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GRIMM’S FAIRY TALES
THE WOLF AND THE MAN

Jacob Ludwig Grimm and Wilhelm Carl Grimm

Grimm, Jacob (1785-1863) and Wilhelm (1786-1859) - German
philologists whose collection “Kinder- und Hausmarchen,” known
in English as “Grimm’s Fairy Tales,” is a timeless literary
masterpiece. The brothers transcribed these tales directly from folk
and fairy stories told to them by common villagers. The Wolf and
the Man (1812) - After bragging to his friend, the fox, that he is not
scared by the power of men, the wolf attacks a man and marvels at
his strength.

THE WOLF AND MAN
A FOX was one day talking to a Wolf about the strength of man.
“No animals,” he said, “could withstand Man, and they were
obliged to use cunning to hold their own against him.” The Wolf
answered, “If ever I happen to see a Man, I should attack him all
the same.” “Well, I can help you to that,” said the Fox. “Come to
me early tomorrow, and I will show you one!” The Wolf was early
astir, and the Fox took him out to a road in the forest, traversed
daily by a Huntsman.

First came an old discharged soldier. “Is that a Man?” asked the
Wolf. “No,” answered the Fox. “He has been a Man.” After that a
little boy appeared on his way to school. “Is that a Man?” “No; he
is going to be a Man.” At last the Huntsman made his appearance,
his gun on his back, and his hunting-knife at his side. The Fox said
to the Wolf, “Look! There comes a Man. You may attack him, but I
will make off to my hole!” The Wolf set on the Man, who said to
himself when he saw him, “What a pity my gun isn’t loaded with
ball,” and fired a charge of shot in the Wolf’s face. The Wolf made
a wry face, but he was not to be so easily frightened, and attacked
him again. Then the Huntsman gave him the second charge. The
Wolf swallowed the pain, and rushed at the Huntsman. But the
Man drew his bright hunting-knife, and hit out right and left with
it, so that, streaming with blood, the Wolf ran back to the Fox.

“Well, brother Wolf,” said the Fox, “and how did you get on with
the Man?” “Alas!” said the Wolf. “I never thought the strength of
man would be what it is. First, he took a stick from his shoulder,
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and blew into it, and something flew into my face, which tickled
frightfully. Then he blew into it again, and it flew into my eyes and
nose like lightning and hail. Then he drew a shining rib out of his
body, and struck at me with it till I was more dead than alive.”
“Now, you see,” said the Fox, “what a braggart you are. You throw
your hatchet so far that you can’t get it back again.”

THE END


