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FOREWORD

Little anecdotes, hidden memories, secrets untold and almost forgot-
ten. Whispered behind closed doors and under bed sheets; escaping 
through open windows to settle down on a neighbour’s shoulder. The 
beat of life bouncing gently along cobbled backstreets and alleyways 
until being swept away with the wind through the trees. I am inspired 
by the magic in those stories; made up or made real, told and retold. 
They are what tie us together; they make up the tingling patch work 
that forms our community.

The idea to this book came about when I was reading old fairy tales to 
my children and when I found a need to re-write them slightly, bring 
them up to date. As I was doing this I also wrote my own stories for 
them; ledgens and hear says from my own childhood, stories that I 
want to carry on. Told to me as a child or simply just made up stories I 
am telling my children..

Sandra Isaksson
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Red Ridinghood

Once upon a time…

...a sweet, little girl named Red Ridinghood, because she 
was always wearing a red headed cape. She got it from 
her grandmother. Red Ridinghood and her mother owned 
a beautiful garden, full of flowers, strawberries and berry 
plants. Red Ridinghood’s mother made the most deli-
cious marmalade and elderflower lemonade from these. 

At one day, Red Ridinghood’s mother asked her if she 
would deliver a basket with marmalade and lemonade to 
her sick grandmother. Her grandmother lived in the deep, 
dark forest. ‘I got a basket full of delicious stuff. Grand-
mother would love it if you could give it to her. But you 
have to promise me one thing: you must stay strictly on 
the path,’ said mother. ‘I promise,’ said Red Ridinghood, 
and she hopped towards the forest with her basket full of 
yummy things. 

There was an open field in the forest where grew the most 
beautiful flowers. Red Ridinghood made a bouquet for her 
grandmother. She did not realise a wolf got an eye on her. 
‘What does a little girl like you off the path in this dark  
forest?’ asked the wolf with a soft, friendly voice. ‘I am  
picking these flowers for my grandmother,’ Red Ridinghood 
replied. ‘There are much more flowers further on in this 
wood,’ said the wolf. ‘Flowers as blue as the ocean. Take a 
look.’ Red Ridinghood became curious to these new, blue 
flowers and walked further on into the forest. The wolf 
sneaked away. He ran to the house where the grandmother 
of Red Ridinhood lived, and knocked the door. 

‘Who is it?’ said grandmother with a soft, fragile voice. 
‘It is me, grandmother, Red Ridinghood,’ said the wolf 
with a high voice. ‘And I brought marmalade and lemon-
ade with me.’
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‘O, Red Ridinghood, come in.’
The wolf entered the house, where grandmother sat 

around the table in the light of a shaded lamp. She had 
not even the time to get shocked. The wolf ate her in one 
bite. The wolf put on her pyjama and her nightcap quick-
ly. He lay down in the bed of Red Ridinghood’s grandmo-
ther. Red Ridinghood came to the house a quarter later. 
She knocked the door. 

‘Who is it?’ said the wolf with a fragile voice. ‘It is me, 
Red Ridinghood, and I brought yummy things with me.’ 

‘Come in,’ the wolf said. The wolf made one’s mouth 
water. 

Red Riding hood closed the door behind her quickly 
and went in. She walked towards the bed. She was 
shocked a bit. She knew her grandmother was ill, but she 
did not realise it was this bad. 

‘Grandmother, what big ears you have,’ she said. 
‘The better I hear you,’ the wolf said. 
‘Grandmother, what big eyes you have,’ she said.
‘The better I see how beautiful you are,’ the wolf said.
‘And grandmother, what a big mouth you have.’ 

‘The better to eat you with.’
That was the moment Red Ridinghood realised there 

lay a wolf in the bed. He jumped out of the bed and 
swallowed her whole in one big bite. 

The wolf felt asleep with a full stomach after that. 

A woodcutter, who wanted to sell wood, knocked at the 
door. He opened the door because there was no reply.  
When the woodcutter saw the wolf with his fat belly 
snoring, he understands what happened immediately. 
He cut the belly from the wolf open with a sharp knife, 
and Red Ridinghood and her grandmother jumped 
out alive. 

The woodcutter picked up a couple of big rocks, 
put these in the belly of the wolf, and sew the belly 
closed. The wolf was real thirsty when he woke up. 
He walked outside, to a creek, and bend over to drink, 
but his bully was so heavy he felt in and got carried away 
by the water. And no one heard something about the 
wolf since then.  
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The Fox and the Hare

 Deep in a Russian forest…

…lived a fox and a hare a long time ago. It was winter. 
The forest was covered in snow and it was freezing cold. 
The hare lived in a tiny, wooden cottage that he had build 
all by himself. The fox owned a big igloo made of ice.   

The wooden cottage from the hare felt almost apart. 
That many snow layed on the roof. The fox had a beauti-
ful, light home and looked outside. He laughed about the 
tiny, dark cottage from the hare. He slid joyfully over the 
floor made of ice and made small pirouettes. ‘Look at my 
house: big, light, clean… A palace made of crystal.’

After a few dark and cold months, the days became 
longer again. The birds started to whistle and the sun  
became brighter. The snow at the roof of the hare melted, 
and he jumped from joy when he came outside. The fox 
was less happy. His house began to drip. Everything 
 became wet and the whole house melted slowly.  

The fox kicked the last pieces of ice around and looked 
jealously to the house of the hare. The door was open 
and the hare lay down outside in the grass enjoying  
the sun. 

The fox did not hesitate for one second. He entered 
the house of the hare and locked the door. Meanly he 
laughed. The hare stamped and pulled at the door. 

‘Let me in,’ called the hare. 
‘I would not even think about it,’ said the fox falsely. 

‘This is my home now. Go live somewhere else.’
The hare walked into the forest while crying. He did not 

know what to do. He was so upset; he did not even see 
the grey wolf next to him. 

‘Hello rabbit,’ the wolf said. 
The hare looked up. ‘Hello wolf,’ sobbed the hare that 

was not in the mood to explain he was not a rabbit. 
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‘Why are you crying?’ the wolf asked. 
‘Who would not cry when a fox has taken your home?’ 

And the hare told the whole story about the fox and that 
his home melted by the sun. The wolf looked at him with 
big eyes. ‘Come, we will chase him out,’ he said. 

They walked to the forest together, on their way to the 
wooden cottage. 

‘Are you sure you are able to do this,’ the hare said. 
‘It is a mean fox.’

‘What kind of wolf would I be when I cannot handle 
a fox,’ said the wolf and he hit the door with his fists. 
He rattled the door handle. ‘Hé, you ugly dust tale, 
with your false eyes, get out!’

But the door stayed close.
‘Watch out,’ the fox yelled. ‘I could scratch you open 

with my sharp claws.’
‘Pop, pop, pop, what a temperament,’ the wolf said

 to the hare. ‘That fox has some big talk.’ And the wolf 
walked away grumbly. 

The hare was alone again. He sat at the edge of a lake 
and watched the small waves made by the fish. A big tear 
dropped down his cheek. He thought about his beautiful 
cottage, how he was sitting in his room and how nice it 
was there. 

Than a bear walked by. He heard the hare sobbing and 
asked: ‘Hello hare, why are you crying? The day is way to 
beautiful for crying.’

‘The stupid fox took my home,’ the hare said. ‘Who 
would not cry?’ And he told the bear the whole story 
about his wooden cottage and the ice palace that melt-
ed. ‘Look at me, I am the builder of that cottage!’ the 
hare said. ‘And now I cannot go in.’

‘Why don’t we throw the fox out?’ the bear said. 
‘I wish we could,’ the hare said. ‘The wolf has already 

tried. But even the wolf failed.’ The bear stood up right 
away. ‘What kind of bear would I be if I can’t chase a fox,’ 
he said and he roared so loudly, the bird flew away 
scared. The bear went to the cottage. He knocked the 
door. ‘Go away fox, get out of here!’ 

But the fox called back: ‘you know how sharp my claws 
are. Watch out or I will come outside to scratch you 
all open.’

‘Well, well,’ the bear said. ‘Such big talk for a fox.’ And 
the bear walked away grumbly into the forest. ‘That was 
something,’ heard the hare barely. 

And the hare was alone again. Tears rolled over his 
cheeks.  

Than a bull walked by. ‘Hello hare,’ the bull said. ‘Why 
are you crying on such a beautiful day? Even now it is still 
warm.’ 

And again the hare told the whole story about his 
wooden cottage and the fox’ ice palace that melted and 
how he stole the cottage. 

‘Well, let’s throw the fox out than,’ the bull said. 
‘I wish we could,’ the hare said. ‘Even the wolf and bear 

failed.’
‘Tssss… what kind of bull would I be when I would not 

be able to chase a fox away.’ The bull ran to the cottage. 
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The bull walked by again a little while later. ‘That fox is 
something,’ the bull said and he walked into the night. 

The hare was alone again. He kicked a twig and sat 
down on the ground. And a little while later he lay down. 
It became dark and he saw the fox lighten his cottage. 
The hare fell asleep while crying. ‘Kukeleku.’ The hare 
woke up by a rooster who wore red boots the next day. 
He had a huge purple Mohican at his head and a
 large, crooked beak. ‘Hello hare,’ said the rooster. 
‘Kukelekuuuu’ 

‘Hello rooster,’ said the hare. 
‘Are you crying out of grieve or are those happy tears?’ 

the rooster asked. And the hare told about his beautiful 
home and the ice palace from the fox and how the fox 
had taken his home. 

The rooster did not reply. He paced up and down while 
mumbling ‘domterredomtromderretrom’. And than he 
said: ‘Eureka! We will throw out the fox!’ 

‘And there we go again,’ the hare said. 

The rooster ran into the houses direction. The hare 
walked behind. ‘The wolf has already tried, and the bear,’ 
rushed the hare. ‘Even the bull was afraid of the fox. You 
are just a rooster.’ But the rooster went on undisturbed 
while mumbling ‘domterredomtromderretrom’. 
Once arrived at the home, the rooster started to crow 
hardly and he picked with his beak into the door. 

At that moment, he noticed an open window. 
‘Kukeleku,’ he yelled and he took a run-up while he 
flapped his wings. He succeeded to jump through the 
window. The rooster crowed hardly and you could hear 
his beak pick into the wood. The hare heard stuff toppling 
over and heard grumbles and yelling. He thought that 
the fox had captured the rooster, but the fox ran away 
whining when the door opened. 

‘Kukeleku,’ the rooster said. 
And the hare and the rooster live together in the

 wooden cottage since that day.  
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