
 
 
From http://www.khandro.net/animal_bear.htm   
 

The Three Bears is an account of the superego gaining control 
over the impulsive, egocentric child. There is irony in the fact 
that here the human behaves like an animal, while the animals 
are civilized.  
 
Bruno Bettelheim (The Uses of Enchantment, 1976) considered 
that in the story of the Three Bears, the recurring number 3 
could stand for the Freudian construct of "id," "ego," and 
"superego."  It obviously symbolizes the nuclear family 
consisting of a mommy, daddy, and baby, but Baby Bear only 
represents the "good" child, who wants and tries to please its 
powerful parents, while the fourth character, Goldlilocks, is 
another aspect of the same child -- the side that does whatever it 
likes without regard for others.   
 
This interpretation explains Goldilocks’ free access to the Bear 
home.  Also, while Goldilocks does not suffer the consequences 
of her actions, Baby Bear does.  It is Little, Small, Wee Bear who 
is most upset about the empty porridge pot and the broken 
chair.  
 
Bruno Bettelheim, whose expertise was child psychiatry, 
proposed that, according to subconscious logic, since the 
"good" child cannot acknowledge his own naughtiness, it must 
be the responsibility of another, "bad," child.  A kind of 
integration occurs when, in the Southey story, it is the voice of 
Wee Bear -- the emergent inner voice -- that awakens Goldilocks, 
and she is consequently sent on her way.   
 
 
 
Three Bears 
Robert Southey wrote The Three Bears in 1834, based on a traditional tale.  It 
appeared in a 1837 collection of his work entitled The Doctor, which inspired 
George Nicol to retell it in verse form, later that same year. 
 
The name Goldilocks was first used in the version that appeared in Old Nursery 
Stories and Rhymes by John Hasall, ca. 1904. 
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The Story of the Three Bears  
 
Once upon a time there were Three Bears, who lived together in a house of their 
own, in a wood.  One of them was a Little, Small, Wee Bear; and one was a 
Middle-sized Bear; and the other was a Great Huge Bear. They had each a pot 
for their porridge: a little pot for the Little, Small, Wee Bear; and a middle-sized 
pot for the Middle Bear; and a great pot for the Great, Huge Bear. And they had 
each a chair to sit in: a little chair for the Little, Small, Wee Bear; and a middle 
sized chair for the Middle Bear; and a great chair for the Great, Huge Bear. And 
they had each a bed to sleep in: a little bed for the Little, Small, Wee Bear; a 
middle-sized bed for the Middle Bear; and a great bed for the Great, Huge Bear.  
 
One day, after they had made the porridge for their breakfast, and poured it into 
their porridge pots, they walked out into the wood while the porridge was cooling, 
that they might not burn their mouths by beginning too soon to eat it. And while 
they were walking, a little girl named Goldilocks came into the house.  
 
First she looked in at the window, and then she peeped in at the keyhole; and 
seeing nobody in the house, she lifted the latch. The door was not fastened, 
because the Bears were good Bears, who did nobody any harm, and never 
suspected that anybody would harm them. So little Goldilocks opened the door, 
and went in; and well pleased she was when she saw the porridge on the table.  
 
If she had been a good little girl, she would have waited till the Bears came 
home, and then, perhaps, they would have asked her to breakfast; for they were 
good Bears -- a little rough or so, as the manner of Bears is, but for all that, very 
good-natured and hospitable.  
 
So first she tasted the porridge of the Great, Huge Bear, and that was too hot for 
her. And then she tasted the porridge of the Middle Bear and that was too cold 
for her. And then she went to the porridge of the 
Little, Small, Wee Bear, and tasted that; and that was neither too hot nor too 
cold, but just right; and she liked it so well, that she ate it all up.  
 
Then little Goldilocks sat down in the chair of the Great, Huge Bear 
and that was too hard for her. And then she sat down in the chair of the Middle 
Bear, and that was too soft for her. And then she sat down in the chair of the 
Little, Small, Wee Bear, and that was neither too hard 
nor too soft, but just right. So she seated herself in it, and there she sat till the 
bottom of the chair came out, and down came hers, plump upon the ground.  
 
Then little Goldilocks went upstairs into the bedchamber in which the Three 
Bears slept.  And first she lay down upon the bed of the Great, Huge Bear; but 
that was too high at the head for her. And next she lay 



down upon the bed of the Middle Bear; and that was too high at the foot for her.  
And then she lay down upon the bed of the Little, Small, Wee Bear; and that was 
neither too high at the head nor at the foot, but 
just right.  So she covered herself up comfortably, and lay there till she fell fast 
asleep.  
 
By this time the Three Bears thought their porridge would be cool enough; so 
they came home to breakfast. And little Goldilocks had left the spoon of the 
Great, Huge Bear standing in his porridge.  
 
'Somebody has been at my porridge!' said the Great, Huge Bear in his great, 
rough, gruff voice.  
 
And when the Middle Bear looked at hers, she saw that the spoon was standing 
in it too. 'Somebody has been at my porridge!' said the Middle Bear in her middle 
voice.  
 
Then the Little, Small, Wee Bear looked at his, and there was the spoon in the 
porridge-pot, but the porridge was all gone.  'Somebody has been at my porridge 
and has eaten it all up!' said the Little, Small, Wee Bear in his little, small, wee 
voice.  
 
Upon this the Three Bears, seeing that someone had entered their house and 
eaten up the Little, Small, Wee Bear's breakfast, began to look about them.   
 
Now little Goldilocks had not put the hard cushion straight when she rose from 
the chair of the Great, Huge Bear.  
 
'Somebody has been sitting in my chair!' said the Great, Huge Bear in his great, 
rough, gruff voice.  
 
And little Goldilocks had squatted down the soft cushion of the Middle Bear.  
 
'Somebody has been sitting in my chair!' said the Middle Bear in her middle 
voice.  
 
And you know what little Goldilocks had done to the third chair.  
 
'Somebody has been sitting in my chair and has sat the bottom out of it!' said the 
Little, Small, Wee Bear in his little, small, wee voice.  
 
Then the Three Bears thought it necessary that they should make further search; 
so they went upstairs to their bedchamber.  
 
Now little Goldilocks had pulled the pillow of the Great, Huge Bear out of its 
place.  



 
'Somebody has been lying in my bed!' said the Great, Huge Bear in his great, 
rough, gruff voice.  
 
And little Goldilocks had pulled the bolster of the Middle Bear out of its place.  
 
'Somebody has been lying in my bed!' said the Middle Bear in her middle voice.  
 
And when the Little, Small, Wee Bear came to look at his bed, there was the 
bolster in its place; and the pillow in its place upon the bolster; and upon the 
pillow was little Goldilocks's pretty head -- which was not in its place, for she had 
no business there.  
 
'Somebody is lying in my bed -- and here she is!' said the Little, Small, Wee Bear 
in his little, small, wee voice.  
 
Little Goldilocks had heard, in her sleep, the great, rough, gruff voice of the 
Great, Huge Bear; but she was so fast asleep that it was no more to her than the 
roaring of wind or the rumbling of thunder.  And she had heard the middle voice 
of the Middle Bear, but it was only as if she had heard someone speaking in a 
dream. 
 
But when she heard the voice of the Little, Small, Wee bear, it was so sharp, so 
shrill, that it awakened her at once.  
 
Up she started; and when she saw the Three Bears on one side of the bed, she 
tumbled out at the other, and ran to the window.  
 
Now the window was open, because the Bears, like good, tidy bears, as they 
were, always opened their bedchamber window when they got up in the morning.  
Out little Goldilocks jumped; and away she ran into the woods, and the Three 
Bears never saw anything more of her.  
 
~ Robert Southey's 1849 version.  
 
 


