W. W, NORTON & COMPANY, INC,
also publishes
THE NORTON ANTHOLOGY OF AFRICAN AMERICAN
LITERATURE
edited by Henry Louis CGales, Jr., Nellic Y. MeKay, et of,

THE NORTON ANTHOLOGY OF AMERICAN LITERATURE
edited by Ninag Bavm ot al

THE NORTON ANTHOLOGY OF CONTEMPORARY FICTION
edited by R. V. Cassill and Joyce Carol Qates

THE NORTON ANTHOLOGY OF ENGLISH LITERATURE
edited by M. H. Abrams ot al.

THE NORTON ANTHOLOGY OF LITERATURE BY WOMEN
edited by Sandra M. Gilbert and Susan Gubar

THE NORTON ANTHOLOGY OF MODERN POETRY
edited by Richard Ellmann and Robert O'Clair

THE NORTON ANTHOLOGY OF FOETRY
edited by Margaret Ferguson et al.

THE NORTON ANTHOLOGY OF SHORT FICTION
edited by R. V. Cassill

THE NORTON ANTHOLOGY OF WORLD MASTERPIECES
edited by Maynard Mack et al.
THE NORTON FACSIMILE OF
THE FIRST FOLIO OF SHAKESPEARE
prepared by Charlton Hinman
THE NORTON INTRODUCTION TO LITERATURE
edited by Jerome Beaty and I Paul Hunter
THE NORTON INTRODUCTION TO THE SHORT
edited by Jerome Braty
THE NORTON READER
cdited by Linda H. Peterson, John C. Brereton, and Joan E. Hartman
THE NORTON SAMPLER
edited by Thomas Cooley
THE NORTON SHAKESPEARE, BASED ON THI
EDITION
edited bv Stephen Greenblatt et af

NOVEL

OXFORD

A NORTON CRITICAL EDITION

THE

CLASSIC FAIRY TALES
N

TEXTS
CRITICISM

Edited by
MARIA TATAR

HARVARD UNIVERSITY

=~

W e W« NORTON & COMPANY * New York * London




Introduction

Fairv tales, Angela Carter tells us, are not “unique one-offs,” and their
narrators are ncither “original” nor “godlike” nor “inspired.” To the con-
trary, these stories circulale in multiple versions, reconfigured by each tell-
ing to form ¥aleidoscopic variations with distinctly different cffects. When
we say the word *Cinderella,” we are refeming not to a single text but to
an enlire array of stories with a persecuted heroine who may respond lo
her situation with defiance, cunning, ingenuity, self-pity, anguish, or grief:
She will be called Yeh-hsien in China, Cendrillon in Italy, Aschenputtel
in Germany, and Catskin in England. Her sisters may be named One-Eye
and Thrce-Eyes, Anastasia and Drizella, or she may have just one sister
named Flaloek. Her tasks range from tending cows to sorting peas to fetch-
ing embers for a fire.

Although many variant forms of a tale can now be found between the
covers of books and are attributed to individual authors, editots, or com-
pilers, they derive largely from collective efforts. In reflecting on the origins
of fairy tales, Carter asks us to consider: “Who first invented meatballs? In
what countn? Is there a definitive recipe for potato soup? Think in terms
of the domestic asts. “This is how I make potato soup.” ™ The story of Little
Red Riding Hood, for example, can be discovered the world over, vet it
varies radically in texture and flavor from onc culture to the next. Even in
a single culture, that texture or flaver may be different enough that a lis-
tener will impatiently interrupt the telling of a tale to insist “That’s not the
way | heard it.” In France, Little Red Riding Hood and her grandmother
arc devoured by the wolf. The Grimms' version, by contrast, stages a rescue
<cenc in which a hunter intervenes 1o liberate Red Riding Hood and her
grandmother from the helly of the wolf, Caterinella, an Malian Red Riding
Tlood, is invited to dine on the teeth and ears of her grandmother by a
masquerading wolf. A Chinese “Goldflower” manages to slay the beast who
wants to devour her by throwing a spear into his mouth. Local color often
affects the premises of a tale. In Haly, the challenge facing one heroine 1s
not spinning straw into gold but downing seven plates of lasagna.

Virtwally every element of a tale, from the namc of the hero or heroine
through the naturc of the beloved to the depiction of the villain, seems
subject to change. ln the British lsles, Cinderella goes by the name of
Catskin, Mossvcoat, or Rashin-Coatie. The mother of one Italian “Beaut”
pleads with her daughter to marry a pig, while another mother runs inter-
ference for a snake. In Russia, the cannibalistic witch in the forest has a
hut set on chicken legs surrounded by a fence with posts made of stacked

1. Angela Carter. ed., The Virago Book of Fairy Tales (Londen: Virago Press, 1990 x.
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“On a par with trifles,” Marina Warner stresses, * ‘merc old wives’ tales’
carry connotations of error, of false counsel, ignorance, prejudice and fal-
lacious nostrums—against heartbreak as well as headache; similarly “fairy
tale,” as a derogatory term, implies fantasy, escapism, invention, the uare-
liable consolations of romance."”

Although fairy tales are still arguably the most powerfully formative tales
of childhood and permeate mass media for children and adults, it is not

unusual to find them deemed of marginal cultural importance and dis

<Tssed as unworthy of critical attention. Yet the staying power of these
Tonies, Their widespread and enduring popularity, suggests that they must
b addvessing issues that have a signibicant social function—whether criti-
cal, conservative, compensatory, or therapeutic. In a study of mass-produced
Entasies for women, Tania Modleski points out that genres such as the
soap opera, the Gothic novel, and the Harlequin romance “speak to very
real problems and tensions in women's lives. The narrative strategies which
have evolved for smoothing over these tensions can tell us much about
how women have managed not only to live in oppressive circumstances
but to invest their situations with some degree of dignity.” Fairy tales reg-
ister an effort on the part of both women and men to develop maps for
coping with personal anxieties, family conflicts, social frictions, and the
myriad frustrations of everyday life.

Trivializing fairy tales Jeads to the mistaken conclusion that we should
suspend our critical faculties while reading these “harmless™ narratives.
While it may be disturbing to hear voices disavowing the transformative
influence of fairy tales and proclaiming them to be culturally insigmificant,
it is just as troubling to find fairy tales turned into inviolable cultural icons.
The Grimms steadfastly insisted on the sacred quality of the fairy tales they
collected. ‘Their Nursery and Household Tales, they asserted, made an effort
to capture the pure, artless simplicity of a people not vet tainted by the
corrupting influences of civilization. “These stories are suffused with the
same puritv that makes children appear so marvelous and blessed,” Wil-
helm Grimm declared in his preface to the collection. Yet both brothers
must also have recognized that fairy tales were far from culturally innocent,
for they extolled the “civilizing” pewer of the tales and conceived of their
collection as a "manual of manners” for children.”

The myth of fairy tales as a kind of holy scripture was energetically
propagated by Charles Dickens, who brought to the literature of childhaod
the same devout reverence he accorded childeen. Like the Grimms, Dick-
ens hailed the “simplicity,” “purity,” and “innocent extravagance™ of fairy
tales, vet also praised the tales as powerful instruments of constructive so-

cialization: "It would be hard to estimate the amount of gentleness and

mercy that has made its way among us through these slight channels. Fore-
bearance, courlesy, consideration for the poor and aged, kind treatment of

3. Wamer, Beast 19. (Excerpled below, p. 309
6. Tama Modleski, Loving with a Vengeance: Muss-Produced Fantasies for Women [Hamden,

Coon.. Archon Books, 1962} 15.
. From Jacob and Willelm Grimms “Preface,” Nurserv and Houschold Tales, 1st ed., 2d ed.,

trans. Mana Tatar, in Maria Tatar, The Hard Facts of the Crimms' Fairy Tales (Princeton;
Panceton UP, 1978) 206, 207.
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mingle in her anthology with the morc obscure Unanana, Kate Cracker-
nuts, and Clever Manka.

Like Minard, Ethel Johnston Phelps aims to collect tales that feature
“active and courageous girls and women in the leading roles” for her vol-
ume Tatterhood and Other Tales.* By contrast, Angela Carter's Virago Book
of Fairy Tales chooses texts for their historical interest, for the way in which
they provide models of how women struggled, succeeded, and also some-
times failed in the challenges of everyday life. “I wanted to demonstrate
the extraordinary richness and diversity of responses o the same common
predicament—being alive—and the richness and diversity with which fem-
ininity, in practice, is represented in ‘unofficial culture: its strategies, its
plots, its hard work.™

Our own fain-tale repertoire can now be said to consist of two competing
traditions. On the one hand, we have the classical canon of tales collected
by, among others, Joseph Jacobs in England, Charles Perrault in France,
the Grimm brothers in Germany, and Alexander Afanasev in Russia. On
the other hand, we have a rival tradition of heretical stories established by
folklorists who have sought to uncarth buried cultural treasures and to
conduct archaeological cxercises designed 1o connect us with a subversive
dimension of our collective past. In addition to this twin folkloric legacy,
we have the reinventions of such authors as Hans Christian Andersen and
Oscar Wilde, who, in competing with the racontcurs of old, attempted to
supplant their narratives and lo provide new cultural texts on which to
model our lives.

Hans Christian Andersen and Oscar Wilde can be seen as moving in an
imitative mode, attempting to capture the style and spirit of folk raconteurs
in their literary cfforts. Yet their fairy tales, with their self-consciously artless
expressions and calculated didactic cffects, diverge dramatically from the
tradifional tales of folk cultures. What both Andersen and Wilde seem to
have forgotten is that the folktale thrives on conflict and contrast, not on
seritiment and pathos. P, L. Travers tellingly registers her response as a
child to reading Andersen’s fairy tales: “Ah, how pleasant to be manipu-
lated, to fee! one’s heartstrings pulled this wav and that—twang, hwang,
again and again, longing, sclf-pity, nostalgia, remorse: and to let fall the
fullsome tear that would never be shed for Grimm.”' Andersen wants to
crase “the pagan world with its fostitude and strong contrasts.” Still, An-
dersen’s “Little Mermaid” reveals just how easily Iiterary fairy tales €an
imuilate inio follore, lending themselves to adaptation, transformation, and
critique in a variety of media and becoming part of our collective cultural
awareness.

Feminist writers have resisted the temptation to move in the imitative
mode, choosing instead the route of critique and parody in their recastings
of tales. For Anne Sexton, for example, the history and wisdom of the past
embedded in_fairy tales_is less_important thdi the construction of new
cultural signposts for coping with “being alive.” Anne Sexton’s ‘Transfor-

8. Eihel Johnston Phelps, ed., Tatterhood and Other Tales (0ld Westhun:, New York: Femmust
Press. 19781 xv

9 Canles, Virago, xiv.
). P L. Travess, What the Bee Knows. Reflections on Avth, Svmbol and Stor (Wellingborough,

Northamptonshue: Aquanan Press, 1969 232,
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all these stories have, according to Carler, a “violently sexual” side to them,

a “Jatent content” that becomes manifest in her rescriptings of fairy tales

for an adult audience.® Carler aims above all to demysufy these sacred
cultural texts, to show that we can break their magical spells and that social™
change is possible once we become aware of the stories that lave guided
our social, moral, and personal development. Margaret Atwood's novels and
short stories also enact and critique the plots of fairy tales, showing the
degree to which these stories inform our affective life, programming our
responses to romance, defining our desires, and constructing our anxieties.
Like Sallv, the fictional heroine of Atwood's “Blucbeard’s Egg,” Atwood
questions the seemingly timeless and universal truths of our cultural stories
by reflecting on their assumptions and explonng the wavs in which they
can be subverted through rewritings.

It was Charlotte Bronté who inaugurated with full force the critique of
fain-tale romance in fiction by women for women. The hfe story of the
heroine of Jane Eyre (1847} can be read as a one-woman crusade and act
of resistance to the roles modeled for girls and women in fairy tales.” At
Gateshead, Jane Evre finds herself positioned as domestic slave, as a Cin-
derella figure in the Reid household. Employed as an “under-nurserymaid,
to tidy the rooms, dust the chairs” (25}, she is subjected on a daily basts
to reproaches, persecuted by two unpleasant “stepsisters” and by a “step-
mother” who has an “insuperable and rooted aversion” (23! to her, and
excluded from the “usual festive cheer” (231 of holidav parbes. Jane, al-
though initially self-pitving and complicit, takes a dchant stance, refusing
to be contained and framed by the cultural storv that has inscribed itself
on her life. Rather than passively enduring her storvbook fate (which will
keep her—as a “plain Jane”—forever locked in the first phase of “Cinder-
ella”}, she tebels against the social reflexes of her world and writes herself
out of the script.

Just as Jane refuses to model her behavior on Cinderella, despite the
seductive, though false, hapes of that story, so too she refrains from ac-
cepting the role of beloved in Rochester's fainv-tale fantasies. No beauty,
Jane is nonetheless at first enchanted by the prospect of domesticating a
man who is described as “metamorphosed into a ion” and who inhabils a
house with “a corridor from some Blucbeard's castle,” a house that contains
the dreaded forbidden chamber familiar to readers of “Blucbeard.” Jane
recognizes what is at stake for her in succumbing lo a fainy-tale concept of
romance: “For 2 moment | am bevond my own mastery. What does it
mean? | did not think 1 should tremble in this way when I saw him—or
losc my voice or the power of motion in his presence” i214). Jane Evre
rejccts the cult of suffering and self-effacement endorsed in fairy tales like
“Cinderella” and “Beauty and the Beast” to construct her own story, re-
nouncing prefabricated roles and creating her own identitv. She reinvents
herself and produces a radically new cultural script, the ane embodied in

4. Raobin Ann Sheets, “Pornography, Fasn Tales, and Fennmism: Angela Carter’s “The Bloody
Chamber, * Joumal of the Huston: of Sexualite | (19915 635, 642,

5. All patenthetical citahous to Jane Evre refer 1o Chaslate Dronte, Jane Evre, od. Richard |
g (New Yok Norton, 1987
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INTRODUCTION: Little Red
Riding Hood

Late in life, Charles Dickens confessed that Little Red Riding lHood
was his “first love”: “I felt that if | could have married Little Red Riding
Hood, | should have known perfect bliss.”* Dickens’s sentimental at-
tachment to a fain-tale character brought to literary life by Charles
Perrault and reincarnated by the Brothers Grimm as Litile Red Cap is
hardly remarkable. But had Dickens been aware of Red Riding Hood's
folkloric origins, he might have been more guarded in his enthusiasm
for Perrault’s “pretty village girl” or the Grimms' “dear little girl.” Fainy
tales, as folklorists and historians never tire of reminding us, have their
roots in a peasant culture relatively uninhibited in its expressive energy.
For centuries, farm laborers and househald workers relied on the telling
of tales to shorten the hours devoted to repetitive harvesting tasks and
domestic chores. Is it surprising that, in an age without radios, televi-
sions, and other electronic wonders, they favored fast-paced narratives
with heavy doses of burlesque comedy, melodramatic action, scatalog-
ical humor, and free-wheeling violence?

The distinguished French folklorist Paul Delarue claims to have
found an authentic peasant folk narrative in “The Ston of Grand-
mother” [10-11], a version of Little Red Riding Hood recorded in
Brittany in 1885 but presumably toid by the fireside at least a century
carlier. While the tale recounts a gisl's trip to grandmother’s house and
her encounter with a wolf, the resemblance to Perrault's “Little Red
Riding Hood” and the Grimms’ “Little Red Cap” cnds there. This
Gallic heroine escapes falling victim to the wolf and instead joins the
ranks of trickster Agures. After arriving at grandmother’s house and un-
wittingly eating “meat” and drinking “wine” thal turns out to be the
fesh and blood of her grandmother, she performs a striptease for the
wolf, gets into bed with him, and escapes by pleading with the wolf for
a chance to go outdoors and relieve herself.

Although Delarue’s “Story of Grandmother” was not recorded until
1885 (almost bwo centuries after Perrault wrote down the story of “Little

Bracketed page numbets refer to thus Norton Critical Edition.
I. Charles Dickens, “A Chrstmas Tree,” Chnstmas Stories (London. Chaptiman and Hall, 16951
§
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believes to be innocent ways, into nothing but a fallen woman.™ No
longer a trickster who survives through her powers of improvisation, she
has become either a dimwit or a complicit victim. Bettelheim was also
sensitive to the transformations endured by the wolf. Once a rapacious
beast, he was turned by Perrault into a metaphor, a stand-in for male
seducers who lure young women into their beds. While it may be true
that peasant cultures figured the wolf as a savage predator, folk racon-
teurs had probably already gleefully taken advantage of the metaphor-
ical possibilities of Liltle Red Riding Hood's encounter with the wolf
and also exploited the full range and play of the tale’s potential for
sexual innuendo.

The Grimms’ “Litile Red Cap” {13-16] erased all traces of the erotic
playfulness found in “The Story of Grandmother” and placed the ac-
tion in the service of teaching lessons to the child inside and outside
the story. Like many fairy tales, the Grimms' narrative begins by framing
a prohibition, but it has difficulty moving out of that mode. Little Red
Cap's mother hands her daughter cakes and wine for grandmother and
praceeds o instruct her in the art of good behavior: “When vou're out
in the woods, walk properly and don't stray from the path. Otherwise
vou'll fall and break the glass, and then there'll be nothing for Grand-
mother. And when vou enter her room, don't forget to sav good morn-
ing, and don't go peeping in all the comers of the room™ [14]. The
Grimms’ cffort to encode lessons in “Little Red Cap™ could hardly be
called successful. The lecture on manners embedded in the narrative
is not only alien to the spirit of fairy tales—which are so plot driven
that they rarcly traffic in the kind of pedagogical precision on display
here—but also misfires in its lack of logic. The bottle never breaks even
though Red Cap strays from the path, and the straying takes place only
after the wolf has already spotted his prey.

The folly of tryving to derive a clear moral message from “Little Red
Riding Hood" in any of its versions becomes evident from Eric Berne's
rendition of a Martian's reaction to the tale:

What kind of a mother sends a little girl into a forest where there
are wolves? Why didn’t her mother do it herself, or go along with
LRRH? If grandmother was so helpless, why did mother leave her
all by herself in a hut far away? But if LRRH had to go, how come
her mother had never warned her not to stop and 1alk to wolves?
The stor makes it clear that LRRH had never been told that this
was dangerous. No mother could really be that stupid, so it sounds
as if her mother didn't care much what happened to LRRH, or
mavbe even wanted to get rid of her. No little girl is that stupid
either. How could LRRH look at the wolf’s eves, cars, hands, and

3 Bruoe Bettelheun, The Uses of Enchantment: The Meantig and Importance of Fauy Tales
iNew York: Knapf, 1976:
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olence of the original was converted into a frightening punishment for
a relatively minor infraction. It is only in the past few decades that the
tale has been reinvigorated through the efforts of writers who have con-
tested the disciplinary edge to the story and challenged its basic as-
sumptions. Although the strategies for reframing the story vary from one
author to the next, they generally aim to turn Little Red Riding Hood
into a clever, resourceful heroinc (“It is not so easy to fool little girls
nowadays as it used to be” {17}, as Thurber notes) or to rehabilitate the
wolf (“Sweet and sound she sleeps in granny’s bed, between the paws
of the tender wolf,” is the final sentence of Angela Carter’s story “The
Company of Wolves™).?

Just as writers have felt free to tamper and tinker with “Little Red
Riding Hood" (often radically revising its terms, as does Roald Dahl
[21-23]), critics have played fast and loosc with the tale, displaying
boundless confidence in their interpretive pronouncements, To be sure,
the tale itself, by depicting a conflict between a weak, vulnerable pro-
tagonist and a large, powerful antagonist, lends itself to a certain inter-
pretive elasticity. Allegorical readings invest the story with a kind of
interpretive plenitude, giving it a meaning, relevance, and sense that
claims to transcend historical variation. Yet these readings, whether they
take the form of political or social allegories can turn out to be re-
markably unstable.

Both Erich Fromm and Susan Brownmiller have trained their inter-
pretive skills on “Little Red Riding Hood.” Each has read the story in
allegorical terms as depicting an eternal battle of the sexes, but those
readings reach very different conclusions about what is at stake in that
battle. Fromm, whose psvchoanalytic account of “Little Red Riding
Hood" came under heavy fire from the historian Robert Darnton, finds
in the tale the “expression of a deep antagonism against men and sex.™
This story, presumably passed on from onc generation of women to the
next, portrays men as ruthless and cunning animals, who turn the sexual

act into a cannibalistic ritual.

The hate and prejudice against men are even more clearly exhib-
ited at the end of the storv. . . . We must remember that the
woman's superiority consists in her ability to bear children. How,
then, is the wolf made ridiculous? By showing that he attempted
to play the role of a pregnant woman, having living things in his
belly. Little Red-Cap puts stones, a symbol of sterility, into his
belly, and the wolf collapses and dies. His deed . . . is punished
according to his crime: he is killed by the stones, the symbol of
sterility, which mock his usurpation of the pregnant woman'’s role.!

8. In The Bloodv Chanber and Other Stonies {New York: Penguin, 1979) 113

4 Ench Fromm, The Forgotten Language: An Introduction fo the Understanding of Drearms,

Fairv Teles and Myths (New York: Rinebart, 1951 241
1. Fromm, Forgofien, 241




Li1TLE RED Ribing Hoop

The notion of a wolf suffering fro
terous, but Fromm is not the only

wo ‘ouri
- :gsnic:v;fl: f;;ounr;g Es a colver for the desire o conceive, Anne
xton appears to be “in his ninth h” ing ¢
oo : month” after gobblin '
! hun;grmgelr-;ood .n:d h?r grandmather, and the fwo are ?iberatetgi \CI?::::
2 hunt ofplh o:'n;s a kind of caesarian section.”? A recent children’s
vanon of f:t ale shows the wolf peacefully sleeping with a lowin,
v, € to accommodate the body of 5 serene Liti]  Ridin
it v of ; ne Little Red Riding
For Susan Brownmj “Li
; miller, “Little Red Ridi ”
‘ , in
‘tll:r‘:l story that holds the gender bottom line b'.g' bl
at women arc at once victims iol
- Of .
position themsely, el

m womb envy’ may seemn prepos-
interpreter of the tale to read the

' a cul-
perpetuating the notion

nce even as they my
I 1st
es as beneficiaries of male protection: .

Sweet, feminine Litile Red Ridi i
: ‘ ing Hood is off to visit ;
lgerrzlnnc:n:‘other in the woods. The wolf lurks in ?Il\t'.‘ﬁgllgj:;\c\]fdrcjld
plating a tender morsel. Little Red Riding Hood and he e

mother, w eolfs
strengt}; ;\:dlzam, are equally defenseless before the maleg\\:olf("] 5
unning. . .. The wolf swailows both females with

no si idi
T?; ;r'fna r(;f f'::i ;:_]r:;ig;ch - REd thmf Hood is a parable of rape
male hgures abroad in the w '
them woler Shten g n the woods—we cal
A g other names—and females o
mo ales are helpl
them. Better stick close to the path, better not be ad\'gnftszsrc[:ssforl?

you are lucky, a good friendiy ¥
et L good friendly male may be able to save vou from

Boﬂl !lOIIllII a"d BI’O“HIHI"EI s EEOTfS to view Llﬂle Red !(ld"lg
l[ood as a l&pOSEfOH iOf CEItalll tIIIICICSS a"d "l tl S UUlldel
) Ulll\e|s;;l 1in f
pIECfSEIL bCCELISC‘ cveny C“hc scems to ]illd a dl"elc”l ‘"]ICICS\ llid
il

univ i :

discr:]s;le::]ﬁh 01:11] (:Jrn;) )t,a:lt:;:ir\”egoncall readings tend to undermine and
! r very multiplicity. Thei

gins to suggest that the oy multiplicity. Their sheer number be.

story targeted for inte ion | i
L ‘ d for interprelation is nothing but
oy off in the dircction of the absurd, signifving

ol Tlf]._le Stpry of Grandmother” seen

» X .

= “r;::}:lon as -llﬂlf.'. more than a diversion and that efforts to invest

R tmeamn.g inevitably misfire. But the excessive number of

S ’t;fnéunshment, s"tan*ation, cannibalism, and devouring in

e 21 . chall':landrnother also suggests that the interpretive stfkes

e hgh mndiﬁoengesf us to understand the stons engagement with

ns of our existence. Psychoamalviic woiti:

e - Psychoanalytic criticis i
d hard to understand what Alan Dundes refers to a tl s

2 ._'}cr)mc Sexton, P Strong

s to support the notion that fain,

“R . i
ed Riding Hood, Transformations [Boslon: Houghton Miffhn, 1971 =2

esor ew York: Doybl i
rownmiller, Against Our Wifl: Men, Women, (ml:i I:;I;:" 'I-?:lll.\'ol'k' Bantam, 1976
h - Bantam, 19764

3. Bem 3 i i
18 ;;1; Montresor, Little Red Riding Hood (N

B
34344

INTRODUCTION ?

component of “infantile fantasy” at work in the tale.” Dundes points
out that “Little Red Riding Hood,” identified in the Aarne-Thompson
tale-type index® as AT 333 and known by the title, “The Glutton,” is
probably a cognate form of AT 123, “The Wolf and the Seven Kids.”
The only real difference, Dundes insists, is that the ogre goes to the
house of the child in AT 123, while the child goes to the house of the
ogre in AT 333. Dundes further argues that “Little Red Riding Hood,”
at least in its early forms, had more to do with children’s anxieties about
being devoured than with the adult sexual anxictics that came to be
foregrounded as the story evolved. Chiang Mi’s “Goldflower and the
Bear” (19-21) gives us an Asian version of “The Wolf and the Seven
Kids” that reveals a clear kinship with early European versions of “Little
Red Riding Hood” and suggests just how child-centered the tale was
in its early forms,

Angela Carter recalls her first encounter with Perrault’s Little Red
Riding Hood: “My maternal grandmother used to say, ‘Lift up the latch
and walk in,” when she told it [to] me when I was a child; and at the
conclusion, when the wolf jumps on Little Red Riding Hood and gob-
bles her up, my grandmother used to pretend to eat me, which made
me squeak and gibber with excited pleasure.”™ Carter's grandmother,
by impersonating the grandmother-devouring wolf who also imperson-
ates grandmothers, turns the tables by turning on her granddaughter,
the girl who feasts on grandmother’s flesh and blood in folk versions of
the tale. Carter's account of her experience with “Little Red Riding
Hood" shows the tale to be one of intergenerational rivalry, vet it also
reveals the degree to which the meaning of a tale is generated in its
performance. The scene of reading or acting out a text can affect its
reception far more powerfully than the morals and timeless truths in-
serted into the text by Perrault, the Grimms, and others.

Consider Luciane Pavarotii’s childhood experience with “Little Red
Riding Hood" and how markedly it differs from Carter's:

In my house, when | was a little boy, it was my grandfather who
told the storics. He was wonderful. He told violent, mysterious tales
that enchanted me. . . . My favorite one was Little Red Riding
Hood. 1 identified with Little Red Riding Hood. 1 had the same
fears as she. I didn’t want her to dic. | dreaded her death—or what
we think death is. | waited anxiously for the hunter to come.*

Little Red Riding Hood’s brush with death is no longer burlesque,
playful, or erotically charged. Instead, it has become the site of violence,

5. Alan Dundes, "Interpreting ‘Litlle Red Riding Hood' Psychoanalvtically,” in Luttle Red Riding
Hood: A Caschook, ed. Alan Dundes {Madison: U of Wisconsm P, 1959) 125
6. Anlti Asrne and Stith Fhompson, The Tvpes of the Polktales: A Classification and Biblingraphy

[Helsinks Acadenma Scienamim Fenuea, 19615
~. Angela Carter, ed.. The Virage Book of Fairv Tales (London: Virago, 1990) 240.
8. Lucsano Pavarotti, “lntroduction.” m Monlresor, Little Red Riding lood.
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melodrama, and mystery. The feeling of dread, coupled with a sense
of enchantment, captures the fy

scination with matters from which chij-
dren are usually shiclded. Pavarotti, like Dickens,

is enamored of Little
Red Riding Hood, byt hjs infatuation is driven by her ability to survive
death, to emerge whole from the belly of the wolf even in the face of
death’s finality.

The Story of Grandmothert

There was

her daughter: “Tale this loaf
lo granny’s "

The litde girl Jeft. A the
“Where are you going?”
“I'm taking 2 Joaf of hot bread and » bottle of milk to

“Which path are You going to take,” asked the wolf,
needles or the path of pins?™

“The path of needles,” said the litde girl.

“Well, then, 'l take the path of pins.”

The little girl had fun picking up needles. Meanwhile, the wolf a;.
rived at granny's, killed her, put some of her flesh in the Pantny and 3

e shelf. The litile girl got there and knocked

some bread. She said lo
of hot bread and this bottle of milk over

crossroads she met 4 wolf, who asked:

Branm’s,”

“the path of

“Push the door,” said the woll, “jt’s latched with 5 wel straw "
“Hello, granny.

m bringing you a loaf of hot bread and a bogtle of
milk.”

“Put it in the Pantry, my child. Take
with the bottle of wine on the shelf "2
here was 3 litle cat in the room who watched her cat and said:
“Phooey! You're a slut if you eat the flesh and drink he blood of granny.”
“Take your clothes off, my child,” said the wolf, “and come into bed
with me.”

“Where should | put my apron?”

hrow it into the fire, my child, You won't be needing jt any
longcr."

some of the meat in there along

b Told by Louis and Frangais Briffauly tn Nitvre, 1885 Onginalls publisheg by Paul Delzrue,
!0 “Les Contes merveillony de Permault ef I tradifion populaire Bulletins lolklorigue de i,
de-France {195]), 221-22. Transiated for this Nortay g::!ical Edition b
nght © 1999 by Marnia Tatar,

Mana Tatar, Copr-
Yvonne Verdjer “Crand-méses, 51 vous Saviez . e Pepy Chaperon Rouge dans 1y iradition
orale,” Cahiers d Littérature Orgle 4 978 17-53) reads the path of Pins and the path of
needles as part of soceal discoyrse bettamang 1o apprenticeships orgirls in sewing. I another

¢ described a3 the path of little stones ang the path of Jittle
lian version refers 1o 5 path of stones and 5 path of roots,

cal vanations turm he flesh into tonteMing 4 Haly and ‘w0 fausage in France, while the
00d 15 often said to be wine

1
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ther things, her
olf w! to put all her othe: <
asked the wolf where : cr things, her
V’(’hcﬂ Shed“sl\: hee skirt, and her stochgs, each d:n e said:
I:'G(I-l":e' rher 1:15;(:: the fire, mv child. You won’t be needing )
“Throw them , Ty
F"
r. _ 3
IOr'l'gOh granny, how hairy vou arcr!m o
X 1o k varm, !
“The better to keep me v JEbluE
.E)h granny, what long nails ,\quhhmc'.Ch“d!"
“The better to scratch myself with, mi hil
“Oh, granny, what big shoulders you .a o
“Thé %)CHCI’I to carrv hrewood with, n'n child!
“Oh, granny, what big car§tlj.'ou }‘m(:']e]:i.]dln
: : -ou with, my !
“The better to hear you with, m; -
“§|1 granny, what big nosl.)tnls _\ouitll.::n1 ::v il
: : i * tobacco with, my
“The better to sniff my . ne
.-r(l;l]:e granny, what a big nlmulh }([n']l;l?"e.
: i - child! )
“ ter to eat vou with, ny .
"g;e greatncm' I need to go badly. Let me go outsi
1, v, 4 LI
“Do it in the bed, my child. e
“No, granny, [ want to go otull(s)ln . )
i . n gy . r go outside,
['l\“ "gli.; ’tilzzlud(r)ope made of wool to hcrlleﬁ :tllt:g :,tdh;f tg]v,-. A,
G i i he attache the .
i 1 got outside, s : . e
\l\rhﬂ: the’ lltill!n(; %flrrdg'l"he wolf became 1mEi1t1§.r.|t and said
m tree in the vard. ; me impalie
ill?ikl::'lg cables out there? Alrc vou mzl:)u:%. :\.er e iumped out of b;d
‘ alized that there was no ans hmpe out of bed
:J\rcll"zcr:lol\-:e‘:réz that the little girl had escnpedi.ni;liz:l ;'o
anqclulrd her house only after she had gotten
res 1

CHARLES PERRAULT
Little Red Riding Hood?

p [ + 1 <
()Ilte upon a time II[CIC was a \]"age g"l tlle p]e"e
It St vou can
I"lag“le. HCI lIlOtl'lCl' adOIGd |ICI. l]el gl’dl‘ldlllOIhCI ddOled Ile' €ven
more dlld lllﬂde a “lc If.‘d I 00(.' {Ol l.el. [I]e hOOd SlIIIEd 'he C'"]d 50
Il il

h “] l evenw he!e She iH‘.‘nt She was ]\“0““ b\ tllc name thlle I{Ed

muc a

V1. : - “[ want vou
Riding S{Ooc{;er mother baked some cakes and said to her:
One day,

oRs O Al W o 4 dwel ing af ltllg N on Wik

| tendit [ the tate pluumahl dres 1 the storv by 1l t ] hat
[lsl

3 Mao oral ren

f. Avee
s ung . ; s ou Contes du temps passc.
g agldc . Rooge,” n Hislowe itical Edibon by hMana Tatar
' l&ﬂ:lcs Perrm.;’ll. Lsaflf::nt (l:i’!'l;r ).chn::inslaicg-d for this Norton Critical Edibon by

des Moralités (Pans: Ba )

Copwmght © 1999 by Maria Tatar.




12 LitrLEe Rep Ribing Hoob

to go and sec how your grandmother is faring, for I've heard that she’s
ill. 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 woodcutters 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 wolves, said: “I'm going to see
my grandmother and am taking her some cakes and 2 little pot of butter
sent by my mother.”

“Does she live very far away?” asked the wolf,

“Oh, yes,” said Little Red Riding Hood. “She lives bevond the mill
that you can sce over there. Hers is the first house you come {o in the
village.”

"\%’ell, well,” said the wolf. I think [ shall go and see her 100. 'l
take the path over here, and you take the path over there, and we'll see
who gets there first.”

The wolf ran as fast as he could on the shorter path, and the little
girl continued on her way along the longer path. She had a good time
gathering nuts, chasing butterflies, and picking bunches of flowers that
she found.

The wolf did not take long to get to Grandmother's house, He
knocked: Rat-a-tat-tat.

“Who's there?”

“It's your granddaughter, Little Red Riding Hood,” said the wolf,
disguising his voice. “And I'm bringing you some cake and a little pot
of butter sent by my mother.”

The dear grandmother, who was in bed because she was not feeling
well, called out: “Pull the bolt and the latch will open.”

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

“Who's there?”

Little Red Riding Hood was afraid at Brst 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 Hoed, and I'm
bringing you some cake and a little pot of butter sent by my mother.”

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

Little Red Riding Hood pulled the bolt, and the door opened 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 the bin and
climb into bed with me.”

BrotTHERS GRimy / LitTLE RED Cap 13

Little Red Riding Hood took off her clothes and climbed into the
bed. She was astonished to see what her grandmother looked like in
her nighigown.

“Grandmother,” she said, “What big arms vou have!”

“The better to hug you with, my child.”

“Grandmother, what big legs you have!”

“The better to run with, my child.”

“Grandmother, what big ears you have!”

“The better to hear with, my child.”

“Grandmother, what big eves vou have!”

“The better to see with, my child.”

“Grandmother, what big teeth vou have!”

“The better to eat vou with!” _

Upon saving these words, the wicked wolf threw himself on Little
Red Riding Hood and gobbled her up.

Moral

From this story one learns that children,
Especially voung girls,

Pretty, well-bred, and genteel,

Are wrong to listen to just anyone,

And it's not at all strange,

Il a wolf ends up cating them.

[ say a wolf, but not all wolves

Are exactly the same.

Some are perfectly charming,

Not loud, brutal, or angry,

But tame, pleasant, and gentle,

Following voung ladics

Right into their homes, into their chambers,
But watch out if vou haven't learned that tame wolves
Are the most dangerous of all.

BROTHERS GRIMM
Little Red Capt

Once upon a time there was a dear Iittle girl. If vou set eves on her
vou 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 little cap of red velvet. Since it was so becoming and
I Jaeab and Wilhelm Gamn, “Rotkippchen.” in Kinder- und Hausmirchen, 7th ed. (Berlin:

Dietench, 1857 fist published: Bedlin: Realschulbuchhandlung, 18125, Translated for this
Norlon Colical Editon by Maria Tatar. Copvirght © 1999 by Mana 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. Here's 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. Othenwise you'll fall and break
the glass, and then there'll 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.”

“I'll do just as vou say,” Little Red Cap promised her mother.

Grandmother lived deep in the woods, half an hour’s walk from the
village. No sooner had Little 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 carly 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 vou're really
crafty, you'll get them both.”

He walked for a while beside Little Red Cap. Then he said: “Litile
Red Cap, have you seen the beautiful owers 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
morning that I'm sure to get there in plenty of time.”

She left the path and ran off into the woods looking for Rowers. 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?”

“Little Red Cap, ['ve brought some cake and wine. Open the door.”

saying a word, he w

BroTiers Grims / LitTLE RED Car 15

“Just raise the latch,” Grandmother called out. “I'm too weak to get

out of bed.”

The wolf raised the latch, and the door swung wide open. Without

ent straight to Grandmother’s bed and gobbled her

i rdown i bed,
up. Then he put on her clothes and her nightcap, lay down in her be

d drew the curtains, . ;
ani\leanwhile Little Red Cap had been runnl;ng .’er)IL(int;lt Lc;crnl\:ntgl;‘:t:;
’ ' he s that she couldn v
flowers. When she finally had so many ot e em
dmother and set off again on
all, she suddenly remembered G'mn ! Jgein on the
. She was surprised to find the door open,
B et o had such a strange feeling that she
epped into the house, she had such : ‘
:Il:gu:hltjpto herself: “Oh, my goodness, I'm usually so glad to be at
nother's, but today I feel so nervous. ,
Grglr:glmllcd out a greeting but there was nodanS\t\Fcr. Thc?‘ f,l:; l\l\.l?:;
: g S tains. Grandmother was ly
to the bed and drew back the cur s I -
\:?ith her nightcap pulled down over her face. S"he locked very strange

“Oh, Grandmother, what big ears you have!

“The better to hear you wit!1. .

“Oh, Grandmother, what big eyes you have!

“The better to see you wilh..' »

“Oh, Grandmother, what big hands you have!

“The better to grab you with!’ .

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

“The belter to eat you with!”

'\F‘Ic‘)hfooner had the wolf spoken thosc words than he leaped out of

and gobbled up poor Little Red Cap. o
becCl)::::e %he wolf hijad satished his desires, he l!ay down Jlg,amp ::.el:]eﬁ;
- very loudly. A hunisman hap
fell asleep, and began to snorc very ) nan happenec 1o
i : just then and thought to himself:
be passing by the house just o mselt \ the
i i ‘ou’ ¢ to see what's wrong.

Id woman is snoring! You'd better chec : .
\O\-alked into the house and when he got to the bed he saw that the wolf
was lying in it. . .

“T've found you at last, you old sinner,

for a while now.” o ined
I-ie pulled out his musket and was about to take aim when he realiz

that the wolf might have eaten Gmndmolher.andf lhglsztlse ;-.Otilll‘jc:r:::
‘ i k out a pair of scis 3
be saved. Instead of fring, he took . pit
[ ; leeping wolfl. After making a s,
cutting open the belly of .lhe 5 ° o e e the
» could see a red cap faintly. After making a . th
I::nf Oell! oiftc crying: “pOh, how terrified 1 wast It was so dark |nl!lje
{\'oIfPs belly” And then the old grandimother found hfj \;:aty l01.|(tl ;:O:n ee:
¢ g ittle Red Cap quickly fctche
h she could hardly breathe. Little ‘ -
:I.:ro l-::gstc)nc:; and filled the wolf's belly with them. When hE a“|0‘l\ei:1§
\;’15 about to bound off, but the stones were so heavy that his leg;

collapsed and he fell down dead.

" he said. “I've been after you
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Al 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
£o into the woods, when your mother has forbidden it.”

There is also 2 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 s he can't
get in.”

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

The two kept quiet and didn't open the door. Then old Gravhead
circled the house a few times angd finally jumped up on the roof He
was planning on waiting 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, Litile
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 nosirils.
His neck was stretched out so long from sniffing and Jooking around
that he lost his balance and hegan 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.

JAMES THURBER
The Little Girl and the Wolft

One afternoon a big wolf waited in a dark forest for a little girl to come
along carrying a basket of food to her grandmother. Finally a little girl
did come along and she was carrving a basket of food. “Are vou carrving
that basket to your grandmother?” “asked the wolf. The litte girl said

17
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- d

ves, she was. So the wolf asked her where her grandmc:::her lived an
the little girl told him and he disappeared into tht;]“z?hér‘.; S

When the little girl opened the door qf her gyar m =k s

w that there was somebody in bed with a nightcap a . gthe o
o Sh‘c had approached no nearer than twent-five l;ect -"?fnfgr bed
?\llll'en she saw that it was not her grandmother !)}lt t.1e w c;q’ndmog},er
in a nightcap a woll does not look ]:lim_\' Cr:ncl)rfe lél:\e ‘hodugrc géo dmother

n lion looks like Calvin Coolidge.

than the Metro-Goldwyn lion . hvin Calidge. 50

i . an automatic out of her basket_ an U '
g"I\ ;sfal}'alrtl is not so casv to fool little girls nowadavs as it used to he

ITALO CALVINO
The False Grandmothert

i ittle girl to go to her grand-
had to sift flour, and told her litt o her g
m;tl:?? sul::d liorrow the sifter. The child packed a snack—ring-shaped

cakes and bread with oil—anf] set out.

She came to the Jordan River. .,

“Jordan River, will you let me [;ass. © eakes

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

"Ph?’]gri‘:lan %\i\'er had a weakness for ring-shaped cakes, which he
‘njoved hwirling in his whirlpools. ‘ y -
Ln’ll(")ltlzdclt:;]l(rl io%sed the ring-shaped cakes into the river, and the river
lowered its waters and let her through.

The little girl came to the Rake Ciale.

“Rake Gate, will vou let rr;)e padss? i

Yes, if you give me your bread with oil.™ .

Tl::: Piglt: Gﬁtc had a weakness for bread with oil, since her hinges
were tusty, and bread with oil oiled them i-'or hfelr. PTROI—

The little girl gave the gate her bread with oil, an g

her through. : -
anghl:treachcd hfr grandmother’s house, but the door was shut tig

“Grandmother, Grandmother, come le_t me in.
“I'm in bed sick. Come through the window.
*| can’t make it.” )

“Come through the cat door.

. b .
“I can’t squecze through. : . - which <he
“‘l\'\"cll \v:?it a minute,” she said, and lowered a rope, by whic

pulled the litle girl up through the window. The room was dark. In

i

P T A ST

vi 3, in lalian Folktales, selected
" led by Antomo de Nino, 1853, in : : d
' The Fnlwlqlﬁn}d“g;][::;o Tlcli?:s( L‘Georg,e Marlin {New York: Pantheon %ﬂﬁﬁéizﬁoﬁrﬁ?é '
aniltrcélnlﬂjga b: Ic:l'ucumt Brace & Campany, repnnted by permassion o
nght ¢ v Ha

Company.

! lames Thurber, *“Fhe Lutle Ginl and the Woll,” from Fable: for Our Time and Fams Foems
Htustsated by Luncs Fhuirber (New York- Harpers, 1940 Cupraight T 1940 by [ames Thutber,
renewed 1965 by Helen Thurber and Rosemany A, Thurber, Reprnted by arrangement witl,
Rosemar: A, Thurber zud the Barbara Hogenson Agency
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bed was the ogress, not the grandmother, for the ogress had gobbled
up Grandmother all in one piece from head to toe, all except her teeth,

which she had put on to stew in a small stew pan, and her ears, which
she had put on to frv in a frying pan.

“Grandmother, Mamma wants the sifier.”

“It's late now. I'll give it to you tomorrow. Come to bed.”
“Grandmother, I'm hungry, I want my supper first.”

“Eat the beans boiling in the boiler.”

In the pot were the teeth. The child stirred them around and said,
“Grandmother, they're too hard.”

“Well, eat the frittets in the frying pan.”

In the frying pan were the ears. The child felt them with the fork
and said, “Grandmother, they're not crisp.”

“Well, come to bed. You can eat tomorrow.”

The litile girl got into bed beside Grandmother. She felt one of her

hands and said, “Why are your hands so hairy, Grandmother?”

“From wearing too many rings on my fingers.”

She felt her chest. “Why is your chest so hairy, Grandmother?”

“From wearing too many necklaces around my neck.”

She felt her hips. “Why are your hips so hairy, Grandmother?”

“Because | wore my corset too tight.”

She felt her tail and reasoned that, hairy
never had a tail. That had to be the ogress
said, “Grandmother, 1 can’t go to sleep unle
of a little business.”

Grandmother replied, “Go do it in the barn below. I'll let you down
through the trapdoor and then draw you back up.”

She tied a rope around her and fowered her into the barn. The
minute the litile girl was down she untied the rope and in her place
attached a nanny goat. “Are you through?” asked Grandmother.

“Just a minute.” She finished tying the rope around the nanny goat.
“There, I've finished. Pull me back up.”

The ogress pulled and pulled, and the little girl began velling, “Hairy
ogress! Hairy ogress!” She threw open the barn and fled. The ogress
kept pulling, and up came the nanny goat. She jumped out of bed and
ran after the little girl.

When the child reached the Rake Gate, the ogress velled from a
distance, “Rake Gate, don't let her pass!”

But the Rake Gate replicd, *
her bread with oil.”

When the child reached the Jordan Rive
“Jordan River, don’t vou let her pass!”

But the Jordan River answered, “Of course I'll let her pass; she gave
me her ring-shaped cakes.”

When the ogress tried to get through, the Jordan River did not lower

or not, Grandmother had
and nobody else. So she
ss | first go and take care

Of course I'll let her pass; she gave me

r, the ogress shouted,

CHiang Mi f COLDFLOWER AND THE BEar 19

his waters, and the ogress was swept away in the current. From the
bank the little gitl made faces at her.

CHIANG M1

Goldflower and the Beart

Long, long ago, there was a clever and brave girl called Goldflower
who lived with her mother and brother. They were \'er}"happ_\’. X

One day, her mother said: “Your Aunty is ill. I'm going to see .
and won't be back tonight. Look after your blrothcr and ask vour Grat:jn}
to stay with you tonight!” Then she lcft with a basket of eggs and a
hen. .

At sunset, Goldflower herded the sheep home. After penning ug }the
sheep, she shooed all the chickens into the coop. Then, she :JnI letr
brother climbed a small hill to call Granny. Usually, after one s - |
there would be an answer, but today there was no reply afl_ec:' '?c']\"(;,m.
shouts. Goldflower thought: “It doesn’t matter. I'm not afraid. e
went home and she bolted the door.

Lighting a wick, they sat by the fire-pan and she began to :;ll ll::cr
brother a storv. Suddenly they heard a knock at the door. Brother

£ r gy ot I-ll
hugged her and cried: “I'm afraid™ o

'%ie\ heard a strange but kindly voice saving: “I'm Granny. Brolh::'r'
was very happy and shouted: “Sister, open the dooi! Granny hasC comc..?

Goldflower leaned against the door and asked: “Is that vou, Granny?
What's wrong with vour voice?”

“I've a cold.” Came the reply followed by coughs. .

The boy urged his sister to open the door. Meanwhile, the :Ioll.ce
continued: “My dear, there is something wrong wl_lh my eyes and I'm
afraid of light. Please blow out the wick before ’lellmg me in. :

It was so dark in the room that they couldn’t see who was coming
in. Goldflower invited “Granny” to a stool, but it cried out u‘-‘hen Slttll’l'lg
down. The children jumped in fright. The “Granny f;zu.d: bD‘i;mt’ e
a boil so | can't sit on hard wood. Please give me a wicker asket, y

The swishing of the Bear’s tail in the dark caused Goldflower to ask:
“What's making that noise?” ) ’

“Oh! It's the fly-swatter vour grandpa bought for me.” replied
“Granny.” ) ' .

The clever girl stoked the fire brighter and, wow, there was a })alu‘rkof
hainy feet! Now she realized this isn't Granny. It’s the Bear which |t;:s
to eat children. Goldflower calmed and pretended to have seen noth-

} “Goldflower and the Bear,” i Jack Zipes, The Tnals and Trbuletions of Little Red Riding

Hood (New York: Routledge, 19931 Recorded by Chiang Mi, 1979 Copymght £ 1993 Re-
prnted b permnsion of Routledge, Ine
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ing, But how to deal with this wicked Bear? Her mother had told her
that bears were afraid of lice. She grabbed a handful of seeds and took
off her brother’s hat, pretending to be catching lice in his hair. She
threw the seeds into the fire. They crackled. The Bear growled: “Don’t
let him sleep with me with his lice. Let him sleep outsidet”

Brother was so afraid that he began to sob. Goldflower coaxed him
to go to the other room to sleep. She locked the door on her way back.
When she got back, the Bear asked her to go to bed. The Bear was
very happy because it could have a hearty meal at midnight. But the
clever Goldflower was also thinking of a way out. After sleeping for a
while, she cried: “My tummy hurts! [ want to go on the pot.”

The Bear thought: She would not be good to eat like this. So, it tied
one end of a belt to Goldflower's hand and let her go outside. After a
while, the Bear pulled and then pulled again. It seemed that the girl
was still on the other end. A long time passed. The Bear called several
times but there was no answer. It got worried and pulled hard. Clunk.
Something tumbled. The Bear was puzzled and felt its way along the
belt. There was nothing at the end but a pot. The Bear was very angn.
It was already midnight and the Bear started bellowing for food like any
beast. Failing to find Goldflower, it slopped to drink some water from
a pond before continuing the search. It saw Goldflower in the water
and was overjoyed. When the Bear reached into the water to grasp
Goldflower, she disappeared. The Bear angrily watched. When the wa-
ter became still, Goldflower rcappeared. The Bear reached out but
Goldflower again vanished. The Bear did not know what to do. A laugh
came from above. The Bear quickly looked up and saw Goldflower in
a tree. The image in the water was her reflection. The Bear wanted to
climb the tree, but Goldflower had covered it with grease. The Bear
slipped again and again. The Bear could only wait under the trce hap-
less while Goldflower laughed up on the tree. “Granny, do vou want
to eat some pears? Please get me the spear in the house.”

The Bear was really happy to hear this and went to fetch the spear,
The Bear handed her the spear and, pointing to a few big pears, it said:
“Give me those.”

“Granny, open your mouth. Here comes the peai!’” GoldAower threw
one at the Bear's mouth.

The Bear ate it in two bites and asked her to spear some more.
“Granny, this time open your mouth wide. It is a real big one.”

The Bear opened its mouth as wide as it could. And with all her
might, Goldflower threw the spear into its mouth. With a groan, the
Bear fell flat. Goldflower slid down the tree and kicked the dead Bear.
“Do you still want to eat children?”

Roosters crowed. Goldflower opened the door to her brother’s room.
He was sleeping soundly. She woke him and took him to the dead
body. Now he knew that it was the wicked old Bear. The sun was rising
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ack as very pleased to hear what
d in the east. Mother came back. She was very p .
::::d ]ll:up:Jened and praised the brave little girl. The story of Goldflower

and the Bear spread far and wide.

ROALD DAHL
Little Red Riding Hood and the Wolft

As soon as Wolf began to feel
That he would like a decent meal, ’
He went and knocked on Grandma’s door.
When Grandma opened it, she saw
The sharp white teeth, the IIOIT.I(I grin,
And Wolhie said, "May 1 come in?
Poor Grandmamma was Ierriﬁed:
‘He’s going lo eat me up!’ she cried.
And she was absolutely right.
He ate her up in one big bite.
But Grandmamma was small and tough,
And Wolfie wailed, "That's not enough!
‘I haven't vet begun to feel '
“That | have had a decent meal{
He ran around the kitchen yelpn:g,
‘T've got to have another helping!
Then added with a frightful leer,
‘I'm therefore going to wait right here
“Till Little Miss Red Riding Hood ,
‘Comes home from walking in the wood.
He quickly put on Grandma's clothes,
(Of course he hadn't ealen those.}
He dressed himself in coat and hat.
He put on shoes and after that
He even brushed and curled his hair,
Then sat himself in Grandma’s chair.
In came the little girl in red. .
She stopped. She stared. And then she said,

“What great big cars you have, Grandma.” ]
‘All the better to hear you with,” the \\’olf' replied.
"What great big cyes you have, Grandma,
. ¥ olti New
“Li i d the Wolf,” wy Roald Dahl's Revolting Rhyxrfcs(.
' ll{:::l{dIE::;ulnL'Il"tllffﬁl}\ﬂIlkﬁfs'? ?J‘;g;).d(?;[\'n'g’ill © 1962 by Roald Dahl. Reprinted by pernus-
sion of Random House, fac,
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said Little Red Riding Hood.
‘All the better to see you with,” the Wolf replied.

He sat there watching her and smiled.

He thought, I'm going to cat this child.
Compared with her old Grandmamma
She's going to taste like caviare.

Then Little Red Riding Hoed said, ‘But Grandma
what a lovely great big furry coat vou have on.’
“That’s wrong!" cried Wolf. ‘Have you forgot
“To tell me what BIG TEETH ['ve got?

‘Ah well, no matter what you say,

‘I'm going to eat you anyway,’

The small girl smiles. One eyelid flickers.

She whips a pistol from her knickers.

She aims it at the creature’s head

And bang bang bang, she shoots him dead.

A few weeks later, in the wood,

I came across Miss Riding Hood.

But what a change! No cloak of red,

No silly hood upon her head.

She said, ‘Hello, and do please note

My lovely furry WOLFSKIN COAT.

’
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‘Little pig, little pig, let me come in!” '

‘No, no, by the hairs on my chimy-chin-chin!

“Then T'll huff and I'll puff and T'll blow vour
house int’

The little pig began to pray,

But Wolfie blew his house away.

He shouted, ‘Bacon, pork and ham!
‘Oh, what a lucky Wolf 1 am!’

And though he ate the pig quite fast,
He carefully kept the tail till last.
Wolf wandered on, a trifle bloated.
Surprise, surprise, for soon he noted

Another little house for pigs,
And this one had been built of TWIGS!

‘Little pig, little pig, let me come in! o
‘No, no, by the hairs of mv chinny-chin-chin!
‘Then I'll huff and Fll puff and I'll blow your

house in?

The Wolf said, ‘Okay, here we go!’

He then began to blow and blow.

The little pig began to squeal.

I1e cried, ‘Oh Wolf, you've had one meal!
‘Why can't we talk and make a deal?’

i
i
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ROALD DAHL The Wolf replied, ‘Not on your nelly!’

And soon the pig was in Ius belly.
“Two juicy little pigs!” Wolf cried,
The Three Little Pigst

‘But still I am not satished!

i
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t Roald Dahi, “The Three Lutle Pigs,” 1n Roald Dahl's Revofting Rhymes (N
Puffin Books, 1995} Copynght © 1982 by Roald Dall. Repointed by pe

The animal 1 really dig

Above all others is the pig,

Pigs are noble. Pigs are clever,

Pigs are courteous. However,

Now and then, to break this rule,
One meets a pig who is a fool.

What, for example, would you say

If strolling through the woods one day,
Right there in front of you you saw

A pig who'd built his house of STRAW?
The Wolf who saw it licked his lips,
And said, “That ptg has had his chips.’

ew Yoik, Pengum,
rmission of Random

‘I know full well my Tuminy’s bulging,
‘But oh, how I adore indulging.’

So creeping quietly as a mouse,

The Wolf approached another house,

A house which also hald (i]nside

A little piggy trying to hide.

But thispogng;:, Egg Number Three,

Was bright and brainy as could be.

No straw for him, no bwigs or sticks.
This pig had built his house of BRICKS.
You'll not get me!’ the Piggy cried.

‘Fll blow you down!" the Wolf replied.
You'll need,’ Pig said, ‘a lot of puff,
‘And I don’t think you've got enough.’
Wolf huffed and puffed and blew and blew.
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The house stayed up as good as new.

‘IF T can’t blow it down,” \Wolf said,

Til have to blow it up instead.

Tl come back in the dead of night

‘And blow it up with dynamitet’

Pig cried, You brute! I might have known!"
Then, picking up the telephone,

He dialled as quickly as he could

The number of Red Riding Hood.

‘Hello,” she said. “Who's speaking? Who?
‘Oh, hello Piggy, how d’you do?’

‘Plg cried, 'l need your help, Miss Hood!
Oh help me, please! D'you think you could?”
‘Tl try, of course,’” Miss Hood replied.

‘What's on your mind?" . . . ‘A Wolf?" Pig cried.

‘| know you've dealt with wolves before,
‘And now I've got one at my door?”

‘My darling Pig,’ she said, ‘my sweet,
“That's something really up my street.
‘I've just begun to wash my hair.

‘But when it's dry, I'll be right there.’

A short while later, through the wood,
Came striding brave Miss Riding Hood.
The Wolf stood there, his eves ablaze
And yellowish, like mayonnaise.

His teeth were sharp, his gums were raw,
And spit was dripping from his jaw.
Once more the maiden’s eyelid flickers.
She draws the pistol from her knickers.
Once more, she hits the vital spot,

And kills him with a single shot.

Pig, peeping through the window, stood
And yelled, ‘Well done, Miss Riding Hood!"

Ah, Piglet, you must never trust

Young ladies from the upper crust.

For now, Miss Riding Hood, one notes,
Not only has hvo wolfskin coats,

But when she goes from place to place,
She has a PIGSKIN TRAVELLING CASE.

INTRODUCTION:
Beauty and the Beast

“Beauty and the Beast,” unlike most fairy tales, accommodates two
developmental trajectories. it not only charts the challenges facing
Beauty but also registers the transformation sustained by Beast, showing
how these two antithetical allegorical figures resolve their differences
to be joined in wedlock. What makes this story especially attractive is
the way in which it is deeply entrenched in the myth of romantic love
even as its representational energy is channeled into the tense moral,
economic, and emotional negotiations that complicate courtship ritu-
als. Virtually every culture knows this story in at least one of the variant
forms of the tale type designated by folklorists as “The Search for the
Lost Husband™ or “The Man on a Quest for His Lost Wife.”? While
we may be burdened with a version of “Beauty and the Beast” that
reflects the social mores of centuries ago, we also have an array of adept
rescriptings that address the rich complexities and troubling anxietics
of contemporary romantic entanglements-

‘Cupid and Psyche,” the earliest known version of “Beauty and the
Beast,” appeared in the second century A.D. in Apuleius’s Transforma-
tions of Lucian, Othenvise Known as the Golden Ass. Told by a
“drunken and half-demented” woman to a young bride abducted by
bandits on her wedding day, it is described as a fairy tale meant to
console the distraught captive. While “Cupid and Psyche” shares many
features with “Beauty and the Beast” as we know it today, it deviates
from what has become our canonical version of the tale in a number
of key ways. Eros, the first “Beast,” is only rumored to be a monster,
and it is he who abandons Psyche, after her sisters urge her to take a
look at the “enormous snake” that is her husband. More importantly,
Psyche’s story is what one critic has declared a “paradigm of female
heroism.”™ The intrepid heroine, jilted by Cupid, never indulges in
self-pity but sets off on an epic quest fraught with risks and requiring
her to accomplish one impossible task after another. Unlike her clo-
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