GOLD MARY

Once upon a time there was a widow who had two daughters, one her own and one a stepdaughter; both
were named Maria. But her own daughter had been terribly spoiled as a child by her mother, and her
character was neither good nor pious. By the time she grew up, she was stubborn, vain, arrogant, and
cold-hearted. She cared about nothing except dressing up, admiring herself in the mirror, and going out for
entertainment — all of which her weak mother encouraged. The stepdaughter, the older one, on the other
hand, was a modest and decent girl who had to endure many humiliations and unfair treatments from her
mother and sister. Still, she was always kind, did the kitchen work without complaint, and only sometimes
cried quietly in her little room when the injustice became too much. But soon she would cheer herself up
again and say: "Be calm, dear God will help you." Then she worked diligently and kept everything neat and
clean.

But her work was never enough for her mother. One day the mother even said: “Maria, | can't keep you here
any longer. You do little work and eat too much, and your mother left you no inheritance — nor did your
father. Everything here is mine, and | cannot and will not support you any longer. You must go out and find
work in a household.” She baked a cake of ashes and milk, filled a small jug with water, gave both to poor
Maria, and sent her away. Maria was deeply saddened by this cruelty, but she walked bravely through the
fields and meadows, thinking: Someone will surely take you in as a maid, and perhaps strangers will be
kinder than your own mother.

When she became hungry, she sat down in the grass, took out her ash cake, and ate, and drank from her
jug. Many little birds fluttered over, pecked at her cake, and she poured water into her hand so they could
drink. And unnoticed, her ash cake turned into a sweet tart, and her water into fine wine. Strengthened and
cheerful, poor Maria continued walking and, when night fell, reached a strangely built house. In front of it
were two gates — one pitch-black, the other shining with pure gold. Humbly, Maria entered through the
less beautiful gate into the courtyard and knocked on the door.

A man of terrifyingly wild appearance opened and asked harshly what she wanted. Trembling, she said: "I
only wanted to ask if you might be kind enough to give me shelter for the night?” The man growled: “Come
in!" She followed him and trembled even more when she saw and heard nothing inside but dogs and cats
and their dreadful howling. Except for this wild Doorkeeper — for that was his name — there

was no one else in the whole house.

The Doorkeeper grumbled at Maria: “Where do you want to sleep, with me or with
the dogs and cats?” Maria said: "With the dogs and cats." But she had to sleep
right next to him, and he gave her such a soft, beautiful bed that she slept
wonderfully and peacefully. In the morning, the Doorkeeper grumbled: “With
whom do you want to have breakfast, with me or with the dogs and cats?
She said: "With the dogs and cats." So she had to drink coffee and sweet
cream with him. When Maria wanted to leave, the Doorkeeper asked
again: "Through which gate do you want to go out — the golden gate
or the tar gate?” She said: “The tar gate." So she had to go through the
golden one, and as she passed, the Doorkeeper sat above it and shook
it so hard that the gate trembled — and golden dust rained down on

Maria until she was completely covered in gold.
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She went home again, and as she entered her mother's house, the chickens she had always fed ran and
flew toward her joyfully, and the rooster crowed: “Cock-a-doodle-doo, here comes the Golden Maria! Cock-
a-doodle-doo!" Her mother came down the stairs and curtsied deeply before the golden lady, as if a prin-
cess were visiting her. But Maria said: "Dear mother, don't you recognize me? It's me, Maria." Her sister also
came, astonished and bewildered just like the mother — and both filled with envy. Maria had to tell them
the whole story and how she had received the gold. Now her mother treated her well and better than be-
fore. Maria was honored and loved by everyone, and soon a good young man asked her to marry him and
she lived happily with him.

But envy grew in the other Maria's heart, and she decided to leave as well and come back covered in gold.
Her mother gave her sweet cake and wine for her journey. When she ate and the little birds flew over to
share the meal, she angrily chased them away. Her cake turned into ashes, and her wine into flat water.

In the evening she also arrived at the Doorkeeper’s gates; she proudly went through the golden one and
then knocked at the door. When the Doorkeeper opened and gruffly asked what she wanted, she snapped:
"Well, I want to spend the night here He growled: "Come in!" Then he asked her as well: “Where do you
want to sleep, with me or with the dogs and cats?" She quickly said: “With you, Mr. Doorkeeper!” But he
locked her in the room where the dogs and cats slept. In the morning Maria's face was badly scratched and
bitten. The Doorkeeper growled again: “With whom do you want to drink coffee, with me or with the dogs
and cats?” "With you,” she said — and had to drink with the cats and dogs. Then she wanted to leave. The
Doorkeeper asked again: “Through which gate do you want to go out — the golden gate or the tar gate?”
She said: “The golden gate, of course!” But it was immediately locked, and she had to go through the tar
gate. The Doorkeeper sat above it, shaking it so hard that the gate rattled — and so much tar fell on Maria
that she was covered head to toe.

When she came home full of rage at her hideous appearance, the rooster crowed: "Cock-a-doodle-doo,

here comes the Tar-Marial Cock-a-doodle-doo!” And her mother turned away from her in disgust, unable

to let her ugly daughter be seen by anyone. Thus she remained harshly punished for being so
obsessed with gold.
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