
The Fisherman’s Wife 

Once upon a time there was a fisherman who lived happily in a tumbledown cottage. One 

day he caught a talking flounder. To his surprise it said, “Don’t kill me, I am a prince. Put 

me back in the water.” When he told his wife, she asked him why he hadn’t asked for a 

wish. Surely he could have asked for a nice clean cottage to replace their miserable hovel? 

So next day, he called up the flounder and reported what his wife wanted. The fish told him 

to go home. Sure enough, when he got home there was a pretty little cottage. His wife 

showed him what a nice place they now had, with a full pantry, ducks, vegetables, and fruit 

in the garden. The fisherman was sure they could now live very happily, but in a few days 

his wife found it too small, and sent him out to find the fish again. She wanted to live in a 

big stone castle, which the fisherman thought absurd. But he did as she asked, and with a 

heavy heart asked the fish for a castle. Sure enough, when he got home, there was a castle 

complete with battlements, towers, marble floors, servants, huge platters of food—

everything.  Quite soon, though, the fisherman’s wife was dissatisfied again. Why hadn’t 

he asked that she become a king instead of just a fisherman’s wife? When he returned to 

the sea it was dark and dangerous-looking. But the flounder reappeared and again granted 

the unhappy fisherman his wife’s wish. Returning he found the castle bigger than ever, and 

his wife crowned as king, sitting on a throne encrusted with diamonds and surrounded by 

ladies in waiting. But the fisherman’s wife was soon bored again. She wanted to be an 

emperor. When the fisherman protested she became angry, so back to the sea he went, this 

time finding it heaving and black. Even this wish was not enough, for the fisherman’s wife 

next wanted to be pope, and when she had the rich accoutrements of the Vatican the 

fisherman asked her if she was not at last happy. But she flew into a screaming rage and 

demanded that she become master of the universe so she could make the sun and moon set 

and rise. Back at the ocean, the seas were now raging and the sky black. The fisherman had 

to shriek out for the flounder. “Now what does she want?” asked the fish. And when the 

fisherman confessed what she had ordered, the flounder said “She must go back to her old 

hovel—there you will find her.” The fisherman returned home—and they live there 

together to this very day. 

 


