
To Autumn
By John Keats

☐ Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness,
 Close bosom-friend of the maturing sun;
Conspiring with him how to load and bless
 With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eves run;

Selected Fables
By Aesop

The Archer and the Lion

An Archer went up into the hills to get some sport with his bow, and all the 
animals fled at the sight of him with the exception of the Lion, who stayed 
behind and challenged him to fight. But he shot an arrow at the Lion and hit 
him, and said, “There, you see what my messenger can do: just you wait a 
moment and I’ll tackle you myself.” The Lion, however, when he felt the sting 
of the arrow, ran away as fast as his legs could carry him. A Fox, who had seen 
it all happen, said to the Lion, “Come, don’t be a coward: why don’t you stay 
and fight?” But the Lion replied, “You won’t get me to stay, not you: why, 
when he sends a messenger like that before him, he must himself be a terrible 
fellow to deal with.”

The Wolf and the Goat

A Wolf caught sight of a Goat browsing above him on the scanty herbage that 
grew on the top of a steep rock; and being unable to get at her, tried to induce 
her to come lower down. “You are risking your life up there, madam, indeed 
you are,” he called out: “pray take my advice and come down here, where you 
will find plenty of better food.” The Goat turned a knowing eye upon him. “It’s 
little you care whether I get good grass or bad,” she said. “What you want is to 
eat me.”

The Peacock and the Crane

A Peacock taunted a Crane with the dullness of her plumage. “Look at my 
brilliant colors,” said she, “and see how much finer they are than your poor 
feathers.” “I am not denying,” replied the Crane, “that yours are far gayer than 
mine; but when it comes to flying I can soar into the clouds, whereas you are 
confined to the earth like any dunghill cock.”



The Moon and Her Mother

The Moon once begged her Mother to make her a gown. “How can I?” replied 
she; “there’s no fitting your figure. At one time you’re a New Moon, and at 
another you’re a Full Moon; and between whiles you’re neither one nor the 
other.”

The Hares and the Frogs

The Hares once gathered together and lamented the unhappiness of their lot, 
exposed as they were to dangers on all sides and lacking the strength and the 
courage to hold their own. Men, dogs, birds and beasts of prey were all their 
enemies, and killed and devoured them daily: and sooner than endure such 
persecution any longer, they one and all determined to end their miserable 
lives. Thus resolved and desperate, they rushed in a body towards a 
neighboring pool, intending to drown themselves. On the bank were sitting a 
number of Frogs, who, when they heard the noise of the Hares as they ran, 
with one accord leaped into the water and hid themselves in the depths. Then 
one of the older Hares who was wiser than the rest cried out to his 
companions, “Stop, my friends, take heart; don’t let us destroy ourselves after 
all: see, here are creatures who are afraid of us, and who must, therefore, be still 
more timid than ourselves.”

The Wolf and the Crane

A Wolf had been feasting too greedily, and a bone had stuck
crosswise in his throat. He could get it neither up nor down, and of course he 
could not eat a thing. Naturally that was an awful state of affairs for a greedy 
Wolf.

So away he hurried to the Crane. He was sure that she, with her long neck 
and bill, would easily be able to reach the bone and pull it out.

“I will reward you very handsomely,” said the Wolf, “if you pull that bone 
out for me.”

The Crane, as you can imagine, was very uneasy about putting her head in 
a Wolf’s throat. But she was grasping in nature, so she did what the Wolf asked 
her to do.

When the Wolf felt that the bone was gone, he started to walk away.
“But what about my reward!” called the Crane anxiously.
“What!” snarled the Wolf, whirling around. “Haven’t you got it? Isn’t it 

enough that I let you take your head out of my mouth without snapping it 
off?”



The Lion and the Mouse
By Aesop

A Lion lay asleep in the forest, his great head resting on his paws. A timid 
little Mouse came upon him unexpectedly, and in her fright and haste to get 
away, ran across the Lion’s nose. Roused from his nap, the Lion laid his huge 
paw angrily on the tiny creature to kill her.

“Spare me!” begged the poor Mouse. “Please let me go and some day I will 
surely repay you.”

The Lion was much amused to think that a Mouse could ever help him. 
But he was generous and finally let the Mouse go.

Some days later, while stalking his prey in the forest, the Lion was caught 
in the toils of a hunter’s net. Unable to free himself, he filled the forest with his 
angry roaring. The Mouse knew the voice and quickly found the Lion 
struggling in the net. Running to one of the great ropes that bound him, she 
gnawed it until it parted, and soon the Lion was free.

“You laughed when I said I would repay you,” said the Mouse. “Now you 
see that even a Mouse can help a Lion.”

The Sheep and the Pig

One day a shepherd discovered a fat Pig in the meadow where his Sheep were 
pastured. He very quickly captured the porker, which squealed at the top of its 
voice the moment the Shepherd laid his hands on it. You would have thought, 
to hear the loud squealing, that the Pig was being cruelly hurt. But in spite of 
its squeals and struggles to escape, the Shepherd tucked his prize under his arm 
and started off to the butcher’s in the market place.

The Sheep in the pasture were much astonished and amused at the Pig’s 
behavior, and followed the Shepherd and his charge to the pasture gate.

“What makes you squeal like that?” asked one of the Sheep. “The 
Shepherd often catches and carries off one of us. But we should feel very much 
ashamed to make such a terrible fuss about it like you do.”

“That is all very well,” replied the Pig, with a squeal and a frantic kick. 
“When he catches you he is only after your wool. But he wants my bacon! gree-
ee-ee!”

The Frogs Who Wished for a King

The Frogs were tired of governing themselves. They had so much freedom that 
it had spoiled them, and they did nothing but sit around croaking in a bored 
manner and wishing for a government that could entertain them with the 
pomp and display of royalty, and rule them in a way to make them know they 
were being ruled.



No milk and water government for them, they declared. So they sent a 
petition to Jupiter asking for a king. Jupiter saw what simple and foolish 
creatures they were, but to keep them quiet and make them think they had a 
king he threw down a huge log, which fell into the water with a great splash. 
The Frogs hid themselves among the reeds and grasses, thinking the new king 
to be some fearful giant. But they soon discovered how tame and peaceable 
King Log was. In a short time the younger Frogs were using him for a diving 
platform, while the older Frogs made him a meeting place, where they 
complained loudly to Jupiter about the government.

To teach the Frogs a lesson the ruler of the gods now sent a Crane to be 
king of Frogland. The Crane proved to be a very different sort of king from old 
King Log. He gobbled up the poor Frogs right and left and they soon saw what 
fools they had been. In mournful croaks they begged Jupiter to take away the 
cruel tyrant before they should all be destroyed.

“How now!” cried Jupiter. “Are you not yet content? You have what you 
asked for and so you have only yourselves to blame for your misfortunes.”

The Brothers Grimm
The brothers Jacob (1785–1863) and Wilhelm (1786–1859) Grimm are most 
famous for having collected folk tales in a volume titled Children’s and 
Household Tales, though they made other literary and scholarly contributions 
worthy of recognition. Jakob Karl wrote a work on philology that showed the 
relationship of Indo-European languages. Both brothers Grimm also 
collaborated on a fourteen-volume dictionary of the German language.

Children’s and Household Tales
By Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm

Mother Holle

There was once a widow who had two daughters—one of whom was pretty 
and industrious, while the other was ugly and idle. But she was much fonder of 
the ugly and idle one, because she was her own daughter; and the other, who 
was a stepdaughter, was obliged to do all the work, and be the Cinderella of the 
house. Every day the poor girl had to sit by a well in the highway and spin and 
spin till her fingers bled.

Now it happened that one day the shuttle was marked with her blood, so 
she dipped it in the well to wash the mark off, but it dropped out of her hand 
and fell to the bottom. She began to weep and ran to her stepmother and told 
of the mishap. But she scolded her sharply and was so merciless as to say, 
“Since you have let the shuttle fall in, you must fetch it out again.”



So the girl went back to the well, and did not know what to do; and in the 
sorrow of her heart she jumped into the well to get the shuttle. She lost her 
senses, and when she awoke and came to herself again, she was in a lovely 
meadow where the sun was shining and many thousands of flowers were 
growing. Along this meadow she went, and at last came to a baker’s oven full 
of bread, and the bread cried out, “Oh, take me out! take me out! or I shall 
burn; I have been baked a long time!” So she went up to it, and took out all the 
loaves one after another with the bread shovel. After that she went on till she 
came to a tree covered with apples, which called out to her, “Oh, shake me! 
shake me! we apples are all ripe!” So she shook the tree till the apples fell like 
rain, and went on shaking till they were all down, and when she had gathered 
them into a heap, she went on her way.

At last she came to a little house, out of which an old woman peeped. But 
she had such large teeth that the girl was frightened and was about to run 
away.

But the old woman called out to her, “What are you afraid of, dear child? 
Stay with me. If you will do all the work in the house properly, you shall be the 
better for it. Only you must take care to make my bed well and to shake it 
thoroughly till the feathers fly—for then there is snow on the earth. I am 
Mother Holle.”

As the old woman spoke so kindly to her, the girl took courage and agreed 
to enter her service. She attended to everything to the satisfaction of her 
mistress, and always shook her bed so vigorously that the feathers flew about 
like snowflakes. So she had a pleasant life with her, never an angry word, and 
boiled or roast meat every day.

She stayed some time with Mother Holle, and then she became sad. At 
first she did not know what was the matter with her, but found at length that it 
was homesickness. Although she was many times better off here than at home, 
still she had a longing to be there. At last she said to the old woman, “I have a 
longing for home; and however well off I am down here, I cannot stay any 
longer. I must go up again to my own people.” Mother Holle said, “I am 
pleased that you long for your home again, and as you have served me so truly, 
I myself will take you up again.” Thereupon she took her by the hand, and led 
her to a large door. The door was opened, and just as the maiden was standing 
beneath the doorway, a heavy shower of golden rain fell, and all the gold 
remained sticking to her, so that she was completely covered with it.

“You shall have that because you are so industrious,” said Mother Holle; 
and at the same time she gave her back the shuttle which she had let fall into 
the well. Thereupon the door closed, and the maiden found herself up above 
upon the earth, not far from her mother’s house.



And as she went into the yard, the cock cried, “Cock-a-doodle-doo! Your 
golden girl’s come back to you!”

So she went in to her mother, and as she arrived thus covered with gold, 
she was well received, both by her and her sister.

The girl told all that had happened to her, and as soon as the mother heard 
how she had come by so much wealth, she was very anxious to obtain the same 
good luck for the ugly and lazy daughter. She had to seat herself by the well 
and spin; and in order that her shuttle might be stained with blood, she stuck 
her hand into a thorn bush and pricked her finger. Then she threw her shuttle 
into the well, and jumped in after it.

She came, like the other, to the beautiful meadow and walked along the 
very same path. When she got to the oven the bread again cried, “Oh, take me 
out! take me out! or I shall burn; I have been baked a long time!” But the lazy 
thing answered, “As if I had any wish to make myself dirty!” and on she went. 
Soon she came to the apple tree, which cried, “Oh, shake me! shake me! we 
apples are all ripe!” But she answered, “I like that! one of you might fall on my 
head,” and so went on.

When she came to Mother Holle’s house she was not afraid, for she had 
already heard of her big teeth, and she hired herself to her immediately.

The first day she forced herself to work diligently, and obeyed Mother 
Holle when she told her to do anything, for she was thinking of all the gold 
that she would give her. But on the second day she began to be lazy, and on the 
third day still more so, and then she would not get up in the morning at all. 
Neither did she make Mother Holle’s bed as she ought, and did not shake it so 
as to make the feathers fly up. Mother Holle was soon tired of this, and gave 
her notice to leave. The lazy girl was willing enough to go, and thought that 
now the golden rain would come. Mother Holle led her, too, to the great door, 
but while she was standing beneath it, instead of the gold a big kettleful of 
pitch was emptied over her. “That is the reward of your service,” said Mother 
Holle, and shut the door.

So the lazy girl went home, but she was quite covered with pitch, and the 
cock by the well side, as soon as he saw her, cried: “Cock-a-doodle-doo! Your 
pitchy girl’s come back to you.” But the pitch stuck fast to her, and could not 
be got off as long as she lived.

Cinderella

The wife of a rich man fell sick, and as she felt that her end was drawing 
near, she called her only daughter to her bedside and said, “Dear child, be good 
and pious, and then the good God will always protect thee, and I will look 
down on thee from heaven and be near thee.” Thereupon she closed her eyes 



and departed. Every day the maiden went out to her mother’s grave, and wept, 
and she remained pious and good. When winter came the snow spread a white 
sheet over the grave, and when the spring sun had drawn it off again, the man 
had taken another wife.

The woman had brought two daughters into the house with her, who were 
beautiful and fair of face, but vile and black of heart. Now began a bad time for 
the poor stepchild. “Is the stupid goose to sit in the parlor with us?” said they. 
“He who wants to eat bread must earn it; out with the kitchen wench.” They 
took her pretty clothes away from her, put an old grey bedgown on her, and 
gave her wooden shoes. “Just look at the proud princess, how decked out she 
is!” they cried, and laughed, and led her into the kitchen. There she had to do 
hard work from morning till night, get up before daybreak, carry water, light 
fires, cook and wash. Besides this, the sisters did her every imaginable injury—
they mocked her and emptied her peas and lentils into the ashes, so that she 
was forced to sit and pick them out again. In the evening when she had worked 
till she was weary she had no bed to go to, but had to sleep by the fireside in 
the ashes. And as on that account she always looked dusty and dirty, they 
called her Cinderella. It happened that the father was once going to the fair, 
and he asked his two stepdaughters what he should bring back for them. 
“Beautiful dresses,” said one, “Pearls and jewels,” said the second. “And thou, 
Cinderella,” said he, “what wilt thou have?” “Father, break off for me the first 
branch which knocks against your hat on your way home.” So he bought 
beautiful dresses, pearls and jewels for his two stepdaughters, and on his way 
home, as he was riding through a green thicket, a hazel twig brushed against 
him and knocked off his hat. Then he broke off the branch and took it with 
him. When he reached home he gave his stepdaughters the things which they 
had wished for, and to Cinderella he gave the branch from the hazel bush. 
Cinderella thanked him, went to her mother’s grave and planted the branch on 
it, and wept so much that the tears fell down on it and watered it. And it grew, 
however, and became a handsome tree. Thrice a day Cinderella went and sat 
beneath it, and wept and prayed, and a little white bird always came on the 
tree, and if Cinderella expressed a wish, the bird threw down to her what she 
had wished for.

It happened, however, that the King appointed a festival which was to last 
three days, and to which all the beautiful young girls in the country were 
invited, in order that his son might choose himself a bride. When the two 
stepsisters heard that they too were to appear among the number, they were 
delighted, called Cinderella and said, “Comb our hair for us, brush our shoes 
and fasten our buckles, for we are going to the festival at the King’s palace.” 
Cinderella obeyed, but wept, because she too would have liked to go with them 



to the dance, and begged her stepmother to allow her to do so. “Thou go, 
Cinderella!” said she; “Thou art dusty and dirty and wouldst go to the festival? 
Thou hast no clothes and shoes, and yet wouldst dance!” As, however, 
Cinderella went on asking, the stepmother at last said, “I have emptied a dish 
of lentils into the ashes for thee, if thou hast picked them out again in two 
hours, thou shalt go with us.” The maiden went through the backdoor into the 
garden, and called, “You tame pigeons, you turtledoves, and all you birds 
beneath the sky, come and help me to pick

The good into the pot,
The bad into the crop.

Then two white pigeons came in by the kitchen window, and afterwards 
the turtledoves, and at last all the birds beneath the sky, came whirring and 
crowding in, and alighted amongst the ashes. And the pigeons nodded with 
their heads and began pick, pick, pick, pick, and the rest began also pick, pick, 
pick, pick, and gathered all the good grains into the dish. Hardly had one hour 
passed before they had finished, and all flew out again. Then the girl took the 
dish to her stepmother, and was glad, and believed that now she would be 
allowed to go with them to the festival. But the stepmother said, “No, 
Cinderella, thou hast no clothes and thou canst not dance; thou wouldst only 
be laughed at.” And as Cinderella wept at this, the stepmother said, “If thou 
canst pick two dishes of lentils out of the ashes for me in one hour, thou shalt 
go with us.” And she thought to herself, “That she most certainly cannot do.” 
When the stepmother had emptied the two dishes of lentils amongst the ashes, 
the maiden went through the backdoor into the garden and cried, You tame 
pigeons, you turtledoves, and all you birds under heaven, come and help me to 
pick

The good into the pot,
The bad into the crop.

Then two white pigeons came in by the kitchen window, and afterwards 
the turtledoves, and at length all the birds beneath the sky, came whirring and 
crowding in, and alighted amongst the ashes. And the doves nodded with their 
heads and began pick, pick, pick, pick, and the others began also pick, pick, 
pick, pick, and gathered all the good seeds into the dishes, and before half an 
hour was over they had already finished, and all flew out again. Then the 
maiden carried the dishes to the stepmother and was delighted, and believed 
that she might now go with them to the festival. But the stepmother said, “All 
this will not help thee; thou goest not with us, for thou hast no clothes and 
canst not dance; we should be ashamed of thee!” On this she turned her back 
on Cinderella, and hurried away with her two proud daughters.



As no one was now at home, Cinderella went to her mother’s grave 
beneath the hazel tree, and cried,

Shiver and quiver, little tree,
Silver and gold throw down over me.

Then the bird threw a gold and silver dress down to her, and slippers 
embroidered with silk and silver. She put on the dress with all speed, and went 
to the festival. Her stepsisters and the stepmother however did not know her, 
and thought she must be a foreign princess, for she looked so beautiful in the 
golden dress. They never once thought of Cinderella, and believed that she was 
sitting at home in the dirt, picking lentils out of the ashes. The prince went to 
meet her, took her by the hand and danced with her. He would dance with no 
other maiden, and never left loose of her hand, and if any one else came to 
invite her, he said, “This is my partner.”

She danced till it was evening, and then she wanted to go home. But the 
King’s son said, “I will go with thee and bear thee company,” for he wished to 
see to whom the beautiful maiden belonged. She escaped from him, however, 
and sprang into the pigeon house. The King’s son waited until her father came, 
and then he told him that the stranger maiden had leapt into the pigeon house. 
The old man thought, “Can it be Cinderella?” and they had to bring him an axe 
and a pickaxe that he might hew the pigeon house to pieces, but no one was 
inside it. And when they got home Cinderella lay in her dirty clothes among 
the ashes, and a dim little oil lamp was burning on the mantlepiece, for 
Cinderella had jumped quickly down from the back of the pigeon house and 
had run to the little hazel tree, and there she had taken off her beautiful clothes 
and laid them on the grave, and the bird had taken them away again, and then 
she had placed herself in the kitchen amongst the ashes in her grey gown.

Next day when the festival began afresh, and her parents and the 
stepsisters had gone once more, Cinderella went to the hazel tree and said:

Shiver and quiver, my little tree,
Silver and gold throw down over me.

Then the bird threw down a much more beautiful dress than on the 
preceding day. And when Cinderella appeared at the festival in this dress, 
every one was astonished at her beauty. The King’s son had waited until she 
came, and instantly took her by the hand and danced with no one but her. 
When others came and invited her, he said, “She is my partner.” When 
evening came she wished to leave, and the King’s son followed her and wanted 
to see into which house she went. But she sprang away from him, and into the 
garden behind the house. Therein stood a beautiful tall tree on which hung the 
most magnificent pears. She clambered so nimbly between the branches like a 



squirrel that the King’s son did not know where she was gone. He waited until 
her father came, and said to him, “The stranger maiden has escaped from me, 
and I believe she has climbed up the pear tree.” The father thought, “Can it be 
Cinderella?” and had an axe brought and cut the tree down, but no one was on 
it. And when they got into the kitchen, Cinderella lay there amongst the ashes, 
as usual, for she had jumped down on the other side of the tree, had taken the 
beautiful dress to the bird on the little hazel tree, and put on her grey gown.  
On the third day, when the parents and sisters had gone away, Cinderella went 
once more to her mother’s grave and said to the little tree,

Shiver and quiver, my little tree,
Silver and gold throw down over me.

And now the bird threw down to her a dress which was more splendid and 
magnificent than any she had yet had, and the slippers were golden. And when 
she went to the festival in the dress, no one knew how to speak for 
astonishment. The King’s son danced with her only, and if any one invited her 
to dance, he said, “She is my partner.”

When evening came, Cinderella wished to leave, and the King’s son was 
anxious to go with her, but she escaped from him so quickly that he could not 
follow her. The King’s son had, however, used a stratagem, and had caused the 
whole staircase to be smeared with pitch, and there, when she ran down, had 
the maiden’s left slipper remained sticking. The King’s son picked it up, and it 
was small and dainty, and all golden. Next morning, he went with it to the 
father, and said to him, “No one shall be my wife but she whose foot this 
golden slipper fits.” Then were the two sisters glad, for they had pretty feet. 
The eldest went with the shoe into her room and wanted to try it on, and her 
mother stood by. But she could not get her big toe into it, and the shoe was too 
small for her. Then her mother gave her a knife and said, “Cut the toe off; 
when thou art Queen thou wilt have no more need to go on foot.” The maiden 
cut the toe off, forced the foot into the shoe, swallowed the pain, and went out 
to the King’s son. Then he took her on his his horse as his bride and rode away 
with her. They were, however, obliged to pass the grave, and there, on the hazel 
tree, sat the two pigeons and cried,

Turn and peep, turn and peep,
There’s blood within the shoe,
The shoe it is too small for her,
The true bride waits for you.

Then he looked at her foot and saw how the blood was streaming from it. 
He turned his horse round and took the false bride home again, and said she 
was not the true one, and that the other sister was to put the shoe on. Then this 



one went into her chamber and got her toes safely into the shoe, but her heel 
was too large. So her mother gave her a knife and said, “Cut a bit off thy heel; 
when thou art Queen thou wilt have no more need to go on foot.” The maiden 
cut a bit off her heel, forced her foot into the shoe, swallowed the pain, and 
went out to the King’s son. He took her on his horse as his bride, and rode 
away with her, but when they passed by the hazel tree, two little pigeons sat on 
it and cried,

Turn and peep, turn and peep,
There’s blood within the shoe
The shoe it is too small for her,
The true bride waits for you.

He looked down at her foot and saw how the blood was running out of her 
shoe, and how it had stained her white stocking. Then he turned his horse and 
took the false bride home again. “This also is not the right one,” said he, “have 
you no other daughter?” “No,” said the man, “There is still a little stunted 
kitchen wench which my late wife left behind her, but she cannot possibly be 
the bride.” The King’s son said he was to send her up to him; but the mother 
answered, “Oh, no, she is much too dirty, she cannot show herself!” He 
absolutely insisted on it, and Cinderella had to be called. She first washed her 
hands and face clean, and then went and bowed down before the King’s son, 
who gave her the golden shoe. Then she seated herself on a stool, drew her foot 
out of the heavy wooden shoe, and put it into the slipper, which fitted like a 
glove. And when she rose up and the King’s son looked at her face he 
recognized the beautiful maiden who had danced with him and cried, “That is 
the true bride!” The stepmother and the two sisters were terrified and became 
pale with rage; he, however, took Cinderella on his horse and rode away with 
her. As they passed by the hazel tree, the two white doves cried,

Turn and peep, turn and peep,
No blood is in the shoe,
The shoe is not too small for her,
The true bride rides with you,

and when they had cried that, the two came flying down and placed themselves 
on Cinderella’s shoulders, one on the right, the other on the left, and remained 
sitting there.

When the wedding with the King’s son had to be celebrated, the two false 
sisters came and wanted to get into favor with Cinderella and share her good 
fortune. When the betrothed couple went to church, the elder was at the right 
side and the younger at the left, and the pigeons pecked out one eye of each of 
them. Afterwards as they came back, the elder was at the left, and the younger 



at the right, and then the pigeons pecked out the other eye of each. And thus, 
for their wickedness and falsehood, they were punished with blindness as long 
as they lived.


