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Gossipy Paraska 

| УС ERE is nothing worse in this whole world than 
someone who can’t keep quiet. And the worst kind of talker 
is a gossip. As soon as the gossip hears a bit of news, off he 
goes to spread it all over the village. 

“My dear, guess what I just heard! But make sure you 
don’t tell anyone because no one should know. I’m only 
telling you because you're such a good friend,” says the 
gossip. Then the friend tells a second friend and a third and 
soon it reaches a fourth and a fifth and in no time at all 
everyone hears the secret that no one should have known. 

Once upon a time there lived a man named Peter and 
his wife, Paraska. She would have been a very nice woman 
except that she always gossipped. Everything she heard, she 
would tell her husband. All the secrets of the whole village! 
Peter told her over and over again not to listen to such 
things, and not to tell them to others. He got angry with her 
and threatened her, but nothing helped. 
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One day Peter went out to do some ploughing, and in 
the middle of the field he dug up a huge treasure in gold 
coins. “How can I hide this treasure from Paraska?” he 
wondered. “If I tell her it will be all over the village in no 
time, and then the landlord will take it away from me as his 
own.” 

He thought and thought and finally decided. “I must 
break Paraska of this terrible habit, and not lose the 
money.” So he took the money home, hid it away and told 
Paraska nothing. 

The next day, Peter went to the marketplace and 
bought a sackful of freshly baked boubliks and a rabbit that 
a hunter had shot. On the way home he went to the river 
and drew out from his net and weir basket some fish. Into 
the basket he threw the rabbit. 

Then he carried the fish into the woods and scattered 
them here and there under some bushes. He hung the 
boubliks on a pear tree at the edge of the woods. Then he 
returned home. 

After dinner he said, “Paraska, my dear, I seem to smell 
fish. Let’s go to the woods and see if we can find any. 
Maybe we can gather some to bring home.” 

“Peter,” said Paraska, “have you lost your mind? Since 
when do you find fish in the woods?” 

“Actually, it does happen now and then,” Peter replied. 
“Tm sure I smelled fish in the woods today. Let’s go and 
take a look, anyways.” 

Paraska still thought he had gone mad but followed 
him to the woods just the same. And there under the bushes 
were scattered fish! 

“This is truly a miracle,” she said, crossing herself. 
Such a wonder had never been seen before. 

“Well, well,” said Peter, “let’s go down to the river. 
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Maybe we’ve caught a rabbit in the net or weir basket.” 

“Peter, now I’m sure of it. You have gone mad. What 

nonsense! Who ever heard of rabbits in rivers?” 

“Maybe I am mad,” he replied. “But you said there 

were no fish in the woods, and we found some. Let's just go 

and look, my dear.” 

So down to the river they went. As they came to the 

edge of the woods they came upon the pear tree covered 

with boubliks. 

“Peter!” Paraska cried out in amazement. “Do you see 
what I see? Boubliks on that pear tree!” 

“Of course I can see it. So what?” 

“But I don’t understand. How can there be boubliks on 
a pear tree? They don’t grow there, do they?” 

“Of course not, silly. Pears grow on pear trees,” Peter 
replied impatiently. “Maybe a cloud of boubliks was passing 
by and got caught on the branches of the tree.” 

So they gathered all the boubliks and went down to the 
river. Peter drew up the net, but there was nothing there. 

“What did I tell you,” Paraska said. “You have gone 
completely mad.” 

Then Peter drew up the weir basket and there was the 
rabbit. 

“Heavens!” cried Paraska crossing herself several times. 
“A rabbit in a weir basket! What next!” 

“What's the fuss about?” asked Peter. “So you never 
saw a rabbit in a weir basket before and now you have. It’s 
getting late. Let’s go home.” 

When they arrived home, Paraska was almost in a 
fever from all the excitement of the day. “Fish in the woods! 
A rabbit in the weir basket! Boubliks on a pear tree!” she kept 
repeating over and over. 





“Those are nothing special,” said Peter. “But here is 

something that is. I found a real treasure today.” And with 

that he drew out the money from its hiding place. 

“We...we...we’re rich!” Paraska finally stammered. 

“Not for long,” said Peter. “For when the landlord’s 
steward hears about it he'll take it away from us.” 

“But how will he find out?” asked Paraska. “I won't tell 
anyone.” 

“Take care, my dear,” warned Peter. “Don't tell anyone <) 

anything that happened today. Because if people find out 
about the rabbit and the fish and the boubliks, they'll know 
we have the money too.” 

“T won't tell a soul, I promise. But what is that noise?” 
Shouts and noise were coming from the village. 

“Do not watch or listen to anything evil!” warned Peter 
as he saw Paraska setting out for the village to find out the 
source of the noise. 

“Just what do you mean by that?” asked Paraska rather 
angrily. 

“Only this,” Peter replied. “The steward stole a sausage 
from the landlord and they are punishing him by leading 
him around the village and beating him with it. Why don’t 
you stay at home? You know that if the steward sees you 
there he'll make life miserable for us for years to come.” 

Paraska listened and stayed home. In fact, she kept her 
promise and didn’t tell anyone about the money — at least 
for a day or two. But finally, she could no longer keep the 
secret to herself. Off she went to her friend Melanka. 

“Melanka, I don’t know how to tell you this. Peter 
warned me I wasn't to tell anyone, but as my closest friend, 
I have to tell you.” And Paraska went on to tell her all 
about the treasure that Peter had found in the field. 
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No sooner was Paraska out of the house, than Melanka 
ran off to tell her friend, Prishka. And Prishka told Marina. 
And Marina told Eudoxia. And so the news travelled. 

That same day Peter and Paraska had a violent quarrel 
and Peter scolded her so severely that she ran out of the 
house shouting, “T’ll get even with you! You'll be sorry.” 

Off she went and told the whole village how Peter had 
scolded her and almost beaten her, and besides he had 
found some money and nisin it away so the landlord 
wouldn't find out. 

A day or two later Peter was called into the office of the 
steward who glared at him so hard it almost hurt. 

“Tell me, you miserable creature, did you take some 
money that didn’t belong to you?” 

“No,” said Peter. “I did not.” 

“How is it then that your wife says you did?” 

“Poor Paraska,” said Peter. “She doesn’t really have all 
her wits about her. She says all kinds of things about the 
imaginary world she weaves.” 

“Never mind making excuses,” snapped the steward. 
“Call your wife!” 

When Paraska was brought before him, the steward 
began to question her. “Did your husband take the money? 
Answer carefully!” 

“Yes, he did!” 

“Well, now,” said the steward to Peter. “What of that?” 

“That means nothing,” Peter replied. “She says all sorts 
of strange things. You had better question her more closely 
about when this happened.” 

“It’s true!” said Paraska. “It happened the day the 
woods smelled like fish and we went and gathered fish from 
under all the bushes.” 
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“And what else did you see that day?” asked Peter. 

“Don’t make fun of me,” shouted Paraska. “T’ll tell the 
steward everything. You won't get away with it!” And, 
turning to the steward she said, “It was the same day that 
the cloud of boubliks went by and we shook them down 
from the pear tree. And that same day we found a rabbit in 
the weir basket.” 

“Now listen to that, Sir,” replied Peter. “Is she talking 
sense? Let her finish her story and then you will see what 
nonsense she talks.” 

‘Tl finish my story, all right!” shouted Paraska. “It was 
all on the same day that they were leading you around the 
village, Sir.” 

“And why were they leading me around the village?” 
asked the steward in amazement. 

“Pardon me, Sir. But since you asked, it was the day 
they were beating you with the sausage you stole from the 
landlord.” 

“You miserable woman! How dare you talk to me like 
this! I’ll have you beaten within an inch of your life!” 
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Peter stepped up and began to plead for Paraska, 
saying that she should not be beaten for it was not her fault 
she did not have her full reason. After much arguing the 
steward agreed to let her go free. 

So Peter and Paraska left the steward and started to 
walk home. But not far along the road Peter burst into 
laughter at the joke. Paraska just hung her head because she 
realized she had, once again, spoken too much about things 
she should not have mentioned. 

When they got home, Paraska shouted, “A fine thing 
you made me do! And now the steward thinks I’m mad!” 

“Paraska, my dear,” replied Peter, “I didn’t make you 
do anything. You brought it all on yourself. Be sensible 
from now on. If you would stop gossipping, nothing bad 
would happen to you. Now, don’t be angry with me. Let’s 
be friends.” 

So they forgave each other. Paraska never gossipped 
again and they still have the money to prove it. 
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The Sled 

iz ХУ | NCE upon a time there lived a man who had a very 
ald father. He was so old that he did nothing all day long 
but sleep by the warm hearth. 

One day the man and his wife decided to get rid of 
him. “The old man is no use to us,” they said. “Why should 
we feed him and let him clutter up the hearth? Let’s just 
take him out and leave him in the snow to die.” 

So the man harnessed his horse to a broken-down sled 
and put his father on it. He drove out to the field and left 
the sled there in the snow with the old man sitting on top. 
“Let the old man freeze,” he said to himself. 

When he brought the horse home his wife said, “What 
did you do with the sled?” 

“T left it with the old man,” he answered. “What do І 
want with such a broken-down, old sled?” 

Their little son who had listened to their talk said, 
“Father, you are a fool! How could you leave the sled there? 
When you are old, what shall І put you on when І leave you 
to freeze in the field? Why didn’t you think of that?” 

And the man started to weep. “Oh, what will become 
of us?” he said to his wife. “We have children and some day 
we will be old, too.” 

So, as quickly as he could, the man rode back to the 
field and brought his father back home to spend the rest of 
his days beside the warm hearth. 

Aas 
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The Lion in the Well 

4*4||ONG ago, in the middle of a dark, thick forest there 
lived a lion. He was so huge and fierce that all the animals 
were afraid of him. When he chased his prey he tore to 
pieces any animal that got in his way. He attacked and 
killed whole herds of pigs and sheep. Very few animals 
could escape him. 

The animals did not know what to do. So, one day they 
called a general meeting to discuss some way to stop the 
lion. 

“My friends,” said the bear, “the lion is killing us ten 
or twenty at a time. He only eats one or two and the rest of 
his victims are killed for no reason. This can’t go on!” 

“Go talk it over with the lion,” howled the wolf. “He 
will listen to you. If we smaller animals went to him he 
would just tear us to pieces and that would be the end of 
the whole matter.” 

“That's a good idea,” said the bear. “But why should І 
be the one to go?” 

“You are bigger than we are, and much stronger,” 
replied the wolf. 
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“My strength won't help,” answered the bear. “I can’t 
manage the lion. Wolf, you should go. You are much more 
agile than I am.” 

“My agility won't help,” argued the wolf. “Do you think 
І could run away from the lion? We have to think of a way 
to outwit him. Strength and agility alone won't do it.” 

“T have an idea,” said the elk. “We should plan our 
meeting with the lion so that we don’t get him angry right 
away.” 

“Then you are the one to see the lion, Elk,” said all the 
animals together. 

“T can’t go see the lion. I was only making a 
suggestion,” answered the elk timidly. 

“Who shall go then?” 

“Let us send the fox. She is very wise. Maybe she can 
speak softly to the lion and explain everything to him.” 

“That's a good idea,” said all the animals, and went to 
find the fox. 

“Fox,” said the bear, “you must go talk to the lion. You 
can see for yourself that he will kill us all if we don’t do 
something about it.” 

"Т та not that wise!” replied the fox. “Let someone else 
go! If there are no volunteers, we should draw lots.” 

“That won't do,” replied the bear. “What if the lot falls 
to someone who will get tongue-tied? He will come out with 
a lot of nonsense at best and that will make the lion angry. 
We have met and you are elected to meet with the lion. 
And listen, Fox, if you refuse to go, we will tear you apart 
right this minute!” 

The poor fox didn’t know what to do. “It’s the end of 
me, whatever I do,” she thought. “Well, gentlemen, I will 

try,” she said bravely. 
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The fox wandered through the forest, afraid to 
approach the lion. As she walked aimlessly through the 
trees, she came to a well. “I will have to drown myself,” she 
said to herself. “I will not be killed by a blood-thirsty lion. 
Drowning will be a painless death — much better than being 
torn to pieces.” 

She approached the well and walked around it 
cautiously. Then she came closer and peeked inside. Far 
below she saw the water, and in it, her own image. “I’m sure 
that is me,” she thought. “No wonder they say that if you 
want to see yourself you should look into the water. I’ve got 
it! That is how I'll outwit the Поп!" 

The fox went straight to the lion’s den. As she 
approached she could hear the loud roar. 

“Your Majesty,” she said trembling all over, “do not 
punish me. Please give me just a few minutes and I will 
explain my mission. This morning all the animals got 
together and decided to send you happy birthday greetings. 
Two rabbits and I were chosen to come to you. On the way 
we met a very fierce animal. He looked very much like you, 
Your Majesty.” 

“Where are you going?’ he roared. 

“We are going to the lion to wish him happy birthday,’ 
I replied. 

“What do you mean you are going to the lion? І am 
the lion. I am the king of the forest. І command that you do 
not go!’ 

“But he is expecting us. It is his birthday today. He will 
be angry and kill us all if we do not come to him with 
birthday greetings.’ 

“7 don’t care if it’s his birthday or not!’ he roared again, 
getting angrier and angrier. ‘I will kill all of you and him, 
too, if I care to — birthday or no birthday.’ 
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“Tt was a long time before he let me go,” said the fox. 

“And the rabbits, poor things...” The fox sighed unhappily, 

looking slyly at the lion all the while. 

“Where is this animal?” roared the lion, forgetting that 

he was hungry. 

“He lives in a stone palace,” replied the fox. 

The lion roared as loud as he could, and the echo 

resounded through the forest. 

“Your Majesty,” said the fox. “Do you hear him roar? 

I think he is making fun of you.” 

“T will tear him to pieces!” raved the lion. “How dare 
he argue with me. This is my forest. Take me to where he 
lives!” 

When they came to the well the fox whispered, “Here 
he is. Right inside those walls. J am afraid to go any closer.” 

The lion looked into the well and saw his own image. 

“Gr-r-r-r-r!” growled the lion, and the lion in the well 
seemed to do the same. This made the lion so furious that 
he leaped over the stone wall to fight the lion who was 
looking up at him. 

Splash! He spluttered and writhed, trying to get out of 
the cold, deep well, but the sides were too steep and 
slippery. 

The fox watched him drown and went to find the other 
animals. 

When they saw her coming they asked, “Did you 
really see the lion, or did you just waste time in the forest?” 

“T saw him,” she said. “I saw much more than he did.” 
Then she told them the whole story of how she outwitted 
the lion and the animals danced for joy. 

AAA 

24 





The Frog Princess 

ОМС ago there lived a king and queen who had 
three sons. When the princes were grown up, the king said 
to them, “My sons, you are of an age to get married. Each 
of you must take your silver bow and quiver, fill it with 
copper arrows and shoot them into far-off lands. 

The three sons strung their bows and began to shoot 
their arrows. The eldest son shot his arrow high in the air, 
and it fell in the orchard belonging to a distant king. The 
princess was in the garden and picked up the arrow. She ran 
to her father and said, “Father, look what I have found in 
the garden!” 

“You must keep the arrow,” her father said. “Give it 
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// only to the man who will come and ask you to be his bride. 

Several days later the eldest prince came and asked for 
the arrow. 

“T cannot give it to anyone unless its owner will ask me 
to be his bride,” said the princess. 

“T will marry you,” said the prince. And so they were 
married. 

The second prince shot his copper arrow higher than 
the forest but lower than the clouds. It fell in the 
neighbouring king’s palace. The princess found the arrow 
and took it to her father. 

“Do not give this arrow to anyone except the man who 
will ask for your hand,” said the king. 

Soon the second prince came and the princess told him 
that she would return the arrow if he promised to marry 
her. This he did, and shortly after they were wed and went 
to live in the prince’s kingdom. 

The youngest prince shot his arrow just above the 
palace, and it fell into a muddy pond near a village. 

A frog sat on a rock nearby. She picked up the arrow 
and waited. Soon the prince came and asked for his arrow. 

“T will not give it to you. I will only give it to the man 
who will marry me,” she said. 

“Am I to marry a green frog, then?” asked the prince. 
He thought and thought and he stood beside the pond, but 
he could not think of what he should do. Finally he started 
to cry and returned to the palace. 

Soon the time came to bring the three new brides to 
the king. The two elder brothers were very proud of their 
beautiful princesses. The youngest brother was very sad. 

“Tell me, my sons, what brides have you chosen?” 
asked the king. 
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"Му father, I have found this beautiful princess,” said 
the eldest prince, bringing his bride before his father. 

“T have also found a beautiful princess,” said the 
second brother, bringing her forward. 

Then the king turned to his youngest son and said, 
“Why are you crying?” 

“My brothers have beautiful brides,” said the young 
prince, “but I must marry an ugly, green frog. Can it be that 
I am supposed to marry so low a creature?” 

“You must marry the frog,” said the king. “It is your 
fate.” 

And so the youngest prince married the frog. 

After some time the king wanted to see which of his 
sons’ brides was the most accomplished, so he said, “Each 
of you will weave a linen runner and bring it to me 
tomorrow morning.” 

The youngest prince was very sad and told his frog 
bride what his father had asked. 

“Do not worry,” answered the frog. “Go to bed. 
Everything will be ready in the morning.” 

While the prince was asleep, the frog took off her 
green frog cape and went outside. She gave a low whistle 
and serving girls appeared before her. They wove the linen 
runner and embroidered beautiful cockerels on it. They 
placed the runner beside the prince’s bed. The prince’s bride 
put on her green cloak again and turned back into a frog. 

When the prince woke up, he found the beautiful 
runner beside his bed. He picked it up and took it to the 
king. The other runners were very simple. They were sent 
down to the kitchen, but the frog’s runner was placed 
around the icon. 

Then the king said to his daughters-in-law, “Each of 
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you will bake me a buckwheat cake and bring it to me 

tomorrow morning.” 

The youngest prince was very sad. How could a frog 
bake a cake? 

“Why are you so sad?” asked the frog when he told her 
what his father had asked. “Go to bed, and when you wake 
in the morning everything will be fine.” 

While the prince slept, the two princesses came to the 
window to see how the frog would make the cake, for they 
did not know how to make one. The frog made up some 
batter and poured it on the stove. Quickly the princesses 
slipped away and did the same. When they had gone, the 
frog took her cake and threw it in the fire. 

Then she took off her green cape and whistled for her 
serving girls. She told them to bake a light, fluffy buckwheat 
cake for her. 

In no time at all they brought her the lightest, fluffiest 
buckwheat cake ever made. She placed it beside the prince’s 
bed, put on her green cape once more and became a frog 
again. 

When the prince woke up he found the beautiful cake 
by his bed. He picked it up and took it to the king. The king 
enjoyed the cake very much; but the cakes that the two 
princesses made he fed to his dogs. 

Then the king asked his sons to bring their wives to a 
banquet. The youngest son was very sad when he had to tell 
his wife what his father had asked. 

“Do not worry,” said the frog. “We will go somehow. 
Go to bed. When you wake up in the morning I will have 
thought of something.” 

The next morning the frog said to the prince, “Walk 
ahead of me. When it starts to rain, remember that your 
wife is washing herself. When you see lightning, remember 
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your wife is putting on a beautiful gown. When it thunders, 
your wife is on her way to the banquet. 

The prince dressed in his finest clothes, stepped into 
the royal carriage and rode off to the banquet. 

When he came to the palace he saw his brothers and 
their wives. The princesses were wearing beautiful gowns of 
velvet trimmed with pearls. 

“Did you come here alone?” they asked. “You should 
have brought your wife wrapped up in a handkerchief!” 

“Do not make fun of me,” the prince said. “She is 
coming soon.” 

Just then it started to rain. “My bride is washing 
herself,” the prince said. 

“He is completely mad!” said his brothers and laughed 
merrily. 

A great flash of lightning tore across the sky. “My 
bride is putting on a beautiful gown,” the prince said. His 
brothers just laughed even harder than before. 

Then it began to thunder so loudly that the whole 
palace shook. “Now my bride is on her way here,” the 
prince said. His brothers just shook their heads. They could 
not laugh any more. 

Just then there appeared a beautiful carriage drawn by 
six white horses, and out of it came the most beautiful 

maiden any of them had ever seen. She took the young 
prince’s arm and walked with him to the banquet table. 
Everyone at the banquet forgot their good manners and 
stared at her because she was so beautiful. 

During the meal, the maiden took a spoonful of food 
and put it in her mouth. Then she took a spoonful and put 
it in her sleeve. The two princesses watched her and did the 
same thing. 
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After the banquet they all went outside. Music began 

to play and the king asked everyone to dance. The two 

princesses did not want to dance. “Ask her to dance,” they 

said pointing to the maiden. 

The young prince and the maiden danced round and 

round. She was as light and graceful as she was beautiful. | 

Suddenly, she waved her right sleeve and the morsel of food 

fell out. Before their eyes it changed into a beautiful orchard. 

In the centre of the orchard there was a pole, and on the 
pole was a cat. He sang a song as he climbed the pole, and 
told stories as he came down. 

On and on danced the happy couple. Then the maiden 
waved her left sleeve and a river appeared in the orchard. In 
the river swam twelve graceful swans. 

The princesses wanted to show that they could do the 
same thing. They started to dance. They waved their right 
sleeves, but only old bones fell out and rattled on the floor. 
They waved their left sleeves and mud splattered in the 
king’s eyes. 

“Enough! Stop!” called the king, and everyone sat 
down on the verandah to listen to the music. 

The young prince kept watching his bride and 
wondered how a green frog could turn into so beautiful a 
maiden. He must find out. So he ordered a horse and, 
quickly mounting, he rode home as fast as he could travel. 

When he walked into the frog’s bedroom he saw her 
body on the floor. How horrible and ugly it looked! He 
grabbed it and threw it into the fire. 

When the prince returned to the banquet, supper was 
served. All night the guests enjoyed themselves, and at 
daybreak the princes and their wives went home. 

When they reached their home the maiden said, “Have 
you seen my clothes?” 
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“What clothes?” asked the prince. 

“My cape! I took it off right here.” 

“Your frog skin? І threw it in the fire. You are so 
beautiful now, you will never need it again.” 

“Why did you not trust me?” the maiden asked. “We 
could have been together forever but now we shall have to 
part.” 

“Farewell,” she said after many tears. “Search for me if 
you truly love me. Find old Yaga’s house in the thirtieth 
kingdom.” With that she waved her hand and became a 
cuckoo bird. She gave him one last look and flew out 
through the open window. 

The prince was very lonely. He asked everyone what 
he should do, but no one could help him. Finally, he took 
his silver bow, some food and a flask for the journey and set 
off to find his wife. 

On his way he met a very old man. “Good-day,” said 
the man. “Where are you off to?” 

"Ї am looking for my wife. She is in the thirtieth 
kingdom but I do not know where to start to look for her. 
Do you know where I should go?” 

“Oh yes,” said the man. “I know where she is.” 

“Please, sir, tell me where І can find her!” 

“Why should I tell you? You will not be able to find 
her!” 

“Whether I will find her or not is not up to me, but 
please tell me so І can try. I will be grateful to you forever.” 

Then the old man said, “Here is a ball. Let it go. 
Wherever it rolls, follow it. It will get you to old Yaga’s 
house in the thirtieth kingdom.” 

The prince thanked the old man and went on his way, 
following as the ball rolled. 
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He entered a very dense forest and came upon a bear. 
He placed his copper arrow in his bow and aimed it at the 
bear’s heart. 

“Prince, do not shoot me,” said the bear. “I can serve 
// 

you. 

The prince felt sorry for the bear, lowered his bow and 
went on his way. 

When he reached the edge of the forest he saw a falcon 
sitting on a tree. Once more he put his copper arrow into his 
silver bow and aimed at the bird. 

“Prince, do not shoot me,” said the falcon. “I can serve 
you.” The prince left the falcon unharmed and continued on 
his way. 

Soon he came to the shores of a blue sea. There on the 
sandy shore he saw a large pike, gasping for air in the hot 
sunshine. The prince decided to have the fish for his dinner 
as he was becoming very hungry from his journey. 

“Prince, do not eat me. Throw me back into the water. 
I can serve you,” begged the fish. The prince threw the fish 
into the water and went on his way. 

At last he reached the thirtieth kingdom. There he saw 
a strange house. It was standing on one leg like a chicken 
and reeds supported it. As he entered the house he saw old 
Yaga. She was sitting, leaning against the chimney, with her 
feet up on the stove. 

“Well, well, my prince,” she said as he entered. “Are 
you hiding from someone or looking for someone?” 

“T am not hiding, madam,” the prince said. “I am 
looking for my beautiful wife, the green frog.” 

4 know, I know,” said Yaga. 

"УуБеге is she?” asked the prince. 

“She is my brother’s servant.” 
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“But where does your brother live?” 

“There is an island in the ocean. There you will see his — 
palace. But be careful that you do not come to grief there. 
When you see your bride, take her quickly and run away. 
Do not turn around!” 

The prince thanked the old woman and went on his 
way. 

He travelled on and on until he came to the ocean. But 
when he looked out he could not see the end of it. And 
where could the island be? And how could he get to it? The 
prince sat down on the shore in despair. 

Suddenly he saw the pike. “Prince, why are you so 
worried?” asked the fish. 

He told the pike the whole story. “There is an island 
somewhere but I do not know where it is.” 

“Do not worry,” said the fish. He slapped the water 
with his tail and a bridge appeared. The supports of the 
bridge were silver, and the rails were gold. The floor of the 
bridge was made of crystal. The prince thanked the fish and 
ran over the bridge until he came to an island. 

As soon as he stepped on the land he saw a huge 
forest, but he was so hungry he could not travel any farther. 
Suddenly a rabbit hopped by. Before he had time to put an 
arrow in his bow, the falcon appeared and caught the rabbit 
for the prince to cook for his dinner. 

After dinner he continued on his journey, but the forest 
was so thick that he could not see his way. Then he saw the 
bear. 

“Good-day, Prince,” said the bear. “What are you doing 
in this forest?” 

“T am trying to reach the palace, but I do not know how 
to get through this thick forest.” | 
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"Тулі, help you,” said the bear, and began knocking 
down the huge oak trees that stood in the way. Soon the 
bear had cleared a path straight to the palace. 

The prince followed the path until he came to a 
beautiful green valley. In the middle of the valley was a 
palace all made of glass. He opened a great door of iron, but 
could not see anyone. Then he found a door of silver and 
inside it a door of gold. He opened the golden door and 
there was the beautiful maiden. 

“Oh, my husband, you have arrived just in time. My 
imprisonment was almost over and I would have 
disappeared.” 

The prince was so happy he wanted to just look at her 
for a long time to make sure she was truly alive. But the 
maiden said, “We must hurry! My father cursed me and 
made me the snake’s servant for three years. But my time 
is up.” And with that she turned herself into a cuckoo bird 
and, taking the prince under her wing, they flew away. 

When they were safely home, she turned into a 
beautiful maiden again and they lived happily ever after. 
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The Story of a Donkey 

by Ivan Franko 

NE evening two men were returning home from 
the market. Actually, there were two men and a donkey. 
The whole truth is there were three donkeys. The two men 
were so stupid that they had allowed themselves to be 
cheated at the market. As they were really not much 
smarter than the donkey they had bought, one can honestly 
say there were three donkeys coming home from the 
market. 

The two men were brothers, Stepan and Ferko. 

“Ferko,” said Stepan. 

“Stepan?” said Ferko. 

“We paid too much for the donkey.” 

“T agree with you.” 

“Why did we buy him, anyways?” 

“You were the one who bought him.” 

“But you were the one who made the deal.” 

“T thought that since you are older, you knew better 
than I did.” 

“Then we are both as stupid as a donkey.” 

“All three of us.” 

Having said that, they quietly continued on their way 
leading the donkey. 
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After a while Stepan said, “Now I know why we paid 
so much for the donkey.” 

“Why?” 
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“That rascal short-changed us.” 

“What do you mean he short-changed us? How can 
that be?” 

“Let’s stop and figure it out.” 

They soon came to an inn, tied up the donkey and 
went inside. While they were at the inn, along came a man 
named Pyatak, who happened to need a donkey. He untied 
the donkey, led it off the main road and rode down a lane 
as fast as the donkey could go. 

Pyatak came home feeling quite pleased with himself 
that no one had caught him stealing the donkey. As soon as 
it got dark, Pyatak decided to paint the donkey so no one 
would recognize it. By the light of an old barn lantern, he 
painted stripes on the donkey so that it looked like a zebra. 

Stepan and Ferko came out of the inn and, finding their 
donkey missing, went to the police to report that it had been 
stolen. A search was ordered immediately, and soon 
Pyatak’s striped donkey was found. 

“Come with us to the police station,” the officer told 
Pyatak. | 

“Why?” asked Pyatak. 

“This is a stolen donkey.” 

“Perhaps the thief sold it to me.” 

“We shall soon find out.” 

“Ym not afraid. I paid good money for that donkey 

All the way to the police station, Pyatak kept saying, 
“The donkey is mine! The donkey is mine!” 

‘Is this your donkey?” the police asked Stepan and 
Ferko. 

“It is a donkey. I can see that for myself. Whether it is 
our donkey is another thing. I could not swear to it,” replied 
Stepan. 

ys 

| 
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“7 think ours was a different colour,” added Ferko. 

The policeman was a very observant man and 
scrutinized the donkey carefully. “Have the donkey 
washed!” he ordered and in ten minutes the zebra became 
a quiet grey donkey. 

“Now he looks like a donkey,” said Stepan. “Now I can 
say he is our donkey.” 

“Now I could even swear he is our donkey,” added 
Ferko. 

“The donkey is mine!” Pyatak exclaimed. “The donkey 
is mine!” 

Just then the Chief of Police joined in. “Just a minute,” 
he said. “I know Pyatak’s donkey. It has a round mark on 
his side. It was made by a horseshoe when my horse kicked 
him.” 

“Oh my,” muttered Pyatak. “He is talking about the 
donkey that was stolen from me. Now he is sure to know 
that I stole this donkey.” 

The Chief of Police inspected the donkey’s side. “This 
is Pyatak’s donkey. The mark is still there for all to see.” 

Pyatak tried to conceal his surprise. He touched the 
horseshoe mark on the donkey’s side. “You see, this is my 
donkey,” he said, as if he had known it all along. And he 
tried to be as pleasant to everyone as he could all the while 
thinking that had he not been in such a hurry to paint the 
donkey the night before he would never have been in such 
a scrape. 

So Stepan and Ferko continued home from the market 
all the while wondering who could have stolen their 
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The Linden Tree 

and the Greedy Old Woman 

hime NCE upon a time there lived an old man and an old 
woman who were very poor. 

~ One day the old woman said to her husband, “Go to 
the woods and cut down a tree to keep the fire going.” 

“Yes, my dear,” sighed the old man. “As you wish.” So 
he lifted his axe to his shoulder and set off for the woods. 

He chose a fine linden tree and had just raised his axe 
to cut it down when he heard the tree speak in a human 
voice. “Do not cut me down, good man,” it said. “I can be 
useful to you.” 
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The old man was so frightened he dropped his axe and 
stood there unable to move or speak. When he came to his 
senses he rushed home and told his wife what had 
happened. 

“You are a fool, old man,” she said. “Go back this 
minute! Tell the tree you want a horse and wagon. Haven't 
we walked enough all our lives?” 

“Yes, my dear,” replied the old man. “As you wish.” 
And he put on his cap and went off again to the forest. 
When he found the tree he said, “Linden tree, my wife 

wishes a little horse and wagon.” 

“It is done,” said the linden tree. “Go home.” 

When the man got home there was a wagon with a 
horse tied to it outside the hut. 

“Look, old man,” said the old woman. “Now we are 
people! But such a lovely wagon makes our rundown house 
look even more shabby. Go back to the tree. Maybe it will 
give you a new house, too.” 

So the old man went to the linden tree and asked for 
a house. 

“It is done,” said the linden tree. "Со home.” 

When the old man went home and came into his yard 
he couldn’t recognize anything. Instead of the old hut there 
was a beautiful, new house. The old couple skipped for joy 
like children. 
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“What we need now are good cows and chickens,” said 
the old woman. “Go tell the tree we must have some.” 

So the old man went to the linden tree and asked for 
cows and chickens. 

“It is done,” said the linden tree. "Со home.” 

When the old man got home the whole yard was full 
of cows and chickens. “Well, my dear,” he said, “there is 
nothing more we need. We can live peacefully now for the 
rest of our lives.” 

“What? Nothing more?” shouted the old woman. “We 
have no money. Tell the tree it must give us money.” 
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The old man sighed and went to ask the tree for 
money. 

“It is done,” said the linden tree. "Со home.” 

When the old man got home he saw the old woman 
sitting at the table surrounded by piles of gold coins which 
she was carefully counting. 

“Look how rich we are, old man,” she said. “Money 
will make us powerful. Go to the tree and say you think all 
the people should be afraid of us because we are so rich and 
powerful.” 

So the old man went to the tree once again and asked 
it to make all the people fear them. 

“It is done,” said the linden tree. “Go home.” 

When the old man got home he saw that there were 
soldiers and policemen all around the house standing guard. 

No sooner had he come in the door than the old 
woman said, “Don’t you think it would be wonderful if all 
the people of the village worked for us as servants. Then we 
could truly live peacefully for the rest of our lives. Tell the 
tree it must do this for us.” 

So the old man went to the tree and asked that all the 
people become their servants. The linden tree was silent for 
a long time. Finally it said, “I shall do you one last favour. 
Go home.” 

When the old man got home he found all the soldiers 
and policemen were gone. There were no cows or chickens 
in the yard. The horse and wagon, the new house and all the 
money had disappeared. All that remained was the old 
woman standing by their old hut. 

And that is how the linden tree punished the greedy 
old woman. St Sh Sh 

47 



The Old Man’s Daughter 
and the Old Woman’s Daughter 

33) NCE upon a time there lived an old man and an old 
woman. Each of them had a daughter. The old man’s 
daughter was gentle and obedient. The old woman’s 
daughter was proud and mean, but above all else she was 
lazy. The old woman was always praising her daughter, 
while the old man never said a word of praise about his own 
daughter. 

During the winter months the two girls would go to the 
village gatherings to spend the long evenings spinning yarn. 
The old man’s daughter worked very hard. She sat with the 
elderly women and listened quietly to their conversations; 
and every night she brought home a spindleful of yarn. 

The old woman’s daughter thought only of having fun. 
She either danced or walked around chatting, and every 
night she came home empty-handed. 

One day the old woman asked her daughter, “How 
much yarn did you spin today, my darling daughter?” 

“Oh, two spindlefuls,” she answered. “But I did not 
bring them home because they were so heavy.” 

The old woman was so proud of her daughter that she 
was always telling her neighbours how hard she worked. 

One evening as the girls were coming home, they had 
to cross a fence. The old woman’s daughter had nothing to 
carry, so she jumped over quickly. But it was not such a 
simple matter for the old man’s daughter. She had wool and 
two spindles of yarn to carry. 

“Let me hold the spindles for you while you climb the 
fence,” said the old woman’s daughter slyly. 
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As soon as the old woman’s daughter got the yarn she 
ran home and said to her mother, “Just look! I spun two 
whole spindles of yarn today. Here they are.” 

The old woman said to the old man, “Just look how 
hard my daughter works. Yours has brought home nothing, 
І see.” 

The old man was very angry with his daughter. He 
scolded her and would not listen to her protests. 

Then the old woman said to the old man, “If you don’t 
send your daughter away or send her out to work I will 
leave you.” 

The old man was afraid of the old woman, so he 
decided to send his daughter out to work. But no one would 
hire her because the old woman had told everyone that she 
was very lazy. | 

One day the old man said to his daughter, “Come with 
me. I will take you to another village. Maybe someone will 
hire you there.” 

His daughter cried and cried, but the old man had 
made his plans and she had to obey. 

As they walked they came to an old well. “Please clean 
me, little girl,” said the well. “Then when you come home 
I will give you fresh water to drink.” . 

So the little girl did as the well asked, and soon they 
were on their way again. 

Not far away they came to an old stone oven. “Little 
girl, please clean me,” said the oven. “Then when you come 
home I shall give you freshly baked bread to eat.” 

The little girl cleaned the oven and plastered its sides 
smoothly with some fresh clay. 

Further down the road they came to an old apple tree. 
“Little girl, please trim my branches,” the tree said. “Then 
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when you come home I shall give you juicy, red apples to 
eat.” 

The girl did as the tree asked and soon they continued 
along the road. In the middle of a deep forest they found an 
old house. The old man said, “It is getting dark. Let us stop 
here for the night.” 

The house was very rundown. The walls and the oven 
were cracked, the bed was covered with straw and the floor 
was dirty. The little girl started to clean the house 
immediately. 

“While you tidy up, I shall go and get some wood for 
the fire,” said the old man. 

As he walked out he thought to himself, “I will leave 
her here. There is a house, plenty of firewood and she can 
live on what she earns. She will stop being lazy when she 
has to make her own living.” 

He found an old axe, hung it on a branch and went 
home. When he got home he told the old woman that he 
had found work for his daughter and that she might never 
return. 

In the forest, the wind blew round and round the old 
house, and with each gust knocked the axe outside against 
the tree. Tick-tick! Tock-tock! The little girl thought it was her 
father chopping wood. Time passed but the old man did not 
return. 

The little girl waited and waited. Then she thought, "1 
will go and bring some wood for the fire and prepare some 
supper so that my father will not have to wait when he gets 
back.” 

She went outside, but there was no sign of her father 
or the chopped wood. She began to call for her father, but 
there was no answer. Soon it became dark and she was 

quite frightened. What could she do? Where could he be? 
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She could not return home for she could not find her way 
in the dark. She returned to the old house and sat down to 
wait. 

Soon she heard a sound outside the door. There she 
saw a very old man with a long, white beard. The old man 
said to her, “Little girl, please help me into the house.” 
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The little girl felt sorry for the poor old man. She 
helped him into the house and made him as comfortable as 
she could. 

Then the old man said, “Please give me something to 
eat. lam so hungry.” The little girl found some food, lit a 
fire and prepared a meal for the old man. 

The old man thanked her and said, “My hands are old 
and ache from the cold. I haven’t washed or combed my 
hair for many years. Please do it for me.” The little girl did 
as she was told. 

Then the old man said, “I must go now for I have work 
to do, but I shall come back in the morning. You must stay 
here. Tidy the house, make the bed and go to sleep. At 
midnight some men will come to the window and will ask 
you to come out and dance with them. Do not open the 
door, and do not go with them. When the cock crows the 
men will go away.” And with that warning the old man 
went out into the night. 

At midnight the little girl heard some noise at the 
window. “Little girl, come out and dance with us,” said the 
voices outside the window. 

“I would go,” she replied, “but I do not have a fine 
dress to wear.” 

The men went away and soon returned again with a 
beautiful gown. 

“Tittle girl, come dance with us,” they said again. 
“How can I go? I have no dancing slippers,” the girl 

replied. 

The men went away and brought her a beautiful pair 
of golden slippers trimmed with diamonds. 

“Little girl, come dance with us,” they said again. 

The girl thought awhile and said, “I have a dress and 
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slippers, but no necklace to wear.” 

The men went away and brought her a necklace of 
shimmering pearls. 

“Come and dance,” they said sternly. 

“T would go with you,” the girl replied, “but it is 
snowing. How can I go out in the snow in my golden 
slippers?” 

The men went away and soon came back with a 
golden coach drawn by two black horses. Their harnesses 
sparkled with diamonds and rubies. | 

“You can’t fool us any longer,” the men said. “You 
have everything you need. Come out now and dance with 
us,” the men said. 

The little girl became frightened. What could she say 
now? “I must dress myself,” she said. “I must put on your 
beautiful gifts.” 

She dressed as slowly as she could. The men were 
getting very impatient. 

“Well,” they yelled. “Are you coming?” 

"Г та almost ready,” she said, “but I must brush my 
hair.” 

She brushed and brushed until her hair shone as. 
brightly as the necklace she wore. Suddenly the cock crew, 
the earth shook and the house trembled. The men 
disappeared, leaving behind the dress, the slippers, the 
necklace, the carriage and the horses. 

The old man with the white beard returned in the 
morning and said, “You have done well, little girl. Now 
take whatever you wish and let the carriage take you home. 
You now have enough to last you and your father for your 
whole life.” 

The little girl got into the carriage and started for home. 
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But she did not know the way. "11 ask the old apple tree,” 
she said. “If I can find the tree I will be able to find my way 
home. If I cannot find the tree I shall come back to this 
house.” 

On and on she went. As she came to the edge of the 
forest suddenly she saw the apple tree by the roadside. It 
was covered with big, juicy, red apples. The tree said, 
“Come little girl. Pick some of my apples.” 

The little girl picked some apples, thanked the tree and 
continued on her way. 

Soon she came to the old oven and saw that it was full 
of freshly baked bread. “Come little girl,” said the oven. 
“Have some of my fresh bread.” 

The little girl took some of the bread, thanked the oven 
and continued on her way. 

Further along the road she came to the old well. Reine 
little girl,” said the well. “The bread has made you thirsty. 
Come drink some of my fresh, clean water.” 

The girl rested awhile by the side of the well and 
continued on her way. Soon she reached her father’s house. 
When the old woman saw the coach approaching she 
shouted, “Old man, we have a royal visitor!” 

They ran outside and to their surprise found that the 
princess in the carriage was the old man’s daughter. They 
thought they were dreaming, but the little girl said, “Come 
help me bring these gifts into the house.” : 

The old woman was very angry. She said to the old. 
man, “Take my daughter to the same place. My daughter 
will bring us much more wealth than yours did.” 

So the old man took the old woman’s lazy daughter 
along the same road. When they came to the well, they 
heard it say, “Little girl, please clean me. Then when you 
come home, I shall give you fresh, clean water to drink.” 

59 



З will do no such thing,” the girl said. “Don’t you 
know who І am? Why should I dirty my hands cleaning 
you? I am royalty. You will see. On my way home I shall 
be riding in a magnificent coach drawn by four grey horses. 
If | am thirsty, I shall drink only the best wine.” 

When they came to the oven, they heard it say, “Little 
girl, please clean me. Then when you come home I shall 
give you freshly baked bread to eat.” 

The lazy girl answered the oven as she had the well 
and added, “My carriage shall be loaded with silver and 
gold. I will have all sorts of dainty things to eat. Why would 
I want bread baked in a dirty old oven?” 

When they came to the apple tree, the girl spoke as 
rudely to it as she had to the well and the oven. 

When they came to the little old house, the old man 
said, “This is where my daughter worked. Wait here while 
I go to find the master of the house.” 

The old man returned home and the girl sat waiting in 
the house. When it got dark, she became very angry. 
Suddenly she heard a noise at the door, and a voice saying, 
“Please let me in, little girl.” 

The girl said, “Why should I? Open the door yourself 
if you want to come in.” 

The door opened and there stood the old man with the 
long, white beard. Again he begged, “Please help me in.” 

“Do you expect me to get up and carry you in?” 
snapped the girl. 

Slowly the old man walked in the house. “Please give 
me something to eat. | am very hungry,” he said. 

“If you're that hungry, make yourself some supper,” 
the girl said. “I am waiting for a wealthy man who will give 
me gifts.” 

56 



Then the old man said, “My hands ache from the cold. 
I have not washed or brushed my hair for many years. 
Please do it for me?” 

“Wash you? Brush your hair? What do you think I am? 
Your servant?” shouted the girl. 

Then the old man said, “I must go now for I have work 
to do. You refused to help me, but I will give you some 
good advice. You may sleep here, but when the clock strikes 
twelve, do not open the door. There will be some men 
outside the window who will ask you to come out and 
dance with them. Remember, do not open the door or you 
will regret it.” With that warning he went out into the night. 

“Who needs advice from such a horrible old man,” she 

said to herself. “I will just sit here and wait for the master.” 

As she sat waiting she became lonely. “If only the men 
would come,” she thought. 

She did not have long to wait. Exactly at twelve o'clock 
she heard a voice at the window, “Is the old woman’s 
daughter here?” 

“Yes, yes I am here,” she said happily. 

“Come and dance with us,” they said. 

“I’m coming,” she said. “I’m tired of waiting.” 

She opened the door and went outside to the men. 

The old man and his daughter lived happily ever after. 

But the old woman is still waiting for her daughter to 
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The Rabbit and the Frogs 
З
 

пк Ji NCE there was a rabbit who was very worried. No 
one in the whole forest was afraid of him. No one ever ran 
away from him. He was always running away from 
everybody — from the bear, the wolf, the fox, the eagle and 
men. 

He became so unhappy and worried that finally he said 
to himself, “There is only one thing to do. I shall go and 
drown myself.” So he set off towards the river. 

He ran and ran through the forest, not even caring 
enough to watch out for his enemies, until he reached the 
river. 

Some frogs had been sitting on the bank of the river. 
All of a sudden they went kersplash! into the water. 

The rabbit heard the sound and jumped up and down 
for joy. “I’ve changed my mind,” he said. “I don’t have to 
drown myself after all. Now I know there are some animals 

ра 

who are even afraid of me! 
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The Donkey and the Lion 
by Ivan Franko 

ХУ| МСЕ there was a donkey, and this donkey decided 
that he could not put up with the hard work he had to do 
and the whippings his master gave him. 

“Enough is enough,” he said to himself. “T’ll run away 
to the forest and be free. ЇЇ eat what I want, sleep when I 
want and be my own master.” 

So, with one last look around his master’s farm, he set 
off for the forest. How good it was to be free! Day after day 
he did exactly as he pleased. It was the best time of his 
life...until one morning he saw a huge, fierce-looking lion 
coming towards him. 

“Oh-oh,” he said to himself. “This will be the end of 
me unless I can outwit him.” With that, the donkey lay 
down on the ground, yawned and stretched out leisurely. 

“Hey! Who are you?” roared the lion from a distance. 
“How dare you lie there. Don’t you know all animals must 
bow to me?” 

But the donkey pretended he did not hear him. He 
flapped his long ears slowly, stretched his long legs, and 
enjoyed the warm sunshine. 

The lion came closer and said, “I command you to get 
up at once!” 
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“Who are you?” asked the donkey, slowly lifting his 
head. 

“Everyone knows who І am. I am the lion. The king of 
all the animals in the forest!” 

“That’s nonsense,” snorted the donkey. “Don’t make 
me laugh. You! King of all the beasts in the forest? Who told 
you that? Prove it, then! Speak up, mister king 

4 

The lion was astonished. No one had ever questioned 
his authority before. “But everyone says so,” he blurted out 
“Don't you believe me?” 

“T certainly do not,” snapped the donkey. “How can 
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you be king of the forest when I am king of all animals?” 

“You? Do you have a written document to prove it?” 
asked the lion. 

“Of course I have. Just take a look for yourself.” With 
that the donkey got up on his feet and lifted his hind hoof 
which had a brand new horseshoe on it. “See, that is my 
royal stamp. If you were a real king, you would have one 
also,” | 

“You must be right,” said the lion. “I had not thought 
of that. But wait, we must have a competition to prove our 
royalty. Let’s go into the forest, and whoever kills more 
animals in an hour will be king.” 

“Fine,” agreed the donkey. “We'll meet back here in 
one hour.” 

The lion raged through the forest, killing any animal 
that came in sight — a deer, a fox and a rabbit. Within an 
hour he had killed ten animals and dragged them to the 
meeting place. 

And what was the donkey doing all this time? He 
found a grassy spot on the hill and stretched out on the 
ground as if he were dead. Soon the ravens, the crows and 
many other birds found him there. Thinking he was dead, 
they came closer to have a feast. They watched him 
carefully, but when he did not move, they pecked at his 
eyes and his tongue. 

But the donkey was very alert. Every time a bird came 
close to his head, Snap! went his teeth. Every time a bird 
came close to his leg, Clop! went his foot. And each Snap! 
and each Clop! caught a bird. Within an hour the donkey 
had more than thirty dead birds. 

Then he jumped to his feet. “Hee haw!” he brayed with 
glee. He took the dead birds to show them to the lion. 
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“So! Look what I have done,” boasted the lion, showing 
the donkey the pile of animals he had killed. 

“Did that take a whole hour?” sneered the donkey, and 
kicked the lion’s animals away. “What a worthless catch! І 
could have killed ten times that many in an hour. But I need 
a challenge. Look, I chose only animals that fly in the air. 
Try and beat that!” 

“No,” said the lion humbly, “I cannot do that. I see now 
that you are king of all animals. Please accept my apologies 
for being rude to you.” 

“Now you see why you must be polite to me. I could 
put you to death right now, of course, but I forgive you 
because I know that you acted rudely out of ignorance. 
Now, out of my sight!” ordered the donkey. 

The lion walked away very sadly. On his way through 
the forest he met a wolf. 

“Good day, Your Highness,” said the wolf, bowing 
very low. 

“Sshhh! Don’t talk so loud or the real king will hear us. 
Then we'll both be in trouble.” 

“The real king? You mean a king higher than you?” 

“Oh yes. I saw him myself. What an animal! He can 
even kill animals that fly in the air. I’m lucky I got away 
alive.” 

“What nonsense! I know this forest, and I know all the 
animals. What does he look like?” 

“Terrible! His ears are this long. His head is like a 
barrel, and on his hind foot he has the royal stamp.” 

“T can’t imagine who that could be. Come and show 
him to me.” 

“Never!” said the lion. “I’ve had enough of a scare to 
last me the rest of my life.” 
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“Why are you afraid?” asked the wolf. “Come, tie your 
tail to mine, and you will feel safe.” 

The lion finally gave in and tied their tails together with 
a tight knot. When the lion and the wolf came to the top of 
the hill they spied the donkey grazing leisurely in the tall 
grass. 

“Well?” asked the wolf in a very loud voice. “Where’s 
this king of yours?” 

“Sshhh! There he is!” whispered the lion. 

The wolf took one look and roared, “You fool! That’s 
only a donkey!” 

The lion jumped with fright. The wolf had shouted so 
loudly that the lion thought the donkey was after them. In a 
flash he ran down the hill pulling the wolf after him by the 
tail. He ran over stumps, across the meadow and through 
the forest with the wolf dragging behind him. When he 
could run no further he stopped to catch his breath. “How 
close is the king?” he gasped to the wolf. 

But the wolf could not answer. He had been so 
bumped and beaten from being dragged behind the lion 
that he was dead. 

“Poor wolf,” said the lion. “You said the new king was 
not fierce, but you died at the mere sight of him.” 
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A Visit in the Grave 

HIS story happened so long ago that no one 
remembers exactly in what district of the Ukraine these 
things occurred. All that is known is that two brothers, 
Ostap and Ivan, lived on a piece of land which belonged to 
a cruel landlord. They worked very hard, for if the landlord 
was not satisfied he would beat them. Sometimes he would 
beat them for no reason at all. 

After many years of this treatment Ostap, the elder 
brother, could not bear the beatings anymore. He grew 
weaker and weaker and one day he died. 

After the funeral the younger brother, Ivan, lived and 
worked the land by himself. But he soon became so lonely 
that he thought he would die just like Ostap. 

One day he sat at the table trying to find some way to 
overcome his sorrow. “I know what I will do!” he thought. 
“T will get married. Then I will have someone close to my 
heart. I won’t be lonely anymore.” So arrangements were 
made for Ivan to marry a very good girl in the village. 

The night before his wedding Ivan decided to visit his 
brother’s grave, for in those days men believed that the dead 
as well as the living should be invited to a wedding. Ivan 
took some acorns with him to the cemetery. He wanted to 
plant them on Ostap’s grave to commemorate the wedding. 

“Ostap, brother, come to my wedding,” whispered 
Ivan, as he planted the first acorn on the grave. 

No sooner had he said this than the grave opened, and 
there was Ostap. “Come in, brother,” said Ostap. “Come 
and visit me.” 

Ivan entered and the grave closed over them. He 
looked around and saw that he was in a small room. It was 
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bright and cheerful and large enough for both of them. 
Ostap lit a candle and they both sat down at the table. 

For a long time they sat talking. Ivan told his brother 
how cruel the landlord was to the peasants. Ostap 
answered, “Your life on earth is miserable. Listen and I will 
tell you how we live here according to God’s ways.” 

Ostap took a thick book down from the shelf and 
began to read. On and on he read explaining what life 
should be like. There must be love. There must be 
understanding and kindness. All people must be equal. 
There must be no rich and no poor ones, no powerful and 
no weak ones. All must live as brothers. 

Ostap read and read. Ivan listened very carefully to 
every word. When the candle burned low, Ostap lit another 
one. 
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‘Ts it not time for you to go home?” asked Ostap when 
the second candle was low. 

“No my dear brother. Please read some more. Let me 
imagine that I am living in your world with people who are 
kind and good,” begged Ivan. 

And so Ostap kept reading until the third candle 
burned out. “I must gow now,” Ivan said. “They are waiting 
for me.” 

The brothers parted, the grave opened and Ivan was 
again in this world. He looked around him and saw Ostap’s 
grave as it had been before, but beside it was the stump of 
a huge oak tree. “Could it be that the acorn I planted here 
yesterday grew into a huge oak and now is only a rotten 
stump?” wondered Ivan. 

Ivan left the graveyard and walked to the village, but 
everything had changed! Even his house looked different, 
and there was a stranger living in it. 

“Can I help you?” the man asked Ivan. 

“What do you mean ‘Can I help you?! This is my 
house. I am Ivan. Yesterday I went to my brother’s grave to 
invite him to my wedding and today you are living in my 
house!” 

“Come sir, why do you speak nonsense?” asked the 
man. “Only the old people tell us that story. One brother 
went to his brother’s grave to invite him to his wedding and 
that was the last anyone saw of him. But this all happened 
three hundred years ago. Wake up or you will be the 
laughingstock of the whole village.” 

Ivan insisted that it was his farm and his house. He 
tried to tell the people in the streets and in the marketplace. 
But all the people were strangers and they all laughed at 
him wherever he went. 
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Ivan walked all over the countryside looking for a 
familiar face. But he knew no one, and no one believed his 
story. Finally he returned to his brother’s grave and said, 
“Ostap, my dear brother, please let me in. There is no place 
for me in this world any more.” 

Again the grave opened and Ivan entered. The earth 
closed over him and Ivan was never seen again. 

People say that the acorn Ivan. planted on his brother’s 
grave had really grown into an oak tree and fallen down 
with age. They say, too, that it took a century for one of 
Ostap’s candles to burn. Ostap burned three candles while 
he read to Ivan, so they know that Ivan stayed in the grave 
for three hundred years. 
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Strange Feet 

23 | МЕ Sunday afternoon а man went for a walk in the 
ЕНН of a deep forest. Soon he became very tired. So he 
lay down under a tree and fell asleep. 

When he woke up, he noticed that he had no boots on 
his feet, for someone had taken them while he slept. 

He rubbed his eyes, yawned a few times and looked in 
amazement at his bare feet. “T’ll bet these are not my feet,” 
he said. “Mine were in my boots, but these are bare. Who 
do these belong to? I wonder where mine are.” 

And with that, he went back to his dreams to find his 
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A War Between 
the Dog and the Wolf 

by Ivan Franko 

3 |NcE there lived a dog and a wolf who were eg 
sere Every day they met under an old oak tree at the 
edge of the forest. They would spend hours exchanging 
news. The dog would tell the wolf what was happening on 
his master’s farm and the wolf told the dog all the news of 
the forest. 

One day the wolf said to the dog, “Listen, my friend, 
І hear that your master’s pig just had a litter of piglets.” 

“That's true. Just think! Twenty little piglets in one 
litter. And all of them are so fat and pink and healthy!” 
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“You are making me hungry just talking about it,” said 
the wolf. “I must go see them tonight.” 

“No, my friend, don’t do that,” said the dog. “We 
agreed that we would meet here, and that I would tell you 
all the news, but you would never come to my master’s 
farm. If you break your promise, we couldn't be friends any 
longer.” 

“Why should we fight over such a small thing? Twenty 
little piglets! If ] made off with one or two who would ever 
know the difference?” 

“Please, my friend. Don’t come to my master’s yard. | 
am afraid you will make trouble.” 

“What kind of trouble?” asked the wolf. “Don’t worry. 
I will slip into the barn so quietly that no one will hear me.” 

“But I will hear you.” 

“You? But you are my friend. You will be loyal to me.” 

“That’s easy enough for you to say. But don’t forget 
that my master is my friend also. He looks after me and 
feeds me. How can І be disloyal to him? What will he think 
of me then?” 

“That’s your problem,” said the wolf. “I must have the 
piglets for my supper tonight, so take my advice and be 
very quiet about it.” 

Night came and the wolf kept his word. He crept up to 
the barnyard and slipped into the barn. The dog saw him 
and thought to himself, “What am I to do? ЇЇ wait awhile. 
If the wolf does it quietly, I shall be quiet also. But if he 
makes the slightest noise, I shall let my master know about 
ite 

No sooner was the wolf in the barn than the mother 
pig began to squeal. Soon all twenty piglets were squealing 
too. The dog added a long howl to the chorus which 
awakened his master. The farmer ran into the barn and gave 
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the wolf such a beating that the wolf could hardly move. 

Several days later the wolf limped to the barn gate and 
snarled at the dog, “A fine friend you are! Just you wait. I’ll 
fix you!” 

“T told you not to come to my master’s yard,” said the 
dog. 

“And I told you to be quiet,” argued the wolf. 

“Yes, but you said no one would hear you, remember? 
As long as I didn’t hear anything I was quiet. Then you 
started a fight with the mother pig.” 

“Who started a fight with the mother pig? Nee sooner 
did I get into the barn than she started to squeal. Listen, my 
friend, I just have to have one of those piglets for supper 
tonight. Promise me you will not give me away?” 

"Т promise,” answered the dog. “But remember, you 
must be quiet in the barn. If I hear the slightest noise I will 
howl so loud, you will be able to hear it all the way to the 
forest.” 

At midnight the wolf set out for the farm. But before 
he could reach it, the dog warned the mother pig that he 
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was coming. As soon as the wolf slipped into the barn the 
pigs made such a noise, and the dog howled so loudly that 
the wolf barely had time to escape another beating. 

Several days passed. Then the dog saw his friend again 
outside the barnyard gate. 

“Pssst. Come here,” whispered the wolf. “Why don’t 
you come out into the forest anymore? Have you forgotten 
your friend?” 

“No, I haven't,” answered the dog simply. 

“Oh, you traitor!” sneered the wolf. “Do you think I 
will forget what you’ve done to me? I know you warned the 
mother pig. Just wait — one day you will be sorry.” 

“We'll see. I knew our friendship could not last forever. 
But ПІ get even with you опе day,” answered the dog. 

“You will get even with me? You miserable creature! 
How dare you make fun of me,” screamed the wolf. "1 
hereby declare war. Three days from now we shall assemble 
our armies and meet by the old oak tree. But if you are a 
coward and do not come my army will come here and drag 
you out by the ears and tear you to pieces!” 
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With that the wolf turned and loped off into the forest. 
He went straight to the bear’s den and, bowing very low, 
said, “My friend, I have come to ask a favour of you. The 
dog has betrayed our friendship and I have proclaimed war 
on him. Will you help me?” 

“Very well,” said the bear. “I shall be there when you 
need me.” 

Then the wolf found the wild boar and said, “In three 
days I must go to war against the dog. Will you help me?” 

“Of course, of course,” grunted the boar. 

The wolf asked the fox to be in his army also. They all 
agreed to meet on the third day by the old oak tree. 

Meanwhile the dog was very worried. “What shall I 
do? Where can І get an army?” he sighed. Two days passed. 
The dog could not eat or sleep. 

The old barn cat saw the dog becoming worse and 
worse. Finally he said, “What's the matter with you? Why 
are you looking so miserable?” 

“JT am in very bad trouble and you won't be able to 
help me,” answered the dog. 

“Tell me about it and then we'll see if I can help you 
or not.” 

So the dog told the old cat all about his war with the 
wolf. 

“Now, now, my friend. It’s not so bad. I will help you,” 
said the cat. “Go call the gander and the drake. Don’t look 
so doubtful. I’m sure we'll win.” 

The dog was not convinced, but he did as he was told, 
and the drake and the gander promised to help. 

Finally the day set for the war came. Early in the 
morning before the sun was up the dog and his friends set 
out from the farm. First came the gander marching proudly, 
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holding his head high. He kept time by calling, “Tra ta-ta! 
Tra ta-ta!’ just like an army drum. Behind him marched the 
dog and the cat with their tails straight up. Last came the 
drake keeping time with his constant, “Tok tok-tok! Tok 
tok-tok!”’ 

In the forest, the wolf and his army met by the old oak 
tree. The wolf told the bear to climb the tree. He told the 
boar to bury himself in a pile of dry leaves. The fox was to 
stand on guard nearby while the wolf hid behind the tree. 

Soon they saw something coming towards them 
through the darkness. 

“Here they come!” announced the bear. “Listen to their 
drums!” 

“And look,” said the fox. “Behind the drum are two 
soldiers. See how their long rifles stick up high in the air! 
This will be the end of us.” 

“We must fight,” said the wolf. “Besides we can’t leave 
our hiding places now. It’s too late.” 

As the farm animals marched towards the tree, the cat 
saw something move under the pile of leaves. 

“A mouse!” he thought. The cat’s paws shot forward 
and his claws sank into the boar’s tail. A huge bellow of 
pain came from under the pile of leaves. The cat was so 
terrified he raced up the tree. 

The bear, hearing something coming after him, 
climbed further up to the top of the tree. But the branches 
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were too thin to hold him. Crash! Down came the bear and 
landed on the ground with a great thud. 

In the middle of all the commotion, the dog spotted the 
fox’s tail and grabbed it. “Ouch!” shrieked the fox and ran 
away so fast he left his tail behind. The rest of the wolf’s 
army was now so frightened that they all ran away in 
different directions. 

The farm animals watched them go and then marched 
happily back to the farm. | 

The умоЇР5 army met again deep in the forest. The wolf 
said to his friends, “How could we fight them when they 
had guns with them?” 

“Look at me,” the boar cried. “I lost part of my tail.” 

“The bomb they threw blew my tail right off,” said the 
fox. 

The bear complained sadly, “I don’t know what 
happened to me. But I do know І landed on my seat and it 
is still sore. I shall never try to fly again.” 

AAS 
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The Flying Ship 

a NCE upon a time there lived an old man and an old 
woman and they had three sons. Two were wise but the 
third was foolish. 

The parents treated the wise ones well. The old woman 
gave them clean white shirts every Sunday and fed them 
well. But everyone scolded and laughed at the foolish son. 
He used to sit on the stove ledge in a shabby shirt and 
tattered trousers. If he was given anything to eat, he would 
eat it; if not, he went hungry. 

Then one day there came a proclamation from the tsar 
saying that everyone in the kingdom should come to the 
palace for a feast. Any man who could make a ship that 
would fly and would come in that ship to the palace would 
be given the hand of the tsar’s daughter in marriage. 

The wise sons were delighted. “We ought to go,” they 
said. “Maybe luck will roll in our direction!” 

So they told their parents of their decision and asked 
for their blessing. The old woman gave them loaves of white 
bread, a whole roasted pig and a flagon of wine. The old 
man gave them his blessing, and they set off on their 
journey. 

The fool sat on the stove. “I would like to go where my 
brothers have gone,” he said. 

“You would never get there, you fool!” said his mother. 

“The wolves will get you for sure!” said his father. 

“They won't get me!” answered the fool. “I want to go 
and I will go!” 

The old people laughed at him at first, and then began 
to scold him, but he was determined. When they saw that 
they couldn’t change his mind they said, “Go then, but don’t 
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come back or we won't know you!” 

The old woman put some stale, black bread and a 
flagon of water into an old sack and saw him out of the 
house. 

He walked and walked until he met a gray-haired, old 
man with a white beard down to his waist. 

“Good-day, grandfather,” said the fool. 

“Good-day, son,” answered the-old man. 

“Where are you going, grandfather?” 

" go through the world and rescue people from 
misfortune. And where are you off to?” 

“To the tsar’s for dinner,” replied the fool. 

“Can you make a ship that can fly?” 

“No,” replied the fool, “I can’t.” 

“Why are you going then?” 

“Who knows?” replied the fool. “I have nothing to lose 
and maybe luck will roll in my direction.” 

“Sit down and rest,” said the old man. “Let’s have 

something to eat. Let’s see what you have in your sack.” 

“There is nothing here, grandfather, except dry bread 
which you won't be able to bite.” 

“Never mind, take it out,” said the old man. 

So the fool took out the black bread only to find that 
it had changed into bread so white that no one had ever 
seen anything like it, except in a lord’s house. 

“Well what’s wrong with you?” asked the old man. 
“Haven't you anything to drink at this meal? Maybe you 
have some wine in your bag?” 

“Where would I get wine from? There is only water in 
the flagon,” replied the fool. 

“Tt will do then,” the old man said. 

82 



The fool took it out and tasted it. And magically it had 
changed into wine! 

“Well now,” the old man chuckled, as he saw the fool’s 
look of astonishment. 

So they spread their coats on the grass, sat down and 
ate their lunch. They sighed contentedly and the old man 
thanked the fool for the bread and wine. 

“Now listen to me, son,” he said. “Go into the forest. 
Hit the trunk of the first tree you see with your axe and then 
quickly fall down flat on your face. Lie there until someone 
comes and wakes you up. You will have a flying ship which 
will take you wherever you wish. But be sure to take with 
you everyone you meet on the way.” 

The fool thanked the old man and bade him good-bye. 
The old man went on his way and the fool went into the 
forest. 

He went up to the first tree he saw and struck the trunk 
with his axe. He then fell down flat on his face and went to 
sleep. He slept and slept. 

After a long time he heard someone calling to him. 
“Wake up! Wake up! Your luck has changed!” 

The fool got up and what did he see but a ship made 
of gold with masts of silver. Her sails were made of silk and 
billowed in the wind, ready to fly. The fool climbed into the 
ship which rose up suddenly and flew off. As the ship flew 
it soared, high under the heavens, so that you could hardly 
see the earth. 

Suddenly the fool noticed a man fall on the road with 
his ear bent to the ground listening intently, so he called to 
him, “Good-day, uncle!” 

“Good-day, son!” and the Listener. 

“What are you listening to?” asked the fool. 
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“T am listening to find out if the people have gathered 
at the tsar’s for the feast.” 

“Do you plan to go there?” asked the fool. 

“Yes, I do.” 

“Sit down in the ship and I'll take you there,” said the 
fool. 

The Listener accepted the invitation and they flew off. 
They flew and flew until they met aman going down the 
road with one foot tied up to his ear, hopping along on the 
other foot. 

“Good-day to you, uncle!” said the fool. 

“Good-day, son!” 

“Why are you hopping on one foot?” 

“When I untie my other foot and take just one step I 
step over the whole world. But I don’t want to do that.” 

“Where are you going, then?” asked the fool. 

“To the tsar’s for dinner.” 

“Come join us,” said the fool. 

The Runner sat down and they flew off again. They 
flew and flew until they saw an archer standing and taking 
aim with a bow and arrow, but no bird or animal was to be 
seen. 

The fool called out, “Good-day, uncle! What are you 
aiming at? There’s nothing there.” 

“You mean you can’t see anything. Nothing is visible 
to you, but it is to me,” replied the Archer. 

“Where do you see anything?” 

“Ah,” replied the Archer. “Over one hundred miles 
away a bird is sitting in a pear tree.” 

“Come with us,” offered the fool. 

The Archer did so, and off they flew. 
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They flew on and on until they saw a man going by, 
carrying a sackful of bread on his back. 

“Good-day, uncle!” said the fool. 

“Good-day, son!” 

“Where are you going?” asked the fool. 

“T am going to get some bread for dinner,” the man 
replied. 

“But you already have a whole sack of bread!” 

“This is nothing. It isn’t enough even for a snack,” 
answered the Gobbler. 

“Come with us to the tsar’s feast,” said the fool. 

The Gobbler accepted the invitation and off they flew. 
They flew and flew until they met a man walking beside a 
lake as though searching for something. 

“Good-day, uncle,” said the fool. 

“Good-day to you.” 

“Why are you walking about?” asked the fool. 

“T want a drink,” he replied, “and I can’t find any 
water.” 

“But there is a whole lake in front of you. Why don’t 
you drink?” 

“This drop? There isn’t enough here for one swallow,” 
replied the Guzzler. 

“Well, come with us!” offered the fool. 

The Guzzler accepted the invitation and they flew off. 
They flew and flew until they met a man who was carrying 
a sheaf of fresh straw. 

“Good-day, uncle!” said the fool. 

“Good-day to you!” 

“Where are you taking that straw?” asked the fool. 

“To the village.” 
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“Ts there no straw in the village?” 

“Not like this.” 

“And what's so different about this straw?” 

“No matter how hot it is in the summer, as soon as І 
scatter this straw around frost and snow appear.” 

“Come with us,” said the fool. 

The Snowmaker sat down and they flew off once 
more. They flew and flew until they met a man in the forest 
carrying a bundle of wood on his shoulders. 

“Good-day, uncle!” said the fool. 

“Good-day to you!” 

“Where are you carrying that wood?” 

“To the forest.” 

"15 there no wood in the forest?” asked the fool. 

“Of course there is, but not like this,” replied the 
Wood-carrier. “This is no ordinary wood. If you scatter this 
wood around, then immediately there will appear before 
your eyes a whole regiment of soldiers.” 

“Come with us to the tsar’s feast,” said the fool. 

The Wood-carrier accepted the invitation and they flew 
off. Whether they flew a long time or a short time one can’t 
say, but at last they arrived at the tsar’s palace. 

In the middle of the courtyard there were tables 
covered with linen. Barrels of honey and wine were being 
rolled out. It was as busy as a marketplace. 

The fool and his companions in the ship landed before 
the tsar’s window, and got out of the ship and went to the 
feast. 

The tsar looked out of his window and saw that 
someone had appeared in his courtyard in a flying ship. He 
called a footman to him and said, “Go and inquire who 
arrived in this flying ship.” 
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The footman obeyed and soon came back to the tsar. 
“A band of tattered peasants came in the golden ship,” he 
told the tsar. 

The tsar did not believe him and said, “How can it be 
that some peasants flew in such a ship? You probably did 
not make the proper inquiries.” 

So he went himself and asked the people, “Who flew 
here in this golden ship?” 

The fool stood up. “I did,” he replied. 

When the tsar saw his shabby coat covered with 
patches over patches and his knees showing through the 
rips in his trousers, he put his head in his hands. “How can 
it be that I have promised the hand of my child to such a 
ragged peasant? What is to be done?” 

So he began to think of some difficult tasks for the fool 
to do. 

“Go to the peasant who flew in the ship,” he ordered 
his footman. “Tell him he must bring me some life-giving 
water, before the people finish feasting. If not, I will not give 
the princess to him and this sword will take his head from 
his shoulders.” 

The footman set off to find the fool. But the Listener 
heard what the tsar had said and told the fool. The latter sat 
on the bench which stood against the wall and became so 
worried that he could not eat or drink. 

The runner said to him, “Why don’t you eat?” 

“How can І eat?” asked the fool. “I can’t get the food 
down my throat, I’m so worried.” And he told them all what 
the tsar had asked. How could he bring some life-giving 
water before the people had finished feasting? 

“Don’t worry! I shall get it for you,” said the Runner. 

Just then the footman came to tell the fool of the tsar’s 
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command, but of course he already knew what was wanted 
of him. 

“Tell him I shall bring the water,” was the fool’s reply. 

And the footman returned to the tsar. 

The Runner untied his foot from his ear and went to 
find the life-giving water. After he had found it he was tired 
so he said to himself, “The guests are still at the table and 
there is still lots of time. I shall sit near this water mill and 
rest a little.” He sat down and fell asleep. 

Meanwhile in the tsar’s courtyard the people were 
finishing their dinner and the Runner had not returned. The 
fool sat down almost dead from fear and thought to himself, 
“T shall perish for sure.” 

The Listener put his ear to the ground. He listened and 
listened. Finally he said, “The Runner is sitting near the 
water mill!” 

“What are we going to do?” asked the fool. “How are 
we to waken him?” 

The Archer said, “Don’t fear, I shall waken him.” 

He raised his bow and arrow and took aim. The arrow 
struck the mill so hard that splinters flew. The Runner 
jumped to his feet and was back with the water in no time 
at all. 

The people were just finishing eating when the fool 
brought the water to the tsar. 

All through the feast the tsar was thinking of another 
task to set before the fool and finally he said to his footman, 
“The peasant and his friends must eat six pairs of roasted 
oxen and forty ovens full of bread at one meal. If they do, 
he will have the hand of the princess in marriage. If they 
fail, my sword shall take his head from his shoulders.” 
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The Listener was listening and told the fool what the 
tsar had said. 

“What shall І do?” moaned the fool. “I can’t eat even 
one loaf of bread.” He began to worry once more and 
almost wept. 

Then the Gobbler said, “Why are you worried? І shall 
eat everything. In fact, it won’t even be enough.” 

When the footman arrived and told him of his next 
task, the fool replied, “Good, bring on the food!” 

So they roasted twelve oxen and baked forty ovens full 
of bread. The Gobbler ate everything as fast as they 
could cook it and even begged for more. “If they would only 
give me more to eat,” he said. “Why are they so stingy?” 

Then the tsar said to his footman, “Tell the peasant that 
he and his friends must drink forty barrels of water and 
forty tankards of wine in one breath. If he doesn’t succeed, 
my sword shall take his head from his shoulders.” 

The Listener told the fool what the tsar had said and 
the fool began to weep. 

‘To not weep!” said the Guzzler. “T shall drink it all 
myself and it won't be enough.” 

So the servants brought in forty barrels of water and 
forty tankards of wine. The Guzzler began to drink. He 
drank to the last drop and then he laughed. “This isn’t 
enough,” he said. “If I only had a few barrels more, I'd be 

happy.” 
The tsar thought to himself, “I'll have to get rid of that 

wretch somehow or he will ruin my daughter!” 

So he sent for his footman to go to the fool and tell him 
to go to the bathhouse. He commanded another servant to 
heat the bath of cast iron so hot.that the fool would get 
scalded. The servant heated the bath until it glowed from 
the heat. 
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When the fool was summoned he went to the bath, 
followed by the Snowmaker with his straw. 

The bathhouse was so hot they could hardly get past 
the door. 

So the Snowmaker scattered his straw and immediately 
it became so cold that the fool could hardly pour the bath 
water. He quickly climbed on top of the stove to get warm. 
He was so chilled from the Snowmaker’s frost that he soon 
fell fast asleep. 

In the morning when the tsar’s servants opened the 
bathhouse door, there was the fool snoring on top of the 
stove! They ran to tell the tsar how they had found the fool 
sleeping on the stove and the bath so cold that you would 
swear it hadn’t been heated all winter. 

The tsar was very upset. He thought and thought. 
“Well,” he said said, “if by morning he shows me a 
regiment of soldiers, I shall give him my daughter’s hand in 
marriage. If he doesn’t, my sword will take his head from 
his shoulders.” 

And to himself the tsar said, “Where will such a stupid 
peasant obtain a whole regiment of soldiers? Only a tsar 
could have that many men.” 

So he gave the summons. 

The Listener told the tsar’s plan to the fool, who once 
more became very worried. “What am I to do? How will I 
ever find a whole regiment of soldiers?” 

He went into the ship and said to his friends, “Save me, 
friends. If you do not help me, I shall be killed.” 

“Don’t worry!” said the Wood-carrier. “I shall help 
you.” 

Soon the king’s footman came to the fool. “The tsar has 
commanded that by morning you must give him a whole 
regiment of soldiers, and then the princess will be yours.” 

91 



AW ly 

rr 
|? б 

7 ri 

| Hy i Ny і ith MN. | М h 

Z "Я 

EN > pr 

Mi , 
ee З 

А 



“Good,” replied the fool, “it shall be done. But tell the 
tsar that if he does not give his daughter to me І will declare 
war against him and take her away by force!” 

In the evening the Wood-carrier led the fool to the field 
and took with him his bundle of sticks. As he began to 
scatter the wood each stick turned into a soldier. Soon the 
finest regiment you ever saw was assembled in the field. 

The next morning the tsar was awakened by the 
sounds of drums and trumpets. “Who is playing music so 
early in the morning?” he asked sleepily. 

“The soldiers of the peasant who came in the flying 
ship,” his footman said. “They are performing their morning 
drill.” 

The tsar summoned the fool to the palace. 

But the man who answered the summons was very 
different from the ragged peasant the tsar had seen. He had 
changed almost as much as the Wood-carrier’s sticks. The 
gold of his helmet blazed in the sun. His uniform was 
decorated with braid and ribbons. He led the regiment of 
soldiers himself, seated on a shiny black horse. And just 
behind him came his friends — the Listener, the Runner, the 
Archer, the Gobbler, the Guzzler, the Snowmaker, and the 
Wood-carrier. 

The regiment advanced toward the palace. As soon as 
the soldiers entered the courtyard, he ordered them to halt. 
The regiment stood in their ranks. 

He dismounted and crossed the courtyard. The tsar 
embraced him and kissed him. 

The princess then came out and when she saw him she 
smiled. What a handsome husband she would have! 

Soon after they were married and at their wedding 
there was such a feast that even the Gobbler and Guzzler 
were satisfied. 
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