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PAN KOTSKY THE PUSS_O-CAT

Once upon a time there was a man who had an old tomcat.
He was so old that he could not catch a mouse. So the man took
him to a forest to get rid of hirn. What good is he to me since
I only feed him for notiring, thought the man; let him fend for
himself in the forest. And he left the tomcat there and went
away. A Vixen happened to rove in that forest, and she came
across the Cat.

"Who &r'e ;1611!" she asked him.
"I'm Pan Kolsky," he answered.
"l,isten, whaL if you be my husband and I your wife." said

the Vixen.
The Cat agreed. The Vixen took him to her lair and tried to

please him in every wa-v possible. Wherrever she got hold of a
hen she did not take a single bite of it, but immediateiy brought
it to the Cat.

Once the Hare met the Vixen and said:
"Vixen, deary, could I come tonight and woo you?"
"Oh no, I have Pan Kotskv to Lake care of me now, so you

better waLch out that he doesn't tear you to tatters."
The Hare broadcast the news to the Wolf, the Bear and the

Boar. The5, all came together to hold council on how they could
have a iook aL the horrible Pan Kotsky, and decided bo give
a feast in his honor.

Then they discussed how they should go about arranging
the feast.

"l'll go and get some meat for the borshch," said the Wolf.
"And I'll get some beets and potatoes," said the Boar.
"I'll fetcli some honey for a titbit," said the Bear.
"And I'il get, -qome cabbage," said tlie Hare.
After thev had got all these things together, they started

cooking. When evervthing was ready, the.y had to decide who
was to go and inviLe Parr Kotsky to [he feast.

"I \\,on't be fast errough if it cornes to showing a light pair
of heel-q," said the Bear.

"And I. too, arn clumsv," said the Boar.
"I'm old and a bit dim-sighted," said the Wolf. "There's

only lhe Hare left who can do the job."
When thc llarc ran up to the !-ixen's lair, she came out and

saw him standing on his hind parvs b1, the door.
"What, harre vou come for?" she asked.
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"The Wolf, the Bc,ar, the lloar and'I humbly invite you and
your Pan Kotsky to our feast."

"Ali right, I'11 come with him. But see that all ol vou lride
somewhere or else he'11 make short work of vou."

The Hare returned to his friends arrd said;
"The Vixen told us to hide, because when Pan I(otsky cornes

Lre's -qure to tear us Lo pieces."
Everyone started to look for a place to hide. Thcr lJear

c,limied a Lree, the Wolf hid behind a slirub, the Boar dug into
the leaves and twigs, and the Hare sneaked off behind o brrsh.

And then came the V'ixen along with her Pan Kotskl'. When
she led him up to tire table and he saw the mountain of food on
it, he cried out:

"Mia-ow-rr! Mia ow-rr! Mia-ow-rr!"
_ Is he saying'more!', thought those who lay in hicling. How
do you like that fiend? What's there isn't enough for iilm, he
wants more. In the end he'il gobble up all of us.

Pan Kotsky jumped on the table-and greedity feli on the
food. When he had gorged himself, he stretched out on the
tabie. The Boar, who had dug himself under the leaves and
twigs-near the table, wiggled his tail when a gnat bit into it.
The Cat thoughl it rn,as a mouse and pounced upon it only to
sink his claws into the Boar's hide. Up sprang the Boar, and ran
for his life! Pan l(otsh-v was so fr:ighteried a1 the sight that he
jumped on the Lree and scrambled up bo where the Bear rn,as
sitting. when tire Bear saw tl-rat the fiend was heading for him.
he started to clirnb up higl'rer and higher till the brancires coulcl
not hold him an1, longer and - whop! - he fell down on the
wolf. neariy knocking the life out of the poor thing. The heasts
took to their heels, fleeing in ail directions, and the FIare
followed them as fast as his legs would carry him.
_ "Wow, that was a naruow escape," said lhe foursome rvhen

they came together. "What do ;rou say, such a little squirt, but
he nearly made mincemeat out of all of us!"



FOXY _LOXY AN D P ALSY_WO LF I E

Once upon a time bhere was an Old Man and an Old Woman.
One Sunday the OId Woman baked poppy-seed rolis. When
they rn'ere done, she took them out of the oven and put lhern in
a bowi on the windowsill to cool. Presently a vixen calne
running past the house, and sniffed - what lovely rolls! She
sneaked up to the window, snatched one of the rolls ard scam-
pered off. Then she ran into a field, sat down, picked all the
poppy seeds out of the ro11, stuffed it with chaff, pressed the
two halves of the roll together, and huruied off.

On her way she came across some cowherds drivirrg cattle'
"Hullo, boys!"
"Hullo, Foxy-Loxy!"
"Give me a buliy-calf for a poppy-seed roll!"
"What, a buliy-calf for a poppy-seed roil? What's the ldea!"
"Oh, but it's so sweet, you'll simply love it!"
She wheedled and she coaxed till one of the boys r,vent and

gave her the bully-calf.- "Now iisten, boys," she said, "see you don't start eating the
ro11 before I reactr the woods!"

And off she ran, driving the bully-calf ahead. The boys
waited till she disappeared in the woods, then took to eating
the roll. But oh! it was all chaff inside...

Meanwhile, the vixen drove the bully-calf into the rvoods,
tied him to an oak tree, and wen[ to fell some trees to mal<e
herseif a sledge. She went about her work, repeating al1 the
whiie:

"Fall down, trees - crooked and straiglit! Fall dotvn,
trees - crooked and straight!"

Then she made herself a sledge, hitched up the bullv-calf
and drove off. Presen[lv the rn'olf came running her rvay.

"Hullo, Foxy-Loxy!"
"Hu1lo, Palsy-Wolfie! "
"Where'd you get the bully-caif and the sledge?"
"Oh, I earned tlre bullv-calf and I made the sledge myselfl"
"Well, give me a lift then!11
"Ho\,, can I? Why, vou'cl break my sledge!"
"No, I won't. I'11 put only one paw on it."
"Al1 right, go ahead."
So lhe u,olf purt one paw on the sledge and they drove on.
After a while the wolf said:

l'
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"You know what, Foxy-Loxy, I'11 put another paw on the
sledge."

"Bub, Palsy-Wolfie, you'lI break it!"
"No, I won't!"
"AIl right, go ahead!"
The wolf put a second paw on the sledge and they drove on

and on, when ail of a sudden - creak!
"Ah me!" cried the vixen. "The sledge is breaking!"
"Oh no, Foxy-Loxy, that's only my bones creaking."
They continued on their way, and again the wolf said:
"You know lvhat, Foxy-Loxy, I'll put my third paw on the

sledge."
"But where can you put it! You'll break my sledge com-

pletely!"
"Oh no, why should I break it?"
"All right!"
No sooner did he put the third paw on the sledge, than -creak! creak!
"Hey, wolfie, the sledge is creaking. Get off or you'll

break it!"
"Are you making up things, Foxy-Loxy? That was a nut

I just cracked."
"Was it? Give me one, then!"
"It was the last one T had."
After some while the wolf said:
"You know what, Foxy-Loxy, I'll sit down on the sledge!"
"You'll what?! But there's no room!"
"Don't you worry, I'll double up somehow!"
"You'll break my sledge completely! Then what will

my firewood home in?"
"Now, now, why should I break it? I'm not that

I simply must sit down, Foxy-Loxy, for I'm so lired.
careful, really."

"All right, go ahead. Guess I have no choice."
He climbed onto the sledge, and no sooner had he done so,

when - crack! bang! crash! - the sledge broke to pieces.
What a hullabaloo the vixen raised!
"Oh, you vile cheat, you tramp of a r,volf ! Look what you've

done ! "
She fumed and she raved, and finally said:
"Now go and chop down some trees for a sledge."
"But how can I, Foxy-Loxy, rn'hen I don'l know how or everr

what kind of trees?"
"Oh, you wretched dope! So you know how to break a

I bring

heavy.
I',ll be
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sledge, but you don't know how l,o fell a tree, is that it? AII you
have to say is 'Fall down, trees - crooked and straight! Fall
down, trees - crooked and straiglit! F-all down, trees - crooked
and straight!' Understand?"

So the wolf u.ent of I into the woods and set [o work, repeat-
irrg all the wlrile:

"Fali down, trees - crooked and crooked! Fall down,
trees - crooked and crooked!"

After feliing a nurnber of trees, he hauied them to the vixen.
She took one iook at them, and they were so knotty and trvisted
and crooked they wouldn't do even for a moidboard, iet alone
sledge runners! Again she raged at the wolf.

"How did you chop them down?" she yelied.
"They just fell that way!"
"But why didn'l you say the words I told you to?"
"I did. I said. 'Fal] down, trees - crooked and crooked!"'
"What a stupid you are and a good-for-nothing at that.

Wait here and look after the bully-calf while I go and feli the
trees myself!"

As the wolf sat there he grew verlr fu1ngry. He rummaged
in the slgdge, but couldn't find anything to eat. He wondered
horn, to satisfy his hunger and could not think of anything
better than to eat the buliy-calf . So he fell upon him, tore a hoie
in his side, and ate out ail the meat leaving the bones and the
hide into which he chased a flock of sparrows. Then he stopped
up the hole with straw, ieaned the buliy-calf agains[ a hedge
propping him up rnith a stick, and made hirnself scarce. When
[he vixen returned, she saw a wisp of straw sticking out of the
buliy-calf's side. She pulled out the wisp, and that instant -frrr! - the fiock of sparrows flern, out of the hoie. When she
took hold of the stick, whop! - Lhe buliy-caif fell dorn'n.

"Just you wait, you vile cheat!" she raged. "I'il get even
with you yet!"

lna sne ran away, mad.
Running along the road, she came upon a caravan of

chumak carters with wagonloads of fish. The vixen lay down in
the middie of the road, pretending she was dead.

"H.y, boys, look what a wonderful fox!" one of the carters
shouted.

They crowded around her, turning her this way and that.
ln the end they decided to take her along, since her fur would
make wonderful caps for the childreri. They threw her on the
last wagon and drove on.

Noticing that no one was paying any attention to her, the
vixen started throwing fish out of the wagon. When she had
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thrown out quite a few onlo the road, she quietly jumped frorn
the wagon and slipped away. Tlre carlers drove on, whiie the
vixen picked up all the fish lying on the road.

No sooner had she sat dorn,n and made hersel{ cornfortable,
intending to have a good feast, than Pals.v Wolfie came mnning
along.

"Hulio, Foxy-Loxy!"
"Hullo!"
"WhaI are you doing. Fory-Loxv?"
"Eating fish, of course."
"Won't you give me some too?"
"What trouhle it was catching lhem. and vou want rne to

give you the fish just like that? Nothing doing! Go catch thein
yourself!"

"How can I? I don't know how to catch fish. You might at
ieast teach me how to do it!"

"Oh, there's nothing hard about it. All you harre [o c1o is to
go to an ice-hole, stick vour tail into it,, ancl sit there cluietly.
repeating all the while'Get the bait, fish - big and small!'And
you'll have them!"

"Thanks for the advice!"
The wolf ran quicklv to the river, sat dorvn bv an ice-hoie,

stuck his tail into it, and said over and over:
"Get the bait, fish - big and big only! Get the bait. fish -big and big only! Get the bait, fish -- big aiid big only!"
You see, ire was so greedy he wanted only the big ones.

Tlrat day the rveather was bitter cold. And that suited the
vixen's scheme rvonderfuillr.

"Freeze, woif lail, freezel Freeze. woif tail, {reeze!" she
repeated all the while, running up and dou'n the river bank to
keep hersell r.varm.

"!Vhat are you saying, Foxy-Loxy?" the'wolf asked.
"I'm just saving'Get tire bait, fish - big and smail!"
"Now lel me Lry: Get Lhe bait, fish - big and big only!"
The wolf rvriggled his tail and he felt it had be'come heavv.
"You just wait a little more," said the rrixen. "The fish have

only started to hang on to your tai1."
Then after a while she said:
"Now pull them oub, Palsv-Wolfie!"
The wolf gave a pull, but his tail had frozen fast in the ice-

hole and he could not pull i1, out.
"Oh, you u.retched beast, what have you done!" lhe vi-ren

yelled at him. "You said all the time 'Get the bait, fish - big
and big onl5," and [he big ones have hung on to vouLr tail and

I



now you can't puit it out. You know wltat, I'}i go call someone
to help you."

And off she ran toward the viilage.
"The wolf's in the village, the wolf's in the village, cor,e

out everyone and give him a drubbing!" she shouted, running
down the village street.

Instantl-v tlie village was astir. The- people c_ape. runnin^g out
of their houses, some carrying axes, others pitchforks and flails,
and the womenfolk oven forks and polcers' They made for the
river and fell upon the rvolf and gave him such a thrashing
that his bones rattled.

In the meanwhile [he vixen ]rad srieaked into one of the
houses. There was nobody hortle - the mistress of the house
had run down to the river to flog the wolf and had left behind
a vat of unkneaded dough. The vixen [ook some of the dough,
dabbect her head with ii and ran out into the field. Presently
the wolf came crarvling aloug, more dead than alive - the poor
thing was beaten black and blue. On seeing him, the vixen
startld !o moan and to wail, pretending sh.e was sick.

"Ah; it's you, you wily cieature," said the wolf. "Just look
what you've done to me. Because of you I've iost m)' tail."

"OIt, fraisy-Wolfie, how can 1'otr be so unfair," she said'
"I)on't you see thab I've suffered more than you did? They
cracked'my skull and the brains are oozing out of my h-.-u{'
Palsy-Woifie, take me on your back, for I can hardiy u'alk!"

"Rut I can hardlv stand on my feet myself !"
"You've lost only half of your tail, but my skull ]ras J:een

cracked. Oh, poor me, hor,v will I ever get horne!"
"All right, get on my back. Guess I have no choice!"
The viierr got onto his back, made herself comfortable, and

kept on moaning and whirring.'While 
the siliy wolf cariied his burden as best he colld,

the vixen kept saying to herself :

"The los-er's iarrylng bhe winner! The loser's carrying the
winner!"

"!\rhat,'s that you're saying, Foxy-Loxy?"
"Oh, I'm just saying ttrab the loser is carr-ying a loser too."
After which she again mumbled to herself :

"Tlre loser's carrying the winner!"
At tong Iast therr arriverd at the vixen's den.
"Now get off nrl' back, F-oxy-Loxlr. here's Your home!"
She jLrmped dorvn from iris back, and shouted right to his

face:

14



"The loser brought the winner home! Tlie loser brotLght
tlre winner homc!"

Did tlie wolf get mad at her! He was about to pounce upon
the vixen and tear her to pieces, when she scampered into lrer
den. Hard as he tried the wolf could not get in.-From time to
time the vixen would stick her muzzle out of the den and tease
the wolf :

"The loser brought the winner home!"
The wolf tried to get her out, but he could not.
"Pooh, the wretched beast!" he raged. "What a fool she

nrade ol' me!"
F or some time yet he raved bv trer den and [hen went

his way.
As for the vixen, she lives happily to this very day, and rn-oe

to the hen that goes astray, for the vixen is cunning, lhe vixen
is sly, and she gobbles her prey in the wink of an eve.

I



."Wqie^got_good c_gmpany tonight and goorl poruidge to
make all of us happy. But I'm afraid there's too litile waier in
the pot, so I'11 go and fetch some more."

when ire was or-rt of earshot,, he sighed with relief and mut-
tered under his breath, "Blasl l,hat company, I'd better make
mvself scarce."

The seco*d wolf waited and waited for him to return and
then_he, too, started to think and l,o wonder how to get arvav.

"Hgrn, do you like that loafer?" he said. "Gaddlng airout
somer,vhere u.hile all the water in tho pot is boiling outl I'11 go
and find hirn, that son of a dog."

And he sneaked off, with never a thought of returning. The
third rn,olf was sitting tliere r,vaiting for.-his cronies in-l,ain,
and at last he said:

"well, it seems I'11 have to bring back those gailabouts
nr\.self . "

4_.d hg,too, made off, happy he got away with
Then the goaI said to the-iam:

_ "Brother, let's eat up that porridge as fast as
clear off."

In the meanwhile the wolves got together anc,l said:
_ "After ai1, inhy sho,ld rve bJafraid of a goat and a 

'am?Let's go and make short rn'ork ol themltt "
when they came back, the fire harl gone o,r ancl therre was

no sign of the rym and_ tlre goat - the two had scramblecl up
a tall oak tree. The wolves did not have to search long before
the;r s_potted th_e fugitives in the [ree. Since the goat rvas"bolder,it had climbed Lo the top, but the ram *u. ii*i,l anr.l onli
managed to get up to a iower branch.
- "Now, you lie down and think," said the u,,olves to the

shaggy wolf. "You're the oldest among us, so firicl of a way to
get them dorvn!"

The shaggy wolf lay down and started to thi,k lrorv to tricl<
doyl the pair. Tlre p9o-r ram tremblecl like an aspen leaf and.
sudden\'iosing his baiance, he fell rigtrt r.lorvn on the rvolf
belorv. The goat r,vho rvas bolder startecl To vell:

"Leave ttrat schemer for me alive, for I lwa,t ro tear off his
hide !"

At that the woives book to flight,, for none of tlrem u,anierl
to Iose his precious hide.

The goat and the ram climbed clolvn the tree safe and _sciurid.
soon thev built themselves a honre where the,v are living.iir
peace and in glee to this day.

ir.
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He rolled and he rolled, when suddenly he met a Bear.
"Kolobok, Kolobok, I'll eat you up!" growled the Bear.
lQonlt eat me," pleaded Kolobok. "I'il sing you a song."
"Good, sing it, but make it fasb."

u'"il:.'::,ti};*i,Ix li, i lil;
I've run away frorn Grandma,
I've ruu away from Grandpa,
And I'll run away from you."

And again he took himself off.
He rolled and he rolled till he came across a
"Kolobok, Kolobok, I'll eat you up," said the
llDg-"'t eat me, Sister Vixen, and I'll sing you
"All right, go ahead."

Vixen.
Vixen.
a song."

"I've been swepl up in a bin,
Baked and bro',vned on a tin,
I've run awav frorn Grandma,

il: lr,l iil'lJ:?i.n';*li

_ "O11, what a lteautiful song that is!" exclaimed the Vixen.
"Prr, deary, I'm a little deaf -of one ear, so would you please
sit on my tongue and repeat the song once more so i,d h'ear it
better? "

Kolobok jumped on the Vixen's tongue and started to sing:

"I've been swept up in a bin,
Baked and browned on a tin,
I've run away from Grarrdma,

il: ltll lJ,1l,i'"- 
Grandpa,

And there and. then - gulp! - the Vixen gobbled up Kolo-
bok the Jotrnnycake.

I
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KOT I HOROS HKO RO L,t,I PE A

Once upon a tirne thet'c lived a rrtan and his wife, and thev
had si-r sons and onc. datLghter. One day the sons went out to
plow and asked their sister to bring them something to eat for
I lrnch.

"BLtt how shall I know where you are?" she asked.
"We'll make a track rvith the plowshare from our house to

the me.adolv -vonder. All vou have to do is tollow the furrorv aird
vou'll find us." thev said. and 1eft.

Nor,v, bevond that meadow, in a wood, lived a dragon. He
rolled up the furrorn'like some carpert, and spread his own one
right rrp to Lhe doors of his palace. When the girl set out with

the Iunch for her broLhers, she follor,ved the furrorv till she came
to the palace. And there irr tlie courtl.ard the dragon seized her.

Wlren the brotJrers returned home, they said crossiy to their
mottt er:

"We've been plowing all day, and you couldn't bring us
something t,o eat."

"What do you meani)" she said in astonishment. "Why,
Olenka left home early u,ith your lunch! I thought '"he'd be
coming back with you. But norv it seelns she's lost her \\'ay."

"Let's go and find her," said the brotlrers.
The six of them left and followed the furuow. 'fhev, too.

came to the dragon's palace, artd there they sau'their -si.'ter.
"Mv brothers, my poor brothers!" she cried. "\Mhere shall

I hide vou? When the dragon comes back he's sure to ea1

1'ou up!"
20
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Presently the dragon arrived.
"Well, well, it's human flesh I smell," he said. "Did you

come in peace, boys, or to fight me?"
"We came to fight you," they said.
"A1l right then. Let's go to the iron thrashing floor and fight

it out."
them
deep

T'hey did not fight long. The dragon struck the six of
down with one heavy blow, and then threw them into a
dungeon.

In tlre meanwhile, the man
their sons to return. One dav as
do her wash, she came ur.o=.
and ate it.

After some time a son was
Kotihoroshko Rollipea.

irorn to her, and they named him

and his wife waited in vain for
the woman rvent to the river to

a roliing pea. She picked it up

f:r
'.,.&.

i;{
.:.f'.'l
Eer

t' \-

E;}
,

tr,'rl;l'

The b,oy grew not b_v Lhe da}r, but, hv the iroul.. Once Lire
f ather and son were digging a well, and therr came to a. h uge
bouider. The father went to caii the neighbors to give hirn a

Lu+.{ in liftirg the bouider out of the r,vell-. Whiie ire was gone.
Roliipea pickeci up the boulder and threw i*u out of tlre r"iil as
if it rneighed nothing at ail" when the neighbors arriver'l ancl
saur what he had done, thev rvere aw,e-struck" The3, we]:e so
frightened by his strength tha+" thev wanted to kiil 

-hint. 
Anrj

witen he took that same boulder:. threw it up into the sky and
caught it in his hand. tirer.simply l'ied in lear.

Father and son went on digging the well tili they came to
a large piecg of iron. Roliipea prittea it out of the giou.d and
took it with him.

I** passed, and one da-v Rollipea asked his parents:
"Is it true that I had six broLirers and a sister?"
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"Yes, son," they said. "You irad six brothers and a sister."
And rhey toid him what had happened to them.
"Then I'll go and find them," he said.
"No, son, it's no use, don't go," his parents implored. "YouI'
brothers have been kiiled, so how can you do anything all
yoursel[?"
"No, I must go," he said. "Whabever happens, I must free

my kin."
I{e took the iron piece he had dug out of the well and went

to the smith.
"Make me a large cudgel from this," he said to him.
The smith got down to work and made him such a large

cudgel that he could hardly carry it out of the smithy. But
Rollipea easily s\vung the cudgel over his head and threw it
trigh up into the sky.

"l'11 go and take a nap," he said to his father. "\Make me
when the cudgel comes flying track to earth after twelve days."

He went and lay down. On the thirteenth day the cudgel
came flying down from the sky with a great roar. When the
father woke him, Roilipea jumped to his feet and stretched out
one finger in the path of the cudgel. When it hit his finger,
the cudgei broke in two.

"f{o, ihat's not the cudgel I rreed to free my brothers antl
sister with," he said. "I must have a better one."

He took the pieces to tlie smith and said:
"Here, reforge this into a cudgel which would suit me."
T'he smith made him a still bigger one. Rollipea took it and

threw it into the air as before and lav down to sleep for trn,elve
days. On the thirteenth day the cudgel came down from the sky
with a roar that made Lhe earth tremble. His parents woke him,
and he jumped to his feet and stretched out one finger in the
pabh of the descending cudgel. When it hit his finger, it bent
siightlv.

"lMeil, this one seems good enough to free my brothers and
sister with," he said. "Nlother, hake me some loaves of bread
and make me some biscuits for my journey."

He took the cudgel, the knapsack with the loaves and his-
cuits, made his fareweils, and left.

He follorved the track of the furrow which was hardiy
visible by now, and soon entered a wood. He went on and on
through the wood till he came to a large castle. He entered the
courtyard, walked through several halls, but the dragon was
nowhere to be seen. Only Oienka was at home.

"How do you do, maiden," said Roliipea.

['
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"How do you do. Why have you come here? When the
dragon appears, he's sure to eat you up."

"Well, maybe he won't" said Rollipea. "And r,vho are you?"
"I am the only daughter of my parents," she said. "When

the dragon seized me, rny six brothers came bo rescue rne and
died."

"Where are the.t,?" Rollipea asked.
"The dragon threr,v them into a dungeon, and

if they are living or dead!"
"Maybe I could free you?" said llollipea.
"How could you?" she said sorronfully. "Six

tried anci {ailecl. How couid you possibly do it all
"\Yell. we'11 see." said Rollipea.
I{e sat down on a windowsill and
Then the dragon came flying horne.

I don't know

have already
bv yourself?"

waited for the dragon.
As he enter:ed the castle,

he said:
"We11, weli. isn't it human flesh I smell?"
"You surel-v do." said Rollipea.
"Did you corne in peace, lacldie, or to fight me?" asked the

dragon.
"Peace r,vith you?!" cried Rollipea. "No fear, I came to

fight 3rou."
"A1l right then, 1el's go to the iron thrashing floor," said,

the dragon.
"Ali righl, tret's go!" said Rollipea.
Arriving there. the dragon said:
"Yo1r siart f irstl"

")\o, 1.ou starl first," said Roiiipea.

- The dragon hit Roilil)ea so hard tliat he pushed him ankle-
tleep into tlie iron thrashing fioor. llollipea ptrlled himseif out,
and srvung his cudgel with such migirt thaI he drove the dragon
jnLo the iron thrashing floor riqht up to his knees. The drafon
pulled himself out and hit Rollipea, driving hirn inLo the tlrrasli-
ing floor up to his knees. tsut when Roliipea hit the dr:agon
the second time, lie drove hirn in right up to his lvaist. and with
tlie tlrird ]:low- he tr<nocked the life out of him.
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Then he wenl to the deep dark dungeon and released his
brothers who w'ere alrnost dead bv lhat tirne. He took his six
brothers and his sistcr, along with all the gold and silr'er that
there was in lire dragon's castle, and led tlic way home.

Ilut he did not tell thal. her was Lheir brother. They rn'alked
and walked for a long time, and then sat down under an oak
tree Lo rest. Ilollipea was verv tired after the baltle, and soon
fe[1 asleerlr. in the meanwhile, his brothers were talking things
oYer:

"l?eople rvili surt'ly latrglr at tr-s rvhen thoy lind oul Lhat, tlre
six o{ ui couldn'L gel lhe better of the dragon, arrd lhis little
sqriirt did il alortc. And besidcs. it's most likely ire'1l keeir all
tire dragon's ricltes fot' himself""

After mttclr argtrmont the5' flg6ided that rn'hiitr ire ll.as fast
asleep thev'd l.ie him Lo tlic oak tr:ee rn'itit s1,urd1'ropes. and
lerave [rim at Lhe rnercy of Lhe wild bcasts.

And so theri tied trim to lhe trec, and lef 1,.

llollipea {li.t trot Ieej a tlring during lris sioep. Hc -qlept
thr:ouglr l-1re dev atLd l,irrrtis[i l]re night, artd rl'iietr lie ar,vokc lie:

{ound him-.l,ll bt-'rind tr.i liit i,reo. }lc gave sttci: a rnigill-v ivrernch
that iie uprooLecl [,ite tret. aruri hoisting it on iii,q -qhou]riet'slartcd
homew-arri.

A-q he airrri'o;rciied [i,t iic}use. hc htard hi.. tlrq-rtitr:r: as-king
their rncilirei'.

"Did r.ot: have anl ruiiit, r-rlliirit'ori al'te-r' u,e urenl &l\'a-i J''
"(){ coul'st,.'' sirr,r saici. "'\\:u liai'e artotiref soi-i. h'oi.iiroro-'rlito

Rollipea is hrs: Iranl,-i. fir,s g*nr-r Lr: iiitci vou ilncl iree loii.'
"f)h T,orrilt. s() it's hin: \v{: t'ol)ori it; thi.l ir"erel" lirt br<-,tirel's

gasped. "],et,'.i t"llri tilert. a: 1a-ui [1]: rrt e-: Cilir illil. iiliLtc iiim."
I{ealing- tiil,.. iiolitltei' g{ti ver\i ai}fr"-1.'a(rii itrtritd iiic oak

tr'ee agailrsL the housc. ntrat'ir -qttatl{lltiIig 1tr [t, ltiei:es"
"Ali rigirt" ii Lliat's rvirat )rou ar'+,'. ]'ii g'.i ttttl iitio the big

rvide world."
And srvinging liis crlugei onto

village.
iii.q siii.ruloel. lie l+:ii iti-. honter

As ire u.alkeci, he sau' a mottntair lr
tain on thc olher. and hetrn'or.rn tircrnt i,
[trem apart rvilh his fr:e[, aitd iti-q ilatrd-".

"God irelp!" saicl Roiiiirea.
"Ali Jraiil" said the rnan"
"What are you doing?"
"I'm pushing the mountains aside to srake rA,a\'."
"And where are -vor.t bound for?" asked Rollipea.
"Happiness to seek."
"That's what I'm doing too. \Yhat's your name?"

ruii- sicr anrl a. ilt0uit-
]']ialr \\,itLi u.as liusiring

['
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"Vernihora Heavahill, and yours?"
"Kotihoroshko Rollipea. Let's go Logether!"
"A11 right!"
As they walked on, thev saw a man in a wood swinging his

trands left and right, and with every sweep he uprooted several
oak trees.

"God help!" lhev said.
"All hail!"
"Wliat are you doing?"
"Uprooting trees to make more space."
"And where are \rou bound for?"
"Happiness to seek."
"That's the same thing we're doing. What's your nanle?"
"Vernidub Turnanoak, and vours?"
"I'm Kotihoroshko Rollipea and this is Vernitrora Heava-

[ri]]. Join us!"
"All right!"
As tlie three of them walked on, they sa\,' a man u,ith hugc

whiskers standing on a rir.er bank. When ire trvirtred one of iris
whisker-.. tlie rn,aLers parted mai<ing a dry passage across the
bottom o{ the river'"

"God heip!" thev sairl.
"Ail hail!"
"\\Ihal aro you doing?"
"Making the river fiorn' ltack so I can cross it."
"And w-hore are you hound for?"
"Haupiness to seek."
"Tilat'-q tirc saryie tiring \ve'r€] doing. Whal's vour name?"
"Krutivus \4rhiriawhisker, and what's you]:.r?"
"l'm Kotihoroshiro Roliipea. t?iis is Vernihora lieavairill.

and this is Verniduh Turnanoak. lVouid vou iike to,1oin us?"
"Oh v*.. with plea-"ure."
'fhei: r,elrt orr, and ihe. going \,'as so eas-v for theni, iiecause

urheri mountains slood in tkreir: u,.a1, Heavahiltr pusired t,hern
aparl. and when tiir'r- came rlj)Llrr a w-ood, 'Xurnanoak uprooted
the trees, anri rn'hen a rir,'er oirslructed their path, Whiria-
rn'hisker made the waters part. Soon they enterecl"a iargr, irlrest
and came upon a little cottage in it. The.y- entered the cottage"
but there was nobodv home.

"Weii. rn'e'll sJrend the rriqht here," said Roliipea.
\\rhen they rose next morning, Rotlipea said:'
"You, Heavairili, sta-y irorne and rnake us something io eat,

u'hile u,e'il go hunting for game."
Fleavahiil s'tarted rnaking ther dinner. and when it rvas reaclv,

he lay down to sleep.
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Presently someone knocked at the door.
"Let me in!"
"What kind of a lord are you, open the door yourself," said

Heavahill.
The door opened and someone said:
"Help me over the threshold, will ye!"
"What kind of a lord are you, crawl over it yourself."
And there a iittle old man with a beard trailing six feet

behind him crawled over the threshold into the cottage. The
next moment he grahbed hold of [Ieavahill's hair and hung ]rim
on a nail in the wall. 'fhen he ate and drank everything lhat
there was in the cotbage, tore a strip of skin off Heavahill's
back, and left.

Heavahill twitched and rvriggled on the nail. Finally, he
managed to free himself by loosing a good tuft of hair, and
hastily got a meal of sorts together. When his friends returned,
he was just finishing making the dinner.

"Why are you late with bhe dinner?" they asked.
"Well, you see, I dosed off a bit."
They ate of the food and went to sieep. Come rnorning,

Roilipea said:
"Now, Turnanoak, you stay home, while we'li go hunting

for game."
After they left, Turnanoak made the dinner, and when it

was ready, he iay down to sleep.
Presently someone knocked ab the door.
"Let me in!"
"What kind of a lord are you, open the door yourself," said

Turnanoak.
"HeIp me over the threshold, w-ill ye!" someone said.
"What kind of a lord are you, crawl over it yourself."
And there a little old man with a beard trailing six feet

behind him crawled over the threshold into the cottage. The
next moment he grabbed hold of Turnanoak's hair and hung
him on the nail in the wall. Then he abe and drank everything
tlial there was in bhe cottage, tore a strip of skin off 'l'urnan-
oak's back, and left.

Turnanoak twitched and wriggled on the nai1. Finally, he
managed to get down, and hastened to get a rneal of sorts
logether. He had hardlv finished, when his friends returned.

"Why are you late with the dinner," they asked.
''Well, you see, I took a little nap..."
But Heavahill kept his tongue: he suspected what irad hap-

pened.

['
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On the third day Whirlawhisker stayed home, and tlie same
thing betell him.

"What a bunch of lazybones you are!" said Rollipea. "We11,
tornorrow I'll stay at home and you three go hunt for game."

So the next morning they went to hunt, while Rollipea
stayecl behind. He made the dinner and lay down to rest.

Presently someone banged on the door and shouted:
"Open up!"
"Wait a minute, I'il open right away," said Rollipea.
He went and opened the door and there before him stood

the little old man u,'ith tlie beard trailing six feet behind him.
"HeIp me over the threshold!" he said.
Roilipea helped him over the threshold. No sooner had he

done so than the little oid man slarted pushing and shoving
Roliipea.

"H.y, what's the idea?" said Rollipea surprised.
"You'ii see w-hat the idea is," said the little old man and

r:eached for Rollipea's hair. He was about to grab hold of it
when Rollipea seized the little old man's long beard.

He picked up an ax, dragged the old man by his beard to
an oak tree, split, it, tucked the beard into the crack, pulled the
ax out, and left ttre little old man u'ith his beard pinched in
the crack.

"If that's how you repay my hospitaiitl,. you oid codger"
you'll have to sit liere and cooi off till I come back," said Roi-
1ipea.

t{e went into the cottage, and found his friends alreativ
there.

"Is dinner ready?" thev wanted to know.
"Of course," said Rollipea.
After they had eaterl, Hollipea said:
"Now let's go outside and I'll slrow you something you've

never seen in rrour life before!"
He led thern to the oak tree. But the oak tree was gone and

so was the little oid rnan: he had puiled the tree oul by tire
roots and made off. Rollipea tolcl his friends what had hap-
pened, and they, on their part,. told him how the little olti man
had hung them on the nail in the wall and torn strips of skin
oIf their backs.

"l didn't think he rn,as so wily," said Rollipea. "Let's go and
search f or him."

They foliowed Lhe lraii the little oid man had left dragging
the oak, ancl soon carne to a deep, fathomiess hole. Said Rol-
lipea:

"Heavahill, ciimb down there!"
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"Let the deuce take him!" he said.
_W.il,Turnanoak, what about you?" said Rollipea.
But Turnanoak refused, and so did Whirlawtrisker.

_ "Since you don't want to climb down," said Rollipea, ,,I,ll
do ilmyself. Come on, let's all braid a rope."

They made a long, long rope. Rollipea took hold of one end,
and commanded:

"Lower me down!"
_ Jhey lowered him down for a iong, long tirne tiil he reached

the bottom right in the nether w-orld. Rollipea wandered aboul
{or some time tiil he came to a iarge paiacL. Inside the palace
shone and, glittered and sparkled wiih gold and precio,rs sio.res.
He went through the chambers and catire upon a prirrc.=s rnore
beautiful than any the world had ever seen.

"Oh, oh!" she cried. "What brings you here?',

" ."1'T io.o|lng for a little old man with a beard trailing six
feot behind him," said Ilollipea.

"Oh yes," she said, "theie is such a little old man here. Ftrc
is. busy {igh! norl lrying to free hi"q beard. I)on,[ you go near
him or eise he'Il kill you like he dirl so manv befoie." "

''No, he \.on't do that," said Rollipea, ,;for it was I r,vho
got \l: beard pinched in that oak t,ee. And what are you doing
here?"

"I'm a Princess," she said. "This little old man stoie me and
ire's keeping me prisoner here."*I'11 free you," said Rollipea. "Show me where he is.',

She led him bo the old man. B), the time, however, he hatl
alrc.ady freed his beard. Upon seeing Rollipea, he asked:

"Did vou come in peace, or to fight me?',
"In_peace? Hard_iy," sa-id Rgilipea. "I've come to fight vou."

. 4"d th_ey_started to fight. They fought and the, foight; andin the end Rollipea got the berter oithe littre old dan'and
killed him with his cudgel. Then Roliipea and the princess col-
lected all .the. gold and precious stones into three sacks, and
went to the hole through which ire had descended into the
nether rn,orld.

. _ 
"H.y, brothers, are you still Lhere?,, Rollipea shoutecl frorn

beiow.

l_Yes, we are!" they responded.
He tied one sack to the rope and tugged it for them to pull

up, shouting:
"That's for you !"

. They pulled it ,p and lowered the rope once again. He tied
the second sack to it. and shouted:

"And that's )rorrrs, too!"
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He gave away the third sack to them as well, and then tied
the Priicess to the rope and shouted from below:

"And that's for me."
Up she went, and now it was Rollipea's [urn [o be pull-

ed out.- 
But his friends decided otherwise. why should we puil him

out, they thought, let the Princess be ours as well. We'll pull
him haliway and then let him drop to his death.- 

Roliip.ul ho**rer, smelled a rat, so he tied a large boulder
to the rope instead of himself, and shouted:

"Now, pull me up!"
They'p.,tt.a the'boulrler halfwaY, al they had ag-reed. and

then let, gb of the rope, and - bang! - the stone hit the bottom
rn'ith a thud.

"Now I see whaI sort of friends you are!" shouted Rollipea
in a rage from beiow.

Thele was nothing for it but to go wandering about .the
nether world then. Hl wandered about for some time, u'hen
suddenly dark clouds covered the sky and heavy rain and hail
poured do*r,. Roilipea hid beneath _an oak tree, and there he

heard little griffins squeaking in their nest in the branches.
He climbed rlp the tree and covered thery with his coat. When
the rain stopped, a large griffin, the father of the httle- fledg-
lings, arrived. Seeing iha"t they were covered and saf e and
sound, he asked:

"Who was it that covered You?"
"We'll tell you if you won't eat him." they said'
"I won't," he said.
"There'S a man beneath the Oak, he was the one rn'ho Cot'er-

ed us."
The griffin flew down to Rollipea-lld said:
"Tell"me what can I do for )rou. I'11 give you anything you

wish. This is the first time I found my children safe and sound.
Every time I leave my fledglings a rainstorm breaks loose and

they drown in their nest."""Carry 
me to the otiler rn'orld," said RoliiPea.

"That"'s a very big request!" said the griffin. "But 
_ai1 rigltt,

fly we must. TakL along with you six vats of meat and six vats
oi water. During flight *hen I turn my he-ad bo the r_isht throw
a piece of meatlnto"my rnouth, and r,vhen I turn my head to the
leit, give me Some water to drink, otherwise I won't manage
to carry you to the other world."

Roliipea took six vats of meat and six vats of water, climbed
onto the griffin's back, and they flew away. Every time the
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griffin turned his head to the right, Rollipea threw him a piece
of meat, and when he turned his head Lo the left, he gave him
some water to drink. They flew for a long time in this way.
They _had almost reached the other world when the griffin
turned his head to the right, but alack! there was not a lingle
piece of meat left in the vat. so ltoliipea without much ado cut
a chunk of flesh out of his leg and thrern it into the griffin's
lr9uk. They arrir.ed in the other world, and the griffii asked
him:

"That was a tasty piece of meat you gave me in the end,
what was it?"

Rollipea showed liirn his mangied leg and said:
"That's where it came from."
The griffin coughed up the piece of flesh, fiew away to fetch

:om.e.healing water, placed the bit back in its place, sprinkred
it with water, and [he leg rras as good as before.-

The griffin flew bacli home, wJrile Rollipea went to seek his
treacherous friends. Ttrey were now living ln the palace of the
Princess' father, quarreling and fighting "ail the time, because
each one of them wanted to marry []re Piincess.

. when Rollipea appeared, they were frightened out of their
wits.

"Now, my dear brothers," said Rollipea. "Since you betrayed
me so meanly, I shall punish you as you deserve."

And he did as he promised.

^ Rollipea married 
-the 

Princess and thev lived happily ever
after.
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Nlan),. many ).ears ago, [o1g before the tirne-q that rve ca,
cali lo rrrir.,l, Long befo.e orr lathers and grandfather-q rvere

trorn into this rvor"ld, there lived a poor man and hi-q rvile ri'ho

haci just one sonl and he was not fike a real son -should be lo
his parents. So iazy u,as tliat firstling of theirs. that tlrert' ale

no words to describe it. He would noi do anything btrt lie dal-

in ancl clay out on tfre oven, sifting the drying rnillet throuq'h
Itis fingert. Hu was alrnost twenty years old, .but .volr corLlcl rtot

bring iiinr dorvn from the oven. If he lvas given something to

eat. lie ate, if not, he went rvithclul food.
"What shall we do wi[h }'ou, son?" his father ancl rnothe'r'

cornplained. "Other children are a g[qLt help to their llalents'
btrt you only eat our bread for nothing!"

ilut he paid no heed to tireir w-ords, sifting the nrillet
Llirough his fingers all the while. Nor.v, when ^ !o--t is fire.ol
si-r ye"ars oirl he already goes around in pants.an{ tlies to gir t
a heiplng hand to his pa)1ents. Bnt thal lazv btrm u'zts aireai'l)-

reaclti,rgito the ceiling, yel he had no pants ror did he lilt liis
Iiltie finger to do something in the household.

'l'[re iiarertts rn'ere in distress, and one day t]re lnothet':airl
to the father:

ir,
'.:l=

"What do you intend to do with hil1r? He's come of age_I]oN,
yet that lout Lan'l clo a thing. What if yoLr send. hini to leat'n

io-. tracle maybe other people could make sornething.of hinr?"
They put their heads to[et]rer, a1d shortlr,- af ter tlie father'

apprenticua ni* to a tailor.-He stayed there three or four davs

urrd .u, away, came home, climbed on the oven atrd [a.'u about
the whole day as before.'fhe father gave irim a g_ood drr-rbbing
[hereupon. r.bid"d hirn, and hired hinr out to a cobhler'. ]lut he
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ran away from him, too. 'l'he father gave him a sound drul:bing
and sent him to a blacksmith. And there, too, he did not sta!
long.

"What am I to do now?" complained the father hopelessly.
"There is but one thing ieft. I'll take that good-for-noihing io
arrother czardom, maybe there somebody wiu take liim Int,o
service and he won't be able to run away."

The next day thev set out on the jouiney.
_ They walked and they walked till they-entered a forest. So
dark and dense was it that they could see neither the ground
under their feet nor the sky over their heads.

seeing a charred tree-stump by the footpath, the f ather said:"I'm a bit tired and u.ill rest for a whiie.',
, "Oh! it's only now I feei how done up I am," he said, sitting
down on the stump.

No sooner had he uttered these words than out from unrier
the stump crawled an old dwarf, with a wrinklecl face and a
green beard reaching right to his knees.

"What do you want bf me, man?" asked tlie dwarf.
The old man started in surprise. where could that creature

have come from? he wondered.'
"I didn't call vou," he said. "Begone!',
"lvhat do you mean you didn'i call me?" said the drvarf.

"You did, I heard you."
"Who are you anyvu,ay?" asked the man.

.. _"I am Oh, the. King of this forest," replied the dwarf. ,,Why
did vou call me?"

"Be off with you. I never called you!', said the man.
"Yes, vou did," insisted the dwari. ,,you said ,Oh!",
"I said it because I rvas very tired."
"Where are vou bound for?'; askecl Oh.
"Into the wide, wide world, that's were I'm going," said the

man. "I'm.taking 
_my son to hire orit to somebody, fraybe orher

people will teach him some trade, because back"home I u,ould
no sooner apprentice him to a craftsmarr than he'd nlrl away
from him."

"JVhy^n9.t_give him to me? I'll teach him some things,,' said
the dwarf. "But I'li take him only on one condition, ii yo.,
recognize liim when you come for him in a year's tirne, you can
take him with..you,_ if_ not, he'll stay with me for anoth.i yuu..""All right," said the man.
. Tl.l they' shook hands on it, clra,k a glass or two to sealthe deal, and the man went home, whil6 oh took the ilt-

with him.
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oh led him into the nether world, to a green cottage covered.

with reeds. In that cottage everything was green: the walls
were green, the benches were green, Oh's wife was green. and
.o *.i" his children; in a woi'd, everything was green there.
Oh had wood nymphs for servants, and they, too, were green
like rue.

"Sit down, servant," said Oh, "and have something to eat."
The nymphs brourght him the food, and ... it also was green:

he ate of iL.
"Now then, servant," said Oh, "go and chop some rvood and

pile i[ ,p."' The 
-boy 

went away. Whether he chopped the u-ood or not
we do not know, but when Oh came out to see hou' he u'as
doing, he found him fast asleep. Oh ordered then for some u,ood
to be brought, put the tied-up servant on top of it, and set it
afire. The 

-servhnt was reduced to ashes. Oh picked up the
ashes and scattered them to the winds. Then he took one of the
Iittle coals that had fallen out of the ashes ancl sprinkled it
with living water, and lo and behold! the servant came back to
life, but this time he was somewhat livlier and comlier lhan
before.

Oh again ordered him to go and chop some wood, and again
the servint dozed off. Oh burned him to ashes, then revir,ed him
with living water to a nicer looking lad than_ anyone ._or!+
imagine. But stilt there was no change for the better. and Oh
had to burn him a third time. One of the coals he sprinkled
with living water, and instead of the lazy, sleepy lad there stood
a strong and manly Cossack, too handsome for mere u'ords to
describe.

A year passed, and the father set off for his boy. In the
forest he found the charred tree-stump, sat down on it and said:

"oh !"
Immediately Oh crawled out from below.
"Hail to voir, man," he said.
"Hail to you, Oh."
"What do you want of me?" asked Oh.
"I've conre for mv son," the man replied.
"Ail right, come aiong. If you recognize him, he's yours, if

not, he'll stay with me for another year."
The man then followed Oh. When they came to his cottage,

Oh took a measure of millet, spilled it on the ground, and a

host of roosters appeared.
"Well, identify-which one of them is your son," said Oh.
The man looked and looked, but he could not tell the dif-

ference between ther roosters - they seemed all alike to him.
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"Since you didn't recognize your son," said Oh, "I'm afraid
I'll have to keep him for another year."

The man went home.
Another year passed, and again he went to Oh. He sat down

on the stump and said:
"oh!"
Oh came out to him.
"LeL's go," he said, and led him into a sheepfold full of rams,

one like the other. The man looked and he looked, but identify
his son he could not.

"Well, if that's the case you can go home," said Oh. "Your
son will stay with me for another year."

The man went home brokenhearted.
When the third year passed, he again went to see Oh. On

his way he met a man all in white and his hair white as milk.
"Hail to you, rnan!"
"And hail to you!"
"Where are you going?"
"I'm on my way to Oh to free my son," he replied.
"What do you mean to free...?"
"Well, it so happened that...," arld the man told the white

oldster how he gave his son to Oh and on what condition.
"That's quite an evil plight vou're in, he'll pull your ieg for

a iong time yet."
"I've corne to realize that myself," said the man, "but what

can I do? Maybe you could teli me how to identify my son?"
"Yes, I can!" said the oldster.
"I beg of you, tell me how to do it! Although he has not

been much of a son to me he still is my own flesh and blood."
"Listen to me," said tlie oldster. "When you come to Oh,

he'll show you a flock of pigeons. Now, choose the one which
will be sitting under a pear tree pruning its feathers. That will
be your son."

The man thanked the oldster nicely and went on. When he
came to the stump, he said:

"oh!"
In no time Oh was by his side and led him to his forest

kingdom. FIe took a measure of wheat, scattered it on the
ground and called the pigeons. A huge flock of them descended,
and every one looked like the other.

"Identify your son," said Oh. "If you're right, he's yours,
if not, he's mine."

All of the pigeons were
which sat all by itself under
its feathers.

pecking a[ the wheat, except one
a pear tree, ruffling and pruning
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"That's my son!"
"Well, you're right. That being so, you can have him."
Oh took the pigeon, tossed it from hand to hand, and Io! it

turned into such a beautiful lad, so handsome the world had
never seen the like before. The father was overjoyed, he em-
braced his son and kissed him, and both of them were glad to
be reunited.

"Let's go home, son," said the father, and they left Oh's
Kingdom.

On their way the father asked how he had fared at
place, and the son told hirn about it in great detail. 'Ihen
father told him in what poverty he had been left to live the

oh's
the
rest

of his life, while the son listened.
"What shall we do now, son?" asked the father. "You're

poor- and I'm poor. You've been in service for three years, yet
you haven't earned anything."

. -"Don't you woruy, father, everything will be all right," he
said. "See those noblemen fox hurrtingl I'ii turn into a grey-
hound and run down the fox. The lords will want to buy me off
you. Sell me for three hundred rubles, but without the collar,
mind you. And we'll have money to live on."

A5 they walked on, thev saw the hounds running after a
fox. Just when it, seemed they would get it, the fox escaped their
fangs. In an instant the son turned into a hound, made chase
after the fox and ran it down.

'lI. that your hound?" asked the noblemen galloping out
of the forest.

"Yes!"
"It's a good hound, sell it to us."
"You can buy it."
"How much do you want for it?"
"Three hundred rubles without the coliar."
"We don't need that collar, we'il make him a gilded one.

Take one hundred for your hound."
"No!"*All right, here's your price, and give us the hound."
They counted out the money, took the hound and went on

hunting. They turned the hound loose. It ran after another fox
right into the forest; there it turned back into a man and
rejoined the father.

"That bit of money won't help us much," said the father""It'li be. just enough to buy some odds and ends and repair
the hut."

"Don't you worry, father, we'll get some more," said the
son. "There will be some noblemen hunting quails with

oa
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a falcon in these par[s. I'll turn into a falcon and they will want
to brrv me. Seil me for three hundred rubles as you did last
t,ime, but without the hood."

As Lhev walked across a plain, they saw s-ome noblemen
casting a falcon after a quail. The falcon dashed hard to reach
the qu1il, but every time the game eluded it. The son turned
into a lalcon and soon clawed the quaii.

"Is that your falcon?" asked the noblemen who ltad seen
it all.

"Yes."
"Sell it to us."
"Buy it if you like."
"How much do 11611 want for it?"
"If you'll give me three hundred rubles it's yours, but with-

out the hood."
"We'll make him a hood of brocade."
After a short bargain they gave him the money and let

loose the falcon after another quail. The falcon flew straighi
to the forest, turned into a lad again and rejoined his father'

"Now we're sort of rich," said Lhe father.
"You just wait and see how much more we'li have," said the

son. "When we arrive at a fair, I'll turn into a stallion and
you'il sell me. Ask for one thousand rubles, but don'l sell the
halter."

When they entered the town, they soon found themselves in
the hustle and bustie of the fair. The son changed into a stal-
lion, and rvhat a stallion thaI was! - beautiful and mett]esome,
a demon of a horse! As the father led it by the halter, it pranc-
ed gracefully and its hooves struck sparks from the ground.
A throng of buyers surrounded them at once, and the bargain
began.

"A thousand rubies and he's yours," said the man, "bttt
without the halter."

"You can keep that halter," said the buyers. "We'11 make
him a silver one. Five hundred rubles for the horse. Is it
a deal?"

"No," the man said, standing his ground.
Just then a Gypsy, blind of one eye, approached him.
"How much do you ask for that horse?"
"One thousand rubles without the halter."
"Eh, that's quite a pretty price you charge, man. I'11 take

hirn for five hundred together with the halter."
"No, no deal," said [he man.
"All right, six hundred then!"
And a-heated bargain followed. The Gypsy wrangled and
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wrangied, but the man firmly heid his own and the horse did
not change hands.

"A1i righ[, man." said the Gypry, "you've got the better of
me, take one thotisand for both horse and halter."

"No, Gypsv. the halter's mine!"
"Listen, nlan, when did you ever hear of buying a horse

without a halter? Why, I wouldn't be able even to lead it
away..."

"f)o r,vhatever you like, but the halter's mine, and that's
that," said the man.

"Listen, I'il pay an extra five rubles, only let me have the
haiter."

That halter isn't worth half a dozen coppers, and the Gyp.y
offers me five rubles for it, thought bhe man, and went and gave
it away. Then they clirrched the bargain with a drink, and the
man went home with the money, while the Gypsy rode off.
But that was no[ a Gypsy really, it was Oh who 

-had 
changed

himself into a Gyp=y.
The stallion carried Oh on and on - higher than the trees

and lower than the clouds. From the biue vonder they descend-

39



to his wife.
At noontime Oh took the stallion by the halter and led it to

a river to water. No sooner did the stallion reach for the waber
with its muzzle, than it turned into a perch and darted away-
Oh, on his part, did not think twice and turned into a pike and
gave chase to the perch. But when he caught up with it, the

[erch stuck out its-spiky fins and turned its taii to Lhe pike so

it could not gobble it up.
"Perchy,-dear little-perchy," said the pike, "turn your heacl

toward me so I might have a chat with you."
"If you want to have a chat with me," replied the perch,

"I can pretty well hear you as f am."
Anci again the percir took off and the pike follorn''ed him in

hot pursuit.
"Perchy, dear iittie perchy," said the pike whenever it came

close enough, "turn your head torvard Ine so I migirt have a

chat with .you!"
The perch, sticking out its bristlirrg fins, said:
"If rrou want to have a chat with me I can pretty u'el1 hear

you as I am!"" 
And again the perch took off. The chase went on for a long

time, but the pike could not ge[ the better of the perch.
Swimming close to the shore, the perch saw- a Czarevna

tioing her wash. The perch changed itseif into a garnet ring.in
a gold setting. The Ciarevna noticed it and fished it out of the
water.

Overjoved at the find, she rvent home and said to her

ed into the forest to Oh's Kingdom. Oh
the stable and went into his cottage.

"That son of a dog didn't escape from

led the slallion into

me after all," he said

I've found."
she tried to decide rvhat

a foreign merchant
Oh w'ho had chang-
to meet him.

fath er:
"Take a iook at the beautiful ring
As her father admired the ring,

finger to put it on, it rn'as so Lreauti{ul!
Shortly after the Czar was informed that

was seeking his audience (in fact, that was
ed himself into a merchant). The Czar went

"What do you want?" the Czar asked.
"You see," said Oh, "I was on a ship sailing home to my

country, bringing a garnet ring to my King. But, unfortunately,
it fell out of my hands into the water... Has anyone in your
Czardom perchance found it?"

"Yes, my daughter found it," the Czar repiied.
He called his daughter, and Oh started to beg and to plead

with her to give him back his ring, saying that if he did not
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bring it to his King it would be the end of him! But the Cza-
revna would not surrender the ring! Then the Czar hirnself in-
lervened.

really be

0h. "only

"Give that ring to the mall," he said, "for he'll
rrery unhappy on our account."

"You can have anything you ask for." pleaded
give me back my ring."

"Since I can't keep it," said the Czarevna, "it shall be
neither yours nor mine." And with these words she threu, the
ring hard on the floor. No sooner did it touch the floor it broke
up into thousands of millet grains. In a trice oh turned himself
into a rooster and hastily started pecking up the grains. He
pecked and he pecked till he had pecked them all. But one
little millet grain had rolled under thi czarevna's foot, and that
he did not see. After the rooster had cleared the whole floor
of the grains, it took wing and'flew out of the window.

The little millet seed lurned into such a beautiful lad that
the Czarevna feli in love with him right there and then, and
implored th-e czar and czarina to give-her in marriage to him.
- "I.1'.. only _with him that I'11 b; happy for the r-est of my
days," she said, so hard did she fall for him.

The Czar sat there frowning for a long time. How could he
give his only daughter in mariiage to a Iad of low estate. He
sought counsel, and then gave tliem his hlessing. The whole
world was invited to the great wedding feast. I was there, too,
drank mead and wine, and what did no[ reach my mouth flowed
down in streams along my beard - that's why it has turned
so white.

a



In the meanwhile the little rnice rvere singing and dancing
and fooling around, happy at the thought that very soon there
would be a gorgeous feast.

When tlie cbokies were ready, [he rooster took them out of
the oven and put [hem on the table to cooi. In a jiffy t]re rnice
were at the table, sniffing and twilching their whiskers - the
rooster did not have to call theur.

"Oh, am I hungry!" squeaked Twist.
"Me too, Iike a bear!" squeaked Turn.
And quickly they took their places at the table.
"Wait a minute!" said the rooster. "First of all, teil me who

1'orrnd the wheat-ear?"
"You did!" the mice exclaimed loudly.
"And who threshed it?" asked tlte rooster.
"You did," replied tlie mice in subdued voices.
"Who took it to the mill?"
"You did," whispered Trrv-ist and 'I'urn.
"And who kneaded the dough? Who made the fire in the

oven? Who baked the cooliies?"
"You did all that," repiied the mice under their breath.
"Now what did ;rou do?"
What could the mice reply? Nothing. Slowly thev crawled

down from tlieir stools, and the roosler did not even think of
holding them. Why should he treat those lazybones to his
lovely, crispy cookies?



THE MAGIC EGG

Once upon a time the Lark was Czar over ail the birds, and
he had a Mouse for a wife, who was Czarina over the beasts.
They had their own plot of land which they sowed with wheat.
When harvest time came, they started to divide their yield
between them. Afler the sharing, one grain was left over. Said
the Mouse:

"Let it be mine."
To which the Lark replied:
"No, let it be mine."
They argued and argued about it. They should have sought

counsel from someone superior to them, but there was no one
whom they could ask for advice, for there was no one superior
to them. So the Mouse said:

"Very well, if that's the case I'll bite the grain in two."
Czar Lark agreed to such an arrangement. But no sooner

did the Mouse take the grain into her teeth than off she scam-
pered into her lrole. Czar Lark grew angry at such deceit and
called all the birds to take vengeance on the Mouse, whiie the
Mouse summoned all the beasts, and war broke out. lVhenever
the beasts swept into ihe woods to destroy the birds, the birds
took to the trees and from there assaiied the beasts, clawing
and pecking them on the rving. Thus the battie raged the rvhole
day, and by evening everyone went to rest. During t,he fray
Czarina Mouse noticed that the ants had not joined battle, and
she had them called to irer. As they came crawling toward
evening, she ordered them to ciimb the trees at night and
nibble all the feathers off the birds' rvings.

At dawn next dav lhe Czarina commanded:
"Come on, all of you, to battle!"
As the birds began to rise, they helplesslv fe}l to the grouncl

where the beasts tore them to pieces. Thus Czarina Mouse de-
feated Czar Lark.

During the battle, however, one eagle saw that something
-was wrong and he did not fly from the tree. Presently an archer
came by, and seeing the bird on its perch took an aim at it.
But the eagie started to plead in a human voice:

"Do not kill me, good man, I might stand you in good
slead."

The archer aimed a second time, and the eagle pleaded
again:
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"Do not kill me, better take me down and keep me and
I shall stand you in good stead."

But tlie archer aimed the third time, and the eagle begged
him most piteously:

"I beg of you not to kill me, kind man, but take me with
you and I will stand you in good stead."

The archer took pity on the bird, climbed the tree, took the
eagle down, and carried him to his home. And there the eagle
said to him:

"Take me into your cottage and feed me with meat until my
wings grow again."

Now, the man had two cows and one steer. He immediately
slaughtered one of the cows and fed its meat to the eagie for
a whole year. At the end of the year the eagle said:

"Let me loose so I may fly and see whether my wings have
grown."

The man let him loose. The eagle swept into the sky and
circled there tili noon. When he returned, he said to the man:

"I have not enough strength yet, siaughter your other cow
for me."

The man did as he was asked. The eagle fed on [he rneat
for yet another year.'fhen again he soared into the sky ancl
stayed there almost the whole day. By evening he returned ancl
said to the man:

"Slaughter the steer for me as well."
The man was loath to do this, but finally he said:
"Be what ffi&)., I've lost more tJran that in rny life."
And he $'ent and siaughtered the steer. The eagle fed on

lhe meat for another year, and when he flern' into the sky he
reached right up to the highesb ciouds.

Back on earth, he said to the man:
"I thank you greatly for rvhat you have done for rne; climb

on my back and I will lift you up into the skv."
"Will it be safe lor me?"
"Come, climh on my back!"
The man did so.
The eagle carried hirn up to the clouds and there he shook

him off lris back. I)ornn went the man, but the eagle did not let
him fall to the grorrnd and clutched him wi[h iris c]ar.vs in
the air.

"Wliat did you feel
the man.

"I felt more dead than

when you were falling?" lie asked

alive," ire replied.
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"'Ihat's exactly how I felt when you aimed at me that first
tilne," said the eugl.. "Now climb on my back again'"

This was the Teast the man wanted to do, but he obeyed.

The eagle carried him up and up, right into the clouds,- and

there hE shook him off liii back. The man went headlong dou'n

to the earth, but again the eagle caught him in the nick
of time.

"What clid you feel this time?" asked the eagle.
"I felt as if my bones were falling apart."
"That's exactly how I felt when you aimed at me the second

time," said the eagle. "Now climb on my back once more'"
lihe man did so. The eagie carried him up and up and up

beyond the highest clouds,- and there he shook him of f his
fack. Down *ui.rt the man, hurling like a stone, but the eagle
scooped him up just before he touched ground.

'iA.nd what did you feel now?" askecl the eagle.
"It was as if I had passed arn'ay altogether."
"That's exactly how I felt when you aimed at me the third

time," said the eagle. "Now- we are quits - you 9\'e Pq nothing
and I owe you nolhing. So sit down on my back and I rvill fl"v

you to my home."" Theyil"* o., and on tili they carne to the eagle's uncle.
"Go to my uncle," said the eagle, "and when he asks -vou

whether yo, har. seen his nephew, tell him you will bring hini
before hii eyes if he gives you the magic egg.-"

So the man wentlo the eagle's uncle and the eagle's uncle
asked him:

"Did you come witlingly or unwillingly?"
"A good Cossack always comes of his own will." the mat't

replied.- "Have you heard anything about my nephew? It's three
years ,ro* he has gone to $'ar, and we have not heard of him
since..."

To which the man replied:
"If you give me the magic egg, I will bring him before )-our

eyes."- ('I'd rather never see him again than give you the magic
egg," he was toid.-*When the man came back to the eagle, he said:

"Your uncle told me that he'd rather never see you again
than give me the magic egg."

"All right," said the eagle, "let us fly further."
And they flew on and on till they came to the eagle's broth-

er. There, too, the man replied to the query in the same manner,
but the magic egg he did not get.
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Then they flew to the eagle's father.
"Go to him," said the eagle, "and should he ask you about

me, tell him that you know mv whereabouts and will bring me
before his eyes."

When the man came to the eagle's father, he was asked:
"Did you corre willingly or unwillingly?"
"A good Cossack always comes of his own rn'ill," replied

the man.
"Have you seen our son perchance? It's the fourth summer

since he's been gone. He went to war somewhere, and, maybe.
he got killed there..."

"I have seen him," said the man. "But I will bring him be-
fore your eyes only if you give me the magic egg."

"What would you want the magic egg for?" the eagle's
father asked. "I will give you money instead."

"I do not want any money," said the man. "I want the mag-
ic egg."

"A1l right, bring
When the man

were overjoyed, and
words:

"Take great care
make sure to build a
break it."

him here and you'll get what you ask.''
came back with the son, his parents
gave the man the promised egg with the

not to break it, and when you come home
large enclosure around the egg before you

The man took the egg and went home. On his way he grew
ttrirsty. Presently he came to a well. He bent down to take a
drink of waber and as he did so the egg slipped out of his hand
and broke against the side of the well. No sooner did this irap-
pen -than herds of cattle started coming out of the egg. Hard
as the man tried to round them up, he could not bring them
together. He sliouted and cried, but all in vain. Just then a She-
Dragon appeared and said:

"What will you give me if I drive the herd back into tiie
egg for you?"

"What do you want?" the man asked.
"Give me what has appeared in yolrr home since you

left it."
"All right, you can have it," said the man.
Ttre She-Dragon drove the herd back into the egg, patched

it up and gave it to him.
When the man came home, he was told that a son had been

born to him. He was overcome with grief at this news, and
when he told his wife what had befallen him, it nearly broke
her heart.

But there was nothing for it: a promise was a promise.
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The man built
out the cattle into
a prosperous life.

When their son came of age, he said
"So it was you who promised me to

mind. I'll find a wav to stay alive."
And with tliese words he left home

Dragon.
He came to her place and she said [o him:

a large enclosure, broke the magic egg. 
'let

this encloslrre, and from then on thet- lrred

to his f ather:
the dragon. But. Ilever

and u'ent to the She-

?
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"If yon perform three tasks for me, I will let you go in
peace; if not. I will devour you."

Norv, before the dragon's house there spread a large field,
as rvide as the eye could see.

Said the She-Dragon:
"In one night you must grub this field, plow it, sow it witir

u'heat, reap the wheat and stack it. I want you to bake a loaf
of bread from this wheat and have it ready by the time I awaker
.in the morning."

..t:
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With a sore heart the lad went to a pond nearby. Not far
from the shore stood a stone pillar in which dwelled the be-
witched daughter of the She-Dragon. He hugged the pillar and
wept bitteriy.

"Why do you weep, young lad?" asked the daughter oI the
She-Dragon.

"How can I help weeping, when the She-Dragon has set me
a task I can never do, and she wants me to do it in one single
night."

"What task?" asked the dragon's daughter.
He told her.
"If you promise to marrv me I will do it for you."
He promised, and she said:
"Now, go lie down and sleep, and early in the morning you

will bring her the loaf of bread."
The girl went to the field and whistled so loudly that the

ground began to break up all by itself, and in one place it was
being plowed, and in another sown with wheat. Before daybreak
she baked a loaf of bread, gave it to the lad, and he took it to
the She-Dragon and put it on her table.

The She-Dragon woke up, went out of her house and sar,v
Lo her amazement that the field had been plowed and sown,
the wheat reaped, and the sheaves neatly stacked on the
stuhble.

"You have coped u,ith this task," she said to the boy. "Now,
see that you perform the second task as well. Raze dou,n that
mountain yonder and let the Dnieper flow over it; build gran-
aries on the bank so that merchant barques can berth along-
side, and sell the wheat to these merchants. I wanb all this
done by the time I get up early in the morning."

Again the lad wenl, to the pillar and wept bitterll,.
"Why are you weeping, young lad?" asked the dragon's

daughter.
He told her everything l,he She-Dragon had ordered him to

do, and the girl said:
"Go lie down and have some sleep, and I'll do everything

for you."
She whistled so loudiy that the mountain started to crumble,

the Dnieper flowed over it, and granaries appeared on the
banks. She woke the lad so he could go and sell the wheat to
the merchants. When the She-Dragon rose in the morning she
was amazed to see that the lad had done everything she had
told him.

Then she set him tlie third task:
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"This night I want you to get tlie golden hare for me and
bring it to my house early in the morning."

Again the iad rvent to the pillar and wept bitterly.
"What task did she set you this time?" asked the dragon's

daughter.
The lad told her.
"Oh, this time it's no joke," she said, "for no one knou,'s

for sure how to catch the golden hare! You know what, let's go
to the cave in the hili over there. You stand right here by tlre
cave, rn'hile I go in and chase the hare out. But mind you,
whatever or whoever emerges from the cave, grab it, for it will
be the golden hare!"

So she went into the cave and started to drive out everv-
l,hing tliat mighb be in there. Very soon a snake crawled out,
and as it hissed at the lad he 1et it slip away. The girl came
out of the cave and asked:

"Wel1, has anything come or-rl of here?"
"Nothing much," answered the lad. "There was a snake. but

I got -sc,ared lesl it biie me and i let iL go."
_ "Why, that was the very hare itself ! Now look, I'll go in

there orlce more, and when anyone comes out and tells you no
goiden.hare is there do not believe him, but make a grab
at him!"

She went into the cave again. Soon an old woman emerged
and asked the lad:

"What are you looking for, son!"
"For the golden hare," he replied.
"Of all the places to look for it. There is no

son," she said and rvenI away.
Then the girl came out of the cave and asked:
"Well, hasn't the hare or anything else emerged from the

cave?"

- "N_o, nothing! There was only an old hag who askecl me
what I was looking for. I told her about the goltlen hare and
she said that there was no such thing in this place, so I let
her go!"

l'Why didn't you seize her!" the girl cried. "ThaL was the
golden hare itself. Now we'll never cafch it. The only thing left
for me to do is turn into a hare and you will bring me t6 the
she-Dragon.- But mind you, don't givL me into hef hands, for
otherwise she will recognize me -and tear me and you to
pieces."

. _ 
Then the girl turned herself into a goiden hare, a,d the

lad took it and brought it to the She-Dra[on. putting the hare
on the table, he said:

hare around,
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"Here you are, and now iet rne go."
"All right, you can go," said Lhe She-Dr:agon. 

-

When -he left, the She-Dragon went out of the house for a

while and that sarne instant the hare burned into a girl again
and quickly joined the lad. Together th-ey ran awa.y from the
dragon's pilace as fast as they could. When the She-Dragon
real"ized tfrat the hare had been none other than her own daugh-
ter and that she had been fooled, she decided to hunt, them
down and destroy them. But she did not do this hersell, and se_nt

her husband insiead. He gave chase to the girl and the lad. The
earth trembled as he came hot on their heels. And the girl
said:

"That's the dragon coming for us. I'il turn myself 
-in-to

wheat and you into an old man who will be guarding me.,If he
asks you whether a girl and a lad had passed this way te.l1 him
you did see thern at ihe time this wheat was being sown."- 

Soon afterwards the dragon swooped down and asked:
"Did you see a giri and a lad pass this way?"
"Yes, I did," repiied the old man.
"When was it?"
"They came by here when this wheat was leing sown."
"What do you mean?" said the dragon. "This rvhea! is ripe

for the sickle, whereas thelr disnppeared but yesterdal'."
The dragon went home, while the wheat turned into a-girl

again and tlie old man into a young lad, and they took off as

fast as thev could.
The dragon came home, and liis wife asked him:
"What, Laven't you destroyed them or colne across them?"
"No, I only met an old man guarding some wheat, and when

I asked him whether a girl and a lad had passed by, he told
me he did see them when the rn'heat was being sown. Bttt hou'
could it be, I wondered, seeing that the u'heat was ripe for the
sickle?"

"Why didn't you tear the old man and the wheat to pieces!"
his wife yelled. "Those lvere the r,illains themselves. l[orn' go
once more and make sure )'olr make short work of them!"

Off went the dragon, and the earth trembled as he pursued
the fugitives.

"Oh my, the dragon is hot on our heels again!" said the girl.
"I'll turn into an oid mona-qt€ry, so old it will be on Lhe verge
of crumbling to pieces, rvhile ),ou rvil1 be a monk. If he asks
you whetheiyou saw a.,girl and a lad pass by tell him you did
at the lime this monastery was heing built."

Soon afterwards tlre dragon slvooped down and asked the
monk:
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"I)id you see a girl and a lad pass this way?"
"Yes, I did."
"When was it?"
"They came by here rn,hen this monastery was being buiit."
"How can that be?" said the dragon. "They disappeared but

yesterday, and this monastery must have been built hundreds
of years ago."

And with these words he flew away.
Back home, he said to his wife:
"I saw a monk walking by a monastery, and when I asked

him about the girl and the lad, he told me he saw them at the
time the monaster;i was being built. But this is impossibie, for
bhe monastery must irave been built hundreds of years ago.
rvhile they disappeared but yesterday."

"Why didn't you tear the monk to pieces arid raze that rnon-
astery?!" she yelled ab him. "Those were the villains them-
seives. It seems I have to go myself and catch them."

So off she went and the earth 'rumbled and trembled in
her wake.

"Oh my, of my!" cried the girl. "This time it's the She-
Dragon herseif flying to kiil us. You know what, I'11 turn you
into a river and myself into a perch."

No sooner said than done.
The She-Dragon swooped down onto the river bank and

said:
"So you think yoii'll get away from me, do you?"
Immediately she turned into a pike and gave chase to the

perch. But whenever the pike caught up with the perch, tire
perch stuck out its bristling fins and the pike could not gobtrle
it up. The pike chased the perch for a long time, but could not
gel hoicl of it. So in the end the pike decided to drink up all
the water in the river. It drank and it drank till it had drunk so
much that it burst.

Then the giri lvho had turned into a perch said to the laci
whom she had turnertr into a river:

"There is no one we need be afraid of now. Let us go to lrour
home. But when you enter the house and greet ]rour relations
ancl kiss t,hem, mind you don't kiss your uncie's daughler for
you will forget me and I rn'iil have to find another place to live
in your village."

He entered his home and greebed all of his relations and
kissed them, and then, afraid that thev would hold it against
him for not having greeted his uncle's daughter like the rest,
he went and kissed her, and when he did so he forgot the
first girl.

;)t)
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Half a year passed and the lad decided to marry. A match
was made for him with a pretty girl, and when they becarne
engaged he compietely forgot tlie one who had saved his life.

On the evening before the wedding, all the village girls
were invibed to the bride's house to make shishki wedding
cakes. The girl with whom the lad had once escaped death r,vas
aiso invited, although no one knew anything about her. The
girJ fashioned a cock-dove and a hen-dove out of the dough, put
them on the floor, and lhere thev became alive. The hen-dove
started to speak to thc cock-dove in a human voice:

"Have you forgotten how I grubbed the field for you, horv
{ sowed it with wheaL and baked a ioaf of bread of thal wheaL.
and how vou took it to the She-Dragon?"

"I've forgotten, forgotten!" said the cock-dove.
"Have you forgotten how I razed the mountain and iet

thc. Drrieper fiow over it so that tlie merchant barques could
berth alongside the granaries on the bank. and how ),ou soltl
Lhe wheat to the rnerchanls?" the hen-dove asked.

"{'ve forgotten, forgotten!" r'eplied the cock-dove.
"Antl have you forgotten how we went after the golden hare

and how you thought no more of me thereafter?" asked the
h en -dor,e.

"tr'vc forgotten, forgotten!" relllieci the cock-dove.
And there and then the iad remembered everything. So he

lefr his bride-to-be and took the first giri for his rvife, and they
lived happily ever after.
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ILYA MUROMETS AND NIGHTIIIGALE THE ROBBER KK

Ilya Muromets was born into a poor family near the town o{
Murom. His father and mother worked the little plot of iand
they owned by the foresb which provided them with fuel in the
coid months of winter. Wil,h the little they were able to grow
on their small holding they fed their son who for thirty years
could oniy sit or lie on the oven, because his legs were use-
less he could nol, walk a step.

Onc dav, rl,hen his fa[]rer and mollrer had
for brusirlvo*.;d. three olcl men canle to lhe
cal iecl :

gone to the forest
cottage door and

"ll-va. Il5'a. olien Lhe door!"
"Horv can I lro-ssiblv open L]re door?" he said. "My

so lr,eak I cannoI even -qtand on lhem."
"Conlc orr. I1ya. you ju,st make an efforl, and you'll

they rirged.
ill'a did n-s ire u,a-q toid, swung lris legs down from

ancl jurnped dor,vn onto the floor. LIe rven[ straight to
olrent,rl it arrd let in the threre old nrerr.

legs are

get upl"

the oven
the door',

a
Y"''
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"Listen, Ilya, you had a grave illness which you got over,"
thev said. "From now on you will be happy, your mother and
father will he happy, and you rn'ill be a healthy and strong man
destined to become a famous hero."

Thcn they handed him a iug of water, saying:
"Here, drink this jug of water and you will see w-hat hap

pens to you next."
He took a deep draught.
"What do vou feel?"
"I feel great strength pouring into m-v body."
"Good. norn, drink some more!"
He tipped the jug and took another draught.
"Well, and rn'hat do you feel now?"
"I feel so strong I could ovcrturn the whole earth."
"That's very good, trlya," said the tiiree old men. "But, do

not boast of your strength nor tell anyone about it. We've givert
it to you so you might be a jov to your father and mother. Do
not do any evil to an-1rsng, bul hellr the righteous and punish
the evil-doers."

And rn,ith these words thev left.
At that tinte lhe Tatars irlvaded the Rus iands. Thev had

just laid siege to Kazan. ilva Muromets set forth to Iiazan
which rn,as lteleraguered b-rr l,he armie-q o{ three Tatar Xirrgs" IJe
pulied a large oak tree out of lili-+ grounci and, charging'inl.o the
Lhick of the enem-v, swung 1t right ald he s\rtlng it left,. slal,ing
the Tabars by the hurrdreds" l{e destro-ved the rn'tiole Tatar
arm-v, -sparing on}1. the tlrree Kings" And to lhem he said:

"Go to yorrr Tatary'a*d tell theln nevLtrr to corne to tltr: Rus
lands again. i might hai'e i<ilied you as well, ltul I am ieaving
1,-t-ru alir,e so that you \varn lhe otlier:s t,o star 3wa5r frorn here.
for 115,6 Muromets has ap,peared in thr: lXris iands anri ire wili
smite dead the lot of you."

Whe n the Tatars reLreated. iiya hiut'omets enLered tlre citl'.
Alt the peopie had fied to the sirelter of their hr,rmes and
churches. A-q he went into one churci: he sa$,it filled rvith
men and women and childr:en crlring' and irra;'itig to God"

"\Vhat are --vou doing here',r" Ily'a i\,iut'omets askecl.
"The Tatars har,e besieged our cit--v. 'i'lit'5"1i kiii us a1ll"
"\Vhat Tatars?!" saici Ilva. "There &r.r no Tatars anvmorel

come orLt and see for yourseives."
When thev saw that the cnemv had disappeared, []tev w-ere

beside themselves u,ith jor-. and begged I11'a Muromets to stav
irr their citr-.

"No. I cannot," he said. "I have freed 1'ou of the Tatars and
must go and free the other places of them. Tirere i-q notlring for
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you to be afraid of now because thev will never come to this
land, and you can work in peace as you did before." with these
words IIya Murornets mounted his Lorse and rode off to Kiev.
. Everyone went the 1ong, roundabout way to Kiev, because

the straight_road wa1-su.a1d-ed by the strong and horribie Night-
ingale__the Robber. No bird, no beast, no man did dare.6*.
near. Nightingale the Robber because he kiiled anyone ancl
anything trespassing his domains.

But Ilya Muromets took the sl,raight road to Kiev which ran
past the forest rn'here Nightingale the Robber hacl made himseif
1 perch on nine branches of three oaks. From here he could scan
the forest from end to end. when anyone approached on foot
oJ on horseback, his nightingale whistlL made- ih. l.urr.. fall off
the trees, and his roaf of iwild beast uprooted the trees and
kiilerl er,ery crealure in sight.

.wh.n Nightingale the Robber saw Ilya Muromets, he took
a_deerp breath and blew and the leaves iell off the trees, and
when he roared Ilya's mount went down on its knees.
. "Ge.t up1 o_r I'll lhrou, you to the dog-s," Il5r3 Muromets

shorrted to his horse. "can y.o, be afraid of T{ightingale?1.--- 
-'-

As_ Ilva came nearer, Nightingare the Robber'pounced on
[iim. But u,hile he was in midttiglL, Ilya Muromeis Look aim
and -shot an arrow right into the Robbeis right eye. The arrow
pa-ssed through_,hjs head and Nightingare ttie nonber dropped
fg the grou,d. Ilya M.romets seiied h]m at once and sqrr:ii;;
him to the ground. Nightingale bhe Robber was drainotl of his
-strength and yielded to th_e strong grip of the knight.
_ I1.1,1a took the sturdy leather"slraps of tris sfrrruir, tied the
llobher's hands and legs, roped him to the saddie, and thus
macle his wa-v to the Roblrer's-lair.
, N:-, Nightingaie the Robber had a strong and viciotrs

da,glite_r- when she saw_Ilya coming with her Tather roped [o
tire saddle. -"he seized a__iarge iron cl-rdgel weigtring sorne one
hundred stone arid lLurdledlt at Ilya Nl.,ro-.T." iitending tokill hirn. But ll1,a simply shruggecl it aside rnitti hls shoul'der
and sent _if flving straight bacii"at the daughter. whon iL iiit,
Iter. she cir^o1;ped dead from the mighty blorn;.

The in'ife of Nightingale the ttollei had seen wirat hacl jusl
takerLliace and -startedlo plead:

"T1\. anything ).ou *,ant, take as much sirver a,d gord as
you rn'ish, o115. spare r1e m1, husband."

"No, this I cannot clo." said llya Muromets. "He has killed
too many peopie a'd orpha".a t_"o many chiiriren [o go o* liv-ing on this earth. I do,ot neerl vo,.r ril.,-ur or gold. It i-s not
wealth I seek. 6n11, jrrstice.',

57

fl



....i .1 -' | ..
. a .a',,'i
:. .-, .-.t-l

.,.. |'.t ,.r.'
.;'' 'rOr'

'.. ./ 1'lr.:
.,,- . ..., '

I -.!', .1' - f J
'.r '.'.'i".i r 'L . 't:' , t: '': 

':. .'.,' .
t ,,"0' ' r.'t-q',.-. - . .

-.:

"a.

.:i..*.:j:'

i.'.

:':;': A

:

V,,':!,
.:j;-j.;?r.,-

Bts
rd,b'l
o,t,
dH

f#l

,()r
rr6i_14

Qrr
ibto
i5:

't.
ta
i:
\t

iIrf-*^;Bi

.3;ll- O' a

.-,i-i:ii

-*'l-i.

7j ii!.;..]\'. z -i,'.'r4Z._ --_-J

@H
*:t7^;;I&ff*
arti?.f:?

i;A



He turned his horse round and galioped straight to Kiev.
Kiev was ruled by Prince Voiodimir. When llya Muromets

arrived in the city, the Prince was holding a great feast for his
courtiers.

Ilya went to the Prince's palace arrd introduced himself to
the Prince.

"By what road did you come?" Prince Volodimir asked.
"I took the straight road," Ilya answered. Al1 the knights

jumped to their feeb, and one of the most esteemed heroes of
Volodimir's court, Alyosha Popovich, said: "This is impossible.
My Prince, that man is lying! Would anyone dare fake the
straight road, knowing that no bird, no beast, no man can pass
Nightingale the Robber alive?"

"A fine hero you are if you're afraid of Nightingale the Rob-
ber," said Ilya Muromets in reply. "Corre on, all of you, I will
show him to you."

The Prince, foilowed by the Princess, his courtiers and
heroes came out into the courtvard.

"There, take a look at l{ightingale the tloblter," said I1ya.
When they saw the Robber roped to the saddle, they at once

acknowledged Iiya's great feat, for the one who could over
power the Robber and rope him to his saddle deserved lo be a
farned hero.

Then the Prince said to Nightingale the Robber:
"Wliistle for us, Nightingale, and roar like a beast."
To rvhich he replied:*'It is not you who took me prisoner, and you have no right

to give orders to me. I'li [ake orders only from the one who
overpowered me."

"We11, IIya Muromets, make hirn do what I sav," said the
Prince.

Ilya took the Prince and Princess to his side and covered
them with his cloak. "I'll shield you with rn;z cioak lest your
ear-drums burst when he starts lo whistle," he said.

And to Nightingale the Robber he said:
"Nightingale, whistle for us!"
When he started to whistle, the leaves were swept off ttre

trees and ail of the knights of volodirnir's court diopped to
iheir knees from fright. And u,'hen the Robb.. ,our.d'like a
beast, all the knights scrambled for their iives.

"Ha-ha-ha, tliat's how brave you are," said Ilya Mrrromels
to t,he^knights. "V1-hat r,vould vou have done if yo., *.r. in my
shoes?"

After that he took Nightingaie into a field and choppecl his
h ead oif .
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Ilya Muromets was accepted to the court of Prince Volodi-
mir. But very soon he was to find out how fickle was the favor
of the mighiy, especialiy of the princes.- One day_ the knights
gathered io. "a feist at ihe palace., As ttrey wined and dined,
ihey picked a quarrel with llya Muromets about some trifle.
The fnights scherned against him a.r{ incited. the Prince to
throw hlm into a dungeon. And the Prince yielded to l,heir
wiles, For three long years he did not send Ilya,Nluromets any
food, thinking that by this time he would die of hunger'

-7j -dt

But Voiodimir's daughter was secretly suppiying Ii-va Nluro-
mets with food ancl everything eise he needed.

Thr.u years tirus passed. one day the Prilge received a let-
ter" from ihe Tatar I{ing Kalin rn'ith the foilorn'ing message:
"I" the Tatar King I{aliri, have not enough lands for m-v sub-
jects, and i want i,o ar.r,., vour Kiev domains. If you refuse to
surrender these lanris to me voluntarily, I shall send my army
and seize them, and you and -vour wife wili carry water for my
kitchen.''

Prince Volodimir was alarmed and frightened by this letter.
and sought counsei with his wile:
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"What shall we do?"
Then he asked everyone what to do, his daughter included.
"Send for Ilya Muromets," she said. "Maybe he's still

alive."
"Oh no, tliis is out of the question," said the Prince. "He's

been in the dungeon for three years without any food or drink.
His bones have probably fallen apart by now."

"Send for him nonetheiess," his daughter insisted.
So the Prince said to his courtiers:
"Go and see whether Ilya lVluromets is s[iil alive."
When they came down into the dungeon, they saw Ilya Mu-

romets, heaithy of body and mind, singing a jolly tune.
They returned to the Prince and said:
"Ilya Muromets is alive as if nothing had happened to him."
"Is lhat true?" the Prince asked.
"Upon our word, Prince."
The Prince went down into bire dungeon himself.
"Ilya, forgive me for the wrong I have done to you," he said.

"You must help us in this terrible hour!"
"I will not lay down my life lor you, Prince," said Ilya Mu-

romets. "You threw me into this deep dungeon and deprived
me of food and drink in the hope thnt I would die, and now
you ask me to help you! Nothing doing!"

Then the Prince sent his wife.
And to her pleas, too, Ilya Muromets replied:
"I will not help you."
Then the daughLer said:
"I'11 go and ask him myself."
And to her entreaties Ilva Muromets replied:
"You have fed and sustained me. It is for our Rus land and

for you that I fear, and so I will help you. Your father and
mother should be proud of such a wonderfril daughter."

Ilya Muromets swept down upon Kalin's army and destroy-
ed almost all of it. King Kalin was a strong and rnighty knight.
When he saw that Ilya Nlurornets had routed his arrny, he
started to fight him him-self. For three dav.s and three nlghts
they fought a bitter hand-to-hand battle.

King Kalin seemed to have got the better of him. He threw
Ilya Muromets onto the ground and gripped him firmly by the
throat.

King Kalin was loath to kill
fright into him. Drarn,ing out his
to Ilya:

"I'11 rip your belly with this!"
And then he added:

him, he simpiy wanLed to put
dagger, he said threateningly
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"But I will spare your life if you marry one of my three
beautiful daughters and live with me and defend me. What use
are the Rus princes to you if you have to fight me singlehanded
and they won't come to your assistance?"

Now, the three old men who had once put Iiya on his feet
said: "Remember, IIya, as long as you're on the Rus land yor,t

will draw your strength from it. As iong as you lie on tlte Rus
ground you will grow stronger and sbronger."

As King Kalin kept hirn pinned to the ground, Ilya Muro-
mets thought to himself: You can push me into the mud for
as long as you like, I'11 only get stronger and stronger.

"If you do not want to marry my daughter," King Kalin
roared in the meanwhile, "I'll make short shrift of vou!"

But Ilya just lay there not resisting, growing stronger and
stronger with every minute. When he felt that enough strength
had entered his body, up he went and grabbed King Kaiin by
the iegs and threw him high into the air, some twenty feet
abor.e the ground. When Kalin dropped into the grass, he was
more dead than alive. Ilya Muromets quickly seized him by the
legs, and with the King's body he started to thrash the remain-
der of the Tatar army. He clubbed left and right, right and left
tiil he had destroyed all the Tatars. After the fray, Iiya Muro-
mets returned to Kiev, took the daughter of Prince Volodimir
in marriage and lived happily ever after.



, . or... .upon a time there was a Little shepherd. lfhe only
thing he knew from early chiidhoocl was lending and guardi;g
th.e sheep, 9nu $ry , large boulder weighing .orri. twerity stonE
fell out of the sky onto the pasture. To"whii. u*uy the time, he
played with the boulder: he would tie it to the lasir of his whip
and toss it high in the slcy, then nap away the whoie day. only
when he woke up would the boulder 

"o*e flying back" out oi
the sky and land with such force that it stlck- a..p in tri.
ground. or he would throw his coat on the grass and put the
boulder on top so no one could steal the coat", for three'strong
men or more could not have moved the boulder an inch. howl
ever hard they tried

.'.Qh., stgp_]_rauling that boulder around,', his mother would
scoljl him. "Why, it could ruin your health!"

But he did not care: he weni on playing with it as if it were
nothing. at all. one day a dragon app.ar.ia in the land of rhe
czar, where the Little.sh_epherd iived. The dragon starled pict<-
ing up rocks that weighed about eighty stone each to buitd iiim-
seif a- palace, and demanded that tJre 

"czar 
give him his ctaugh-

ter.. tlre.czar g.rew very frightened, and se"nt runners throu[h-
out all the land to find a knight strong enough to destroy ihe
d.ragon. well, they looked ana they"looked', but could not
find one.

The Little shepherd heard the news and went around
boasting:

"I could kill that dragon with my rvhip.,,
. The peolr_le went andlold the czar abb,t it, and he sent for

the Littlg shepherd. when he was brought Lefore the czar,
and the czar saw the Little shepherd was" hardly more than a
boy, he cried in surprise:

"How ga.L you go around teiling people such things! Ancl
you so little!"

"That doesn't mean a thing," said the Little shepherd
boldly.

so the czar had to give him the two regiments of soldiers
he asked for: one rcgiment of singers and"one of musicians.
The Little shepherd liad the Lroops'rine up and so commarrded
lhem 1'orr would think he had been in thb armv no less tharr
fwentrr ]-ears. seeing this, the czar simply clasped his hands
in amazement.
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Now, some distance from the clragon's palace, Lhe Little
Shepherd ordered his regiments- Lo s-tay behind'- 

'fKeep watch here,""he said. "If smoke comes out of the

dragon's'palace, that means I've finished hirn; brrt if there's
firJyou'lLknow he's killed me."- 

U. left his troops and went on alone. The dragon g'as such

a fierce antl stronq monster that he never let an)'one Come

"*u, 
iri. palace witfiout spitting fire and reducing him to ashes.

The instant he caught sight of'th. Little Shepherd, he belched

iorif. u flu-., but Tt did"no harm to the Little Sepherd rvhat-
soever.

"Now then," asked the dragon, "what brings you iiere' m1'

boy? Have you come in peace, or to fight me?"
"I come not in peace, but to fight y99.1'

"You know," .uid the dragon,--"you'd better go and gro\Y up

a bit, and come back in three Years."
"l,lo," said the Little Shepherd. "I'm grown up enough as

it is."
''Well, well," said the clragon. "4,d what will you fight nie

with?"
"With this here whip."
And tied to the lash'of his rn'hip was the large boulder.
"All right," said the dragon' "Come and hit me'"
"Oh no, you hit me first."
The dragon had a large sword of steel some ten feet iong.

But when tr"e trit the Little Shepherd the sword broke to pieces.

"You stand fast," said the Littie Shepherd. "It's m1- turn
now.']

And - whackl - he hit the dragon so hard the monster
crumbied into dust and smoke shot up into the sk1"

Oh my, were the regiments happyl The musicians struck up

a merry tune, the singe"rs joined t[rem with a jol]1. song and the

Czar came out to *..T the Little Shepherd. He took his arm and

Led him into the palace. some yeari later, the czar gar-e him
his daughter in marriage and built a palace for the nervll-rveds,
wirere they lived verY haPPilY.

But thl rulers of- the'rieighboring lands started to reproach
the czar for giving his only daughter in marriage to a bootless
shepherd! Th"e Cza"r hirnself was sorry for it, qo.he sent his mn-
,rers throughout the land to find a sirong knight r,vho could do

a\ ray u,ith"the Littie shepherd. vg.y soo-n l-ie- f ound trn'o such

*.rr. Aft.r being given tlie arms thev asked for. the-v welt to
rhe Little Sheph"eid. FIe was sitting at a table leqiting a book,

rvhen he was toid the two men had come to fight him.
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"What did you come for?" he asked, when they entered.
"Have you come in peace, or to fight me?"

"Naturally," they replied, "we've come to fight you,"
Then one of them swung his sword and hit the Little Shep-

herd's left shoulder so hard that the weapon broke to pieces.
And tlre other hit him &croSc. the right shoulder -- but it only
cut through his shirt. Then the Little Shepherd stood up, Look
hold of them both, and clapped them together with such force
that their bones fell to the floor with a clatter. Oh my, was the
Little Shepherd angry at the Czarl trIe went to him and told
him straight without any ceremon.y:

"Now you'll get the same!"
The Czar was scared out of his wits, and from then on he

never dreamed of laying a finger on the Little Shepherd.
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BORIS SOII/ O,THREE

Once upon a time [here lived an old man and his wife. One
day they went out to their field to gather in the harvest. They
had a little child, and they left it in a cradle which they hung
on a branch on the edge of a wood. As they were busy reaping,
an eagle swooped down, stole the child and took it to its nest
in the wood.

Now, there lived three brothers in this wood. As one of them
came out of the cottage, he heard someone crying. He went to
his brothers and said:

"There's a human voice I hear crying in the wood, let's go
and see who it is!"

The brothers went into the wood and soon found an infant
boy. They took him then to the priest to have him chrisbened.
On the way they discussed names, and in the end decided to
call the boy Boris Son O'Three, because to every one of the
three brothers he was dear like a son. Together they brought
him up, and when he came of age, he said to them:

"Fathers, I want to leave you now and strike out on my
own."

"What can we give you to take along with you, son?" they
asked.

"There's nothing I want. Just give me a foal."
"But, son, what will you do with that foal? Take something

else besides!"
"No," he said, "I want onlv the foal!"
"All right, take it then."
He took the foal and left. As he went along, he saw some-

thing glittering in the distance. He wished he could mount his
horse and ride to the shining object (you see, he had walked
for such a long time that he was very tired, but the foal was of
no use to him - it was yet too young to ride).

"Don't worry, Boris Son O'Three," said the foal in a human
voice. "Wait just a little, and I'll teil you when you can
mount me."

They came up to the glittering object, and Boris Son
O'Three sarn'that it was the feather of tlie Fire Bird. He wanted
to pick it up, but the foal said:

"Don't touch it, it's not simply a feather, it's much more
than that. If you pick it up, a great misfortune will befall you."

But he did not heed these words and took the feather. Soon
thev arrived at a Czar's palace. Boris Son O'Three asked the

66

I



Czar to take him on as groom. In the Czar's stables there were
some horses fit onlv to cart manure, and these Boris Son
O'Three was given to tend at night. He brushed them with the
feather he had found, and they shone with an unbelievable
radiance. Everyone gasped with admiration at the sight. The
horses which the Czar used to ride before no longer satisfied
him and he asked for the ones which usually carted manure,
The Czar took a great liking to Boris Son O'Three, and once
he asked him:

"You seem to know a secret how to tend horses, seeing that
you have made these here look so smart and glossy. Do you?''

Boris Son O'Three swore thab he knew of no secret. Ttre
other grooms started then to spy on him and soon reported to
the Czar that he had a feather of the Fire Bird.

"He got that feather, and that means that he can get the
Fire Bird as well," they said.

The Czar sent for him and asked:
"Is is true, Boris Son O'Three, that you have a feather of

the Fire Bird?"
"Yes, it's brue," he answered.
"Then get the Fire Bird for me," said the Czar. "And if you

don't, my sword will fali and your head will roll."
Boris Son O'Three went to his foal and wept bitterly.
"What are you weeping about?" the foal asked.
"How can I help weeping wlren the Czar has set me a task

I cannot carry out."
"I told you not to take that feather, but you didn't heed mv

words," said the foal. "Now, don't you worry. Go to the Czar
and tell him to give you a quarter measure of horilka brandy
and a quarter measure of peas, and ask for brandy of the best
sort. "

He went to the Czar and asked him for all this, and the Czar
gladly complied with his request. Boris Son O'Three then went,
into the field and dug a deep hole as his foal had told him to do.
Into the hole he put the peas and poured brandy over them.
Presentiy the Fire Bird came a-flying and ate of the peas and
drank of the brandy. Then the foal said to Boris Son O'Three:

"Now watch carefully, as soon as the Fire Bird drops on its
back and trembles, grab hold of it."

He did as he was told and seized the bird, while it cried:
"Boris Son O'Three, it's not for you I was destined, buI now

by you I have been caught."
He brought the bird to the Czar, and the Czar was so over-

joyed that he could not do enough for Boris Son O'Three.
From then on Boris Son O'Three became the best Ioved and
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honored man at the Czar's court. But the courtiers were very
envious and picked on [rim. They hated him so much that lhey
began to plot and to scherne how to get rid of him. And to the
Czar they said:

"The Fire Bird's all very well, but he could also get the
Fair Ntaiden of the Sea for you if he wished."

The Czar sent for l]oris Son O'Three and said:
"You got the feather of the Fire Bird, you got the Fire Birci,

and now, get me the Fair Nlaiden of the Sea. If you don'i, my
sword wili fall and vour head wili roll."

IJoris Son O'Three went to his horse and wept bitterly.
T'he hor-se asked him:

"What are you weeping abor-rt now?"
"How can I help weeping when the Czar has set me a task

which neibher you nor I can caruv out."
"What i-q it?"
"He told me to get lhe Fair Maiden of the Sea."
"Didn't I teli you not to take that feather or else a great

misfortune would befail you?" said bhe horse. "Now, don't you
worry. Go to the Czar and ask him for some snares and mirrors,
and let him give you a lhousand gowns and a large box."

He went to the Czar and the Czar gave him everything he
asked for. Boris Son O"Ihree then went to the sea, placed tlie
mirrors along the shore and hung up the gowns. Presently the
beautifui maiden, Nastasia, came out of the sea, and tried on
every gown and looked into every mirror, admiring her own
beauty. When she was trying on the iast gown, Boris Son
O'Three seized her, and she cried out in despair:

"Boris Son O'Three, let me go, let me free, I'11 reward you,
I'11 give you my wedding ring to make you happy."

But he would not let her go. So the maiden tore the twelve
strings of pearl from her neck and threw them into the sea.
He took her to the Czar, and the Czar was so overjoyed that he
rewarded him lavishly. And again the courtiers were green with
e-nvy, and again they picked on him and took to scheming and
plotting against him, telling the Czar that Boris Son O'Three
knew everything that was going on in the world. But the Czar
would not yield to their wiles. One dav Nastasia said to Boris
Son O'Three:

"Since you could get ttre Fire Bird, since you could capture
me, get my twelve strings of pearl from the sea."

And the Czar added:
"If you don't, my sword wili fall and your head will roll."
Roris Son O'T[rree went to his horse and wept bitterly, and

tite horse asked him:
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"What are you weeping about now?"
"How can I help weeping when the Czar has set me a task

which neither you nor I can carrv out."
"What task?"
"I must find the twelve strings of pearl *'hich Nast,asia

threw into the sea."
"Go to the Czar," said the horse, "and let him give you one

hundred barrels of beef and one thousand men."
The Czar gave him everything he reques[ed. Then the ]rorse

said:
"When you come to the sea, place the beef along the shore,

and when the crabs come crawling to eat the meat, grab the
wlrite one - that'll be their Czar. They'll ask you to let him
free, but don't you do that before they bring you all the strings
of pearl."

He clid as he was boid. No sooner did the crabs crawl out of
the sea, than he got hold of the white one. The crabs started
to beg and to plead:

"Let him go, iet him free, we'll do everything you wish."
And Boris Son O'Three said:
"Get me all the strings of pearl from the sea and then I'll

let him go."
They hurried back into the sea, and soon brought forth first

one, then another, and then all the twelve strings of pearl. He
was about to iet the white crab free, when bhe horse cried out:

"Don't let him go yet, there's oire pearl missing!"
The crabs rushed into the search and came out with a pike

which had swallowed the pearl. Boris Son O'Three opened its
belly, took out the peari, and let the white crab free.

He brought back the strings of pearl to the amazement of
all. But Nastasia was not content and said to the Czar:

"Send him to the Sun and let him ask whv once it rose so
red and early and now so late and white?"

Boris Son O'Three again went to his horse and wept bit-
terly.

"What are you weeping about?" the horse asked. "Now,
don't you worry, if we could carry out all those other tasks
we'll somehow manage with this one as well."

Next day he set off on his journev. On his way he came
across some watchmen guarding an orchard.

"Where are you bound for, Boris Son O'Three?" they
asked.

"I'm off to the Sun to ask it whv once it rose so
ear[y and nou, so late and white?"

"If you get there," they said, "remind the Sun of

red and
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once it made this orchard bloom and bear fruit and feed the
whole world, and now it can hardlv sustain us."

He went on his way and came upon two shackled soldiers.
"Where are you bound for, Boris Son O'Three?" they asked.
"I'm off to the Sun to ask it rvhv once it rose so red and

earlv and now so late and white?"
"If you get there," they said, "remind the Sun of us and ask

how much longer must we bear our shackles?"
He went on his way and came across a man and a woman

chasing a pair of doves in an oak tree. And they asked where
he was bound for. He told them. 'Io which thev said:

"If you get there, remind the Sun of us and ask how much
Ionger must we chase these doves?"

"All right, I rvill," said Boris Son O"Ihree.
He went on and on, and met a taverner's wife pouring water

from one well into another.
"Where are vou boundyou bound for, Boris Son O'Three?" she asked.
He told her.
"Remind the Sun of me and ask how much longer must

I go on pouring water from one weil into the other?"
"All right, I will," he said.

_ He had gone very, very far, when he came upon a huge
whale lying across the road. Everybodv walked and rode over
its back so that its ribs were shining white. The whale was
terribly thirsty, but nobody would give it a drop of water and
it only champed its mouth in misery.

"Where are you bound for, Boris Son O'Three?" asked the
whaie, and on hearing the answer said, "Remind the Sun of
me, too, and ask how mnch longer will people go on walking
and riding across my back?"

He wen[ on further and furtlrer arrd came to a little cottage.
It was alreadv eventide when he entered it, and there he met
an old, old woman.

"Where are you bound for, I3oris Son O'Three?" she asked.
"I'm on my way to the Sun to ask it why once it rose so red

and early and now so late and white?"
"You see, I'm the Sun's mother," said the old woman.
So Boris Son O'Three went and told her about everything

that had happened during his journey:
"I came across two shackled soldiers. I saw a large orchard

which once bore fruit and fed the whole world with it, while
now it can hardly sustain the watchmen guarding it. I saw a
man and woman chasing doves in an oak [ree in vain. Then I
came upon a taverner's wife pouring water from one well into
another without any hope of ever finishing this job. Then I saw
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a huge whale lying across the road and everyone was walking
and r:iding over its back so that its ribs were shining white.
and none would give the poor thing a drink of water."

The old woman heard him out attentively, then she gave
him something to eat, and told him to hide before the Sun came
home. At the close of dav the Sun came home and went to bed.
Early in the morning the old woman said to her son:

"You know, I had a very sbrange dream."
"What was it about, mother?" he asked.
"I dreamed of a large orchard which once bore fruit and fed

the whole worid, r,vhile norn, it can hardly sustain the watchmen
guarding it."

"Yes, mother, Lhere is such an orchard. Robbers have hid-
den their loot in the ground there, and when someone digs it
up the orchard will bear fruit again."

"I had another drearn too."
!'What was it, mother?"
"I dreamed of two shackled soldiers."
"If those soldiers gave the loot hidden in the orchard to the

poor, they would be set free."
"I had yeb another dream."
"What was it, mother?"
"In my dream I sarv a man and a woman hunting for a pair

of doves in an oak tree, and all in vain."
"Yes, they'll be doing it till dooinsday, for they cannot ever

atone for their crime. When they were young, they killed two
of their chiidren."

"Then I had another dream."
"What was it?"
"Someu'here ther"e's a taverner's wife pouring water from

one well into anothdr without any hope oi "r., ii.,irhing tire
job."

"Yes, there is such a woman. She's punished for cireating,
and wili be pouring the water over. and over again to the end
of time. When she rn,as young, slie cheated her customers bv
serving the beverages not in full measure."

"Oh yes, I had one more dream."
"What was it?"
"Somewhere there lies a whale and evervone walks ancl

rides across its back."
"Yes, there is such a whale. If it were to cough up the

shipload of people it had swaliowed, it would go where it
belonged."

"Then, there was yet another dream."
"What was it. mother?"
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"That once you rose early ancl red, and now late ancl u,hite.,,
"Yes, there was such a time. When my girl ii,ed in the sea,

I u'ould rise eari.ri to see her emerge from-tile waters, I blushed
a1 the sight and set at a late houi'. IJut now she is gone, so i
rise late and set rvhite."

The sun was amazed to hear his mother telling him abo,t
so rnany happenings in the world, w'hich she had seen in her
dreams. BeIore he left, he wrote down alt the answers to her
q.uestions on a piece of pape_r and gave it to her. The Sun gone,
the mother gave Boris son o'Three something to eat agairi and
handed him the piece of paper.

He set out on the returrr journey. As he came to blie whale,
the whale asked:

"Well, did you remind the Sun of rne?"
. l'Y9., I did," said Boris Son O"Ihree. "Cough up the ship-
load of people and you'll go where you belong-.,'

The u.haie coughed up the ship, and as it d1d the roar was
so terrible the very earth shook.

Boris Son O'Three went o, iris wav and came upon the
taverner's u'ife.
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"Did you remind the Sun of me?" she asked.
"Yes, I did, and the Sun said that you will be pouring the

water to the crack of doom."
"Well, in that case I needn't hurrv."
He went on and met the rlan and woman chasing the

doves.
"Did you remind the Sun of us?" they aske4.
"Yes, I did, and the Sun said that you will be

doves till doomsday."
chasing the

have a feel-
irg

"Oh, we'll take it easy then, for every time we
that we'll catch those doves any minute."
He went on and carne upon the two shackied soldiers.
"Well, did you remind the Sun of us?" they asked.
"Yes, I did, and the Sun said that if you give the loot hidden

in the orchard to the poor, you'll be free."
They promised to do so and bhe same instant the shackles

feil off their feet and they went &$'a;r.
In the end he met the watchmen, and they asked whether

he had reminded the Sun of them.
"Yes, I did, and the Srtn said that as soon as the robbers'

loot buried in the orchard has been unearthed, the orchard
will bear fruit as of old."

They unearthed the loot, and the trees broke into bloonr
again.- Boris Son O'Three came back to the Czar's palace. He toid
him everything he found ouL and gave him the note written by
the Sun. Therlupon the Czar rewarded him with half of his
Czardom and they lived happily ever after like two brothers.



THE GOLDEN SLIPPER

Once upon a time []rere lived a man and a woman, and they
had but one daughter. The mother was beautiful, but the daugh-
ter was even sweeter. When the girl was only a child, her
mother fell gravely ill. As she lav on her deathbed, she called
her daughter to her side and whispered into her ear:

"Here, [ake this little seed, my love, but don't tell anyone
that vou have it. Should any misfortune befall you, plant the
seed and a beautiful willow tree will grow therefrom. If there is
anything you need, go to the willow and you'll have it."

After the man had buried his wife and recovered from his
grief, he married a widow who brought her own daughter into
the family.

,The stepmother treated her own child kindly, but hated her
siepdaughter viciously. Her own daughter was such a lazy
thing! She would.not spin, she would not brew, she just sat
idling the whole day through. Her stepsister, however, was an
industrious girl, ready to help, ready to do as much as she was
ordered to.

But whatever she did could not satisfv her stepmother. No
matter how well she did her work the woman always snapped
at her and even beat her. Slaving from rnorn till night, the poor
girl had no time even to make herself a new shirt, and the
clothes she had made during her mother's lifetime had been
taken away by the stepmother for her own daughter. She went
about in such rags that people laughed and poked fun at her.
But she took the offense wordlessly and u'ept stealthily, rvhich
made her stepmother all the angrier, for the vicious woman
could not stand her meekness and seized the slightes[ opportu-
nity to pick on her. Stili, the girl did what she was told as
diligently as ever.

One day her stepmother told her:
"Take the calf to the pasture, and so that you won't sit

twiddling your thumbs, here's a bundle of flax, and see that you
strip it, and scutch it, and bleach it, and spin it, and bring it
home as linen! And mind you do everything I told you!"

The girl took the flax and drove the calf to the pasture.
While it grazed there peacefully, she rvept bitterly because how
was it possible to do all the things in one day! All of a sudden
she remembered that she had the seed her mother had
given her.

She went and planted it in the meadow, watered it, and
again took to weeping. She cried and cried till she fell asleep.
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When she awoke, she saw that the seed had grown irtLo a
beautiful willow tree, and beside i[ there was a little spring
with water cold and cr;ystal-ciear. Slie went up to the willorn,
tree and said:

"Open up. Oh willow tree, your lady Hanna's come!"
The tree opened and a bevy of girls emerged therefrom.
"Our dear lady, our sr reet lady, what are yorlr commands?''
And she answered:
"Here's a bundle of fiax. Strip it, and scutch it, and bleach

it, and spin it into cloth."
"Everything will be done as .vou say, our lady," said the

girls and disappeared in the willow tree.
The girl pastured the calf till eventiile and again u,ent to

the willow.
"C)pen up, Oh willow tree, your lady Hanna's come!"
Thereripon tlie tree opened and the girls broughr her a

length of fine white linen that would be fit for the most
beautiful shirt" The girl took the linen, drove the calf honre,
and gar,e her stepmobher the cloth. Seeing thab the girl had
fulfilled her task. the woman gritted her teeth in anger.

The next day she asked her own daughter to take the calf
to pasture, and added:

"Here, daughter dear, take this little bundle of fiax with you
and spin it into cloth. If 1,ou don't manage, at ieast bring the
ilax home."

Her daughter drove the calf to the pasture. There she threrv
the bundle of flax aside as she liad no inLention of spinuing,
and in the evening returned home empty-handed.

"Mother. I had such a terrible headache the whole day that
I couldn't do a thing," she lied.

"l{ever mind, my cliild, Iie dowir and have a rest."
When Sunday came around, Lhe woman dressed her daugh-

ler in her holiday best and thev went to church. To her step-
daughter she snapped:

"Look after the fire, you lazy slouch, and get [he dinner
ready, tidy up the house, and make a shirt out of that linen by
the time we come back from church. Mind you, if you don't get
all that done, it'll be the end of vou!"

When they left the house, the gi,'l quickly made a fire in
[he oven, got the dinner ready, tidied up the house, and has[en-
ed to the willow.

"Open up, Oh willow tree, your ladv Hanna's come!"
The tree opened and a bevy of girls emerged therefrom.
"Our dear lady, our sweet lady, wliat are your comrnands?"
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"Nfake a shirt out of this iinen bv the time church is over,
and dress me in fine clothes, for I want to go to mass."

,Imrnediately she was dressed irr beauiiful garmenrs, the
girls put _on a pair of little golde, slippers on her feet, and a
carriage drawn by a fine pair of horses was there bo take her
to churcli.

When she entered the church, iL seemed to light up r.r,ibh a
wonderful radiance. The congregatiori could not contain their
astonishment and oh-c.d and ah-ed. "Could she be a princess
or a Qrreen?" they wondered. "We have never seen the like
before!" Now, a Prince happened to be in the church ancl when
he saw the maiden, he could not take his eyes off her. when
service was overl she was the firsI to leave. She drove up to the
willow, hastily tooli off_her fine garments, put on her rags arrcl
to.ok the {eqdy _shirt... The horsei pulled tlre carriage iJto the
willow, while the girl returned to the house and slr dorvn to
wait for the family to come home from church.

When they returned, the stepmother asked?
"Have you made tlie dinner?"
ffYes, I have," replied the girl.
"And r,vhat about the shirt!"
"I've done it as well."
The woman only sh.rgged her shourders in r,vorder, and

said:
"Well, let's get down to dinner then."
At the table atl they talked about was the fine young lady

and the young Prince who was so taken with her that hE eveir
forgot to say his prayers"

"lvhat did she look like?" asked Han*a. "Did slie in a.yi'ay resemble me?"
The woman's_ own daughter burst into la,ghter, whiie the

stepmother flared up:
_ 
"Why, you dirty uncouth slut! How dare you compare your_

self with such a fine ladv?"
when next sunday came aro,nd, the old mar. the woman

and her own daughter went to church, leaving the poor girl to
do.,the chores again. she did them quickr1," and ian t" the
willow.

_9p." up, Oh willorv tree, your ladv Hanna,s oome!,,
The tree opened and a be,y of girls emergerl therefrorn."our dear lady, our sweet'lad.ylwhat are"your commanrls?"
she wished to be dressed i, costly garments a"a griaun

slippers, and then left for church.
The lroung Prirrce was already there, waiting for her. When



she entered the church, it seemed to light up with a wonderfui
radiance. The congregation whispered, amazed, "Heavens
above, what a beauty! Wtro is she?"-But nobody knew. And all
the while the youn[ Prince could not take his ey'es off her...
When service was oier, she was the first to leave. Back at the
willow, she took off her fine clothes, slipped into her oid rags,

and hurried back to the house to wait for everyone to come
home.

At the table they talked about the one and the same thing -
the fine young lady and the Prince:

"The-young Prince was handsome, but the young lady was
even better."

"Did she in any way resemble me?" asked Hanna.
At that the stepmother's daughter burst into loud laughter.

while the woman got so mad she nearly beat up Hanna. She
hated her so much that she could kill her.

The next day the Prince asked everybody who the iadl'
might be. But nobody could tell hirn. He kept on asking.

"I knorv how bo find her," a lad said to him.
"How?" asked the Prince.
"Put some pitch on the spot where she always stands in

church, and her slipper will get stuck in it," he said.
And that's what thev did. On the third Sunday the r-oung

lady again appeared in church and took up her usual p.lace,

while fhe prince and his suite were all eyes watching ]rer...
When service was over, she made to ieave at once. but s[e
could not move. She pulled and she pulled till she freed her
feet at last, but in the haste she left one slipper behind.

When Hanna's parents came back from church, thev kept
gossiping about the slipper, and how small it *'as, and how it
could not possibly fit anyone in the whole land.

"Mayb-e that slipper will fit mv foot?" asked Flanna.
What a to-do there was when she uttered those lvords. The

stepmother and her daughter fairly pounced at the _girl:-"You 
dirty little slob-, the only thing you're good for is dig-

ging in the cinders. Why, your feet, are more like a pair of
crooked logs."

Then Hanna was treated to a cr:uel beating and driven out o{
the house.

The Prince kept on inquiring who had
slipper, but nobody knew.

"I know how to find its owner, Prince," a

" H ow?"
"Let all the maidens try the slipper on, and the one it fits

u,ill be its owner," replied the lad.

lost the golden

lad said to hirn.
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So the Prince sent his rnen to the houses of the nobres.
Hea'ens, how all the rnaidens wanted the slipper to fit so tliey
nright marrlr the Prince! Ilut [o no avail!... Ti", the prince'i
men went around the houses of the merchants and townsfoik.
But there, too, theSr flifl not fare anv better! Then they fuafl 16
go to the peasant-q' huts.

. At last they came to the house where Hanna lived. Seeing
th*-- coming up to the house, the stepmother said to her owii
daugirter:
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"Go, my dear, and quickly wash
men have come for you to Lry on the

But to Hanna she said:
"As for you, you had better get

behind the oven..."
The Prince's men entered the house.
"Hail to you!" thel' 5ni6.
"May God give you liealth, gentlelnen!" replied the rn-oman.

"Have you a daughl,er?"
"Oh yes, I have a daughter," said the woman. "My dear

daughteil" she called, "come and trv on the slipper. That's a

good girl. Look at her nice white feet, gentlemen."- Thl daughter tried on the slipper, but her feet rvere much
too big for it.

behind the oven. she r.vas noticed
by

"Who is that girl?" he asked.

As Hanna watched from
one of the Prince's men.

"Oh, that's not a girl," said the wolnan.
slut. How dare you come out when I told

your feet, for the'qe geniie'
slipper!"

out of my sight and hide

"That's a lazr-. dirtl'
vou to stav or-Lt of

sight!"- "No, woman, Iet her colne and try on the slipper."
The girl came forward and put on the slipper and there

was no siruggling and squeezing, for it fit her exactly.
"Weil, woman, we'll have to take the girl along rvith us-"

said the Prince's men.
"You mean to say that you have chosen this scarecrorv to

be the Prince's bride? It wili never be while I'm alive!"
"No, woman, she is coming rn'ith us!"
The stepmother started to rant and to rave, screaming that

the slut had never known what tidiness was and had never
been in a clean shirt.

But the courtiers would not listen to her.
"Wait a little, please, rvhile I go and dress myself ," said the

girl, and ran to the willow tree.- "Open up, Oh rvillow tree, your iady Hanna's come." The
tree opened and the bevy of girls emerged therefrom. She put
on her finery and came back to the house iooking so lovely
that everyone was dazzled.

"Now let me put on the other slipper, too," she said.
The courtiers led her to the caruiage and drove off to the

Prince's palace. A great wedding feast was held, and the bride
and groom lived happily ever after. As to the rn.illorn' tt'ee ancl
spring, they disappeared under Lhe surface of the earth and re-
emerged in the Prince's garden.
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THE POOR MAN AND THE RAI,'EN CZAR

Ukrainian Folk Tale from Verkhouina *

Once upon a time, somewhere or other, there lived a poor
man. All lie owned in the world was a small hut, a small plot
of land, and a pair of shaggy oren. Oh yes, I almost forgot.
Besides this, he also had a wife and a brood of children. He
himself did not know how manv of ttrem there were in his smail
hut. always crying and screaming for something to eat.

One day the poor man book his youngest son and the oxen
to his small plot of land to plow it.

He plowed and he plowed, and before he had even finished
plowing the second furrow, clouds suddenly gathered in the sky
and it became dark as night.

The man looked up into the sky at the dark clouds and saw
a huge black bird. Its beak was sharp like a red-hot spearhead,
its talons were like hooks, and its wings were so wide they
screened the sun.

The man was frightened at the sight of the bird hovering
over his plot of iand. The shadow cast by its wings covered not
only him, but also his son, the shaggy o-\en arid the plow.

The man was even more frightened when he heard the bird
-say in a human voice:

"Tell me, man, whab shall I take from you, your son or your
oxen for my children rn,ho are very hungry?"

"Take me," said the man. "I'm old and I've had all the
misery I want."

"No, I won't take you," said the horrible bird. "You
smoked too much tobacco and your meat has been cured
smoke to the marrow, it will only make my children ill! Let
have your son or your shaggv oxen."

The man fell to thinking what he should do. Hc had so
many children, and if he sacrificied one there would be enough
of them Ieft anywav. But this pair of oxen was all he had, and
if the bird took them awav what would he plow his plot with,
how would he keep his family provided with fuel and bread?

"Hurry up, will you," the bird pressed him. "Don't think too
long, and tell me quick which of them you'll give me."

Verkhouina - lit. thc, Highiands. folk name of mountainous area (chit,fly
rrse in the Ukrainian Carpathians) courpliscd of the drainage clir,ide in
upper reaches of the rivers Str:iy, Dniestel', Uzh and Latorits-va (Tr.)
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Saving this, the bird started scraping the ground im-
patientiy with its taions. At the sight of those horrible hooks,
the man feit sorry for his son. No, not on my life, he thought,
I won't give my son into those terrible claws.

"All right, take the oxen!" said the man sadly.
"It's your luck thal you decided to give me the oxen and

not the boy," said the bird. "If you had rrot I would have finish-
ed off the oxen and you, too, just the same. I want you to
know that I'll pay a good price for your oxen. Send any of your
sons to my palace and I'll give him anything he asks for."

"And where is your palace?" the man asked.
"Your sons will find my palace on a silver glade beyond

green mountain meadows, beyond dense forests. Let him ask
where the Raven Czar lives." And with these words he picked
up the shaggy oxen and the plow with his clarvs and flew away.

The man came home broken-hearted.
"Where are the oxen?" asked his wife.
He told her rn,hat liad happened bo him, and hearing about

Lhe loss of the oxen she cried in despair:
"Oh Lord, what wili become of us now! What hope have rn,e

of a harvest when you haven't plowed our plot and sorvn it rvith
wheat?"
, "Don't cry, Nlother," said the eldest. 'I'll go to the Raven
Czar and make him pay for the oxen. And ii I don't come back
[here'll be an extra crust of bread for t]re others."

The mother wept even more bitteriy at these words.
"I)on't go, son, don't go!" she implored. "That terrible bird

won't -qpare you. Never mind, we'll pull through someholv!"
tsut the boy would not listen to her. So she baked him a loaf

of bread, put an onion into his bag, and saw him olf on his long
JOUrney.

He set out to seek beyond the greelt mountain meadou,-" arrd
dense l'orests the palace orr the silver glade u'here the Ilaren
Czar clweit,

FIe crossed one meadow, he crossed anoLher. nieador,v, and
reached a dense forest. He grerv very hungr)'b),,that time, so
he sal down under a slrruh, took out the loaf of hread and onion
from his bag, and started to eat.

He had_not yet made the first bit, u,hen a limping cro"nv
came_up to him, skipping arrd hopping on one leg.

i'Good luck to you!" said the cr,ow.
"And good luck to 1.ou!" the bov replied.
The cror.v sat beside the boy and rn'atched him munclring on

his bread and onion.
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"I'm so hungry. Could you give me a morsel of bread?" said
the crow.

"Go find something to eat, I'm hungry and I'r,e got a lorrg
journeS, ahead of me, so there's nothing I can give you," said
the boy. He rvas hardhearted and miserly.

"Where &re y611 bound for?" asked the crow.
"I'm looking for the Raven Czar's palace on the silver

glade."
"Take me on your shoulder, for I'm in a hurry to get there

myself. You see, my wings and legs won't serve me any longer.
I'll show you the way."

"How can I carrv you u'hen I'm so tired I can barely drag
my legs," said the boy indifferently.

The limping crow hopped up, flapped its wings, wen[ up
into the air, and flew awav.

"How do you like that sly one, wanted to take a free ride on
my shoulder!" said the boy angrily. He dropped the rest of the
loaf into his bag and set forth to look for the silver glade anrl
the palace of the Raven Czar. But neither the silver glade, nor
the palace did he find. He lost his way in the forest and could
not get out of it hard as he tried.

In the meanwhile his parents waif,ed for him night and day,
and when they abandoned all hope of ever seeing him again,
the middle son said:

"Mother, bake me a loaf of bread and put it into my bag
together with an onion. I'll go and look for my brotlier-.
Perchance I will find the silver glade and the Raven Czar's
palace."

"Don't go, son!" his mother implored. "We will pull through
somehow even without the reward of the Raven Czar. Maybe
fate will be kind to your brother and he wili come back safe
and sound."

But she could not persuade him to stay. So preparations
were made to see off the middle son on the journey.

He crossed green mountain meadows and dense forests.
As he went along, he saw crows circling in bhe sky and thought
that any rninute now he would come upot) the palace of lhe
Raven Czar or his brother.

In the dense foresb he grerv very hungry, sat down. and
taking out the loaf of bread and onion from his bag. began to
eat. All of a sudden [here appeared a limping crow before hinl
and begged for a nlorsel of bread.

"Your Czar has taken our oxen awav from us, so lel hinr
feed you," said the middle son.
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"Take me on your shottlder then, so that I, limping and
hungry as I am, shali not perish in this forest." the crow
pleaded.- "Let your Czar take votr on his shorilder," the boy said.

. The crow hopped up, flapped its wings, and flew away.
The middie son followed the crow's flight in surprise, got

uir on his feet and set forth on his journey. But neither the sil-
ver glade, nor the palace of the Raven Czar did he find. tIe
lost his way in the forest and could not get out of it.

In vain did the parents wait for their sons - tiiere was no
sight or sound of them.

So the youngest son said to liis mother:
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"Mother, get a bag ready for me, too. Maybe I will bring
back the Czar's reward together with my brothers.'

The poor woman fell to weeping and hegged him not to go.
But to no avail. She had to see him off as rn'ell.

The youngest son crossed high mountain meadows and
dense forests. He sat down bv the same shrub his brothers iiad
sat under and began to eat. As he was about to start on his
second piece of bread, a limping cro$' came up to him, skipping
and hopping on one leg.

"Give me a morsel," the crow said.
The bov quiekly sliced off a large piece and gave it to the

cro\ r, saying:
"Here ybu are! There's plenty left for me, and, besides,

I like eating in company."
"Could you give me a bit of your onion?" the crow asked.
"Why, of course, help yourself."
The crow ate of the bread and onion, thanked the boy nicely,

and inquired:
"Where are you bound for? Do you know that you've enter-

ed a forest from which not a living creature has ever yet
found its way out?"

"I have to find the silver glade with the Raven Czar"s
palace," said the boy. "Perhaps my brothers are there, loo."

"Take me on your shouider, for I can't step on my feet and
my wings are so weak!" the crow begged.

"Ali right, why not? But, mind you, I've never carried a

crow on my shoulder before," said the boy with a smiie, and set
the crow on his shoulder.

They set forth on their journey. Perched on lhe boy's
shoulder, the crow told him the way, whispering from time to
time into his ear:

"Turn right, now left. And now go straight ahead."
And thus they waiked for two days and two nights. Tliey

went through one dense forest, and then through another one.
All of a sudden it grew lighter and thev came upon a large
glade. And what a glade that was! The grass, the flowers, and
even the stones on it - all were of pure silver.

In the middie of the glade rose a steep rock, also of silver,
and on top of it stood a beautiful palace.

The bov stopped in amazement. He had never seen anything
so beautiful even in his dreams. FIe and the crow sat down by
bhe edge of the glade and ate ail that remained of the food.

Then the crow said:
"There, on top of the rock, stands the palace of my Czar.

You'll find your way there vourself. And for your kindness to
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me, I'll give you a piece of advice. If the Czar asks .you what
r_erva-rd you want for your oxen, tell him all you will accept, is
the thing he puts under his head every night as he goes to bed."

And with these words the crow fiew away.
The poor man's son climbed to the peak of the high rock.

Here he was met by guards who escorted him right to the sil-
ver throne of the Raven Czar.

"I[ow did you find your way to my palace?" t]re Raven
Czar asked the boy.
. _ 

"Good people have shown me bhe way," the boy replied. He
did not want to give away the limping crow.
__ "Well, since you have found me I'll have to keep my word.
Take a look around all mv chambers. and the things you like
best in them I will give to yon."

^ {o. three days and three nights Lhe boy walked through Lhe
Cza_r's chambers, but he had not been through even a tentTr part
of Lhe palace. So he came to the Raven Czar and said:

"Czar, your chambers are marvelous indeed. I have seen
many beautiful things and I liked many of them. Brit what
shall I do with all that wealth? I shall not walk your chambers
anymore. All I ask of you is the thing you put under your tread
when you go to bed."

At this the Raven Czar flew into a rage and ordered that
the heads of all the crows who had accompanied the boy
through the palace be chopped off.

"One of them has betrayed me!" he raved.
"I'11 give you everything I have in my chambers!" said the

Raven Czar.
But the boy stood firm.
So what could the Raven Czar do? He took out from under

his pillow a little coffee mill and gave it to the boy.
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"Here you are! Now get out
death!" he screamed in a furv.

of my sight lest 1 peck you to

The frightened boy dropped the collee
made off as fast as he could. He stopped
had reached the dense forest again.

[Ie sat down, took out the mill, placed
started to rummage in his bag for something
lvas empty.

The- ciow gave me a bad piece of advice, I should have
taken some of the Raven Czar'i riches, he thought to himself.

He examined the mill carefullv, wondering why the Czar had
been ready to sacrifice ali his riches for it - and found nothing
so peculiar about this mill.''(I'll die of hunger here!" he said with a low heart.
.,Wouldn't it be loveli if a table appeared before me, laden with
food and drink just like the one in the chambers of the Raven
Czarl."

As he said this, he lightlv turned the lrandle of the mill...
and lo and behold! in front of him there appeared a table served
with all kinds of delicious food.

"Hey, I didn't know mv little mill could do that!" he ex-
claimed in joy.

But then he grew sad again.
and drink all by himself when
brothers were hungry?

mill into his bag and
running only after he

it before him, and
to eat. But the bag

How could he enjoy the food
his father, mother, sisters and

and said:
my parents be here at

He turned the mill handle once again
"Let ail my brothers and sisters and

once ! "
And that same instant all his ilear ones - his father and

mother, brothers and sisters - appeared at the table.
They ate to their hearts'content and did not leave the table

until they had eaten everything. Then they all went home,
happv and gay, and lived in pienty for many a day. Whatever
thet wanted, whatever they wished, the mill produced for
them.

Now, if you don't believe me, you may go and ask them
yourself. If they are willing, they will tell you everything'



T H E POOR M AII AI{D 1115 SO1V,S

Transcarpathian * Folk Tale

Once there lived a poor man who had three sons. The eldest
was called Petro, the second Flavrilo, and the yorrngest Ivan.

When ttre boys had grown up, the father called them to his
side and said:

"I've become old, mv children, and can no longer [ake care
of you. You're old enough to go out into the world and fend
for yourselves. I'il be expecting you back in a year's time. The
one who has earned the most will stav with me to the end of
my days."

The sons left home, and soon each found himself some rn,ork.
After a year the eldest son returned wilh iots of money;

the next day Lhe socond son arrived with some lumps of gold;
arrd lhe lollorving dav the yorrngesl son canre home - empty
handed.

The father got angrv u,ith him and turned him out of the
house. The poor Iad rvent into the wide, wide world. He walked
and he walked till night descended. He entered a dark forest,
sat down on a stump, took out the last crust of bread he had
brought from home and began chewing i[, pondering over
wliere he could go and what he could do. He was so lost in
thought that he did not notice a giant appear in front of him.

"What preys on your heart, mv lad?" asked the giant.
Ivan told him everything.
"You can enter my service if you like," proposed the giant.
Ivan agreed and followed his new master. They walk-ed to

bhe heart of the dense forest where the giant had a cottage for
his home, and there Ivan settled down.

He lived well. There \ /as not much work to do. The giant
taught him how to ride a horse and wield a sword. He also
baught his servant to read, write and count.

A year passed in this manner. Then one day the giant came
home and said:

"fvan, saddle your horse, take your sword and ride to the
south. There, beyond tr,vo mountains, you will find a black
castle surrounded bv a black wall. In this castle lives a black
vampire whorn you must destroy."

The lad prepared for the journey, bid farewell to the giant
and rode to the south.
* Transcarpathia - historical namrt of the present Transcarpathiarr llegion in

\\'eslern Ukraine (Tr.).
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At last, after riding for three days, he saw the
castle surrounded by a black wall. Ivan made his
courtyard and there he saw the vampire sitting
club in his hands.

Thc r.,ampire demanded in a horrible voice:

sinister black
way into the
with an iron

- l'Ih.t do you want here? How dare you tread upon mv
land?"

"I've come to fight you!" replied Ivan.
_ {h. vampire burst into a hideous roar of laughter and h,rl-

ed the iron club at the lad. Ir.an ducked, and the ciub frew
past him. Then he picked i! ,p, swung it and hit tlie varnpire
so hard that he dropped dead to bhe ground felled by the mighty
blow. Ivan entered the black castle and found a black hori in
black harness there. He jumped on the black horse, tied his
own to the saddle, and set off for home.

Ttre giant had already been waiting for Ivan. when he sarn'
his servant saf e and sound, he praised" him and [ook Lhe horse
to the stable.
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Time passed. lvan was growing wiser and irardier. One day
the giant called him and said:

"Now you must ride to the north. When you pass the impen-
etrable forests and the impassable swamps, you will see a red
castle. In that castle lives a red vampire who has done much
harm to the people. You must destrov him. When the vampire
dies, the swamps will dry up and the people will be able to sow
wheat on them."

Ivan wasted no time and rode to the north the very next
day.

He rode and he rode until he entered a dense, impenetrable
forest. He could hardly make his way through, so he took out
his sword and began lracking himself a patlr. He hacked and
he cut until nightfall, and was thus forced to spend the night
there. Hobbling his horse lest ib should stray away, Ivan lay
down on the moss and was soon fast asleep.

But he did not sleep long. When he woke up, he saw that
the trees around him had retreated. The landscape glowed r,r'itli
a miraculous light and the ground was carpeted with fragrant
flowers. In the trees birds were singing in a way Ivan had
never heard before.

Attracted by the sounds, the nymphs came out of the forest
and the water goblins crawled ouL of the lakes to join together
in merry dances and songs. All kinds of animals gathered
around them, and none of the stronger attacked the weaker
ones. Sitting on a bough over Ivan's head was an old owl by
whose side a little turtle-dove snuggled. 'fhe owl was teiling her
something and she was listening very abtentively.

Ivan, too, gave an ear to the owl's story, from which he
learned that the forest had been bewilched, and everything in
i[ was dead. It was onlv with his coming and hacking his way
to its heart that everything came back to life. That was rvhy the
birds and animals r.vere so overjoved.

Ivan looked with wonder at the things he saw, and again he
fell asleep. Awakening at dawn he looked around and saw that
Ite was lying on the edge of the forest, and before him spread
a great field covered with fragrant flowers.

Why, the swamps have dried up, he thought. I must hurry
to finish off the vampire.

Ivan mounted his horse and galloped away. It was not long
before he saw the red castle with the red wall. He flew into
tlte courtyard and at once came face to face with the red vam-
pire who was already waiting for him.

They started to fight. The vampire was soon drained of
his strength, and Ivan killed him. He entered the red castle
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and found a red horse in red harness there. Taking it arong
with him, he hurried home.

, On his. way he saw people in the fieids, plowing and haying.
Ivan felt huppy at bhe sight and spurred his horseln to teil th-e
good news to his master.

The master was huppy to see l,an safe and sound. He took
the horse and harness and told him to have a good rest,.

B,t Ivan did not_rest for long, because ti6 naa to go to the
west to do away with the white vampire. This time hl had to
rid.e throug_h arid steppcs and hot deserts. Huge snakes, threat-
gli"g his life, blocked- his way. Monstrous ipiders feil upon
him, trying to entangle him in their webs, ind visions and
phantoms tried to divert him from his path. He saw lakes
and rivers, but whenever he approached ihem to quench his
thirst they moved away no matler how hard he tried to reach
them.

Ivan decided _to ]1e_ad. directly westward, not turning from
the road, and so he did. At last he came to a huge white"castle
enclosed by a white wall. Here Ivan fought his ioughest battle
ever. But he overpowered the white vimpire too, took away
his white horse and harness and sped home.

on his way Ivan saw that the deserts were in bloom. Brooks
bubbled in the deep_ gullies, the lakes, filled with water, glis-
tened in the sun, and birds were singing in the trees.

Ivan came horne, gave the horse aid harness to [he giant,
and went to rest. After a good rest he took to his studie-I u"d
learned manv.a new thing.

But all the Lime he wondered: why tlid his master who was
s.o.strong and so wise send him to slav the vampires instead of
doin&it him,self? One day he asked the giant:

"Please don't be angry with me for asklng, but wliy did you,
such a strong and clever man, keep sendilng me to kill " 

the
vampires instead of fighting them yourself?', -

The giant smiled and answered:
"Yg, see? my son, when a great deed is performed by some_

one who is strong and clever it is not worth as much as
when it is accomplished by _someone who is weak and inexpe-
rie,ced. Remember, gre_at deeds are often performed not iy
men who know much_and have great, strength, but by those whl
are strong in will and wish."

The master's answer completely satisfied Ivan and set his
mind at ease.

. once the gialt invited Ivan on a trip. They mounted their
horses and set off. on their wav they rodl through a citv which
rvas in mourning. Black flags drooped from the-ilagpoles. Ivan
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and the giant asked the townsfoik rn'hat evil had hefallen the
city, and they answered:",iour city has been visited bv a dreadfr-rl dragon. He has

eaten up haif of our cattle and will. pr_obahly devour the rest of
itiif we do not bring him the Czar's daughter. She has a goqqtl lI we u(J IruL uI'IIrg lllllt LrrE L/zar D uauSrruer
lieart and has ugr"-1d bo give herseif up to the monster. Of
course, it's hard 6n her, but it's hard on !s too, for we cannot
lir,e without cattle. That's rn'hy we are grieving. If there were

only a brave man who would slay the dragon, the Czar would
givl him his daughter in ma*iage and his Czardom as a

reward."
"Ivan, you must free the Czar's daughter and rescue Lhe

country fr:om this disaster," said the giant.
They returnerl home and Ivan unfied the black horse he ]rad

taken fiom the black vampire, bid farewell to the giant and set

off for the city.
When he arrived there, he learnt that the Czar's daughter

hacl already gone to the dragon in the forest. Ivan overtook tlie
dragon just as he was rnaking his_rn'ay to a large^cave.ncrut.rra!" Ivan cried out. "It's too earlv for you to die!"
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When she sarv l\.an, the tears on her cheeks dried and she
smiled at him with hapl)y eyes. Ivan went up to the cave into
lvhich the dragon had disappeared, and shouted:

"H.y, you! Creep out of there, I've come to fight you!"
"Wait a while, you human midget, I'm not ready yet," a

thunderous voice replied frorn tlre cave.
Shortly after, the dragon flew out of the cave wibh a threat

ening hiss and terrible roar. Ivan jumped on his horse and
rusired to engage him.

They claslied in mortal combat. Ivan chopped one head after
another off the dragon's body. But no sooner did one head fall
ttran another appeared in its place, spitting fire at Ivan and
searing him. Ivan felt his strength draining away.

In a flash the dragon knocked him and his horse to the
ground, and fell on Ivan and started to choke him. Ivan level-
ed his sword and ripped open the monster's beily. The dragon
let out a roar that shook the leaves off the trees. But thal rn,as
aiready the cry of death.

Ivan looked about him and saw the Czar's daughber stand,
ing at a distance.

"Why are you so sad? I'he dragon is dead and you can go
home to your parents," he said to her.

"I will not go home alone," she said. "I'11 go only with you,
for you have saved me and my people."

She took Ivan by the hand and they mounted his horse and
rode to the city.

The people were weeping and mourning their Czarevna.
"Stop crying, I'm alive," she said. "Ivan has rescued me!"
What a jubilation there was! The people followed them [o

the Czar's paiace. The Czar was also pining away with grief
over the loss of his only daughter, but when he saw lier beam-
ing with happiness he wept for joy. When he was told that Ivan
had saved his daughter from certain death, he gave her in mar-
riage to him. A wedding feast was heid the like of which tlie
worid had never seen! Ivan invibed his master, the giant, to the
feast and there tliey were making merry and gay, and if they're
still alive, they're having their fun to [he present day.
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THE POOR LAD AND THE RICI! IIERCHAIYT MARKO

Along the higliwa), which the cltwmafus traversed cartirig
salt from Crimea, rode the rich rnerchant Nlarko, followed by
a caravan ol valuable goods.

The merchant was so rich that his {ame spread far and rvide,
beyond hill and dale and in our land as well. Once, u'hen he
was passing through a littie village, he had an unusual ex-
perience. No sooner had he entered the village tltan a man came
mnning up to hirn entreating him to be the godfather of his
child. At first Nlarko flew into a rage at the man's impudence.
but then lie agreed, ttrinking that this might be a lucky omen.

After the merchant had wined and dined to his heart's con-
tent, he lef I some presents for the newly christened bo1, and set
off on his journey. As Marko rode on his horse smoking his
pipe, he would from time to time turn round Lo har,e a look
at his caravan whicli stretched a mile behind him.

At eventide, when he arrived in his home towrl, he rvas given
a heartv welcome b-v the townsfolk who accompanied him riglit
up to the palace. Marko gave orders for the caravan to be un-
loaded, while he supped substantially, and then rn,ent to bed.
ln his dream his godson appeared to him and said:

"Listen Marko, some day all your riches will be mine."

Marko started to shout, but suddenly he was struck dumb
r.vith fear as a huge bird descended upon him. lt rvas so big
that it shielded bhe sun from Marko and it became dark like
on an auturnn night, and only the claws oI the bird glistened
like steel hooks.

The bird clawed Marko bv his silken sash and carried him
off into the sky. His body feit as rigid as a log. The bird flew
on and on till it came to a sea far down below, and ttren it open-
ed its claws. Marko was frightened out of his wits and his
heart started to flutter like a trapped rabbit's.
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Down he went at breathtaking speed. Well, that's the end
of me, flashed through his head as he fell. But he did not fall,
neither did he bruise himself, nor did he plunge into the sea.

The dream made him jump to his feet, and he did not have
a wink of sleep till the morning. The thought of his godson
never left his mind, for the merchant was loath to surrender
his riches to him. Somehow he managed to go about his affairs
that day, but from then on he could not get a peaceful night's
sleep. No sooner did he close his eyes than his godson appeared
in front of him - tall and strong, in a linen shirt, and, with
a smile on his lips, said:

"All your riches wiil be mine some day."
Marko tried to jump at him, but something seemed to hold

him tightly bound to lris bed and he could not move his hands
nor his feet and he could not utLer a sound.

He suffered for a long time in this way, and finally decided
to get rid of his godson.

Once on his way through that village he visited his godson
and saw that he u,as indeed growing into the handsome lad
who came to him in his dreams every night. His iips wore the
same smile, only he was still too young to say, "Ali vour riche-s
will be mine," although it seemed that any moment these words
would fly off his tongue. Looking at him, Marko got the pangs
and said to the boy's father:

"Listen, _man, sell me your boy, ffiy godson. You've got
errough children, while I've got none. I'll give him an upbring-
ing fit for a Cossack."

"Oh no," answered the man, "1e[ there be as many of them
as tliere are. True, my heart aches at the sight of their gobbling
up the food at the table, but it sings with joy whenever I see
them working as indus[riously as they do."

But Marko went on to beg and to plead rvith lhe man l;o let
him lrave bhe boy. In the end he managed to buy him for quite
a pretty price.

When Marko left the viilage with his caravan, he orrler.ed
his servants to tar a large barrel. In it he placed his gotison,
put a sturdy lid on the barrel, and when the caravan was pass-
ing a river dumped the barrel into the water, and continued
on his journey.

The barrel rolled with the waves titl it hit tlie bank by a
convent. Just then the nuns were doing their wash, and when
they saw the barrel thev fished it out of the \A,ater, because
it would do quite rvell for pickles. When they openecl it, they
found a boy in it. Now, what could thev do with him? They'
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could not possibly throw him back into the river, and so the
nuns kept him at their convent.

The boy gr.* up into a handsome lad. When he came of
age, the n,rt i gave him food and drink and saw him off into
tlie big wide world. He started working as a farmhand, rn'ander-

ing fr6m one landlord to the other in search of a better living
Tf,us he came to the manor of the rich merchant Marko. Seeing
bhat the lad was strong and hard-working, Marko decided to
rnake him his chief carter.

,0nce he asked him:
"Who are you and whence do vou hail?"
"I really don't know. It seems that I have no kith or kin

since some nuns found me in a floating barrel," the lad replied
smilingly.

Wh"en Marko saw that smile on his face, his blood ran cold
and he turned pale as a ghost. He recognized his godson- im-
rnediately and was iust waiting for him to say, "Everl-thing-
that is ybrrt= will he mine." But the lad just stood there and
smiled.

"All right," said Marko. "I want you !o be my chief as-
sistant. Bu.-t first you must perform a task for me. Beyorld the
blue sea there lies an unknown country where you can get some

good merchandise for a cheap price. Go there and har,e a look
at it."

Nobody had ever succeeded in reaching that piace, for it lay
beyorrd high rapids and whoever wanted to cross them had to
apply for the services of a wicked f erryman who threu- the
tiaveiers overboard in the middle of the river. And nobod-v
could reach that country by sea either, for a huge whale roamed
the sea, overturning all the ships bound for the unknou'n land.

While the lad piepared for the journey, Marko felt happy as

a king, because none whom he had sent on this mission had
ever returned home alive.

The lad walked on and on till he came to a wide roaring
river so awesome to behotd that it could not be possibll' cross-
ed by any human being. The lad called for the ferryman in
such-a husky voice that sent the ferryman a-trembling and his
ferry a-rocking on the waves.

When the f errvman came up to the bank, he asked:
"Where do you come from and where are you going to,

laildie?"
"I'm one of Marko's men bounci for the unknown land

beyond the blue sea," replied the lad.
The lad jumped onto the ferry and they pushed of [. Birt ali

the while he did not take his eves off the old man. When they
reached the middle oI bhe river where the swirl roared in u'i]d
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abandon, the old man struck the rvater with his oar and the
ferry broke in two: the half with the old man passed the rapids
safely, ivhile the second half with the iad on it was sucked inbo
the maelstrom. The tad thought it was the end of him, and then
he saw four water nymphs looking at him from the four sides
of the ferry, and softly singing a song. They guided his ferry
into quiet waters and pushed it to the shore. The lad jumped
on land and went in the direction of tire sea.

For a whole week he roamed the arid steppe and was almost
on the verge of death from lack of water when he saw bhe glit-
tering surface of the sea far in the distance. Summoning his
last strength, he broke into a run. Suddeniy he came upon an
old, old man whose hair was white as cream. The old man
stopped the lad and asked:

"Where are you trurrying so, my son?"
"'Io beyond the blue sea," replied the lad.
"And who sent you there, my son?" the oldster asked.
{'Marko the rich merchant."
To this the oldster said:
"Listen to what I have to tell you, son. Marko wants to do

great mischief to you by sending you on this mission. Nobody
has ever returned from it, and hardly anyone has ever reached
that land beyond the sea. But if you really want, to get there,
wait here till the whale turns his tail around, iump on it, make
your way to the whale's head, and hide there till it gets to the
obher shore. But don't forget one thing: beyond the sea lives a

cruel Czar who is a friend and cronv of Nlarko. Don't tell him
where you've come from. If you do, you will perish."

The lad thanked the oldster and went to the sea to wait for
the whaie. He waited and rn'aited till eventide when something
like an is-land with a fountain in the middle of it appeared on
the horizon. As it approached the shore, a mighty storm broke
out. The lad saw the huge tail, made his way to it by jumping
from boulder to boulder on tlte shore, and then ran up the back
to the founbain where, as tire old man had told him, the whale's
head rn,as.

He had to run aboul, five hours till he reached the fountain.
For seven long weeks he floated on the back of ihe whale. To
stay alive, he caught fish with liis shirt. On the eighth week
they approached the shore and the 1ad jumped on land.

No sooner did he torrch ground than he rvas seized by the
guards of the Czar and taken to him to kre questioned.

"We plied the seas and ocearls," said the lad, "and once a

huge whale attacked us and sucked in all our twelve ships.
I was on deck just then, and with bhe water fountain gushing
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out of the whale's head I was thrown on its back and lived
there'till it reached these shores."

The Czar believed his story and let him go in peace.
The lad wandered through the foreign land for a long time.

He learned the foreign tongue and many other useful things,
and returned the same wav he came. When he arrived at Mar-
ko's manor, he told him everything he knew about the land
beyond the blue sea.

Foaming with rage, Marko saddled his horse and rode to the
ferryman to punish him for his disloyal service.

He stood on the bank and ordered the ferryman to come to
him at once. But the ferryman could not pull up no matter how
hard he tried. So he stretched out his oar, asking Marko to take
hold of it and pull him in. No sooner had Marko taken hold of
the oar than the old man jumped off the ferry, leaving Marko
on it. The oar was such that whoever took it into his hands
could not get free of it till he was relieved by someone else
ignorant of this fact.

From that time on Marko became a ferrvman. The lad gave
away all the wealth of the merchant to the poor and they all
lived in health and cheer and grew richer from year to year.
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DAI{ILO WHO HAD NO LUCR

Once upon a time there was a man,.Danilo by name, who
was very unlucky. Whatever he did, whatever he made turned
out a flop. He had nothing in the world to call his own. One day
he hired himself out to a farmer, saying, "I wili work a year
for you if you sow twenty-seven acres of wheatland for me as
a reward." The farmer agreed. As the days passed, the wheat
started to sprout. When the farmer's wheat was in the stalk,
Danilo's was in the ear, and when tlre farmer's wheat was in
the ear, Danilo's was aiready ripe.

"Tomorrow I'll reap my well-deserved reward," Danilo said
to himself.

But during the night the skv became overcast, dark clouds
gathered, and hail showered down on the field, destroying the
crop completely. Danilo burst into tears at such a mishap, and
said:

"I'll go and find myself another piace of work."
He offered his services to another farmer.
"I'll work a year for yoll," he'said, "for that shaggy coit

over there."
After some months Danilo noticed that the colt was growing

into a handsome horse. He was overjo;red at the proipect oT
having such a beautiful mount of his own. But during thb night
a plck oJ wolves fell on the horse and tore it to pieces.

Danilo was overcome with grief, and, weeping, he said:*I'li go and find myself another place of worli."
He came to another farmer. Not far from his farm there

lay a tombstone. No one knew where it came from and how
long it had been standing there.

"I'11 work for you for that stone,
As time weni on, he noticed

change: on one side it grew red, on
third gold.

Well, that stone's safe anyway, thought Danilo.
But the very next day, which in'as the last of Danilo's ser-

vice, somebody stole the stone. I{e burst into tears, because
once_again he had worked for nothing.

_"Since you're so uniucky," he was told. "go to the Czar. He
is like a father to all of us, and lie'lI certainly do something
for vou."

Danilo went to the czar as he was told, and the czar gave
him a place at the court.

" said Danilo.
that the stone startecl to
the other silver, and on the
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"Do what you can," said the Czar, "and we'll see, how un-
lucky you really are."

Danilo took to work, and soon the Czar saw that whatever
he did none could excei him.

"Now, what's all this talk about you being unlucky?" said
the Czar. "I can see for myself that none can'better you in any-
thing you do. I want to reward you for your labors."

The Czar went and took three barreis: one he filled with
gold, another with coal, and the third with sand. To Danilo
he said:

"If you can guess which one of these barrels is filled with
gold, I'll make you a Czar. If you point to the barrel with coal,
you'll be a blacksmith, and if you pick out the barrel with sand,
you're really unlucky. I shail then give you a horse and arms
and turn you out of my Czardom."

'Danilo circled and circled round the barrels, he fingered
and touched them one after another.

"This one here," he said at last.
They opened the barrel and it turned out [o be the one fiil-

ed with sand.
"Weli, you really are unlucky," said the Czar. "And nolv

begone, I don't need such subjects as you."
The Czar gave him a horse and arms, also a Cossack outfit,

and sent him away.
Danilo rode for a whole dav, and the next day too, and did

not find anything to eat, either for himself or.for his horse. On
the third day he came upon a haystack.

Well, at Ieast there's something for my horse, Danilo
thought.

But no sooner did he approach the haystack than it trurst
into flames. Danilo could not help but weep, and as he did so
he heard a voice coming from the haystack:-

"Rescue me, or I'll burn to death!"
"How can I rescue you when I can't come anywhere near

the haystack?" said Danilo.
"Hold out your musket, I'11 grip it, and you'll pull me out

of the flames", said the voice.
Danilo held out his musket and pulled and pulled, and pull-

ed out a serpent.
Good God, of all the things!... he [hought.
"Since you have pulled me oul, of the flames. take me to my

home," said the serpent.
"But how shall I find the way to your home?" Danilo
"Take me on your horse," said the serpent, "and in

ever direcl,ion I turn my head, go there."

asked.
what-
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As they rode on, the serpent would turn its head, and Danilo
would follow the course it indicated. At last they arrived at a

farmstead so nice and beautiful that i[ was a delight l,o be]rold.
The serpent slid down from the horse onto the ground, and
said:

"Wait for me a while, I'll be back soon."
And with these words the serpent slipped under the gate of

the farmstead.
Danilo stood there rn aiting and waiting, and just as he decid-

ed there was no sense in waiting any longer, the serpent ap-
peared before him in the shape of a beautiful lady in gorgeous
raiment. Openirrg the gate, she said to him:

"Lead in your horse and have something to eat and drink."
They went into the courtyard, and there in the middle of it

were two wells. She scooped a little glass of water oub of one
of them, placed it on the ground, threw a handful of oats beside
it, and said:

"Come, bring your horse over here."
Well, well, how do you like that, l)anilo thought, for three

days we hadn't had a bite to eat, and here she's trying to plav
tricks on me with bhat scant dole of oats.

Then she took him to her guest-chamber and there she of-
fered him a morsel of bread and a little glass of water.

Why, that's as good as nothing for me to eat, he thought.
But when he chanced to look out of the window, he sarv

that the glass of water and the oats were almost untouched,
while his"horse seemed [o have eaten its fill. He bit into the
morsel of bread and drank of the water, and at once he felt
sated, although everything remained as if untouched.

"Have you eaten your fill?" she asked him.
"Oh yes, thank Vou," he replied.
"Now lie down and rest awhile."
The next day when Danilo rose, she said to him:
"teave me your musket, horse and clotltes. and I wili give

you a new outfit instead."
She gave Jrim a shirt and a weapon, and said:
"This weapon is such that when you swing it with what-

ever strength you have, you'll kill ever.yone in reach. and this
shirt is such that when you put it on, no force on earth will
destroy vou. And now go on your way till you come to an inn.
There you'll hear the news that the Czar is looking for a knight
to whom he might give his daughter in marriage. Ask for her
hand, and when you marry her, mind you do not tell her the
secret of your invincibi]ity for seven years."
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Danilo bid farewell to the ladv and went on his way. He ar-
rived at the inn, and there he was asked -who he was and
whence he came. When he said that he had come from another
land, he was told:

"An enemy force has beseiged our Czardom. The Czar can
not overcome it, and he is looking for a knight who will free
his land and bring back his daughter who has been carried
off."

Danilo was shown lhe wav to the Czar's
IIe told the Czar that he was prepared to

"Just give me two Cossacks," he saicl, '(
informed of whatever happens."

palace.
repulse the enemy.
so they keep me

He took the Cossacks with him into the steppe and bid them
lie down and sleep while he kept watch.

No sooner were they asleef than the enemy attacked, threat-
ening to kill Danilo. But he did not flinch and stood his ground,
never retreating a step.

So the enemy started to shower him with cannon balls, and
fired them in such plenty that soon the two Cossacks were
buried under them. Danilo swlln.g his weapon, and only those
whom his blows did not reach escaped rn'ith their lives. Hg de-
feated the enemy, regained the captured land, married the
Czar's daughter, and reigned over the country.

But his enemies would not take their defeat lying down,
and started to scheme against Danilo.

"Why have you given your hand to that boo[less fellow,"
they said to his wife. "Nobodv knows who he is and whence he
came, while we are of nohle birth. Trv to find out wherein iies
his strength so we can des[roy him and give you a more fittirrg
husband."

She was taken in bv their wiles and went after her husband,
hent on finding out the secret of his strength.

She kept on asking and asking, and he said to her:
"My strength lies in my gloves."
Late in the night rn,hen he was asleep she pulled the glor.es

off his hands and gave them to the enemv.
The next day when he u,ent out hunting, the enemy

ambushed him and assailed him rn'ith his gloves. But he swung
his weapon with such might that it killed evervone in reach-,
and those who survived were takerr prisoner and thrown into
the dungeon.

But his wife r,vent on coaxing and wheedling to get at his
secret.

"My strength lies in mv boots," I)anilo told her.
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She stole his boots that night and gave them to the enemy.
When the enemy tried to fall upon him, he again clubbed
everyone with his \ /eapon, and those who were not kiiled out-
right were taken prisoner and thrown into the dungeon.- But at long last his wife got the better of him with her
persistance and he told her the truth.- "It is this weapon and shirt which make me so strong."

So she began to persuade him to go and have a nice bath.
"My father used to do so quite often," she said.
He let himself be persuaded, and no sooner had he cast off

his shirt than she substituted another shirt for it and an or-
dinary weapon for his magic one, and gave all that to the
enemv. After the bath the enemv seized him, chopped and
hacked him to pieces, threw the pieces into a sack, tied the sack
to the saddle of his horse and let it go into the steppe. The
horse wandered around aimlesslv for a while and then it headed
for the farmstead whert-' it had been reared. There the ladS' saw
it and exclaimed:

"Oh Lord, something terrible must have happened to Da-
nilo!"

She quickly undid the sack, took out the hacked pieces of
I)anilo's body, washed them and put them together. From one
well she fetched healing water, and {rom the other she took
living water, sprinkled Danilo's body with it, and he came back
to life.

"Didn't I tell vou not to disclose the secret
seven years?" she chided Danilo.

He stood there, shamed and silent.
"Ail right, go and get some sleep," she said.

can do for you now.n'
The next day she gave him a belt with the words:
"Go to the same lnn as before. Stay the night there, and

early next morning, when you will be washing yourself , ask the
innkeeper to beat you across the back with this belt as hard
as he Can. The moment you scoop up some water you lvill be
back at your wife's palace. but mind you don't tell her a thing."

Daniio rode to the inn as he was told, and stat'ed there for
the night. The next rnorning, when ite went to wash himsel{,
he said to the innkeeper:

"Please hit me acioss the back with this belt as hard as you
can, when I start washing."

As he splashed in the water, the innkeeper whacked him
with the belt and instantiv Danilo turned into a horse so

beautiful and mettlesone that it was indeed a sight for sore
e"ves.

to your wife for

"I'll see rvhat l
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"My oh my, he came here with one horse, and now he him-
self has become one," said the dumbfounded innkeeper.

That same day he took the horse to the fair to s-ell it, and
among those who saw it was the Czar himself.

"What do you wanb for the horse?" he asked.
"Five thousand," the innkeeper told him.
'Ihe Czar handed him the monev and took the horse. Terri

bly pleased with himself for having made such a good bargain,
he called his daughter as soon as he came home and said:-

"Come here, rny dear, and take a look at the horse I've
bought."

"Oh Lord, that horse will be mv ruin!" she exclaimed. "Yorr
must kill it."
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"But, my dear, how can I do such a thing?"
"Slay it you must, you simpiy must get rid of it!" she in-

sisted.
So they sent for knives and axes and started sharpening

them, when a maiden of the court came up to the horse, and
feeling sorry for it hugged it, saying:

"Oh poor, darling horse, you are so beautiful, and they want
to kill 1lou!",

And the horse neighed to her:
"Watch carefuliy where the first drop of my blood falls,

'Iake it and bury it in the garden."
When they killed the horse, the girl did as she was asked.

and buried the drop of blood in the garden. And from this
drop there sprung a cherry tree. One of its leaves was silver,
another one was gold, and every leaf on the tree was of a dif-
ferent color. One dav the Czar went for a walk in the garden.
When he saw the tree, he immediately took a great liking to
it, and swelling with pride over his new possession he praised
it to his daughter:

"Take a look what a wonderful tree we have in our garden.
Who can tell when it appeared."

But no sooner did she see it, she exciaimed:
"Oh Lord, this tree will be my ruin! Chop it down!"
"But, my dear," said the Czar, "how can I do such a thing?

It is the fairest adornment in our garden."
"It must be cut down," his daughter insisted.
So preparations were made to fell the tree, when the same

maiden appeared and said:
"Oh, darling little clterry tree, what a beauty you are, and

yet they will cut you down."
"Never mind," said the cherrv tree. "You watch carefuliy

where the first chip from my trunk fails. Take it and throw it
into a stream."

They cliopped down the cherry tree. The girl did as she was
asked, and threw the first chip into a stream, and from that
chip there appeared a drake so beautiful that it was a true won-
der and joy to behold.

One day the Czar went hunting and spied the drake. He
took off his clothes and plunged into the water after it. But the
drake lured him farther and farther awav from the bank. When
he rn'as a good distance away, the drake swam up to the bank,
changed into a man and put on the clothes of the Czar, for, in
[act, these were Danilo's clothes.

I
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"Now swim hither, swim hither," Danilo urged the Czar.
The Czar swam up to the bank, and there Danilo killed him.

Then he wen[ to the palace and inquired for the maiden.
When they called her, he said:
"It is you who brought me back to life for the second time."
Danilo took the maiden in marriage and they lived happily

ever after. As for his first wife, he ordered her to be tied to the
tails of horses and torn to pieces.
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A TALE ABOL]T THE LITTLE LINDEN TREE
AND THE GREEDY OLD WOMAN

Once upon a time there lived an Old Man and an Old Wom-
an. They were very poor. One day the OId Woman said to
the Old Man:

"1 wish you'd go to the woods and chop down a little linden
tree so I'd have something to heat the oven with."

"Very well," said the Old Man. And he took his ax and set
out for the forest.

There he picked out a little linden tree. He swung his ax
high and was about to chop down the tree, when he hearrl it
plead in a human voice:

"Please, don't chop me down, good man, I might do you a
gclod turn some day."

The Old Man was so frightened that his ax slipped out of
his hand, and he was too astonished to speak.

When he came home, he told the Old Woman what had
happened.

"What a fool you are!" she said. "Go back to the linden
right away and ask it for a horse and cart. Haven't we already
done our share of walking in this life?"

"As you wish," said the Old Man, and he took his hat, and
left.

When he arrived at bhe tree, he said:
"Linden, Iinden, the Old Woman asks that you give us a

horse and a cart."
"Very well," ansrn,ered the linden, "You'll have what vou

want. Go home."
The OId Man went home, and there in front of the house

he saw a horse hitched to a cart.
"You see!" said the Oid Woman. "We're better off rrow,

aren't we? But I'm afraid our house is about to collapse. Go to
the linden and ask it for a decent house. Maybe it'll give us
one""

The Old Man went to the linden and asked for a new house.
"Very well," the tree answered, "you'll have what you wanl,.

Go home."
When the Old N{an came home, he could not believe his

eyes: in place of the tumbledown house there stood a beautiful
new co[tage. The Old Man and the Old Woman were as happy
and excited as children.

"Why don't you go and ask for some cattle and fou'l now?
After that we won't need anything else."
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The Old Man went to the linden with the request.
^ "Very well," said the linden, "you'll have what you want.
Go home."

When the Old Man saw the yard full of cattle and forvl he
was overjoyed.

"Now there's nothing else we need," he said.
"No, that's not enough," said the Old Woman. "Go and ask

the linden for money as we11."
The Old Man went to the linden and asked for some money.
"Very well," said the linden, "you'll have what you wan1.

Go home."
When he came torne, he saw the Old Woman sitting at the

table-_stacking gold pieces into little heaps.
"Weil, we're rich now," said the Old-Woman. "But that,s

not all. People must fear us now that we are rich. Go and ask
the linden to make everybody fear us."

The Old Man went to the linden with the request.

^ "Very well," said the linden, "you'll have what you want.
Co home."

Back home, he saw lots of soldiers and police guarding his
propglt{.- B^tt- {q, the Old Woman this was not lnough"yet.

_ 
"Well, Old Man," she said, "you must go to the lindln ind

ask it to make all the people in the village our farmhands.
What else can we wish for now that we havJeverything?,,

So he went to the linden to ask for vet this favbr. Fjr a long
time the linden did not reply to his request. Then it said:

"Go home, your last request will be fulfilled."
The Old Man came home, a,d lo! there was nothing there

except their old tumbledown house and the old woman stand-
ing beside_ it. Thab's how the little linden tree punished the
greedy o]d woman for wanting all the villagers tb become her
farmhands.

I
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A TALE ABOUT THE STOLE|Y POSTOLI *

AND THE BOILED EGGS

Bukouinian ** Folk Tale

Once Botushkan, a rich villager, conspired with the Devil
and asked him to steal something from his poor neighbor
Danilo.

The Devil rummaged through I)anilo's hut the whole
night, but he could not find anything, for Danilo was poor as
a church mouse. Wheu the first cocks were about to crow, the
Devil got hold of a pair of postoli standing under the bench,
and took off to Hell.

In the morning Darrilo, yawning arrd rubbing his eyes, grop-
ed sleepily {or his shoes, but they were gone. And outdoors it
was freezing cold.

Danilo swung his legs down from the oven and sat there
thinking and wondering how he could live through the winter
withotrt any postctlz. Presently the door opened and Botushkan
came in.

"Why do you look so sad, Danilo?"
"What's there to be huppy about when I'm ruined root and

branch. Some devil has sneaked inbo mv hut and pinched my
only pair of posto\i. That's why I'm sitting here like an idiot."

Botushkan's eyes sparkled with glee, and he said wibh a

make-believe sympathy :

"Don't worry. I'11 buy you a brand new pair of shoes and
you'll clear the debt by working a year for me. Agreed?"

Danilo agreed. What else could he do?
From morn till night he toiied for his rich master. Botush-

kan's wife fed him niggardly, and Danilo was a big fellow and
was hungry as a wolf all the time. In the end he grew so weak
he could barely stir his stumps. So one day he came to his
master and said:

"How can I work when my stomach growls and moans, wild
for food?"

The rich man's eyes sparkled with glee at that, and he said
with a make-believe sympathy:

postoli - a soft leather heelless shoe or boot with the sole overlapping the sides
of the foot and the toes and joined wlth a puckered seam; similar to the North
American moccasin**: Bu,kouina (Northern Bukovina) - historical name of the presen[ Chirnivtsi Region
in western Ukraine (Tr.)
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"All right, I)anilo, I'li tell the mistress [o
egg every day. By the end of the year you
the debt. Agreed?"

"Srrrely," said Danilo, happy that from
would not feel hollow like a Turkish drum.

give you a boiied
will have cleared

now on his belly

The whole year Danilo slaved like an ox to pay for his
postoli. He plowed and sowed and threshed, and all the time
misery held him by the heei.'As agreed, Botushkan's wife gave
Lrim a boiled egg every day. He gulped it down greedily to still
the ilangs of hunger, but before he knew it he was as hungry
as be[ore.

The rich rnan thrived through Danilo's sweat, for he liked
to reap the fruit of other people's toii. \\rhen the year drew to
an end, he wanted to make Danilo stay. So he called him to his
house and said:

"You've paid off for your shoes, haven't you?"
''Ycs, I have."
"And you ate one egg each dav?"
"Yes, I did."
"And to me you did great harm."
"What harm?"
"You devoured bhree hundred eggs," said the moneybag, his

eyes glinting with woifish greed. "If my wife had placed those
eggs under brood hens I would have had three hundred chicks.
And if those chicks had grown up they would have laid me
thousands of eggs. And if those eggs had been placed under
brood hens I would have had thousands of chicks. If I had sold
them at the fair I wouid have received a sackful of money and
would have been far better off than I am now. So vou see, you
devoured that sackful of monev. If I take this case to court
they'll make you work another year for me to pay for the eggs
you've eaten."

"Master, you're fair without, but foul within," said Danilo.
"Muy God grant you a life of hundred years so that you'Il
never see the sunrise tomorrow. I won't work for you any
more."

"Of yes, you will!"
"Oh no. I won't"
"Then I'll seek jusbice and you'li rue the day you tried to

cheat me!" Botushkan roared like a bull.
"All right, go ahead."
Botushkan put on }iis serdak *, hitched the horses lo his

cart, and took off to town.

serdak coat ol coarse wool (Tr.)
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For days Danilo roamed the hills and dales with a heavy
heart, trying to think of a wav out.

"What makes you so sad, good man?" his neighbor asked
him one day.

He was an old and wise Hutsul who knew everything that
was taking place in ttre world. IIe had a biue miruor tucked
behind his belt, and when he looked into it he saw where the
hare had spent the night, where the stars bathed in the sea, and
what made the sun smile happiiy. He understood the language
of the trees, and he knew whv the moon cast a melancholy
light on the hills.

"What's there to make merrv about, neighbor, when I'm
down in the world. That blasted Botushkan has fixed me all
rigtrt. He made me work for him a year for nothing and now
he's dragging me to court. What would you advise, neighbor?"

"A rich man's greed is boundless, Danilo, and he who be-
comes a sheep makes easy pr:ey for the wolf."

"So I'll land in jail after all?"
"Might goes before right and beggars cannot be choosers.

The judge is a learned man, but my little blue mirror would
not reveal a single thing to him, for a judge's heart is always
clouded."

The neighbor took the mirror from under his belt, looked
into it, then he gazed at the ground, scanned the sky, the
mountains and woods, and suddenly a smile appeared on his
iips. He beckoned to Danilo and whispered something into his
ear for a long time.

Danilo listened attentivel;r, nodding from time to time, and
then he, too, began to smile.

The day of the trial came. Botushkan appeared in court on
time. The clerk and the judge had taken their places and were
waiting for Daniio, but of Danilo there was no sight. They
waited for an hour, then for another hour, but still Danilo did
not show up. The judge fumed, the clerk raved, and Botushkan
all but bust from anger.

At last the door burst open and Danilo came rushing in,
pan0ing and sweating. He even forgot to doff his cap in the
court room.

"Where've you been, you tramp!" they hollered at him.
"Excuse me, Your Honor, and forgive me, Sir Clerk, for

being so late. You see, I r,vas very busy working."
"What were you doing all that time?"
-'You see, I was boiiing potatoes and th'en planting them,

boiling beans and planting them, boiling oats and planting
them, boiling rye and planting it, boiling barlev and -"

1t2
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"Stop it, what are you jabbering about?" the judge inter-
rupted him. "How can you plant boiled potatoes and sow boiied
rye! How can you expect a crop therefrom? Don't you give me
any of that claptrap!"

"But, Your Honor, there lvill be a crop, for as Botushkan
said he'd have thousands of chicks from the boiled eggs his
mistress gave me."

"Botushkan, what eggs did your wife give this man?" the
judge asked to make the matter,clear.

"Boiled eggs, Your Honor," Botushkan replied.
The judge looked at the clerk, then at l)anilo, and then at

Botushkan, and gave a roar of laughter.
The clerk looked at the judge and then at Botushkan and

also erupted into a loud "Fla-ha-ha!"
_ They laughed and thev roared till they had laughed them-

selves blue in the face and their sides nearly split.-Their roar
drew the whole neighborhood to the courthouse.-

Botushkan stood there for a while flabbergasted, and
feeling viciously tricked Lre grabed his cap and mide himself
scarce.



M I SERY

Once upon a time there lived a man who was poor as a

church mouse. There were davs when his children had to go to
bed hungry, for there was no food in the house at all. He had
a rich brother. And while the poor man had children, his rich
brother had none. Once the rich brother met the starveling.

"Brother, pray for me and ask the Lord to send us a son,
then I'll invite you to be his godfather."

"All right, I will pray for you," said the poor brother.
After a year or so, the poor man heard from other people

that a son had been born to his rich brother's wife.
"Did you hear Lhat mv brother has a son?" said the poor

man to his wife.
"No, is it true?" she asked.
"As true as true! I'11 go to my brother, for he told rne that

if they had a son he would invite me to be the godfather."
"Don't go there," his wife said. "If he had wanted you to be

iris son's godfather he would have invited you himself."
"I'll go anyway and have a look at his son," said fhe man.
When he came to his brother's house, he was invited to take

a seat at the table. Presently a rich neighbor arrived, and the
master of the house asked his poor brother to move a bit and
1et the guest take the place of honor.

The poor brother moved, and then another rich guest aruiv-
ed, and he ntoved again, and soon l,here was such a crowd of
moneyed guests in the house that the poor man barely found
a place for himself by the door:. His brother pressed food and
drink on his rich friends and did not so much as offer a crumb
from the table to his poor brother. So the poor man reached
into his pocket, fished out some sunflower seeds and started
nibbling at them, making believe that sunflower seeds were
the best thing to eat after a good draught of brandy. The rich
guests, seeing what he was doing, ashed him for some.

"Here, help yourself," he said.
One guest took some, then another stretched his hand out,

and yet another, and soon they had taken the last from him.
He sat on by the door for some time and then went home.

"Well, how was it?" his wife asked him.
"Just like you said. I felt less than a godfather there. 'Ihe

rich didn't give me a crumb from their table, and even took the
last of my sunflower seeds."

That day was Sunday. Being a fiddler, the poor man took
his fiddle and started plal,ing to drive duli care away. When
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the children heard the music, they jumped to their feet and
danced. As the man looked on a[ their merriment, he noticed
a strange little creature, accompanied b1, a whole horde of its
kind, also dancing to his music. In surprise he stopped playing,

and in that same instant the lot of them rushed to the oven,
and hurriedly pushed and squeezed their way under it.

"Who are you?" asked the man.
One of them answered in a shrill voice from under the oven:
"I'm Miserv and that's mv brood!"
"Good God!" exclaimed the man. "No$' I know why I'm so

poor. I've got Misery in my house!"
And he asked them:
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"Do you feel comfortable under there?"
To which they replied:
"You call this comfor[able? It's so temibly overcrorvded

here! Can't you see how manv we are?"
"Verv well," said the nran. "I'll find a rnore spacious nest

for you, if you'll just wait a minute."
He quickly ran out of bhe cottage, found a barrel, brought

it in, and said to the whole lot:
"Get in there, all of you!"
They crawled out of their hideout and into the barrel. The

man clapped the lid on, took the barrel out into a field, and
dumped it there. When he returned home, he told his wife and
children that he had at last got rid of Misery.

"!Vell, maybe God will help us make some sort of a living
now," he said.

Half a year or so had passed and he began to prosper so
quickly that even the rich envied him. Whatever he did, what-
ever he sold, he made a profit; whether he planted his field to
wheat or rye, the stalks all but bent to the ground from weight
of the full, heavy ears. Everyone wondered how this man, who
was once unable to keep the wolf from the door, had started
doing so well.

His rich brother grew green with envy. One day he calne
over and asked:

"How come that you made a fortune out of nothing?"
"I did away with Miserv that's all."
"And where did Misery disappear to?"
"I sealed it in a barrel and dumped it way out in a field."
"Where?"
"Over there in the gully."
The rich brother ran as fast as he could to the gully and

found the barrei. He hastily broke open the lid, and Misery
and its brood popped out.

"Go to my brother, he's rich now," said the rich man.
"Oh no," they said. "He's so cruel. See how he cooped all of

us in this barrel. But you are a kind man and we'll gladly go
with you."

The rich man took to his heels, but they clung to him, and
for all his trying to shake them off he brought them into his
house just the same. From that time on Misery and its brood
started to multiply by the thousands, and soon there was Misery
galore in the rich man's house. He became even poorer than his
poor brother had been. And no matter how much he blamed
himself for the wrong he had done, nothing helped - Misery
was there to stay. '
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THE FARTT

Once a good old man
Didn't know how to fare,
So he bought himself a hen
With the money he could spare.
And the hen - cluck! cluck! -Struts around his little farm.

Once a good old man
Didn't know how to fare,
So he bought himself a duck
With the money lre could spare.
And the duck cries qu-a-ck!-
While the hen - cluck! cluck! -Struts around his little farm.

Once a good old man
Didn't know how to fare,
So he bought himself a goose
With the money he couid spare.
And the goose gaggles ga-ah!
While the duck cries qu-a-ck!
And the hen - cluck! cluck! -Struts around his little farm.

Once a good old man
Didn't know how to fare.
9_g !u bought himself a sheep
With the money he could sphre.
And the sheep bleaLs ba-ah!
While the goose gaggies ga ah!
And the duck cries qu-a-ck!
And the hen - cluck! cluck! -Struts around his little farm.

Once , good old man
Didn't know how to fare,
So he bought himself a goat
Wilh the money lre could spare.
,{nd the goat skips and jurnps,
While the sheep bleats ba-ah!
And the goose gaggles ga-ah!
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Once a good old man
Didn't know how to fare,
So he bought himself an ox
With the money he could spare.
And the ox stamps the ground,
While the cow lorn's mo-oh!
And the goat skips and jumps,
And the cat meows mi-aow!
And the dog barks bo-ow!
And the sheep bleats ba-ah !

And the goose gaggles ga-ah!
And the duck cries qu-a-ck!
And the hen - cluck! cluck! -Struts around his little farm.

0nce a good old man
Didn't know how to fare,
So he bought himself a cart
With the money he could spare.
And the cart squeaks and creaks,
While the ox stamps the ground,
And the cow lows mo-oh!
And the goat skips and jumps,
And the cat meows mi-aow!
And the dog barks bo-ow!
And the sheep bleats ba-ah!
And the goose gaggles ga-ah!
And the duck cries qu-a-ck!
And the hen - ciuck! cluck! -Struts around his littie farm.
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