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In a small village deep in the countryside livelittée girl who was the most
beautiful child that ever lived in that neck of thods. Her mother was very
proud of her, and her grandmother was even moreSsace winter was
approaching, her grandmother made her a littlecagae with a hood, and the
little girl always wore it when she went out.

“How cute you are with your little red cape,” sall the inhabitants of the
village, and she smiled and bowed her head.

One day when the sky was white with snow, th&lgirl was told to go and
visit her grandmother. Her mother prepared a htileker basket full of gifts, and
said:

“Go and visit your grandmother because she is sidiked. Bring her these
oatmeal cookies, this pot of butter and the enwelafth the money from her
pension that | picked up at the post office. Beetidr always follow the main
road and make sure that you don’t venture intoatbeds.”

The child put on her little red cape, pulled tlomth over her head to protect
herself from the cold, took her little wicker basled went out of the house
waving goodbye to her mother. As soon as she arae¢he edge of the village,
she started on the road that bordered the woodsasshe was walking, she ran
into a bandit who was armed with a pistol. He agkexdwhere she was going.

“I'm going to visit my grandmother because sheitk in bed,” replied the
little girl.

“Does your dear grandmother live far from hereSKeal the rogue.

“Oh yes, over there, at the old windmill past thesr,” said the child while
pointing in the right direction.

“And tell me sweet little thing, what have you gotyour basket?” asked the
rogue while caressing his pistol which was handiom his belt.

“I'm bringing to my grandmother some oatmeal c@skia pot of butter and
an envelope with the money from her pension thatrmoyher picked up at the
post office.”

At those words the bandit was tempted to attaekcthild in order to rob her,
but upon hearing the voices of some woodcuttersrggpfnom the woods, he had
second thoughts and instead proposed a race.

“I'l come to visit your grandmother too, but I'bass through the woods
while you take the main road, and we’ll see who getithere first.”

The little girl accepted the challenge and botlihaim set off on their way.
Thanks to a shortcut, the bandit quickly arrivedhigtdestination while the little
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girl, with her tiny little legs, was still only hialvay there. The bandit knocked on
the door of the old windmill, but nobody answereé. looked through a window
and saw that no one was at home. He found a kelyeowindow sill, and used it
to open the door. Once inside, he rummaged thrdbghclosets and drawers
without finding where the grandmother’s money araluables were hidden.
Then he decided to dress up in one of her nightgpwaot on an embroidered
bonnet and got into bed covering himself up with ledcovers.

After a while, he heard a knock at the door.

“Who's there?” asked the bandit disguising hisceoi

“It's your little granddaughter who has come tsitwyou.”

“Come in sweetheart, the door is open.”

The child entered, went up to her grandmotherd ded sat down while
pulling off her little red hood.

“What a beautiful bow you have in your hair!” sdite bandit while hiding
part of his face under the bedcovers.

“It's to keep my hair out of my eyes,” replied tbleild.

“What a nice cape you have on!”

“It's to protect me from the cold.”

“What a nice basket you have in your lap!”

“It's to carry the gifts that my mother has seatly

“And what gifts are you talking about?” asked thendit who had already
imagined himself with the envelope full of moneyrfr the grandmother’s
pension.

“Some oatmeal cookies that | know you like verycmti answered the child
without getting the least bit agitated.

“Oh, cookies... and what else have you brought’'me?

“A pot of excellent butter.”

“Oh, butter... but tell me, sweetheart, don’t ymave anything else for your
sick, old grandmother?”

“A bouquet of flowers that | picked up for you atpthe road.”

“Oh, a bouquet... but come on, little thing, ydwsld have something else
for me in your basket...”

“No, no, | haven’t got anything else,” said theld¢lshowing her little empty
hands.

“Well, you should have an envelope with the morfem my pension!”
insisted the bandit who was starting to get impetie

“That | have already given to my real grandmothénom | ran into a little
while ago in front of the house.”

“OK, enough is enough! You have made me angrytlamed the bandit as
he threw off the bedcovers and pointed his pistdha child. At that moment a
voice from the back of the room shouted:

“Kill, Fido, kill' and suddenly a ferocious Germashepherd jumped on the
bandit and bit him on the arm.

“Help! Help!” screamed the bandit as his pistoll fe the floor. The
grandmother came forward, picked up the pistol anth the help of her
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wonderful German shepherd, was able to chase theeraway. He ran as fast as
he could tripping over his nightgown, screaminghattop of his lungs. Then the

grandmother called the dog back, and both she lamahild threw stones after
the bandit.

The next day the little girl went to the market|dsthe pistol, and with the

money she got, she bought a doll for herself, a meghtgown for her
grandmother, a bone for Fido and some oatmeal ftouner mother.

Trandated from the Italian by Jennifer Lieberman.

The original Italian text, “La bimba di rosso vestita”,
Is included in the anthologyFiabe da Ridere: e-book
and paperback that you can buy on Internet.
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