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Believe it or not, once upon a time, there lived a little girl
in a cottage by the forest, known as Little Red Bonnet. A
strange name, you might think, but if you saw this girl with
your own eyes, you'd immediately understand how she got
that nickname.

She was a girl like any other, except for one thing that set
her apart at first glance — whether it was morning or even-
ing, summer or winter, she wore a red bonnet on her head.
No one could imagine her without that little bonnet, and
that's why no one called her anything other than Little Red
Bonnet.

Little Red Bonnet grew up quickly into a sweet and fear-
less girl.

One day, her mother baked a cake, even though they
weren'‘t expecting visitors at the cottage by the forest, let alone
on a Sunday.

“Why did you bake a cake?” Little Red Bonnet wondered.

“Grandma is having a celebration,” the mother said, plac-
ing the cake in the basket and adding a bottle of wine. “Go,
Little Red Bonnet, give grandmother my best regards and see
that you come back safely!”

Little Red Bonnet took the basket, but before she could
step out the door, her mother stopped her.

“Little Red Bonnet,” she said sternly, “you must promise
me that you won’t go through the forest!”

“But the forest is the shortest way!” Little Red Bonnet ob-
jected.

¢fte nebo nevétte, kdysi davno zila v domku u lesa mald

hol&icka, které se fikalo Cervena karkulka. Podivné jmé-
no, napadne vis, ale kdybyste tuhle divenku spatfili na vlastni
o¢i, hned byste pochopili, jak k té pfezdivce prfisla.

Byla to holcicka jako kazdd jind, jen jedna véc ji od ostat-
nich na prvni pohled odliSovala — at bylo rino nebo vecer,
léto nebo zima, nosila na hlavé ¢erveny cepec, kterému se fika
karkulka. Nikdo si ji bez toho ¢epce uz ani predstavit nedo-
vedl, a proto ji také nikdo nefekl jinak nez Cervend karkulka.

Karkulka rostla jako z vody, a zakréitko se z ni stalo milé
a nebojacné dévce.

Jednoho dne maminka upekla babovku, ackoli v domku
u lesa necekali névstévu, natoz aby byla nedéle.

»Pro¢pak jsi upekla babovkur“ divila se Karkulka.

,Babi¢ka bude mit svitek,* fekla maminka, ulozila babov-
ku do kosiku a pfidala ldhev vina. ,Béz, Karkulko, vyfid ba-
bi¢ce pekné pozdraveni a dej pozor, at se v poradku vratis!

Karkulka vzala kosik, ale jesté nez stacila vykrocit ze dvefi,
maminka ji zastavila.

»2Karkulko,“ pravila pfisné, ,musi§ mi slibit, Ze nepujdes
pres les!“

»Pres les je cesta nejkratsi!“ namitla Karkulka.



“It may be the shortest,” her mother agreed, “but it cer-
tainly isn’t the safest. Something could happen to a girl like
you in the forest! What if you lost your way?”

Little Red Bonnet had to promise to avoid the forest, and
only then did her mother let her go.

Little Red Bonnet set off along the path between the fields,
picking daisies here, red poppies there, or blue cornflowers,
since grandmother was having a celebration she also deserved
a bouquet. She ran here and there, not paying attention, and
suddenly, she didn’t even know how, she found herself at the
edge of the forest. The narrow path wound between the bush-
es, and Little Red Bonnet felt it was inviting her to follow it.

“Grandmother lives beyond the forest,” Little Red Bonnet
reasoned, “just on the other side! If I go around the forest, it
will take me twice as long! I've already lost time...”

Little Red Bonnet forgot the promise she had made her
mother and, without another thought, bounded off into the
forest.

At first, it seemed that everything was perfectly fine, that
nothing bad could possibly happen to Little Red Bonnet. The
path really did lead to the other side of the forest, twisting
merrily between the blackberry bushes, cautiously avoiding
large roots and holes where one could easily fall. But as the
day faded, the brambles thickened, the light grew dimmer,
the path disappeared and reappeared, and poor Little Red
Bonnet soon didn’t know where she had come from or where
she was going. It was then that she remembered the promise
she had made to her mother. She turned to go back, but the
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»=Mozna ze je nejkratsi, pfisvédc¢ila maminka, ,ale rozhod-
né neni nejbezpecnéjsi. Takovému déveeti, jako jsi ty, se v lese
muze ledacos pfihodit! Co kdybys zabloudila!“

Karkulka musela slibit, Ze se lesu zdaleka vyhne, teprve
potom ji maminka propustila.

Karkulka zamifila po cesté mezi poli, tady utrhla kopreti-
nu, tam Cerveny vl¢i mak nebo modrou chrpu, vzdyt babicka
ma svitek, a tak si zaslouzi také kyticku. Béhala sem a tam,
nedivala pozor a najednou, ani nevédéla jak, stila na kraji
lesa. Uzkd pésina se vinula mezi houstinami a Karkulce se
zdalo, Ze ji ldkd, aby se po ni vydala.

»Vzdyt babicka bydli za lesem, uvazovala Karkulka, ,pfes-
né na druhé strané! Kdyz ptjdu kolem lesa, bude mi cesta
trvat dvakrat déle! Uz tak jsem se zdrzela...

Karkulka zapomnéla, co slibila mamince, a bez dalstho va-
hani vbéhla do lesa.

Zprvu se zdilo, Ze je vSechno v naprostém pofadku, Ze se
Karkulce skute¢né nemuze vibec nic zIého prihodit. Pésina
vskutku sméfovala na opacnou stranu lesa, vesele se klika-
tila mezi ostruzinim a obezfele se vyhybala velkym kote-
niim a vymolim, do kterych ¢lovék spadne, ani nevi jak. Ale
s ubyvajicim dnem ostruzini houstlo a svétlo sldblo, pésina se
ztricela a zase objevovala, a nebohd Karkulka za chvili ne-
védéla, odkud pfisla a kam vlastné jde. Tehdy si vzpomnéla
na slib, ktery dala mamince. Otocila se, Ze se vrati zpitky,
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path had disappeared. At that moment, the bushes parted,
and in front of Little Red Bonnet stood a wolf.

“Hello, Little Red Bonnet,” he greeted politely with a slight
smile.

Little Red Bonnet was a well-mannered child, so she knew
she had to respond when someone addressed her politely.

“Hello,” she said, bowing slightly.

“What are you doing here, Little Red Bonnet,” the wolf
wondered, “all alone in such a dense and dark forest?”

“I'm on the way to visit my grandmother,” replied Little
Red Bonnet. “She’ll soon be celebrating her name day, so I'm
bringing her a cake, a bottle of wine, and a bouquet.”

“And where does your grandmother live?” the wolf in-
quired.

“Right beyond the forest, in a cottage with a thatched roof,
next to three large linden trees,” said Little Red Bonnet,
gradually becoming less afraid. At least she had someone to
talk to.

“Oh, I know,” nodded the wolf, “three large linden trees...”
and just as he appeared, he disappeared.

Little Red Bonnet sighed. It’s a pity she lost a companion.
Together, finding the way out of the forest would surely be
easier.

However, the wolf knew his way around the forest. A hop
and a skip, once to the right and twice to the left, and he
was already at the cottage with the thatched roof, over which
three sprawling linden trees cast long shadows. He raised his
paw and knocked three times.
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ale pésina byla tatam. V té chvili se rozhrnulo housti a pfed
Karkulkou stél vlk.

»2Dobry den, Karkulko,“ slusné pozdravil a tak trochu se
usmal.

Karkulka byla fddné vychované dité, a tak védéla, Ze musi
odpovédét, kdyz se ji nékdo na néco slusné zept.

»2Dobry den,* pravila a mirné se uklonila.

,Co tady délas, Karkulko,“ podivil se vlk, ,,sama v takovém
hustém a tmavém lese?“

»Jdu pies les k babi¢ce, odpovédéla Karkulka. ,Brzy bude
mit svatek, a tak ji nesu babovku, ldhev vina a kyticku.”

»A kdepak bydli tvoje babicka?* zajimal se vlk.

»Piimo za lesem, v chaloupce s doskovou stiechou, stoji
tam tfi velké lipy,” fekla Karkulka, kterd se pomalu prestivala
bat. Alespon si méla s kym popovidat.

,UZ vim,* ptikyvl vlk, ,tfi velké lipy...“ a jak se objevil, tak
také zmizel.

Karkulka vzdychla. Skoda Ze pfisla o kamarada. Ve dvou
by se cesta z lesa jisté hledala lépe.

Vlk se vsak v lese vyznal. Hop a skok, jednou napravo
a dvakrit nalevo, a uz stdl u chaloupky s doskovou stfechou,
na kterou vrhaly dlouhé stiny tfi kosaté lipy. Zvedl tlapu a tfi-
krat zaklepal.



“Who's there?” came a voice from the inside.

“It’s me, grandmother! Your Little Red Bonnet,” croaked
the wolf, trying to mimic Little Red Bonnet’s voice. “I've
brought you something tasty for your name day and a bottle
of wine to go with it!”

“Is that really you, Little Red Bonnet?” the voice from the
cottage rejoiced. “Come in, my dear, the door is open!”

The wolf pushed the door open, leaped into the room,
opened his jaws, and swallowed the grandmother whole. He
then tied her bonnet on his head, lay down in the bed, and
waited.

Little Red Bonnet finally found her way out of the forest
and happily ran toward the cottage. She stood before the door
and knocked three times.

“Who's there?” came a voice from inside.

“It’s me, grandmother! Your Little Red Bonnet,” the girl
exclaimed. “I've brought you a cake, a bottle of wine, and a
bouquet I picked myself for your name day!”

“Is that really you, Little Red Bonnet?” the voice from the
cottage rejoiced. “Come in, my dear, the door is open!”

Little Red Bonnet pushed the door open and stepped into
the room.

“Grandmother,” she wondered as she stood on the thresh-
old, “what big ears you have!”

“The better to hear you with!” mumbled the wolf from un-
der the covers.

Little Red Bonnet stepped further into the room and, com-
pletely puzzled, exclaimed:

14

»Kdo je tam?“ ozvalo se ze svétnice.

»10 jsem jd, babic¢ko! Vase Karkulka,“ zaskfehotal vlk, jak
se snazil napodobit Karkul¢in hldsek. ,Pfinesla jsem vim
k svitku néco dobrého a ldhev vina k tomu!*

»1o jsi ty, Karkulko?“ zaradoval se hlas z chaloupky. ,,Pojd
dal, dévée moje, vsak je otevieno!*

Vlk stréil do dveti, dvefe se otevfely, vlk sko¢il do svétni¢-
ky, otevel tlamu a babicku spolkl. Potom si na hlavu uvizal
jeji Cepec, lehl si do postele a cekal.

Karkulka kone¢né nasla cestu z lesa a $tastné se rozebéhla
k chaloupce. Stanula pfede dvefmi a tfikrét zaklepala.

»Kdo je tam?“ ozvalo se ze svétnice.

»1o jsem ji, babicko! Vase Karkulka,“ zvolala divenka.
»Pfinesla jsem vam k svitku bdbovku, lihev vina a kyticku,
kterou jsem vim sama natrhala!®

»10 jsi ty, Karkulko?“ zaradoval se hlas z chaloupky. ,,Pojd
dal, dévce moje, vsak je otevieno!*

Karkulka str¢ila do dvefi, dvefe se oteviely a Karkulka ve-
sla do svétnicky.

»2Babicko,“ podivila se, jakmile stanula na prahu, ,vy méte
ale veliké usi!“



“Grandmother, what big eyes you have!”

“The better to see you with!” muttered the wolf, pulling the
bonnet deeper over his eyes.

Little Red Bonnet approached the bed and suddenly no-
ticed the enormous animal mouth.

“Grandmother,” she gasped, “what a big mouth you have!”

“The better to eat you with!” cried the wolf eagerly as he
leaped from the bed and swallowed Little Red Bonnet along
with the basket containing the cake, the bottle of wine, and
the bouquet for her grandmother. Then he lay back down in
the bed and contentedly fell asleep.

Toward evening, a gamekeeper passed by the cottage. He
walked this way every day when returning home from the
forest, but he had never heard the grandmother snore so
loudly. Surprised, he stopped and listened. Was that really
the grandmother? No, the gamekeeper couldn’t believe it and
decided to take a look inside.

'The door was ajar, so the brave gamekeeper walked straight
into the little room. How astonished he was to see, instead
of the grandmother, a wolf in her nightcap with a huge belly
lying in bed! The wolf was snoring so loudly that the entire
cottage shook. Without hesitation, the gamekeeper drew his
knife and slit the wolf’s belly open.

First, Little Red Bonnet jumped out; then, the grandmoth-
er scrambled out; and last, the basket with the cake, bottle of
wine, and bouquet of wildflowers fell out.

'The gamekeeper filled the wolf’s belly with stones, the
grandmother sewed it up, and together they threw the wolf
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»1o abych t& 1épe slysela!“ zahuhlal vlk zpod pefiny.
Karkulka pokrocila do svétnicky a celd zmatend vydechla:
»Babicko, vy mite ale veliké oci!“

»1o abych té lépe vidéla!“ zahuhlal vlk a stdhl si cepec hlou-
béji do odi.

Karkulka dosla az k posteli, a vtom si v§imla obrovské zvi-
feci tlamy.

»2Babicko,“ uzasla, ,vy mite ale velikou pusu

»1o abych t¢ sezral!“ nedockavé vykftikl vlk, vyskocil z po-
stele a spolkl Karkulku i s kosikem, ve kterém byla bdbovka,
ldhev vina a kyticka pro babicku. Nato ulehl zpatky do poste-
le a spokojené usnul.

K veceru $el okolo chaloupky myslivec. Chodival tudy kaz-
dy den, kdyz se vracel z lesa domu, ale jesté nikdy neslysel ba-
bi¢ku tak chrépat. Udivené se zastavil a zaposlouchal. Tohle
ze je babicka? Ne, tomu myslivec nemohl uvéfit, a rozhodl se,
ze se radéji podiva dovnitf.

Dvefte byly pooteviené, a tak vesel state¢ny myslivec rov-
nou do svétnicky. Jaky byl jeho ddiv, kdyZz v posteli misto
babicky spatfil vlka v babi¢¢iné ¢epci a s obrovskym bfi-
chem! Vlk chrépal, az se celd chaloupka otfdsala. Myslivec
se dlouho nerozmyslel, vytihl niz a rozparal milému vlkovi
bficho.

Prvni vyskocila z bficha Karkulka, druha se vyskrdbala ven
babicka, a jako tfeti z bficha vypadl i kosik s bdbovkou, lahvi
vina a kytickou polniho kviti.

Myslivec naplnil vlkovi bficho kamenim, babicka bricho
za$ila a spole¢né vlka hodili do studny. Potom si sedli ke stolu,

'((
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into the well. Then they all sat at the table; the grandmother babicka oteviela ldhev vina, nakrojila bdbovku a pékné mys-

opened the bottle of wine, sliced the cake, and kindly thanked livei podékovala.
the gamekeeper. A Karkulka? Od té doby moc dobfe védéla, ze kdyz ¢lovek
And Little Red Bonnet? From that time on, she knew very néco slibi, mél by to také splnit.

well that when one makes a promise, one should keep it.
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In the world, there are those who have plenty, and those
who don’t have enough. That’s just the way it is. Hansel
and Gretel were siblings from a poor family. They lived in a
small village called Lhota, and their parents were very trou-
bled. Often they did not have even a piece of bread to give
to their children. One day, at his wits’ end, the father had a
desperate thought.

“Our children are hungry, and we have nothing to give
them to eat tomorrow,” he said, turning sadly to his wife.

“I know dear,” sighed the mother, “but what can we do?
You are out of work, we sold the goat, and our last chicken
was taken by the fox.”

“If our children are to find happiness,” the father pondered,
“then it must be somewhere far from here...”

“But where?” exclaimed the mother. “If I knew where to
look, I would have set out in search of it long ago!”

'The father took the mother’s hand, lowering his head.

“If I were to take them somewhere far away, so they couldn’t
find their way back home to this poverty, perhaps happiness
would find them on its own.” He fell silent again. Overcome
with despair, he could speak no more.

'The next day, as soon as dawn broke, the father took the
children into the forest to pick strawberries. Hansel filled his
jug to the brim, but when he looked around, their father was
nowhere to be seen.

“Where is our father?” he asked Gretel.

‘I don’t know, Hansel,” Gretel replied, continuing to

gather the sweet red fruits, though her jug was barely half
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Na svété ziji lidé bohati, ti maji vSeho dostatek, ale také
tu ziji lidé chudi. Tak uz to byvd. Jeniek a Mafenka
byly chudé déti, bratr a sestra. Zili v malé vesnici, Lhota se
jmenovala, a jejich rodiée se velice trépili. Casto pro své déti
nem¢éli ani kousek chleba, a tak jednoho dne napadla tatinka,
ktery uz nevédél kudy kam, zoufald myslenka.

»[Nase déti maji hlad a my nemdme, co jim dit zitra k jid-
lu,“ fekl a pohléd] smutné na maminku.

»Ja vim, tatinku,“ vzdychla maminka, ,ale co chces$ délat?
O préci jsi prisel, kozu jsme prodali a posledni slepici si od-
nesla liska.“

»Jestli ma nase déti potkat $tésti,“ zamyslel se tatinek, ,pak
nékde daleko odtud...

»2Ale kde* zvolala maminka. ,Kdybych védéla, kde ho
mam hledat, davno bych se sama vydala na cestu!*

Tatinek uchopil mamincinu ruku a sklopil hlavu.

»Kdybych je odvedl nékam pry¢, aby nenasly cestu domi,
do téhle chudoby, mozna by je §tésti samo vyhledalo.“ A opét
utichl. Samym zoufalstvim nemohl uz ani dal
mluvit.

Druhého dne, jakmile se rozednilo,
odved] tatinek déti do lesa na jahody.
Jenic¢ek nasbiral dzbanek plny az po
okraj, ale kdyz se rozhlédl, tatinek byl
tentam.

»Kde je nds tatinek>“ zeptal se Mafenky.

»2INevim, Jenicku,“ odpovédéla Matenka
a dél sbirala sladké Cervené plody, kterych

)T"
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