro-Goldwyn lion looks like Calvin Coolidge. S6 the little
girl took an‘qutomatic out of her basket and shot the wolf/dead.
Moral: It iiot so easy to fool little girls nowadays as it used to be.

ITALO CALVINO
TRe False Grandmothgrt

A mother had to sift flowr, and told her litfle girl to go to her grand-
mother’s and borrow the sifter. The child pAcked a snack—ring-shaped
cakes and bread with oil—any set out.

She came to the Jordan River.

“Jordan River, will you let me pass?/

“Yes, if you give me your ring-shaped cakes.”

The Jordan River had a weaknej for ring-shaped cakes, which he
enjoyed twirling in his whirlpools

The child tossed the ring-shaped cakes into the river, and the river
Jowered its waters and let her through.

The little girl came to the Rake Gate.

“Rake Gate, will you let phe pass?”

“Yes, if you give me yoyr bread with oil.”

The Rake Gate had a fveakness for bread w oil, since her hinges
were rusty, and bread with oil oiled them for he

The little girl gave the gate her bread with oil, 4nd the gate opened
and let her through

She reached hey/grandmother’s house, but the doox, was shut tight.

«Grandmother/ Grandmother, come let me in.”

“Pm in bed slck. Come through the window.”

“I can’t maje it.”

“Come thfough the cat door.”

“] can’t gqueeze through.”

“Well, fvait a minute,” she said, and lowered a rope, by which she
pulled the little girl up through the window. The room was daxk. In

+ “The/False Grandmother,” recorded by Antonio de Nino, 1883, in Italian Folktales, selécted
and/fetold by Italo Calvino, trans. George Martin (New York: Pantheon Books, 1980). CoRy-

right © 1980 by Harcourt Brace & Company, reprinted by permission of Harcourt Brace &
(Zompany.
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