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adatkssld / told by; ™"..." : adat-
k8816 ragadvdnyneve, un. "cigdny
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- AaTh : A.Aarne - 3, Thompson, The types
of the folktale. 2nd. rev. 1973.

A mesék tipologiszdlisa a nemzetkdsi Aarne-Thompson-féle népmesekata-
légus 2, kiaddsa, Berze-Nagy Jdnos Magyar népmeset{pusok c. munkdja, va-
lamint az MTA Néprajsi Kutatdécsoportja Polklér Osztdlydn kéagiild, eddig
csak részben megjelent Magyar Népmesekataldgus alapjdn tdrtént. A nyomta-
tdsban megjelent késikdnyvekre a szokdsos médon utalunk, a Magyar Népmese-
katalégus asonban a szokdsostél eltérd jelzéseket haszndl; esek magyard-
satra ssorulrak,

A Magyar Népmesekatalégus AaTh révid{téssel és tipusszimmal jeldli
mindasokat a meséket, melyeknek nemszetkiszi pdrhuzamaira asz Aarne-Thompson-
féle katalégus is utal /pl. AaTh 300 "Sérkdnys16"/. MNK rovid{téseel és
csillaggal jeldlt ssdmmal tinteti fel egyrésst a nemzetkszi t{pusképtél
eltérs, stabil magyar redakcikat /pl. MNK 590 =i gySshetetlen kard®/,
misrésst a nemsetkdsi katalégusban nem sszerepls, a magyar anyagban ason-
ban t8bb véltosattal képviselt mesetipusokat /pl. MNK 1298° *A tej-



méréa"/: ezek jelentds résse nagy valésszinilség szerint nem kizdrélag
magyarban fordul el8, csak valamilyen okbél eddig nem keriilt be a nem-
getktzi népmesekataldégusba. Végill MNK jelzéssel és két ceillaggal jeldlt
t{pusszdmmal killdnbBztetjilk meg azokat a mesekezd§ tipusokat, epizddo-
kat, melyek 41landd jelleggel egy meghatdrosott meset{pus vdltozatainak
vagy alkalmilag killdnbszé mis tipusok vdltozatainak a kezdetéil szolgdl-
nak /pl. MNK 304™F ®As apjuk sirjét 6rsé fidkv/.

A magyar meseanyag igen gazdag kiilsnb¥eé 41landé tipusdeszetételek-
ben, kompozicidékban. Ezekben az egyes meset{pusok killénféle médon kap=
esolddhatnak egymdshoz., + jellel jeldljik, ha két mesetipus befejezett
formiban kapcsolédik egymdshoz /es ar eset legtibbszdr a ldncmesékben
fordul els/: - jellel jeltljilk, ha az Ssszetételben as elsd mesetipus
befeiezése, vagy a misodik kezdete hidnyzik /es a leggyakoribb Sssze-
kapcsoléddasil forma/; hulldmvonallal: ~ , ha a két tipus mot{vumai ke-
verednek egymdssal /es killinSsen a cigdny mesemonddk esetében gyakori/;
végill kerek zdréjellel: ( ) azokat a komposiciékat, mikor a mdsodik
tipus az elsébe kizbeiktatétik és teljes egészében elhangzik, s befeje-
gése utdn folytatddik és fejesSdik be asz elad /pl. AaTh 315(300),

AaTh 463(3021‘). stb./. A stabll magyar tipusﬁuszetételek bemutatdsdhos
agért folyamodunk, hogy ldéssuk, hogy a cigdny mesemonddk alkalmi vagy
41landé 8eszetételei hogyan viszonyulnak ehhez. - KA.

1. A: Németh Jdnos, "Mireg"; 28 é, GCy: VJ + Hujdﬁ Andréds, Kispest
1955. KNy: lovdri. B: JGILS 39, 1960, 100-115; Vekerdi 1974, 274-276;
Vekerdi 1961, 309-312. -- MNK 303™" fiaTh 330C - AaTh 307). Egyes ma-
gyar vdltosatokban, mint mesénkben is, a kutya is aranyhaju emberfiat
szil. Bz a motivum f8leg Bszakkelet-Magyarorssigon fordul el8. - KA.

A kill5nbds mesetipusoknak ez a kombinfcidja magyarban ismeretlen.

Németh Jdnos kitlin mesemondé. Sokat olvasott, kényvélményei azonban
csak j6 értelemben befolydsoltdk mesemonddsdt: témakdrét gazdagi{tottdk,
és milvészi megfogalmasdsdt magas szintre emelték, anélkill, hogy jelleg-
zetea cigdiny meseszerkesztését és egyéni st{lusét tonp{tottik volna. Me-
séinek sajdtossdga a magasrendfl erkilesi szemlélet, az emberséges maga-
tartds kidombor{tdsa a részcselekményekben. Mind cigdnyul, mind magyaral
hibdtlanul, tagoltan beszél. Meséit rtvid /néha ceak egy vagy két szavas/
szakaszokban mondta tollba, ebbdl fakad a szévégi elisié gyakori kimara-
ddsa, éa egymis melletti szavak killon-kiflén hangsulyozdsa. - A Németh-
csaldd meséit Hajdu Andrds gyljtotte fel /kiadatlan/.



2. A: Németh Jénos, "Mireg<; 28. é. Gy: VJ + Hajdu Andrds, Kispest
1955. Ny: lovdri. B: Vekerdi 1966, 135-148; Vekerdi 1974, 275. --
AaTh 300~ MNE 319" - MNK 302C7" + AaTh 655.

A cimszereplé neve magyar Atvétel, de magyarban rendk{viil ritka
ez az alak, és nincs meghatirozott szerepkdre, mig a magyarorsgdgi oldh
cigdny mesékben &ndllésult. A tipustsszetétel azonban nem szildrd: kii-
18nbde6 kombindciékban 1lép fel as Olomfejii Bardt, Glomkirdly, Olombardt.
Bzyébként is, az AaTh 300 t{pus /Sdrkénysls/ tulajdonképpen Ssszeegyes-
tethetetlen az AaTh 302 tipussal /Rejtett erd elpuszti{tdsa/, ahogyan
mesénkben kombindlédik. - Az Argyelis Mikléska név az Argyélus kirdlyfi
és Kirdlyfia Kis Miklés kombindeidjdbdl ssilletett, és a magyarorszdgi
oldh ciginy mesékben ebben az alakban /111. Argyelis Kis Miklés vdlto-
zatban/ sgildrdult meg.

3. A: Németh Tégzsef, "Négus™, 16.é. GCy: VJ, Kispest 1955. Ny: lo-
viri., B: Vekerdi 1961, 312-323; Vekerdi 1974, 260. -- AaTh 300 (K912.+
H1421.-AaTh 1061).

Németh Jdnos Sccse, Meséiben a legkiilénbdzébb magyar népmesel elemek
téredékel keverednek, meselogika ssempontidbél gyakran indokolatlanul,
mégis /éppen ezért/ jellegzetes cigdny kalandos elbeazéléssé, érdekfe-
sz{ts, eredeti térténetté 4llva dsmze. Pl, a temetdnek és a tdltos ldénak
semmi szerepe sincs a tirténetben, vagy a mdsodik és harmadik kirdlyldny
megszabad{tdsa nem kapcsoldédik az elsd réss sirkdnysld epizdédjdhos, ennek
ellenére nem hat szavardlag a torténetben.

4, A: Raffael Méria, 60 é. Gy: VJ + Hajdd Anards, Rékospalota 1956.
Ny: lovdri. -- MNK 450A™F - iaTh 450. A feljegyzett 29 magyar vdltozat
k8zlil 4 hasonlé szerkezetfl, amelyeket Vas, Zemplén és Heves megyében,
111, Bukovindban gylijtsttek. - KA.

Az adatkizld elmonddsa szerint gyermekkordban a falusi /nemcigdny/
gyermekek mesemonddssal sszérakostattdk egymdst, tSlilk tanulta meséit.
Magyar nyelven ugyanezt a tdrténetet kidolgozottabban mondta el; pl. a
cigdny szdvegbe magyarul kbzbeszurt megjegyzéseket a magyar vdltozatban
bedolgozta az elbeszélésbe.

5. A: Raffael M&ria, 60 &, GCy: VJ + Hajdu Andrds, Rdkospalota 1956.
Ny: lovdri. -- Két tipus keveredik. A bevezetés AaTh 409A vdltozata,
amelyet AaTh 510B kbvet. Ez utébbi tipus feljegyzett 30 magyar vdltoszata
kzill kettdben szerepel tik. - KA.

6. A: Raffael Mdria, 60 é. Gy: VJ + Hajdd Andrds, Rdkospalota 1956,
Ny: lovdri, =-- AaTh 1643. A tipus erdélyi magyar vdltozataiban a feszil-
let vagy kissdradt fa, amelynek a szegény ember eladja a tehenet, olykor



rondnul szélal meg. A szdvegiinkben szereplé marcine 'kedden’ sgé 1is ro-
mén eredetd a lovdriban. Romdn népmesékben igy szerepel a mondat: QL;$.
'st’ apte pina mart 'Kire, karc, vdrj] keddig!', v.5. Kovdcs .:
Idegen nyelvll sztereotipidk, Népi Kultura - Népi Tdrsadalom VII, 1973,
164. A tBrténet végén a hallgatdsdg "Nincs befejezve" megjegyzése jogo-
sult. A magyar vdltozatokoan az AaTh 1643 tipus csupdn bevezetésill vagy
réazletként szolgdl egy hosszabb, humoros térténethes. - KA.

7. A: Raffael Wiria, 60 é.. Gy: VJ + Hajdu Andrés, Rékospalota 1956.
Ny: lovdri. =-- A mese magyar elbképe szintén jélismert magyar kombind-
eié: MnK 319% - MNK 3020°. Raffael Miria azonban mdsként kombindlta a
két tlpus motivumait, mint Németh Jdnos: MNK 302¢* (B181.8.,MNK 3197%).
A hirom hidn4l hdrom sdrkdnnyal vivott kilzdelem indokolatlanul iktatodik
x6zbe. - KA,

8. A: Németh Jdnos, "Mireg", 30 é. Cy: VJ, kispest 1956. HNy: lo-
viri. =- AaTh 1641. Ezt az elterjedt mesetipust Kényi Jdnos felvette
1782-ten megjelent Democritusdba /II. 77/, és ez az irodalmi vdltoszat
keriilt be késdbbi népsaorﬁ kiadvdnyokba, tdbbek ktzitt Benedek Elek
gylljteményébe, erdasen befolydsolva a magyar folklér-vdltozatokat. A fel-

jegyzett 21 magyar vdltozat kidzill egyikben sem szerepel cigdny mint £&-
nés, - KA,

Bethlenfalvy Géza, Rdkoskeresztir 1960. Ny: lovdri. =-- MNK 728, 4
mese a4 Brunszvig kirdlyrél és a cseh Sztilfridrél szdlé német /illetdleg
caeh/ eredetll ponyva-kiadvinyra megy vissza, amelyet a 18. szdzad végén
magyarra forditottak, és tibb kiaddsban jelentettek meg. Id. Katona L.:
Az Akastydn hegyrsl, Irodalmi tanulmdnyok, Bp. 1912, I. 330-344. A magyar
szijhagyomdinyban a két részbdl 4116 ponyva-térténet mdsodik fele vdlt
néosgzerflvé. 8 magyar vdltozatdt jegyezték fel, vd. BN 728", - K.

Az {rdstudatlan adatkidezlé csakis élGszéban ismerkedhetett meg a tir-
ténettel., Rajta kivil nem taldlkoztam mds cigdnnyal, aki lsmerte volna,
Hozzifflzte, hogy az oroszlin kdvé v4lt, és most s Ldnchia végén 411. A
griffmadir motivumot AaTh 301-bd1 vette &t.

9. A: "Jdnos bdesi® “cigdny név'—ru hallgatd iddes férfi. g*- Y o+

10. A: Rafael Jdnos, 62 é. Gy: VJ + GG, Ndgrddbercel 1972. Ny:
lovdri.

A torténetnek magyar eléképe nem ismeretes. A szerepldk csengdcsindlé
gyandnt tdrténd feltlintetése arra mutat, hogy eredetileg nem lovari /’16-

kupec'/, hanem kolompdri /’csengédntd’/ oldh cigdny csoportban keletke-
zett,



11. A: Rostds Béla, 81 é. Gy: VJ, Deorecen 1972. Hy: lovari.

B: Vekerdi 1978, -- iaTh 315, eldtte bevezetdiil Aa™h 709-bdl a rabtld-
tanydra keriild fégszerepld motivuma. Az AaTh 315 tipust az I. motivunm
hidnya kiildnbdzteti meg AaTh 590-t61l. 32 -agyar viéltozat ismeretes,
egyikben sem fordul elé a Rostdsndl taldlhatd bevezetd epizdd. Egyébként
a magyar viltozatokat kdveti, csupdn AaTh 300 hidnyzik beldle, amely a
magyar vdltozatokba rendszerint beiktatddik. - KA.

Rogtds régies kiejt3ssel beszdli a nyelvet: a ligy <s kemény ejtési
E/é i11. i/é hangot megkillonbdzteti, az g magdnhangzdt zdrtan ejti. A
téirténetet az dlemedett korra jellemzd timdrséegel adta eld, részletezd
leirdsok nélkiil. Cipdtalp mint tiltott stel motivuna nagyar néomesskben
nem ismerstes; feltehetdleg az "olvan szegények voltak, hogy még a cipd-
talpat is megettdk" magyar népmeseil monddsbdl rogtondzte az adatkdzld.
Szintén az § rdgtinzése a fdsgzerepld "Tindér Miska" neve /magyarul, de
megfeleld magyar eldkép nélkiil/.

12. A: Rostds Béla, 81 é, Gy: Mohay Andrds, Debrecen 1972. Ny:
lovdri. -- AaTh 425 - AaTh 706. A tdrténet elsd reésze pontosan kidveti
a magyar eldképet. A feliegyzett 28 magyar vdltozatban 22 kigyd, 3 disz-
né, 3 egyéb dllat szerepel. A diszndt szerepeltetd magyar vdltozatok a
magyar nvelvteriilet keleti részérdl, Erdélybdl, Moldvdbd és Békés megys-
b8l szirmaznak. A két tipus kombindcidéja magyarban nem fordul els. - KA.

13, A: Németh Jdnosné, "Anna", Gy: VJ, Xispest 1956, Ny: lovdri.
B: Vekerdi 1974, 217, 276. -~ AaTh 365 /+AaTh 407B/.

"ireg" felesége, A mesét gyermekkordban apjdatdél hallotta. 34r nenm
olyan gyakorlott mesemonddé, mint férje, e térténetet kitiinden adta eld,
1955-ben Hajdu Andrdssal kozbs gyflitésben felvett misik meséje elmonddsa
eldtt erdsen azabadkozott, hogy nem tud mesét mondani, 3 azt a neséjét
valéban igen szaggatottan, tiredezetten adta eld /Hajdu 1960/1.sz., té-
vesen férjének tulajdonitva/.

A "Halott vélegény" /Lendra/ és az "Brdsgszerets® mesetipus a magyar-
ban igen gyakran kombindlddilk, 1ld. BN 365I. Elészeretettel mesélték a
fondban, 1d. Lajos L., Este a fondban, 1974, 323-369, Természetesen cigd-
nyok sohasem voltak jelen a fonéhizban, {gy a torténet eredeti funkcid-
j4t61 figgetleniil sajatitottdk el. Valtozatat 14. kdtetink S57. darabja-
ként,

14. Rnatds Lajos, 19 é. Gy: Mohay Andrds, Debrecea 1972, Ny:
lovdri, ftudes Tsiganes 1980/1, 1-6.

A 11-12. sz. tSrténetet eldaddé Rostds Béla csalddjdban tortént fel-
vétel. Az adatkdzld termiszetesen csupdn a tdrténet hitelessége kedvéért
tlintette fel masdt 97 éves aggastyannak. Az egykori vandorlé, lékupecke-

7

A:
B:



désre és lopdsra alapozott "eredeti® cigdny életforma meguzépftéae és
visszasévdrgdsa egészen a legutdbbi évekig kedvelt elbesgélésl téma wvolt
a hagyomAdnyérzd lovdri /lé_kupec/ oldn cigdny csoport kbrében, Eles el-
lentétben 411 a cigdny multnak ezzel az idealizdldsdval kitetink 58. sz.
darabja, amely a munka nélkiili, é16sdi megélhetés loviri hagyomdnydval
szemben a valdsdghoz hiven tukrtzi a cigdnys_4&g multbeli keserves életét.

15, A: két piisptkladdnyi asszony. Oy: VJ 1971. Ny: lovdri.

1971 mijusdban tértént plsptkladdnyi ldtogatdsom alkalmival eskilvé-
re kénzilltek a cigdnysoron, Kérésemre a két Srimanya rtvid pdrbeszédet
rée- 1z6tt az eldkészilletekrSl, - Az emlitésre keruld ldnysziktetés a
hizassigkdtésnek meglehetdsen gyakori, de mindig nagy veszekedést kivdl-
té formija a hagyomdnyos oldh cigdny életben. A harag oka a lakoma elma-
raddsa, - A dalt dallammal adta eld az adatkdzld.

16, A: Kovdcs Ibolya,"Iboly®, kb. 35 é. + Parkas Kldra, "Rdjiv,
So é. Gy: VJ, Puspdkladdny 1971. Ny: lovdri.

Kovdcs Ibolya mese gyandnt kezdte a tdrténetet, de hamarosan dtcsa-
pott a mindennapi élet problémdinak teriiletére, sajdt magdt téve meg el-
beszélése fiszerepldjének. Nénje kezdetben Stletet adé sugdként allt se-
gltaspére, s ekkor huga egymagdban pdrbeszédet rogtinzott /mindig hangot
v4ltva, ha nénje szerepsben lépett fel/, majd a szinet utdn nénje tényle-
gesen Atvette a mdsik személy szerepét. - A szivegben szerepld dal az
egyik legnépazeribb magyarorsedgi oldh cigdny romdnc, elsd sordban gyak-
ran az "Iboly" névvel /miskor "Giza® név aszerepel a dalban/.

17. A: Rovdcs Jézsef, "Jozsdé", Gy: GG, Piuspdokladdny 1973. Ny:
lovdri, == AaTh 923, A legklsebbik kirdlyldany megtaldldsdra és fele-
ségill vevisére vd. AaTh 450. 5 magyar vdltozata ismertes ; szerkezetileg
egyik sem azonos Kovdcs Jézsef szépen megfogalmazott tdrténetével, és
a két iddsebbik kirdlyldny k51téi felelete sem szerepel a magyar vialto-
zatokban. - KA.

A mese végén a "mint a nép a sét" mondat utdn a kdvetkezd, szokatlan
zaréformuldt alkalmazta az adatktzld: "Eljen a nékbztdrsasdg, éljen a
haza! D@vlésa mukap tume. Te na milds, v’ idjaa trajil.n"

18. A: Horvdth Sdndor, 37 é. Gy: Ladvenicza Ilona + Valls Eva, Esz-
tergom 1967. Ny: cerhdri, -- AaTh 313E (AaTh 510 I.q}+AaTn 780. Az
AaTh 313 egyetlen magyar vdltozatdt a Mezdségrdl ismerem, lithatélag
romdn kBlcstnzés. Moldvdban AaTh 480+AaTh 780 Gsszetételll magyar mesét

gyujtottem, romdn dalbetéttel, amelynek mdsodik része némileg hasonl{t
a kdtetben szerepld meséhez. Ez a mese, valamint a kitet megeldzd darab-
ija, valészfnuleg nem magyar forrdsra megy vissza, - KA,
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Az Baztergomban lakd cerhdri /’s4itoros’/ elnevezésil oldh cigdny cso-

port nem agonos a szintén cerhdri elnevezésil ny{rségt £6_dozdé cigdny
csoporttal, Nyelvjdrdsuk alig tér el a lovdritél. A Eh>s és dz > £
hangvdltozds ke¥ésbé 41taldnos, mint lovdriban. Az uvuldris [;] missal-
hangsd mindig {zy eitéaik a rom és muro széban, és ejtése hosszabb,
mint az [r] hangé.

A tirténetet - azonos cselekménnyel és azonos nevekkel - ismételten
feljegyezték cigdnv adatkdzléktél Magyarorszdgon. Csenki S. gyﬂjtésében
két vdltozata szerepel /fCsenki 1974, 179, 183/. ®rdélyl magyar népmesék
elemeinek kombindcidéja. A kezdé és zdré motivum /kirdlyné cipéi, ill.
l4ny4t feleségiil venni kiv4dnd kirdly/ magyar eldképére vonatkozdlag v.8,
BN 978%, Az Gaszetétel magyarban nem fordul eld; tekintve, hogy cigdny-
ban szildrdnak 14tszik, 4llanddsult nagyarorszdgi olih cigdny t{pusnak
tekinthetd.

A versbetétet dallam nélkiil, recitdlva adta eld az adatkszls, Csenki
gyﬂjtéséhen igen hasonldé dalbetét szerepel:

Sentiondiko muri rakli,
tirin pale tro sem&lji,
xoxadas tu Fofolica,

le krajeske len romnjake.

A kBvetkezd dalbetét szivege és ritmusképlete romlott. Helyes szbve-
ge Csenkinél taldlhatd:

Likes phurde, ldkes cirde
mure dadesko juhdsi,

Az adatkdzld azabad recitativ dallammal énekelte. A dallam recitatiy
dtalakitdsa a szdtagszdm megviltoztatdsdnak kivetkezménye /eredetileg

nyoleszdétagos sorok/; Sdrosi B4lint lejegyzésében:




Midsodszorra dallam nélkiil mondta a szdveget, a ritmikailag nyomatékos
szétagok erds hangsulyozdsdval, és a sorkizépen erds metezttel.

19. A: Lakatos Andrds, 20 é. Gy: Ladvenicza Ilona + Valls Eva,
Esztergom 1967. Ny: cerhdri, -- AaTh 510B - AaTh 706. Magyarban az
AaTh 510B tipuanak 30 vdltozata van feljegyezve: ezek ksl kettdben
szerepel a cipé motivuma és az AaTh 706 tipus, mindkettd cigdny adat-
kzldktdl szdrmazik, Az AaTh 510B-AaTh 706 Gsszetétel magyarban csak Er-
délyten és Eszakkelet-Magyarorszdgon fordul eld. - KA.

20, A: Worvdth Sdndor, 37 é., Gy: Ladvenicza Ilona + Valis Eva,
Esgztergom 1967. Ny: cerhdri.

A 18, sz, torténet adatkbzldje ezzel a mesével folytatta elbeszélé-
gét; a "megint elmondok egyet" bevezetés erre vonatkozik. Feltehetdleg
magyar ponyva-tdrténetre megy vissza, bdr pontos magyar népmesei meg-
feleléje nem ismeretes, Igen kSzeli cigdny nyelvil vdltozatdt jegyezte
fel Piispdkladdnyban Csenki Sdndor /Csenki 1974, 25/.

A bevezetd rész /lednykérés/ nem tartozik szorosan a térténethez.
Lednykérésrdl és hdzaasdgrdl szd6ld elbesszélések kizkedveltek a killsnbbzé
cigdny csoportok kirében. A hallgatdsdg az elsd részt humoros torténet-
nek fogta fel, de amikor kisértet-ttirténetté alakult 4t, hirtelen bor-
zaddly telepedett a hallgatd kizdnségre.

Ugyanezen cigdny kdzdsség két tovdbbi meséjét kidzslte Valis Eva
/valis 1968/.

Az ela5 réaszben szerenld dalbetét kizismert oldh cigdny népdal. Az
egész tsrténet /a bevezetd rész/ valdjdban ennek a dalnak az értelmezése-
ként szilletett. Dallama Sdrosi Bdlint lejegyzésében:

o — . S—— . S S S——
S — — . T W < L U —— — i -
P S E— E—— %

10



21. A: Rostds Perdiné, mpidran, Gy: VJ + GG, Rdckeve 1973. Hy:
drizgiri. -- AaTh 327A Hansel and Gretel - AaTh 450 Little Brother and
Little Sister - AaTh 408 The Three Cranges + AaTh TIQZOur Lady’s Child +
AaTh 425I-II. The Monster as Husband. A mese ezekneksdsszeegyeztethetet-
len tipusdknak alkalmi Hsszetétele. A féazerepld neve ag irg{ruﬂ kirdly-
1 mesébdl keriilt 4t /v.8. AaTh 400, BN 400 II/.

Rickevében egymistdl elkilldniilten két oldh cigdny csoport lakik: a
falu szélén lovdrik, a falutdél tdvol, az erddben,drizdrik. Vegyeshdzas-
sdgok eléfordulnak, egyébként a két telep lakéi nem tartanak fenn kap-
csolatot egymdssal.

22. A: Sztojka Borbdla, "Falat", 28 é, Gy: VJ + GG, Rdckeve 1973.
Ny: drizdri, -- AaTh 408,

A bevezetd rész nem kaocsolddik a tdrténethez; magyar eldképe ninca,
Eét kiilinbbzd kezds mot{vum Gsszekeverssébdl jott létre: vardzserejfl
fogantatds &s Brikbe fogadott 4llat egymdst kizdrd mot{vumdbsl. A kird-
lyi pdr elvdldsa nemcigdny népmesékben teljesen ismeretlen mot{ivum: a
cigdny mindennapok vildgdnak kivet{tése a tiindérmesék szférdjdpa. Ugyan-
fgy ismeretlen a nemcigdny népmesékben az a vizié-szerf, Bncéld kalando-
zds, amely a mese bevezetését képeszi. A kiilonbozd mot{vum-toredékeknek
ilyen rogtinzitt Ysszekapcsoldsa igen jellemzd a cigdny mesemondédsra.

23. A: Rostds Kdroly, "Huttydn", 48 é. Gy: Vig Rudoif + VJ, 1974.
Ny: mdsdri. -- AaTh 9554955874590, AaTh 590 ill. UNK 590 t{pusnak
17 magyar vdltozata ismeretes. Lényegében mindkét t{pus AaTh 315 vdlto-
zata., Roastds meséjében ezek keverednek. Minden valésainﬂség szerint nem
magyar mesemondéi hagyomdnyt kOvet. Eldaddsmédja balkdni technikdra
mutat, A Balkdnon a cigdnyok fontos szerepet jdtszottak, mint udvari és
vdsdri szérakoztatdék. Romdnidban a cigdny 1¥utar-ok /hegeddsdk/ hasonlé
st{lusban adnak eld térténeteket romdn nyelven. - KA.

Az tv-mot{vumnak itt szerepld vdltozata magyarban teljesen ismeretlen.
- VJ.
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Rostds Kiroly és csalddja Ocsddben /Békés m./ lakik, ahonnét a csa-
14418 Budapeastre j4rt dolgozni. kdsfél évtizeden keresztiil nilséges adat-
k6z18je volt cigany nyelvll népdalokkal a MTA Népzenekutaté Csoportjdban
dolgozé Vig Rudolfnak. A kdtetben sgzerepld mesét is itt mondta magneto-
fonba. Az 4llandéan visszatérd "hallod, Rudi® megsezdlitds Vig Rudolfnak
szél. A hallgatdé kozdnség valamely tagjdnak néven sgd_Jlitdsa oldh ci-
giny mesemondéi sajitossdg /v.5. Ki.megjegyzésével/.

Rostds anyja mdsdri volt, és & maga is annak vallotta magdt. Apja
tdresi /-dri/ hovatartozdsa helyett csak nemzetségét /-estyi/ tudta
megadni: apja és nagyapja Dudumestyi, apal nagyanyja Pokulfajta nemzet-
sigbe tartozott /ez utébdbit ’firdesinidlé’-nak ford{totta/.

24, A: Jakad Jézsef, "Jbska", 41 é. Gy: GG, ﬁjkig}éa 1975. Hy:
lovdri, mdsdri beiltésekkel.

Anyja midsiri; apjdt Ducestyl és Cerinestyi szdrmazdsunak mondta /a
Ducestyl nemzetség a lovdri torzsbe, a Cerinestyi nemzetség a mdsdri
tirzsbe tartozik; ez utdbbiak féként Erdélyben laknak/.

Yemcigdny személyekkel folytatott beszélgetés idézésekor a cigdny
adatkdzldk elészeretettel térnek 4t magyarra. Jakab Jézsef magyar monda-
tainak kiejtése furcsdn megvdltozott ag eldadds sordn. Bleinte legszabd-
lyosabb magyar kiejtéssel ejtette a magyar mandatokat., Attél kezdve,
hogy a hallgatdsdgbdl rdszd_ltak: "Mondd cigdnyul!®, jellepzetes cigd-
nyos kiejtéesel mondta a magyar mondatokat. Pl. a magyar € hangot eld-
szér é-nek, majd {-nek ejtette,

Rossz dlmok elmondisa kedvelt témdja a cigdnyok Daszélgetéaéinek.

25. A: FKovdcs Erzsi, "Fedra", 24 é. Gy: GG, ﬁjkfg}éu 1975. Ny:
misdri.

A torténet két, e gymdstdl fiigzetlen részbél 411: a kigys lerdszegi-
tése, és az Artatlansdg csodds bizonyftéka. Pontos magyar /vagy egyéb/
megfeleléje egylk résznek sem ismeretes. V.5. AaTh 285, BN 285> /kfgyd
a gyermek cuclisiivegébdl iszik/ és AaTh 883 /h{l feleség kiazanaﬂftja
férjét. A feleség 4drtatlansdgdnak csodds bizony{téka ballada-téma a
délkelet-eurd_pai folkléroan /mds jellegﬁ megolddsokkal; . Valészinﬁleg
valamely romdn népkéltészeti elem szabad 4tdolgozdsdval 41lunk szemben,
amit a misodik rész hangulata is mutat. Egyébként a Békés-megyei oldh
cigdny csoportokndl erdsebb a romdn hatda, mint Magyarorazdg mds teriile-
tein €16 o0ldh cigdnyokndl.

A tiriénet elsi felét Csenki egy erdélyi szdrmazdsu,misdri asszonytél
ugyan{gy jegyezte fel /faenki 1974, 160-162, 321/.
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26. A: Kovdcs Erzal, "Fedra®, 26 é. Gy: GG, Ujkigyss 1975. Ry:
misiri. -- AaTh 822, BN 769 .

Az adatkszl$ elfzs alkalommal "félig md_sdri, félig ButvestyiT"-nek
vallotta magdt, most "félig mdsdrestyil, félig Dudumestyi" szdrmazdsrél
oeszélt, és dletkordt is eltérden adta meg.

A legendamese miifaja rendk{viil ritka a magyarorszdgi cigdnyokn&l.
Eldforduldsa misdri tirzsnél és killdnBsen Békés megyében azzal magyaris-
haté, hogy a konzervat{v mdsdrik itt erdsebben Grzik a romdn hatdst) és
taldn a kornyék cigdnyal koréven elterjedt szektdssdg is hozzdjdrul Is-
ten é8 Sgent Péter szerepeltetéséhez /a ketts egyébként szerepet cserélt
a mesében: Szent Péter az okosabb/. Magyar legendamesékben nem Istennek,
hanem Jézus Krisztusnak kisérétirsa Szent Péter, de.Jézus alakja és ne-
ve teljességgel idegen a /formallag keresztény!/ cigdnysdgtdl.

27. A: Horvdth Istvdn /1d8se személy/. GCy: GG, TGtkomlés 1975.
Ny: kherdri, =-- AaTh 751B%+735A. Az dsszetétel magyarban Lsmeretlen.:

A ti{pus ardnylag ritka az eurd_pal folkléroan. V.o. még aaTh 346
111, BN 750 1. AaTh 751B* tipusban a hdénapok nem szerepelnek /a telje-
sen eltérd 4038 t{pusbau szerepelnek/. A kStetiinkben szerepld mesét va-
16szintlleg erdélyi magyar vdltozatbdl kilcadndzték. - VJ.

A tétkomlasi cigdnyok legnagyobbrészt a kherdri tdrzshdz tartoznak.
Azonban a kherdri nyelvjdrdson belul bizonyos elteresek tapasztalhatok.
Erdds Kamill kheriri adatkdzldéi a szdvégl -3 mdssalhangzot és szokdezépl
-gk- hangcsoportot ebben az alakban ejtették /Erdds 1959, 56, 59/, a
kdtetben szerepld tirténetek adatkdzldi ejtése dltaldban -x, -xk- vagy
=h / =@ s -hk- wvolt, mint a coldri nyelvidrdsban. Az e magdnhangzd he-
lyettl 3, 3 ejtés teriile~. sajdtossdgnak tekinthetd, nem tdrzsinek /az-
az ebben az esetben az izoglossza éppdgy terileti dsszetartozdson alapul,
mint a letelepiilt népek esetében, mlg egyébxént a kUlsnbdzd cigdny tior-
zeek vdndorldsuk sordn a terilleti tényezdtdl fiiggetleniil megdrzik nvelv-
Jdrdsi sajdtossdgaikat/. A kieités a szomszddos romdn nyelvterilet kizel-
ségének tudhatdé be /az 3 ejtés kb, ugy hangzik, mint az erdélyi magyarok
ajkdn a romdn i hang, pl. Bdlcseszku 'Bilcescu’/, Hasonldkéopen a romin
kilecsdnszavak ardnya is nagyobb, mint tdvolabb lakd olih cigdny csopor-
tokndl. Sztojka és Sztanykovszky szotdrinak néhdny romdn ktlcsbnazava is
ceak ezen a teriileten ismeretes, mdsutt kihaltak.

28. A: Ludoviko Baratiéri /?%/, "Bagi gréf" /?/, 4o é. Gy: GG,
Tétkomlds 1975. Ny: kherdri.

Az adatkdzldé eldszidr "Bagl, Bagl grdéf" alakban adta meg nevét, majd
magyar neve gyandint a fenti sajdtos nevet mondta, Mint ebbdl és az dlta-
la elmondott bibliai torténetbdl is l4thatd, pszichidtriai szempontbdl
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nem kifosdetalan. A nemzetsdgdére vonatkozd kérdésre ezt a vdlaszi adta:
el - 1 ’ . -
Me =om inzlo-indidng, 3ritis-indidno. A Jehova tanui szekta xidvetdje.

A Mézes I, kdnyve és az evangéliumok kilinoszé toredékeibsl egyéni kép-
zelberdvel sSsszesdllitott tirténet egyrészt azt nutatia, hogy mit fognak
fel a cigdinyok a keresztény valldsbél famennyiben egydltalin torddnek a
valldissal/, mdsrédszt ugyanugy a jellegzetes cigdny riogtonzd és legkildn-
t5z3bb motivumokat konbinidld szerkesztésmidot tilkrdzi, mint a mesék.
Herddes zyermekgyilkossdga, Atrandm vendéglatisa, Lot felesége, Krisz-
tusz mezfeszitsse, Jolzota, Wilus, Xdnadn, Sodoma éppizy egybeolvad
ndla, mint a kiilsnts2d mesetipusok motivumai a cigdny mesemonddlk kegén,

28, A: Nagzy Gusztdv. Gy vi{g Audolf, Kétegyhdza 1961. Hy: knerdri.
-~ AaTh S5f%, 40 magyar viltozat ismeretes, Zgy mezdséci vdltozatban a
szaginy ember romdnul szol{tia meg az asztalt. Vegyes lakossdgi terile-
tek magyar ~esemonidi eldszeretettel mondanak idepen nyelven bizonyos
fordiulatokat, pl. trdzdr zitételeket vacy rdolvasdsozat. Igy - annak el-
lenére, hory a xax3l canj fordulat romdn nyelvil /caci bani/ -nem kell
3ziiksipazerien rominhdl +*irtdnt “Hlestnzisre gondolnunk. ?alész{nﬂbb.
hoey 2z 3 magyar mesemondd, akitdl Nagy Gusztdv a mesét tanulta, magyar
nyelyen =gadta el a tirtdnetet, xizbeszirt romdn mondattal. A magyar
rotocsxa-botoeska ikerszd ezydrtelmien magyar eredetre utal, lesén=bdl
rimaradt az aaztal ~otivuma, - Ef.

A zdrdjelbe tett mondatokat a hallzatdsdg egvik tagia nondta, akinek
rasadvdnyneve /"cigdny neve"/ Bacsko vagy Bogrdcs. E kétféle név szerepe
nem viligos. Az ilyen pdrbeszédes mesemondds csak kevésazémﬂ. kildndsen
konzervativ /talkdni hatisokat &rizd/ cigdny kizdsségnél van /vagy volt/
meg Magyarorszdgon.

30. A: 0l4h Istvdn, "E416", 20 4, GCy: Vig Rudolf, Solymdr 1961,
Ny: mdsdri., == AaTh 1731 /e~>AiaTh 1545/ + AaTh 1542 vagy 1539. Rhhez
néhdny kiszak{tott, tiredskes motivum jirul: sajdt kemencijében negége-
tett boszorkdny /AaTh 1121/, kirdlyldny /!/ meznevettetése /v.3, AaTh
571/.

Az adatkdzl5 mesemondds kdzben lerdszegedett, ezért az utolsd rész
alig érthetd a szalagon,

A tirténet elsd részét Csenki Sdndor is lejegyezte Pilapikladdnyban
/7senki 1974, 124-127, 320/, “eszjegyzendd, hogy az adatkszls csaldd ja
csak néhdny svvel kordbban kiltdzdtt Solymirra Dél-Magyarorszdgrdl.

31. A: Rostds Piter, 20 é. Gy: VJ + GG, Pesterzsdbet 1974, Ny:
coldri. =-- AaTh 13607, tireddékesen eldadva, Magyarban is kbzismert,
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32. A: kdzépkoru asszony. Gy: VJ, Pesterzsébet 1956. Ny: coldri.
-- Romdn :redetﬂ ballada /Zorkea vitéz/.

A ballada egyébként ismeretlen a magyarorszdgi ciganvok kdrében; a
coldri ecsoport tHbbi tagja sem ismerte. Az adatkizld egyes sorokra nem
an lékezett, s a végét erdsen lerdviditette. A tulajdonnevet hol Kaldlis-
ka, hol Zatdliska alakvan ejtette /vsz. romdn Cdtilind dtvételekéat, a
magyar Kaldri alakkal keverve/,

A kis lélekszdmu coldri csoporton belill is nyelvidrdsi tagoltsig fi-
gyelhets meg: egyes beszéldk 1ldkl, sa, mdsok lexki /vagy lehiki/, sax
alakot ejtenek.

33, Varga GySrgy bardtom hozzim {rott levele, Nagyvirad 1974. dec.
19. Loviri nyelvidrds. Id8s cigdny bardtom tudatosan foglalkozik a ci-
gdny nyelv dpoldsdival; szojegyzéket készitett, és a cimdnysdg tirténetét
mitikusan feldolzozdé eposzt {rt /cigdnyul; kéziratbtan/. Levelében a ha-
gyomdnyos lovdarl kdszdantd formuldkat haszndlja, caiszolt st{lusban, tdr
a formuldk eleve pontosan ebben az iinnepélyes, kdltdi alakban dlnek 3s
hasznilatosak a mindennapi életben is /pl. bucsuzdskor, felkdszéntésvor/.

34. A: Lakatos Miklds, 44 é. Gy: VJ + Valis Eva, Hajduhadhdz 1967.
Ry: gurvdri. 3: Vekerdi 1974, 243, 277. =~ AaTh 1530+cf.1539+1535V.
Kizismert magyar népmese dtvétele,

35. A: Lakatos Miklds, 44 é. Gy: VJ + Valis Bva, Hajduhadhiz-Buda-
pest, 1967. Ny: gurvdri. B: Vekerdl 1971. -- AaTh 301/III-VI vagy
301 A.

Hajduhadhdzrél szdmos ciginy férfi jdr dolgozni Budapestre, ahol kii-
16n munk4sazdllét litesitettek naguknak egy felvonuldsi épiilettdl. Laka-
tos a mesét hétvégi hazautazdsa alkalmdval kezdte, s néhdny nappal ké-
8dbb az eml{tett pesti munkisszilldson folytatta. Belefdradt és abbahagy-
ta az érdekesnek {gérkezd tdrténetet. 7aldjdban taldn nem kifaradasrél,
hanem régtdnzd képzeldereje kimeriilésérdl volt szé. A kirdlyldnyszatad{té
meséjének ilyen vdltozata magyarban ismeretlen; egyéni improvizdeidnak
tekinthet ik,

gurvdri, "maskar". -- AaTh 465C, meglehetésen dtalakf{tva /kill. elején
és végén/,

36. A: Kolompir Kdlmdn, kb, 50 é. Gy: VJ, Kiskunmajsa 1971. Ny:

37. A: Rolompir Mdrla, 73 é. Gy: VJ, Kiskunmajsa 1971. Ny: gurvari,
"maskar”. -- AaTh 327A - 315.

A kiskunsdgl "fédozd" cigdnyok a gurvdri vagy gyakrabban a maskar ne-
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vet haszndljdk magukra, - Az idds adatkdzld dilnnysgdé beszéde miatt

szdmos szoveghely érthetetlen maradt.

38. A: lakatos S4ndor, "Kontyi", 3o é. Gy: VJ + Valis Eva, Hajdu-
hadhdz - ;udapest, 1967. Ky: gurvdri és lovdri keveréke. -— DBeveze-
tése AaTh 327A, folytatva AaTh 304-gyel. Kdvetl AaTh 315, beledgyazva
/mint 41taldban/ AaTh 300. Magyarban az AaTh 315 /AaTh300/ Gsszetételnek
15 vdltozata van feljegyezve, ezek kizill 5 /valamennyl Erdélyofl/ AaTh
327A-val kezdddik. AaTh 304 hogzdtolddsa magyarban nem fordul elé.

Lakatos Miklés Geese. A hajduhadhdzi cigdnv munkabrigdd rdtermett
vezetdje, a naiduhadhdzi tandes tagja. A kizség legjobb mesemonddjdnak
nirében 411: virrasztdsokra rendeszeresen h{vjdk mesélni, Térténeteit a
katonasdgndl, munkdsszdllisokon s kBnyvekb§l tanulta. Ezt a mesét kato-
nas4ga alatt oldh cigdnyoktdl hallotta, & nyilvdn emiatt lett a mese
nyelve a gurvdri és az oldh cigdny /lovdri/ nyelv egyedildllé keveréke.
Ugyanazgokat a szavakat és nyelvtani alakokat hol gurvdriul, hol lovd=-
riul hasznilja. A nyelvkeveredss a nyelvi Fsztin elvesztésével jdrt e-
pyiitt: a szdvez tell van nyelvtani hibdkkal,

39, A: Berki Jdnos, 32 é. GOy: VJ + GG, Varsdny 1974. Hy: nogrddi
romungro. =-- AaTh 301B, BN 301 I* + BN 1961%*, MNK 1923a%.

Berki .Tdnos kitin§ mesemondé. Kdgdtte és a szintén kitlnd Németh
Jdnos ol4h cigdny mesemondé kizsttl jelentds killonbeség a két cigdny cso-
nort kdzhittl kulturdlis eltérést tilkrdzteti: a magyar cigany /romungro/
csoport régebbl £s erdsebb magyar befolyds alatt 411, mint az oldh ci-
giny csoport, a tirsadalmi beilleszkedésben eldrehaladottabb fizisban
vannak, {gy mesélk szorosabban kdvetik a magyar eldképeket, mint az oldh
cirdny csoport meséi. Mind Németh, mind Berkl sokat olvasé ember, azonban
Németh az olvasott magyar mesékbdl eredeti cigdny tilndérmesedi vildgot rog-
?6nﬁz, mig Berkitél tdvol 411 a régtsnzés: olvasminyaibél. vagy halloméds
utjdn tanult meséit egyrészt az eredetihez hivebben mondja el, misrészt
a nemcigdny mesemondd_khoz hasonldan, ugyanazt a mesét minden alkalommal
azonos szdveggel adja eld. Igy pl. az oldh cigdny mesékben /Némethnél
éppigy, mint bdrmely m&s oldh cig&ny adatkozlénél/ a szereplék neve min-
dfg magyar ugyan, de szerepilk teljesen fiiggetlenedik az eredeti magyar
meset{pusokban jdtszott szerepiiktdl, m{g Berkinél /és szimos mds romungro
meséldnél/ nemcsak nevilk magyar, hanem szerepilk is tobbé-kevésbd megfelel
eredetl szerepilknek, Bz mind a kétnyelvﬂ /cigényul és magyarul beszéldy,
mind az egynyelvil /ecsak magyarul tudé/ romungro mesemondékra érvényes.
Ebbdl a szempontbél tanulsdgos Bsszevetni Pl. a Pehérléfia mese kitetink-
o b s e e Bt ey b

val /1d. Dobos Ilona: Gyémintk{gyé,
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Bp. 1921, 263. 1.: Csonkatehén fia/, amellyel kapcsolatoan a gyljts is
megjegyzi: "Kovdca Kdiroly meséi nem cigdnymesék, hanem magyar paraszt-
mesék" /21.1./, s valdébam csak igen gondos vizsgdlattal lehet kimutatni
azokat a jellegzetesen cigdny vondsokat, amelyek Kovdcs Kdroly szivegét
a nemcigdny mesemonddk vdlozataitdl megkillonbdztetik. /V.o. Vekerdi J.:
A Pehérléfia mese cigdny vdltozatdhos, s. a./

40. A: Berki Jdnos, 32 é, Gy: VJ '+ GG, Varsdny 1974. HNjy: négrddi
romungro. -- MNK 400C", amely MNK 314C -MNK 317" /paTh 5567/ 4llan-
désult #sszetétele, Az elSzdhdz hasonldan, ez a mese is a magyvar népme-
sekines legrégiesebb rétegéhez tartozik., Cigdny mesemonddk nem ritkdn
fgzen régies magyar hagyominyt Sriznek. - Ki.

A cevezetd rész ftiltott &tel motivuma/ magyarban szokatlan. V.d.
11, se.

41, A: Berki Jdnos, 32 é, Gy: VJ + GG, Varsdny 1974. Ny: ndgrddi
romungro. =-=- MNK 519‘. 31 feljegyzett magyar wvdltozattal. Az égitestek
szabad{tdsdnak kivételével AaTh 3004 alatt is megtaldlnatd ez a tipus,
ahol sok keleteurdpal viltozat van felsorolva., A sdrkdnyok fejének szdma
magyarban mindfg 7, 9, 12 vagy 6, 12, 24, nem 25, 50, 100, mint itt. -
KA.

A mese magyarban imen népszeril /BN 319%/, viszont magyaron kiviil
olyannyira lsmeretlen az eurdpal folkldérvan, hogy az Aarne-Thompson ka-
talégus a magyar mese kedvéért vesz fel 8ndllé t{pusszdmot 3284 alatt.
- VI,

42. A: Berkl Jdnos, 32 é. Gy: VJ + GG, Varsdny 1974. Ny: ndgrddi
romungro. -- AaTh 650A. 26 feljegyzett magyar vdltozat. A fésszerepl$
neve a magyar vdltozatokban, féként Eszak-Magvarorszdgon, nem ritkdn
Kilenc /mdskor Erds J4nos/, A Kilenc nevet Benedek Elek zy({jteménye nép-
szerfls{tette /Magyer mese- és mondavild g II/2, 186-198/. Igy Berki akir
618szdban, akir nyomtatdsban taldlkozhatott a torténettel. - Ei.

43. A: Berkl Jdnos, 32 é. Gy: VJ + GG, Varsdny 1974. Ny: négrddi
romungro. -- AaTh 675, jellegzetes keleteurdpai mese, 12 feljegyzett
magyar vdltozattal. A fészerepld neve azonban AaTh 532 t{pusbél kerilt
ide, Cigdny mesemonddk nem ritkdn felcserdélik a szerepldk nevét, ami
magyarban ritkdbb, - KA.

44. A: Berki J4nos, 32 é. GCy: VJ + GG, Varsdny 1974. Ny: ndégrddi
x
romungro. =-- AaTh 545D . Magyar népmese cigdny vdltozata.
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45. A: Berki Jdnos, 32 é. Gy: VJ + GG, ¥arsdny 1974. Ny: ndgrddi
romungro. -— MNT 1536B%,

46, A Bede Istvdn, 67 &€, Gy: VJ + GG, Rimée 1974. Hy: négrddi
rcmungro._ -= AaTh 304.

A szomszids Varsdny kozségben laké Berki Jdnos meséitSl eltérden,
az id4s Bede Istvin mesdje killonbiosd mot{vumok szabad kombinicidja, a-
melyeket akir magyar, akdr cigdny nyelven hallott mesékbSl mer{thetett.
A “dtet marvar cigany mesél kbziil legerdsebben ez tér el a magyar ell-
képektSl, és ez nasonlit legjobban az oldh cigdny mesékhez, aszok rogtin-
25 technikijdnoz. Nehesen ddnthetd el, hogy esetleg régebbi romungro
mesemondéi st{lust Sriz-e Sede Istvdn, vagy kozvetlenly oldh cigdny be-
folyds érte.

47-53. A: Ol4h Béla, 61 é. Gy: VJ + GG, Endrefalva 1974. Ny:
ndgrddi romungro.

54, A: 0ldh 3éla, 61 é. Gy: VJ + GG, Endrefalva 1974. XNy: ndgrddi
romungro.

0l4ih Béla ezzel az élethfl helyzetrajzzal folytatta a fentiekben ki-
81t adomdk sordt. Peltfind az ellentét a multat jelentds mértékbenidea-
112416 14. sz, =zdvesmel. Az eltérd szenlélet gyakorlati vetilletének
ielle~zésédre megiegyzends, hogy 0ldh Béla kicei, de szépen berendeszett,
ragyogéan tiszta hdzban lakik, m{g a 14. sz. sziveg adatkozldi-
nek lakdsviszonyal és mordlis bedllitottsiga a hagyomdnyos cigdnytelepi
viszonyok tovdbbélésének példaképe volt.

55. A: Wémeth Jdnos, 46 &. Gy: VJ + GG, P4ty 1974. Ny: pilisi
romungro.

PeltehetSleg magyar eredetire visszamend sikamlés torténet, magyar
nyelvii gyQijtésekben azonban eddig nem kerillt elS. Csenki Sdndor gyfjté-

sében igZen hasonlé vdltozata szerepel magyar nyelven /cigdny adatktz-
16kt5l; kéziratban/.

56. A: Kovdcs Mihdlyné, 66 é. Gy: VJ + GG, Padty 1974. Ny: pilisi
romungro. =-- AaTh 720, magyarbdl dtvéve.

57. A: Kovdes Mihdlyné, 66 é. Gy: VJ + GG, Pty 1974. Ny: pilisi
romungro, -- AaTh 36§ /+AaTh 407B/. V.5. 13. =ss.

Az adatkseld fia helyesb{tette a torténetet, magyar nyelven. Ezutén
az adatkdzld cigdnyul megismételte, a javasolt valtoztatdsnak megfelelden.
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8. A: fiatal cigdny asszony. Gy: VJ + GG, Négrddbercel kiozeliben,
1972. Ny: ndgrddi romungro.

59. A: N. Rudolf, "Vak Rudi®. Gy: VJ, Sudapest 1956 augusztus.
= Lp:na?:tk?:lm.adrénpe" télszemfl voltdra utal. IdSsebb férfi. -
A térténetet erdsen killsnbtss elemekb3l épitette fel. Beveretdse a hdlds
kigyé 41tal megjutalmasott favdgd elterjedt motivuma /amelyben a hdlds
k{gyé helyére erdése keril/, utdna AaTh 556%° kivetkezilk /befsjezetle-
nlfl/, ezutdn sajdt életérdl és politikal kérdéseirdl elmélkedik wvégil
a rablék barlangjdba kerilld hds tiredékes és furcsdn végzddd mot{vuma
gdrja a cseleiménveket,

A politikai megjegysések a személyi kultusz iddszakdnak helyzetére
vonatkosznak.

60. A: Wémeth Rudolf, 60 é, Gy: ErdSs Kamill, Pity, 1950-es évek
eleje. NWy: pilisi romungro. B: Erdds 1953, 58. -- AaTh 332, Igen
érdekes, jellegzetesen cigdny vdltozat, aligha magyarbdl véve 4t, - K.A.

A t8rténetet Erdds Kamill gépirdsos szdvegdbdl kizldm, amelvet *A
ma £15 magyar cigdny nyelv® c. tanulmdnydhoz csatolt sz@vegmutatvdny-
ként /késirat, 1955/. Xdzismert magyar népmese; véze eltér a ssokdsos
magyar vdltozatoktdl.

61. A: Edrolyi Giei, 22 é., Gy: VJ + GG, likla 1981, qy: vend
cigdny. B: Vekerdi, The Vend Gypsy dialect.

Vend ciinyok kdsttt egyetlen mesemonddéra sem sikeriilt taldlnom, *Pa-
ramisi romane na lgen sokinas akiam md le fatjinge te phénel” /'Ma mdr
nem nagyon szoktunk a gyerekeknek cigdnyul mesélni’/, mondta adatkczlsm.
Ezért szakaszonként felolvastam a kitetiinkben 39, sz. alatt kdzslt "Pe-
hérléfia® mesét, magyarul, hogy a romungro szoveg - amelyet nagyjdbdl
megértettek volna; én is romungro tdjszdldsban beszéltem hozzdjuk - ne
befolydsolja a nyelvi formdkat, és cigdnyra ford{ttattam az adatkszlével

A ford{tdst kdnnyiiszerrel és pontosan végezte, A szSveget kihagydsokkal
kizl¥m. Wagyar ford{tdsdt 1d. I. kst. 271-284. old.

61/a alatt ugyanennek a sszivegnek Horvdth Kdrolyné /26 é, Oreglak
1981/ vend ciginy adatkBslé 41tal kész{tett ford{tdsdbil kizlsk egy
részletet,

62. A: Berger Vince, kb. 65 é. Gy: VJ + GG, Pomds 1977. KNy: szin-
to. B: Mészdros 1980, 22. -- AaTh 900.

A szveget két hénappal a felvétel utdn ujra lejdtszottuk as adat-
kdzlének, aki ekkor kiegészitette az 41talam nem viligosan értett része-
ket. E kigfssitéseit zdrijelben ®var.® megjegyzéssel kdslom. Lltaldban
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nem ugyanazt mondta, mint a megeldsd alkalommal, noha sajdt szavait hal-
lotta vissza: & maza sem lindfg értette, mit mondott. Altaldban asonban
igen tiszta kiejtéssel és szabdlyosan beszélt.

A mese - mint a fészerepld neve is mutatia - német eredetdl. Eerger
Vince németill /osztrdkul/ is jé1 bessgél.
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INTRODUCTION

The tales published in this volume ware collected by me or written
down bty me from tape records of my fellow-collectors. I have ineluded al-
so a few texts of little literary merit in order to illustrate linguistic
peculiarities of the individual Gypsy dialects spoken in Hungary and to
give some samples of everyday Gypsy conversation.

Story-telling was a favourite pastime of Gypsies in Huagary until
the last years. It died out before our very eyes in the 'seventies.
Though, of course, extraordinarily gifted story-tellers were not found
among them every day, a great numoer of both men and women were able to
tell half a dozen or so fairy tales on an average level even a few de-
cades ago. They did it, indeed, very often. The most important occasion
of telling stories was the funeral watch when, in order not to fall
asleep, they entertained each other, among others, with tales and stories,
At variance with peasant cultures where tales served, first of all, to
break the monotony of some collective job like spinning, stripping of
feathers, corn-husking, stringing of tobacco-leaves, etc., Gypsy com-
munities have never been concerned with any agricultural activity and,
consequently, their tales have never been told during work.

The former productivity of story-telling among Gypsies manifested it-
self also in the flexibility of the tales, #hile in European peasant
cultures the texts of the individual tales /types; were firmly fixed by
age-old tradition, the Gypsy tales suffered perpetual changes. Lack of
tradition is a very characteristic feature of Gypay culture and this is
valid in the field of prose epics, too. The same plot of the same story
was retold differently on different occasions and by different story-
tellers. The constant elements of the tales /motifs/ were combined at
haphazard and new motifs were added to the story. This extraordinary
freedom in the combination of different types allowed an amalgamation of
very different stories into a complex type. In consequence, the tales of
the most talented Gypsy story-tellers often cannot be included into the
types of the Aarne-Thomoson system of European folk tales.
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Sources of the tales

It ie a rule without exceptions that the tales of the Cypsies of all
countries are based upon the folk tales of their actual non-Gypsy environ-
ment in the given host country /or, upon that of their previous dwelling
place/. None of the Cypsy tales can be traced back to India, or to the
Near East. Only the inexperience of some collectors in the folklore of
®puth-Eastern Europe explains their romantic search for ancient Asian ele-
ments in the Gypsy folk tales that are, in fact, of North-Balkan or Hung-
arian ofigin. Conspicuous examples of this ignorance are the false mytho-
logiii*ion of Hungarian stories and geographical names by P. Chatard in
Zanko, chef trital chez les Chalderash /1959/ where Sinpetru 'Saint Peter'
is explained as some Indian deity and Zagreb, capital of Croatia, as the
Zagros mountain in Asia, or the theory of pan-Indianﬁpan-Gypuy/arlgin of
all Furopean folk tales by H. Mode in Jigeunermirchen aus aller Welt
/1933/ where the well-known Hungarian etc. motifs of folk tales are traced
back to Indian stories.

The non-Cypsy origin and the relatively recent date of borrowing are
clearly proved by the names of the herces. In Hungary, in Romungro tales
always Hungarian /never Romani or Southern Slavonian/ names are to be met
with, e. g. Pehérléfia, Vasgyurd, etc. /see in this volume/. In the Vlax
tales, beside Hungarian names, alsc a few names of Rumanlan origin can be
found in earlier collections /never Romani ones/. E. g., in the collection
of 3. Csenki from Pilspikladdny /Eastern Hungary/ from 1942, there are
names like Pintja < Rumanian Pintea, Suldno < Rumanian eiolan 'bone’'.

The Gypsies now living in Plispdkladiny have immigrated from Rumania via
Transylvania probably at the end of the last century, and even in the peri-
od btetween the two wars new Transylvanian families joined them. But in
1971, in the tales of the same settlement in Puspdkladdny, I could not

find these names any more. lieither could I find in this settlement the
names Zofolica or Sentjondiko figuring in the collection of Ssenki /the
former from Rumanian, the latter from Transylvanian Huagarian/. At the

same time, these names occur in the tales of some other Vlax settlements
even today /see ‘lo, 18 in this volume/. Accordingly, about a century is a
period long enough for the onomasticsa borrowed in the previous country to
die out. =~ Heroes bearing Romani names never figure in Cypsy tales in
Hungary.

The older - mostly illiterate - generation of Gypsies acquired know-
ledge of tales from oral sources only. Among younger generation written
sources can be taken into consideration as well /see the tales of J, Eer-
ki in this volume/. But also the lettered Gypsies often draw from oral
sources. E.g. the story of Monk Lead-head /No. 2/ could be drawn by the

24



well-read J. 4ézeth only from the oral Cypsy folklore, because this Qung-
arian story got obsolete in Hungarian folklore since long and does not
figure in the printed collections in circulation. Printed texts, too,
went over to the Gypsies partly through oral transmission /cf. No. 9, a
late 18th ceantury Hungarian broadside story narrated by an illiterate
Gypsy/. Similarly, I have heard the tale Open Sesame from the Arablian
Rights from an illiterate young Gypsy. A Gypsy, who had never attended
school, presented the epic poem Toldi by Janos Arany, 19th century clas=-
sic of Hungarian literature, as a tale to S. Csenki - obviously after
it was related to him by Hungarian school-toys of his age. The same in-
formant combined a Hungarian folk ballad, a broadside story and an epic
poem of a Hungarian poet into a Gypsy tale /Csenki 1974, p. lo2, 1le/.
The usual answer to the question 'Whom have you heard tnis tale
from?’ ia: 'I've heard it from my grandfather' /fundem katar muro
gggg/. It means that as a child he was present in a greater gathering,
where his grandfather told the tale. Story-telling always had a collec-
tive character in Gypsy community. They did not tell tales in privacy to
their children or grand-children unlike non-Gypsy mothers or grandépar-

ents. The atmosphere of story-telling required the presence of a numer-
ous audience, The Gypsies.listen to tales passionately. Always a lot of
people gather to listen to the tales also when a collector arrives to them.

Grandmothers are rarely named as the origin of their knowledge, for
story-telling was mainly the men's task.

The source of Gypsy men's tales was often the army or the prison
/though this latter one is rarely mentioned to the collector/. At both
places they heard tales from their non-Gypay companions.

As for the subject, the Hungarian folk tales are closely related to
the Balkan folk tales. Therefor it Is not easy to distinguish whether a
subject was taken by the Vlaxs from the Hungarian, or they have borrowed
it already from the Rumanian. /The Romungros draw only from Hungarian
sources, of course, for they have been living in Hungarian environment
for centuries./ In many cases the possibility of a continuous preserv-
ation must also be taken into account. It might happen that Vlaxs got
acquainted with a tale in Rumania, but after their moving to Transylva-
nia and from there to present-day Hungary, they heard the same story al-
so from their Hungarian environment, that was the reason why they preserv-
ed it., Thus, in Gypsy tales from Hungary we often find the Treacherous
Mother type /Aarne-Thompson 590/II/. This type occurs also in Hungarian
folk tales but it is not so frequent there /cf. Berze-Nagy 315/. This
story, however, is very common among Rumanian folk tales, and two Cypsy
variants from Rumania were recorded as early as the last century /Con-

stantinescu: Probe de limba si literatura Tiganilor, 1878, No.4; Miklo-
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sich: Mundarten IV, No. 11/. Thus, the Vlaxs seem to have become fond of
it in Rumanian-speaking %territory. The guestion is, however, not so sim-

ple, for a variant form of this type was recorded alsc from a Romungro
story-teller in the 1860’s /Miilller 1869, No. 5: The Paithless Sister,
AaTh 315/, The Romungroe were not influenced by the Rumanians. According-
ly, the Romungro informant borrowed his tale from the Hungarian folklore,
while the Vlaxs got acquainted with it probably before their arrival in
Hungary and retained it in this country as well, The frequency in the
folklore of the non-Gypsy environment, too, points to these two different
sources, for in the Hungarian folklore, the 'Faithlesa Sister’, in the
Rumanian, the ’"Treacherous Mother' seem to be more general.

Within the Hungarian-speaking area, especially Transylvanian Hungar-
ian influence must be taken into account in the Vlax folk tales. Thus, e.
g., the name SentjondIko /from Hungarian Szentajdndék ’Holy Gift’/ is
known only in Transylvanian Hungarian tales, consequently, the Vlax Gyp-
sies have borrowed it there in the nineteenth century.

Categories of the tales

Por Gypsies, the word paramidi or paramisi "tale' means almost ex-
clusively fairy tales. If one wishes to hear other genres /novelettes,
jokes, anecdotes etc./, thé word tortineto 'story’ /Hungarian tdrténet/
may indicate the difference.

Among the Gypsies living in Huangary, the most favourite fairy tale is
the Dragon-Slayer story with its usual Buropean variant forms /AaTh 3oo,
301, 302/. E.g., three daughters of a king are abducted by dragons, the
hero recovera them. Or: the dragon gives water from the well only when the
princess is given to him; the hero kills the dragon. Or: the princess is
married to a dragon or an ogre; the woman finds out wherein liee his
strength and the hero destroys the ogre's external soul. The reason for
the popularity of the Dragon-slayer story is that it gives the most num-
erous possibllities for an interesting, adventurous treatment and for in-
serting new episodes. It can be easily combined with other motifs, e.g.
with the motif of weeping and laughing eyes, or golden hair. Leas talent-
ed Gypsy informants possessing a limited knowledge of tales tell mostly a
variant form of this type.

Both this and other types of Gypsy fairy tales are borrowings from
well-known Hungarian folk tales, The figures of the tales are also the
same as in the Hungarian ones. The name of the dragon /Bdrkdnji/ is taken
from Hungarian together with ita role and number of the heads /seven-head-
ed, twelve-headed, twenty-four headed/. It is the same with the witch,
that, however, has an original Gypsy name /goxanji/, and the magic steed,
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too, of whicht the name in Romungro is borrowed from Hungarian /tatusi/,
in Vlax from Rumanian /izdravuno grast/, but its role is completely Hung-
arian in Vlax tales, too. The word tdtos tdltos is of Finno-Ugric origin
in Hungarian and cdenotes the magician shaman of Siberian shamanism. The
role of the magic steed is rather different in Hungarian tales from that
of the magic horse of other European folk tales and the Gypsy taleas from
Hungary and the neighbouring countries follow closely the Hungarian model
while Gypsy tales from other countries correspond to the actual non-Gypsy
local variants.

Although the name of the fairy /tindIrjanja/ is Hungarian /tiinéérldny/,
her function not rarely differs from the Hungarian. Sometimes she is a
malicious temptress. Besides, we can meet often the depomination 1 Tindir-
janja ‘'the Pairy' as a proper name instead of a personal name /e.g. Fairy
Helen/, which is unusual in Hungarian tales. The change of role of Cinde-
rella /Hamupepelka in Vlax, from Hungarian Hamupipdke/ is even more strange.
In Hungarian tales, she always plays the main role, in Gypsy tales, always
a subordinate role, and here she is sometimes an old witch, sometimes a
man-servant /!/ of the prince. - The other popular heroes of Huagarian
tales have about the same name and role in the Gypay tales, too, as §2£§—
gsem Jankd 'Johnny Peppercorn’, Ardjelid Eid Mik158 /combination of Hungar-
ian frgfrus kirdlyfi and Kirdlyfia Kis Miklds/, etc.

Sometimes we can find Hungarian names in Vliax tales not to be found in
original Hungarian tales., So they owe their origin to the phantasy of the
Gypsy teller, as Fegyveres Mdrton 'Martin the Armed’, Szdnom-bdnom ember
'Man Regret-repent’ etec. The fact that even these improvised names are
Hungarian, never Romani, shows how deeply Gypsy story-telling is dependent
on Hungarian patterns. Owing to the absence of independent, ancient Gypsy
story-telling traditions, they are unable to find out original Gypsy names
and figures.

Besides fairy tales, Gypsies like jokes and anecdotes very much. Part-
1y, theee are taken from Hungarian, and not only the subject but often the
compositional order of the tales, too, is precisely followed. E.g., the
trickster sells the gold-dropping horse, the sheep-propagating wolf and the
rejuvenating stick to the priest, the notary and the teacher in the same
order as it is in the original Hungarian tale /Vekerdi 1964, p. 337/. The
Romani text of the tale in which the man named Cricket is able to hunt up
the stolen ring is also based on the Hungarian-language pun /No. 8/. In the
story of the cow sold to a crucifix /No. 6/, the Gypsy story-teller created
a pun tased on samples in Rumanian., Similarly, the widespread motif ’'Devil
duped by Gypsy' in Gypsy tales is no product of their being proud of their
"ethnic identlity™: it was borrowed without any change fronm Hungarian tales,
where Gypsies rather often play a humorous role.
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Yotwithstanding all this, the humorous stories show a considerable
thematical independence. It is the genre, in which the Gypsy imagination
is able to afford something new in the subject /in fairy tales, at least
in Hungary, never/, E.g. in the tales of one of Csenki's tellers, there is
a Gypey trickster by the name Qg;igg. 'This Gulano was a big scamp. He
went to the market to steal, But he couldn't, for the market was scanty.
#hat to do, he bound a rope to his tent, and bound it to the tail of his
horse., So 4id he make the horse pull his tent. Then all the peasants ran
up to them and he stole jackets, trousers and money,' /Csenki 1974, p.
128/. This story is unknown in Hungarian.

W¥hen not wide-spread international motifs /Wandermotive/ are in quest-
ion but absurd, funny stories improvised from the episodes of everyday
life, the Gypsies’ vivid phantasy produces a lot of peculiar independent
compositions. In the humorous stories, which are put in the frame of every-
day life, the narrator=s and their audience enjoy first of all the lasci-
vious or even obscene episodes that are based on a grotesque, impossible
nucleus. These stories are told without any embarrassment also in the pre-
sence of women and children. Obscenity does not stand for itself, it leads
up to the humorous end. See, e.g., No 30 /a rascal while fleeing makes a
woman kneel on all fours, and gets his pursuers to guard her, as she were
a barrel of honey/, or No. lo /woman having no vulva is cured by her
lover/.

This latter story leads over to the category of so-called 'true' or
‘veritable’ stories, i.e. events of everyday life. The informant affirmed
in full earnest that it really hapoened 'a long time ago, in the time of
my gandfather’s grandfather.' Sometimes Gypsy story-tellers narrate the
events of their own life in the form of a tale. E.g.,a young Gypsy began
to tell about his attempts to get married: 'Once upon a time, there was a
poor lad. But this unhappy lad was very-very poor, ay, Very-very-very poor.
Where should he go, the poor devil, he went to work in a state farm. Well,
there were a lot of girls there, ugly ones and pretty ones, there were
pretty ones and ugly ones there. Well, he picked one of them when dancing’,
ete. /Vekerdi 1974, p. 90/. These ’true’ stories, the accounts of one's
own adventures are called the most typical category of Gypsy tales by many
collectors. In these atories the influence of foreign models is least of
all, and they are the most coherent Gypay stories in which one cannot find
such structural /logical/ ruptures as often in fairy tales.

Of course the accounts on adventures have no fixed text, even in case
of their being not thelr own experiences but stories /maybe fantastic ones/
heard from others,

The stories about their meeting with the devil or ghosts are of a simi-
lar kind. Gypsies belive in both of them with deep conviction. For the most
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part, they talk about their personal experiences. B.g.:

'It happened to me, too, when Minuta died that I waas driving with Boj-
no and Nanud. Bojno drived before, me and Nanu$ behind, Well, suddenly the
horses stopped, neighed, were hoeing with their hooves, they pulled the
cart into the cornfield, Crack and crash on the trees! It was already
night. Suddenly the horses broke into a run, so that the boys' faces
flushed with, and I thought they would just die, so much got they frigh-
tened when I said, and they also heard, what there was. In the meantime
we had put the lucerne onto the cart. Well, all of a sudden we could see
Minuta /: i.e., the dead person/ grasp Bojno's forage ladder, sitting on
a bycicle! But when we went on, there was nobody there! At the skirts of
the town we see two lads gathering lucerne, They have bycicles with. W¥e
asked them horror-stricken, who was that person coming towards ycu? They
answered they had seen nobody.' /Vekerdi 1974, p. 33./

Accounte of dreams belong to the same category, cf. No. 24.

It may be questioned, whether these personal accounts atout their own
experiences without any fixed topic could be called tales or a production
of an oral literature at all /R.M. Cotten: Gypsy folktales, Journal of Am-
erican folklore 1954, p. 261/, The category of folk tales or of the folk-
lore in general involves, strictly speaking, the wide-spreading of a sto-
ry in a large community and its preservation bty oral tradition for gener-
ations, Of course these criteria cannot be present in the accounts atout
personal experiences, Thus, they represent a category different from com-
mon folk talea. In this connection, we may refer to the divergence of Gyp-
sy culture from European onea. Here tradition plays a less important role
than in European peasant cultures and, accordingly, even the categories
are not the same as there, Gypsy culture is constantly in statu nascendi.

Only their frame of mind and way of 1life remained essentially uncnanged
since imnemorial timea., Their spiritual goods /wviz., their culture in the
Buropean sense of the word/ are always receatly borrowed and rebuilt in
dependence on the actual non-Gypsy environment,

Prom among the categories of European folk tales, religious tales and
animal tales are almost completely missing from Gypsy tales in Hungary
/and elswhere/. The characters of religious tales were transposed into
fairy tales. While in European religious tales the story refers to the
life story of Christ or to his and his followers' religious functions
/e.g. the Blessed Virgin works miraples for the sake of her worshippers
teing in trouble for she is kind-hearted, or, by his divine wisdom Christ
gets the self-willed human being to admit his faults/, in some archaic
Gypsy stories God may appear in the scene where ncrmally the lad having to
face difficult tasks simply gets advice from an old man endowed with magic
powers. Saint Peter is God’s /not Christ’s!/ companion without having any
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independent function. Our Lady's role is limited to a few types of fairy
tales /AaTh 710: Our Lady's Child/. Apart from this, we meet her only in
the role of a friendly witch /!/, Jesus Christ does not appear in the Gyp-
sy tales of Hungary. Instead of the couple of Christ and Peter of Hungar-
ian tales, Cod and Peter are wandering in the Vlax tales /Rumanian in-
fluence/. The reason for the lack of Christian religious tales and for

the transformation of the characters of religious tales into heroes of
fairy tales is, with all probability, that the Gypaies have adopted Christ-
ian religion only formally without making its traditions constant elements
of their faith.

Structure of the tales

A considerable part of Gypsy tales are consistent with Hungarian and
in general, with European tales not only in sutject, but in structure,
too. Ordinarily, the less talented story-tellers, who do not claim inde-
pendence and originality, follow closely non-Gypsy patterns. The other
part of the Gypsy tales is consistent with the Buropean folk tales only re-
garding its components /the so-called motifs/, while the arrangement of the
components and the structure of the tales radically differ from the Hung-
arian or other Buropean folk tales. Tales with a very strange structure
can be heard first of all from the most talented Gypsy story-tellers en-
dowed with the moat vivid imagination.

The differences in the structure are caused by the different applic-
ation of the borrowed motifs: a, tranaplantation of motifs from their
original place to dher types, b, mutilation of motifs, ¢, cumulation
of similar motifs.

a. Gypsy story-tellers are not bound by the traditions of the lending
folklore in such a measure as their non-Gypsy environment. Therefor they
allow a greater freedom in application of the borrowed motifs than it is
permitted by the laws of the lending culture. The traditions of the Europ-
ean folklore have firmly fixed the structural order of the tales: given
motifs can follow in a tale only in a given order and a motif can figure
only in certain types of tales. /This is the so-called "law of affinity”
as stated by the Hungarian school of folk tale./ Besides, a motif has al-
ways the same function or a very limited number of similar functions, e.g.
the motif 'princess rescued from ogre’ invariably must te followed by her
marriage to the rescuer, never by her further raptures etc.

Gypsy story-tellers very often take the motifs out of their usual con-
text, transfer them to other types of tales and attribute new functions to
them., The mixing of motifs gathered from different types may be so strong
as to result in alteration of the subject. This is the origin of "original"
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Cypasy tales that cannot be classified according to the type system of
Aarne and Thompson. Cf. No. 59 in this volume /Livelihood/. It tegins

like a novelle tale though the opening motif originally is a constant ele-
ment of fairy tales: a poor man goes to the forest to fell trees, a snake
creeps out of a trunk. In the usual versions of this motif, the snake pre-
sents the poor man with this or that magic gift. In our tale, the fairy
tale motif got uprooted and was transferred to the world of reality, it
tecame a record of everyday experiences: the poor man meets no snake or
fairy tut a very simple forest-guard and receives from him no magic tool
but cash money. After this, the thread of the story suddenly turns from
the world of reality to the realm of fairy tales, inserting the well-known
episode 'driving the witch's three daughters to pasture’ /ef. AaTh 556

F’. Motif-Index H1 199.12.2/. The episode got mutilated: the man rides
only the first daughter, the two others are dropped from the tale. At the
same time, the original function of the motif, too, was changed: the boy
does not acquire the daughter or the enchanted magic steed of the witch as
in the Hungarian variants of this motif /fef., e.g., No. 40/, he obtains a
very simple everyday reward: 300 Porints /ca. 20 US £ in the 'fifties/.
After this second ending /final rewarding/, the action begins anew the
third time and the narrator relates some episodes from his own life-story
and indulges in political reflectiona. At laat, the fourth resumption
starts as a robber-story, but the opening motif is not continued by one of
the ususal sequences of this episode /e.g., boy defeats the rotters, or:
the rotbers choose him their head and he lures them into a trap, cf. No.
23, 37/: instead of this, the hero is killed unexpectedly and this is the
end.

The order of the events and the structure of the tale becomes quite
bizarre due to the unusual mixture of the motifs in a tale in Csenki's
collection where not only the sequence of the individual motifs is irreg-
ular but the motifs themselves are composed of incompatible elements
/Csenki 1980, p. 96/. The only son of a poor man dies. He spends all his
fortune on the burial and takes to drinking in his grief. The devil ap-
pears to him and offers him an inexhaustible purse on the condition that
the man crushes a magnetic mountain. Aided by the dead, he performs his
task, gets the purse, but the devil steals it back from him. After per-
forming a second task /wine from fresh wine-plantation in the course of
one night/ he regains the purse but the devil steals it back again. As a
third task, he has to abduct the princess for the devil, His dead son per-
forms also this task for him. The man tries to keep the girl in his pos-
session but the devil deprives him of her and the girl is transformed in-
to a devil in hell, The man lives in affluence by the help of the purse.

In this strange story almost every motif has lost ite original role.
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It is, properly, The Greatful Dead type /AaTh 505-508/ tut such a vari-
ation of this type is totally unknown elsewhere. Difficult tasks, as a
rule, are not imposed by the devil but on him. The unexhaustible purse,
usually, is not the reward for having performed difficult tasks /prize of
performing difficult tasks is, generally, the hand of the princess/. The
purse should be given to a poor man by a magic helper, Magic objects are
never stolen back by the giver, the wicked innkeeper steals them during
the poor man’'s overnight stay in the inn /AaTh 563-564. Nb, the theft
tkaes place also in the inn here; thus, the story-teller borrowed the
place of the action from the original motif without borrowing the origin-
al figures of the episode/. Dead son as helper is quite unfamiliar in the
ancient motif of the grateful dead; in this case, there is nc reason for
being grateful., /Otherwise the grateful dead must be a person unknown by
the hero, never one of his relatives or acquaintances./ The princess is
never stolen by the hero for the devil; there is a quite different type
in which the hero promises his son to the devil /AaTh 810-814/. The re-
lation of princess and devil goes back to another motif with a grotesque
change of the order of events: Enchanted Princess Visiting Devils /AaTh
306/. In this motif, originally, the princess is rescued from the devil
by a youth, The stolen princess usually is married by the hero. A glimpse
of the original motif is to be seen in this tale in that the man tries to
retain the princess for himself /cf. AaTh 531 III: the hero is to fetch a
beautiful princess for the king/, but he fails in this. Besides, our hero
is already married. The transformation of the innocent princess into a de-
vil is a grotesque an inhuman idea strangely contrasting to the closing
part of the tale where the man enjoys the benefit of the magic purse.

An extreme case of strange combination of uprooted motifs is to be seen
in No. 28 in this volume, Here the plot of the story is completely dissolv-
ed in a whirling caleidoscope of disconnected fragments of motifs.

The adventures form no coherent unit in many Gypsy tales, theyare simp-
ly enumerated one after the other. The particular episodes give no logical
motivation to the subsequent events. The structure of Gypsy tales is not
concentrie like that of European ones, it is linear - a very characteris-
tie Gypsy peculiarity. The general pattern of European fairy tales is that
the hero starts with a certailn purpose, his rightfulness helps him to meet
friends and helpers, aided by them he performs difficult tasks and defeats
monsters, at last he obtains a beautiful wife, returna home and lives on in
happiness., /This very clear structure of folk tales was formulated in a
rather sophisticated manner by V. Propp and others.,/ The composition of
Gypey tales is not characterized by a similar concentration of the advent-
ures around a central nucleus from the first episode to the last one. Here
the detalls are not subordinated to the general plot: theyare coordinated
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as independent elementa. In Ruropean tales the episodea serve for further-
ing or retarding the main line of the story. The episodes of Gypsy tales
not rarely are merely created for the sake of adventurousness without
teing necessary for the developing of the main plot of the story. Such
manner of composition has its place, properly, in biographic stories where
the narrator reports on the events of his life in the order of happening.
This latter category is a genuine Gypsy one and the Gypsies tranaferred
their genuine Gypsy manner of narration 'also to the different category of
fairy tales borrowed by them from alien culturea. Buropean aesthetica

does not permit such a realistic technique in fairy tales where condensed,
atstract, symbolic treatment of events is needed. The laws of Gypsy aes-
thetica, however, differ from the Buropean ones in many respect,

b. Some cases of the transplantation of motife /ef. under g/ have
pointed to the simultaneous shortening of the transferred motifs /e.g.,
only one of the witch's three horses appeared in the tale/, This mutilat-
ion of motifs is a very common feature in Gypesy tales even when the motifs
remain in their original place. In No. 11, the magic healing is misseing
from the original motif of recovery in magic pond after having lost the
hands. Notwithatanding this, the hero with a hand cut starte his journey
with both his hands. The next part of this tale contains the motif of the
son inquiring about his origin /magic conception, posthumous birth, etc./
tut here no reference is made to his unknown origin. The youth arrives at
the robbers' den and becomes their chief without defeating them which is
a constant element of this motif. The sutsequent motif of the ogre /here:
robber/ hidden in the forbidden chamber lacks the explanation about his
captivity and the interdiction of entering the room. When the killed youth
is resurrected the first time, his animals as helpers are not present as
otherwise in this motif. :

A Slovak Gypsy tale accounts of a man-eating dragon devastating the
town. A wanderer comes to hear of the calamity. At midnight, he goes to
the dragon's den and rebukes the dragon: 'You dragon! Don't eat men any
more! Por now I have to match my strength against you to see whether you
are a man indeed!' The dragon invites him into his den. The youth repri-
manda him once more that he will cut his neck if he comes to know of his
eating men any more. The dragon swears never to do it. /R. Sowa: Die Mund-
art der slovakischen Zigeuner, 1887, No. 7./ The story belongs to the
Dragon-slayer type /AaTh 300/ but the rescue of the princess and the fight
with the dragon are omitted and due to the misaing of this link the super-
natural story takes the form of a peaceful agreement.

Motifs are mutilated, first of all, at the end of the tales. If the
traditional continuation of the story has slipped from the teller's memory,
he lets the motif unfinished and suddenly concludes the tale with a quite
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incompatible turn. E.g., the youngest brother starts wandering to try his
luck. He enters service at a witch where three days make a year. He has
to watch the witeh's stud during this time. The horses disappear three
timee successively. Well, the youth - 'had enough of this life and return-
2d to his relatives’. /J. Knobloch: Romani-Texte aus dem Burgenlani, 1953,
p. 56./

¢. The linear structure of Gypsy tales is favourable to enlarging the
tale with a number of kindred motifs, The Gypsy tales concentrate on ai-
venturousness, on being interesting, and in order to bring up as many ad-
ventures as possible, they show a preference for combining similar motifs
taken from different tales in one tale. In consequence, the cumulated
motifs are mere repetions of the same common pattern through different var-
iant forms., Thus, ¥o. 3 in this volume /Plucky Johnny/ consists of a three-
fold repetition of the same primary motif /rescue of tne princess/. The
only difference is that three princesses are rescued in three different
situations: one of themwas offered to the dragon as food, the second one
was captured by robbers, the third one was imprisoned in devils' enchanted
castle, These three situations never occur together /in one tale/ in Europ-
ean folklore, If the hero rescues three princesses in Hungarian etc. tales,
the rescue of the three girls is imbedded in three parallel construct-
ions, e.g, the youth has to defeat a three-headed, a seven-headed and a
twelve-headed dragon for rescuing the three victimes. The rescue of the
second princess from robters, a partial motive in our tale, is nothing
other than incorporation of an originally independent type into a complex
tale /Robbers’ Heads Cut off One by One as they Enter House, AaTh 304,
956/. The story with the devils /third princess/ was also transferred from
quite different, independent types: enchanted castle or bewitched princess
/not rescue of princess/, cf. AaTh 400-424.

Morality of the tales

There is a fundamental functional difference betwegn European and Gypsy
folk tales regarding their ethics, The sutstantial element in European
tales is the justification of eternal laws of the moral world against the
injustice of the real world., In Gypsy tales this intention of symbolic jus~
tification 1s relegated into the background and the stress 1is laid upon ad-
venturousness., The adventurousness is not subordinated to the ethical re-
quirements of the story. Neither good heart and justice, nor the opposite,
viz. cruelty and injustice take up a central place in Gypsy tales., This is
the reason for the surprising cruelty offending non-Gypsy moral sense that
is sometimes to be met with in the tales of Gypsy story-tellers, The mother
cuts off her son’s hand and drives him away for the hungry boy has eaten a
sole prepared as food for dinner. The father wants to do away with his
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children, leads them into the dragon's den, the dragon eata them up, the
father takes their skin home to the mother. The Gypsy youth secretly sits
on the box of a prince’s coach and when arriving home, he kills the un-
suspecting and innocent prince. The girl persuades her former lover to kill
her rescuer. The highwayman shoes an old woman gathering trushwood in the
forest in a testial manner. The father gets angry with his naughty child-
ren, cuts their necks and throws them into the stove. He does the same

with the mother returning home and asking for the children. After all these
ghastly things, the story goes on as if nothing had happened.

Some collectors are surprised by the fact that the Gypsy audience
laughs heartily at the most inhuman acts, e.g. when the boy returning home
cuts his father's head off. This, however, does not mean that Gypsies lack
moral sense, Thus, after singing the ballad of the fratricide sister, Gyp-
gy women express their sincere moral indignation about the deed /’she was
imprisoned for ten years - yes, she deserved it, indeed, the shameless
one! How could she polson her own blood brother for her lover's sake!'/.
It is not the absence of human feeling that makes them laugh at inhuman
actions but the interesting, surprising sclution apart from its ethical
aspect.

Moreover, many Oypsy story-tellers give evidence of their highly deve-
loped moral sense by stressing humanity, social equality, moral support to
poor and oppressed people. They do it with an emphasis that is rare in non-
Gypsy tales. The moral world of Gypsy tales comes nearer in such details
to the practical problems of human 1life than the abstract, symbolic moral-
ity of European folklore. In European fairy tales, it is the symbolism of
the whole story that expresses an abatract ethic principle. Abstract think-
ing is rather alien to Gypsy tales and, generally speaking, to Gypsy men-
tality. They give expression of a rationalistic common-sense morality in
the detzils, in little scenes of everyday life. The moralizing reflections
by J. Németh, one of the best story-tellers in this collection, serve as
proofs for Gypsy humanism expressed in tales. ’'My dear mother,' asks the
prince the queen, 'why did you drive away our dear, kind, old cook? After
all, she is very old and she has grown old just in your house. Why do you
drive her away?’ /No. 1./ 'My dear father-in-law,' asks the Gypsy son-in-
law the king, 'how do you think it? Is it the wealth that makes a man a
man?' FEven the ogre'’s destroying is given the grounds for: 'Look at these
people, at these handsome, valiant heroes! You did not feel a pity for
them, why should I feel a pity for you now? You must die!' /No. 2./

Tragic ending in Cypsy tales goes back to the same grounds as t heir
peculiar morality. Types with tragic ending are practically unknown in
European folk tales /apart from AaTh 470, Return from the Land of Immor-
tality, which illustrates the eternal law of mortality/. In Gypsy tales
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there are many instances of an unhappy ending. The dragon-slayer succumbs
in the fight with the dragon's mother. Lovers resurrected from death fell
dead on the spot when wedded by the priest before the altar. The hero kills
his brother out of jealousy and comnits suicide., The dead tridegroom kills
his living bride and the girl does not rise from the dead any more /at
variance with the Hungarian redactions of AaTh 365, Lenore/. The innocent
princess becomes the devils’ servant-girl in hell. & Vliax tale from Ruma-
nia ends with the death of three persons: a son ies born to a childless
king; for joy, he gets so drunk that he dies; at this, the baby sirikes
dead the innkeeper; he gets bewitched with evil eye and dies. /Constan-
tinescu, No. 15./

There are also tales with a less tragic ending but with a bitter phi-
losophy taken from the sad experiences of human life.The Gypav brings the
king’s mother back from the hell, is generously rewarded by the king, but
the Cypsy gets bored by living in plenty in the palace, he takes smithery
up, and remains a poor fellow as before.

The peculiar ethic views of Gypsy tales result also in showing up the
frailty in the characters of the heroes. The characters are polarized in
European tales, the main hero and his helpers are idealized. Gypsy tales
not rarely bring the heroes down to the ground of reality, they may also
te weak or cowardly. The hero may get terrified of the dragon and hide
from him, He may also succumb in the fight. Sometimes he robs or kills his
helpers, beats his kinsmen, abandons his eweetheart. This is caused by the
fusion of different categories: peculiar features of ’true stories’ are
transferred to the category of fairy tales.

It is to be noted, however, that the percentage of cruel deeds and

tragic endings 1is not high, in collections from Hungary it ie below 10 %
of the tales.

Realistic elements in the tales

The action of the fairy tales is developed from the very first word to
the last one in the supernatural 'timeless -~ placeless' world of wonders
in European folklore. There is no place here for events of real life. Al-
though some recent theories try to deny the law of timeless-placeless
/i.e., symbolic/ character of European fairy tales, a comparison with Cypsy
tales proves the validity of this traditional thesia. Gypsy tales, indeed,
not rarely are time- and place-bound, i.e., elements of terrestrial life
intrude into the world of wonders. The prince arriving from 'behind the te-
yond' meets the fairy born from an apple in Eastern Hungary, in the puszta
Hortobdgy. The poor man does not meet an enchanted fairy in snake-skin in
a placeless forest, he is payed off ty a very real forest-guard on behalf
of a very real timter exploitation company in contemporary Hungarian cash
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money, Our Tady fini= employment for her disotedient soddaughter on a
neas;nt farm. The Gypsy woman encounters a drason just when she is going
;o attend the execution of her hustand sentenced to death, and she in-
toxicates the dragon with brandy she used to drink, in the dragon’s ca-
vern she finds no fabulous wealth btut a silken conterpane, her reward is
a cartful of wheat given by the attorney general.

Petty elements of everyday life are dealt with in details. Two casks
of wine, ten loaves of bread, cakes baked in one oven, twelve musicians
and two btridesmaids are ordered for the king's wedding. The master of a
dog having eaten the pork is sentenced to prison for eight months by the
tribunal, then five years in house of correction and loss of civil rights
for three years. The dragon will come to devour the princess at 12 o’clock
sharply, so the dragon-slayer has time to sleep at 8 o’clock p.m, The old
woman guarding the youth's powerful animals looks at the correct time at
a watch., The princess has a disgust to cabbage with hedgehog's meat and

orders carrot.

Peasant story-tellers refer to equipments of modern technique extre-
mely rarely. In Gypsy tales, they occur on every step. The king generally
gets call-up papers by the post. He is informed by telephone or telegram
about the birth of his golden sons. The princess rescued from the ogre is
entrusted to the carekeeping of policemen at the police-station. The hero
makes use of an aeroplane instead of magic shoes.

Language and style of the tales

Since the source of Gypsy tales is always the folklore of the actual
host country, in Hungary, as a matter of fact, the language of Hungarian
folk tales exerts a strong influence on the language of tales in Romani,
In this country, every Gypsy finds it easier to tell the tales in Hungar-
ian than in Romani., /In Transylvania, among Hungarian Gypsies, I have met
the opposite./

Bvery Gypsy story-teller has a recourse to a number of standing
phrases in Hungarian: hetedhdt orszdgon is til sas 'it was tehind the
teyond’; phendas lake: hej, szivemnek szép szerelme 'he told her: oy
sweetheart, my beloved one', etc. There are half a dozen or so Hungarian
standing phrases which never are substituted by Romani words.

Apart from these, the atanding phrases of Hungarian folk tales are
tranaslated into Romani and are used as fixed formulas with a uniform

wording in the individual dialects. E.g. in Vlax dialect: gelas, mendege-
lijas 'he went along, he wandered'; indulisardas dromeske 'he took the
road’; o Del andas tut muro %3vo 'Jicome, my son'. In other cases ori-
ginal phrases in Romani are created on Hungarian patterns but with diffe-
rent wording, e.g.: kraja tjo birige 'Your Majesty', so kerla, so na
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'what to do', paj kothe tjo Zero kajso si ’thy head won't remain in its

place’,

A number of standing phrases in Vlax tales have no equivalents in
Hungarian. Their originality proves the ability of Gypsies to produce ele-
ments of an independent epic style. They are restricted to the Vlax dia-
lect spoken in Hungary and do not occur in Vlax tales in other countries:
$al luma te zumavel 'he goes to try his fortune', efta themengo kraj
'king of seven countries’, maladas efta themengi dota ’'it was announced
ty drums in seven countries*', malade ¥ippa-dobba 'it was announced by
music’,

Dialogues can be rendered in Romani style both in direct speech and
indirect speech in subordinate clauses just like in European tales. Both
direct and indirect speech is joined by the verb phenel 'says', past
phendas/phendja 'said’. It can precede the text referred to in direct
speech /it follows the text rarely/, but it is interpolated more often:
Phenel e gadZi: So dfano Devla te kerav? 'the woman says, 'What can I

do, my God?’; Kana desa mure love? - phenel e trufuleske ‘'When will yéu
pay off my money?’ he says to the crucifix'; Hat - phenel e phuri ga#i -
fiafkam - phenel - bezex anda tu 'Well,' the old woman says, 'my little
son,’ sne says, 'it is a pity for you." When the verb phenel is inter-
polated in the sentence /see the last example/, it is usually preceded

bty introductory words or phrases /interjections, vocatives/. The use of
the verb phenel is not necessary: Marel o vudar. - Kon san tu? - Devlesa
arakhav tu muri phuri dej 'He knocks at the door. ’Who are you?’ ’'Good
day, mummy.' Trained story-tellers avold a too frequent use of the verb
phenel /ef. in this volume the tales of J. Németh/.

No other verbs are used for joining direct speech /as 'asks', 'an-
swers'/. Also this sense is expreassed by phenel, e.g.: Ge jEratba san -
phenel leske 'She asks /1it.: says/: ’'What are you about?’

A Vlax peculiarity is the use of the verb lel /past las/, approxinm-
ately: 'now, he went on' /1it.: ‘'takes’/. It introduces the hero’s re-
solution to do something or his undertaking a new action. Either it
stands at the teginning of the sentence, or is preceded by the conjunct-
ion thaj, haj 'and'. It cannot be preceded by the subject though the usu-
al word order is: subject - predicate. Syntactically, it can be regarded
as an introductory word with the difference, however, that it forms a
phonetic unit with the subject and the boundary of the eclause is placed
between the subject and the main predicate of the sentence. E.g.: Lél o

raklo, | d%al pdlpal’ ando vé¥ ’now the boy returns into the forest.’
0 kiraii %i d¥anel andel xaAreski briga te merel. Haj lel, haj phenel le

kofideske 'The king cannot die for his sorrow for the sword. And /he de-

cides, and/ he says to his coachman,’
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Some Vlax story-tellers prefer the use of the word atundi 'then'
/borrowed from Rumanian/ as a jolning particle: Atundi njomisardas o

gengevo la sogalokinjake. Avilas i sogalokinja andre, Phendas i krajas-
kinja hodj te d%al pala rom azonnal, Atunéi gelas i sogalokinja pala rom.

Akhardas les, Atundi gelas angla krajaskinja. Atundi i krajaskinja phen-

das leske 'Then she rang the bell for the servant-girl, The servant-girl
entered. The queen said that she immediately should go after the Gypsy.
Then the servant-girl went after the Gyﬁsy. She sumnoned him. Then he
went to the queen., Then the queen told him.'

In Romungro and Gurvari, the Hungarian adverb akkor 'then' corres-
ponds to Vlax atunfi but here it is less often used. Sometimes the genu-
ine Romani word akanak/akana "then’ /lit.: "now’/ occurs in this sense.

The introductory word kodolesa/pdoleha ’then’, 'after having said this’
/lit,: 'with that'/ is very often used ia the same sense in all Romani
dialects in Hungary, especially in Romungro /calque on Hungarian agzgal,
though the use of this word is less frequent in Hungarian/. Also kadale-
sa/adaleha /1it.: 'with this'/ is to be met with /Hungarian ezzel/: Odo-
leha ari 1igidda 1' ekhe tare vedeste 'Then /:Having said this/, he led
him into a huge forest'.

The conjunctions hat, haj, no, na 'well’, 'well then’, majd ’then’,
'after it', thaj 'and' are used very often in the same function. The
cholice and the frequency of occurrences depend on the individual tastes.

Gypsy narratory style prefers short sentences. This is, to some ex-
tent, necessary because of syntactic peculiarities of Romani: in everyday
conversation, too, complex sentences occur less often than in other lan-
guages, and subordination is avolded. The short sentences of Gypsy tales,
however, are not due primarily to syntactic laws of Romani. Within Romani,
too, the style of tales differs from everyday conversation. The language
of conversation likes long coordinate sentences of enumerative type, the
language of the tales relegates also this type of sentences into the back-
ground, it replaces them by independent short sentences. These short sen-
tences are joined mostly by the introductory particles lel, hat, atundi,
no, etc. This grammatical structure results in a merely temporal lining up
of the events one after the other, without indicating local or modal cir-
cumatances, sensual or logical detalls of the coherence of the actions.
E.g.: C eglasg po ] | la er e, R ka
'The poor Gypsy =at on his cart and started homewards. They arrived at a
bridge.’ Hungarian folk tales would join the two events: 'After a while,
they arrived’, or 'On the road they have found', or 'While they were wan-
dering about', ete. A salient example of this dismembered, lapidary Gypsy
narratory style can te found in No. 11: Reslas jek baro rededencija,
¥rajeskl vira. Ko sas kothe? Le rabldva. fivanja rablova sas kothe, Gelas,
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puterdas Sel vudara. Ando 8elt’ Fndre gelas. Bokqélo gas. 'He arrived at
a big castle, a royal palace. Who was there? The rotbers. Robbers, cutlaws
were there. He went, opened hundred doors. Entered the hundredth one. He
was hungry.’ Of course, there are sharp differences in style in the tales
of the individual Gypsy narrators. Some Gypsy story-tellers are intended
to follow Hungarian originals more closely also in style.

Among standing stylistic phrases, the opening and closing formulas are
firmly fixed. The opening and closing foraulas of Romani tales as used in
Hungary are not to be found in Gypsy tales from other countries. Thus, they
were born during the Gypsies' stay in this country. All Gypsy dialects in
Hungary follow the Hungarian opening formula hol volt, hol nem wvolt 'there
was or there wasn’t' /1it.: ’'where it was, where it was not’/. Romungro
and Curvari made a literal translation: k&j sinja kij na sinja /or kdj

sja k3j nane/ and kA has ka na has. Vlax omits the firstkaj: sas, kaj

nas. A variant form of this latter used in Colari is: sd pe kacar ni pe, -
in Kherari and Kelderari: sah pe kaj nah pe. /The Vlax forms partly :ear
the traces of Rumanian a fost cind n' a fost./ In Hungarian, the latter
form without the first hol 'where' is very rare, its use is restricted

to certain areas of Transylvanian Hungarian, Thus, this Vlax formula seems
to be born in Transylvania.

Hungarian folk tales use a lot of other opening formulas, Romani tales
only those mentioned above. In this respect, they do not follow Huagarian.
The opening formula is, as a rule, followed by the standing phrase heted-
hét orszdgon is tul 'behind the beyond' /lit.: ’behind seven times seven
countries’/, always in Hungarian, There is no Romani translation of this
phrase. In Vlax, less often, some standing phrases in Romani occur: tafipe
te n' avilo &i paramida &' avilo 'were it not true, there would be no tale’;
gatipe te n* avild, &1 na &1 phenGs la *were it not true, I would not say
it'; vi phenelas vi ni&i it wagsaid and it was not said’; ande kadi sunto
rdtji ’in this holy night' /the latter from Rumanian, the formes ones per-
haps influenced by Transylvanian Hungarian/.

The closing formula is firmly fixed as well: Romungro te na mi;a t’
akinak d2Ivel, Vlax te na mulas v' adjes /or, z' adjes/ traji 'if he
did not die, he is still alive’ /calque on Hungarian mdig is é1, ha meg
nem halt/. The use of this formula is obligatory even in cases when it is
senseless, e.g. when the heroes have died at the end of the tale, This
closing formula eventually can be susbatituted by a humorous additional
episode, first of all, if the tale ends in kerde ek baro ebev 'they made
a grand wedding’; e.g.: 'I, too, took part in the wedding', ete, /cf. in
this volume the tales of J. Berki/. This additional scene was borrowed
from Hungarian., A favourite closing episode in Gypsy tales is a naturel-
{stic scene with a dog: a dog takes a marrow-bone away, the narrator runs
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after the dog, the dog shits on his hand /scometimes the narrator names
somebody from the audience instead of himself/.

The word order of talea is characterized bty inversion, The usual word
order of conversational style is subject - predicate, or adverb - pre=
dicate. Narratory style prefers the placing of the predicate at the te-
ginning of the sentence: Ingerde ams 'l njilasa 'Deportated we were by
the nazis’. T81' avilas Aranjo$ Kristinka 'Golden Crissie climbed off the
tree’'. Barilas anda late ek somnakuno baro mado 'Transformed she was into
a big eoldfish’.

Stylistic peculiarities of Romani tales give a proof of a faregoing
independence in shaping the raw material borrowed from the non-Gypsy folk-
lore. The subjects borrowed from Hungarian receive their Romani form in a
style the sentence structure and formulas of which are different from Hung-
arian. The independence is greater in Vliax than in the other dialects, The

style of Gurvari and especially Romungro tales follows Hungarian patterns
more closely /Vekerdi 1975/.

Gypsy tales told in Hungarian

Collecting Hungarian folk tales /both in present-day Hungary and in
Transylvania/ in the last years led to the discovery of a surprising fact.
The best Hungarian story-tellers were found among Romungro Gypsies speaking
only Hungarian /in Transylvania, some of them speak also Romani/. The Gyp-
sy story-tellers rival their best Hungarian colleagues both in quantity
and in quality of the tales. Korld “record was reached by Hungarian folk
tale research when S, Erdész published 262 tales of the Gypsy story-teller
L. Ami /£mi 1968/. Such a high number of tales told by one informant has
never been pubtlished. Erdész recorded by tape 160 splendid tales from an~-
other Hungarian-speakins Gypsy in North-East of Hungary. To make a compar=-
igson, it may te mentioned that non-Cypsy story-tellers seldom reach a num-
ter of 100 tales.

The Romungro /Hungarian/ Gypsy tales from North-Eastern Hungary show
a rather strong thematic congruence with Romani /Vlax/ collections from
other parts of the country, first of all with the Vlax collection by 5.
Csenki from Pusptkladdny /Eastern Huagary/. It is an open question whether
North-Eastern Hungary was the starting point of the diffusion of Gypsy
tales in Hungary /this is not impossitle for a considerable part of Vlax
immigrants passed through this area/, or the Romungro tales in this terri-
tory were influenced by Vlax tales originating from different parts of the
country, Linguistic criteria point to the latter possibility /see below/.

Tales told by Gypsies in Hungarian /be them bilingual Vlaxs or Hungar-
ian-speaking Romungroa/ are longer and more coleurful than those told in
Romani. In HWungary, all adult tilingual Gypsies speak better Hungarian
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than Romani. Besides, when a narrator tells his story in Romani and the
audience corrects him, the dispute invariably turns over to Hungarian.
The opposite never occurs, i.e. when telling the story in Hungarian, they
never turn over to Romani. -

Gypsy tales told in Hungarian contain all the essential features
typical of the tales in Romani, also in case of their being told by Rom-
ungros who speak only Hunzarian. As to the structure, displacemeni and
mutilation of motifs, as to morality, comparative frequency of tragic end-
ing, as to the means of expression, preference for realistic elements and
modernization are not less peculiar tot hem than to the tales in Romani.
£.g., as to modernization: the Dragon-slayer establishes a republic, gets
its President, boills scap of the dragons’ fat and sells it at a ceiling
price, builds room-and-kitchen flats around his castle turning round on a
magpie’s foot, and distributes the flats on a socialistic principle /L.
£mi/. The number of realistic elements is greater, the contrast between
reality and supernatural world is sharper, grotesque traits are stronger
in tales told in Hungarian than in those told in Romani. In consequence of
all this, the fairy tale sometimes becomes a tale of horror.

A rather strange phenomenon in Gypsy tales told in Hungarian is the
loan translation of stereotyped Romani phrases. Gypsy story-tellers use a
number of standing phrases in Hungarian that are unknown in original Hung-
arian folk tales but have an exact equivalent in Vlax: volt egy hét orszdg
kirdlya 'there was a king of seven countries’ « sas ek efta lumako kraj;
megiitték hét orszdg dobjdt 'they have beaten the drum of seven countries’
< malavenas efta lumaki doba; megindult menni 'he started wandering' <
gelas te mendegelij; rogtdn leveszl a fejemet 'he will take down my head
immediately’ < rSkttn lela tele murc S8rc. This impact from the side of
Romani would be reasonable if these phrases were to be met with only in
tales told by bilingual Vlax story-tellers in Hungarian. However, tales of
Hungarian-speaking Romungro story-tellera, too, abound in similar phrases.
This proves the presence of a rather vivid cultural contact between the

members of these two zroups despite the strong segregation and mutual con-
tempt between them.

Dialects

It is generally accepted to call the tongue of the individual Gypsy
groups as Vlax, Sinto, Romungro, etc. dialects of the Gypsy language. Pro-
perly, this is incorrect. Vlax, Sinto, Romungro etc. are not dialects of a
common language but independent cognate languages just like Russian, Polish,
Czech etec., are not dialects of a common Slavonic language but independent
Slavonic languages, The speakers of the individual Cypsy groups do not un=-
derstand each other's tongue. To be more exact, Kelderari, Lovari, Colari
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are dialects of the Vlax Gypsy language.

In Hungary, about two thirds of the Gypsy population aspeak Hungarian
only, no Romani. They are called by the other Gypsies and also ty them-
selves Romungro 'Hungarian Gypsy'. The ancestors of the Hungarian Gypsy
group gave up their Romani at the end of the 19th century. Only a few thou-
sand souls of this group continue to speak Romani /see below/.

Another group of ca. 30,000 souls speak Hungarian and Rumanian /no Ro-
mani/. They are called Bead /from Rumanian bdiag 'miner’, for their ances-
tors were gold-washers in the 18th century/. The other Gypsies call them
balajari ’'trough-maker’ or /seldom/ lingurari 'spoon-maker', They are
aware of their GCypsy origin from the opinion of the non-Gypsy population
only who, on the ground of their anthropologic features and their way of
life, identify them with the other Gypsies.

The group of bilingual Gypsles speaking Hungarian and Romani is di-
vided into four languages /'dialects’, according to the accepted termin-
ology/: Vlax, Gurvari, Romungro, Sinto.

1, Vliax dialects:

The Vlax Gypsy language is split up into a number of dialects: Lovari,

ional groups. The overwhelming majority btelongs to the Lovari 'horse-
dealer' group /from Hungarian 16 thorse'/. The difference between these
dialects is quite unaignificant; only Colari is somewhat differentiated by
a few grammatical peculiarities. - The well-known EKelderari dialect is no
more apoken in Hungary.

Vlax differs from the other Gypsy languages by a high numbter of loan
words from Rumanian. At present, about 160 Rumanian primary words are gen-
erally used /out of a stock of ca. 800 primary words/. The intensity of
Rumanian lexical influence shows slight differences on a chronological and
a territorial ground /quite apart from dialects or sub-dialects/: the sub-
sequent generations successively drop a number of Rumanian words, and those
individuals who live near the Rumanian frontier use more Rumanian words
than the others. The number l6o is the minimum: all Vlax speakers use this
common stock of words and besides, some speakers know a few dogen of Ruman-
ian words more. However, this surplus stock is not homogenecus: one individ-
ual knows this, the other another Rumanian word. '

The loan words from Rumanian have replaced genuine Romani words in a
few instances, E.g., dfivel 'live’ was replaced in Vlax by trajij < Rum.
trai, vakerel 'speak' by vorbij < Rum. vorbi. More numerous are instances
when the same idea is expressed by a Rumanian word in Vlax and by a Hungar-
ian one in Romungro and Gurvari, eventually by a German one in Sinto, e.g.
V. feri 'only' < Rum, fird o> R. G. fak « Hung. csak, S. nur < Germ. id.

Apart from Rumanian loans, the most important lexical peculiarity of
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the Vlax dialects is the use of the negative particle £i 'not' instead of
common Gypsy na with verbs, and the prohibitive use of na iastead of con-
mon Gypsy ma: &i Zav 'I don't go® /common Cypsy na dzav/, na %a 'don't go’
/common Gypsy ma d%a/.

Other conspicuous lexical differences are: Vlax vi ‘also' /for te/,
kade 'thus’, kado 'this’, kodo 'that', kathe 'here’ /otherwise ada, odo,
adaj, athe ete./, trobuj ‘must’ /for kampel/.

In phonetics, Vlax is differentiated from common Gypsy by the sound
changes §h > ¥, df > Z: Zhavo 'son' > V. ¥avo, dfanel 'know' > V. fanel.
The change is at a transitory phase, some elderly Vlax speakers and archa-
ic sub-dialects pronounce /facultatively/ ég and gi;

Vlax, Gurvari and Romungro are characterized by a sharp and consistent
distinction of long and short vowels: kimel 'love' and kalo 'black’, télal
'from beneath’ and tele 'down'. The three dialects, however, do not com-
pletely coincide in the use of short and long vowels. Not rarely in Vlax

there is a long vowel where in Romungro stands a short one: V. akana akanik
'now', G. akana, R. akanik; V. baro ’great», R. baro, G. baro or baro. G.
usually runs together with V.: V. G. gzuralo ’strong’, R. zoralo.

In declension, the instrumental case of singular ends in -gsa -asa
in V., in -gha /G. -ghe/, -aha in the other languages: Devlesa / Devleha
/G. Devlehe/ 'with God'. The ending of the genitive is -esko -ako in V.,
similarly in G., -gskero -akero in R, -eskro -akro in S.: V. G. romesko
'of the man', R. romeskero, 5. romeskro. In conjugation, the past tense df-
fers where in V. the stem enda in a hard consonant, in G. R. /and partly in
S./ in a soft one, and partly also the endings are different: V. phendem
’T told’, R. G. phendjom, S. phendom; V. mulas ’he died’, G muja mujas,

R. nulja muja, S. mujas,

The Colari dialect slightly differs from the other Vlax dialects. The
stem of the past tense has a soft dj, 13, /plur. 3. is hard/: phendjom.
Final -s changes to -x, or is dropped: sas 'he was' > Bax g§ ffacultative-
ly, but an individual speaker uses one or the other form consiatently/.
Similarly, -sk->-xk- -hk- =-k- : leske 'to him'> lexke le®ke lehke leke.
This latter change takes place also in the Kherari dialect. Acustically,
very characteristic of this dialect is the velar pronunciation of e in many
instances: beSel 'sit’ = ba§e1, manuden ’'the men’ > manufan, This sound has
a timbre like 3.

The accent of the Vlax dialects is oxytone., Verbs stress the ending:
phendv, phendém. Nouns stress the last syllable of the stem: manuféske,

2. Gurvari dialects:

I use the name Gurvari as a generalizing denomination of the language
the speakers of which designate themselves by different names in different
parts of the couatry. Seside the name Gurvari, also Cerhﬁri. Romano rom,
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Patrinari, Bodoc, Maskar ave used by them. Thelr common Hunfarian name
used bty other Gypsies /and by Hungarians/ is fddozd ’tirman’. Their numter

may be a few thousands.

The vocabulary shows but very few traces of direct Rumanian impact /as
against Vlax/, e.g. beato 'child' from Rum, b3iat. At the same time, many
Rumanian words penetrated into Gurvari indirectly, through Vlax. Most of
the Gurvaris live in trilinguism: they speak, teside Hungarian, Gurvari,
Lovarl /or rather they understand Lovari/. In consequence, when there is
no ancient Romani word, they borrow either from Hungarian or /less often/
from Lovari which has a corresponding Rumanian loan word. E.g. for 'window'
they say either ablaka < Hung. ablak, or fejastra felasra < Lovari fejas-
tra felj@sra < Rum. fereastrd. In such cases, old people prefer borrowings
from Hungarian while the younger generation uses Vlax words as well.

In phonetics, the aspirate &h has lost the aspiration: &hivo » §§32
‘son’, §g51 > égi 'daughter’. Por Qé, many speakers occasionally pronounce
dj: ﬂéﬂl > djal 'go’. There are also slight dialectal differeaces in pro-
nunciation. In Middle Hungary, the 3rd person sing. of past tense drops
final -s: dikhjas » dikhja 'he saw’. Also final -s of adverbs may be drop-
ped in this dialect: l0kes > 1l0ke ’slowly’.

The grammar of the Gurvari language is identical with that of Transyl-
vanian Hungarian Gypsy described by Wlislocki /Die Sprache der transsilva-
nischen Zigeuner, 1884/, The vocabularv differs widely. The earlier stock
is the same, the Rumanian loans are guite different. Thus, this branch of
Transylvanian Gypsy became an independent language.

3, Romungro dialects:

Formerly thesedialects were spoken on the whole territory of present-
day Hungary. At present, Romani-speaking Romungros /Hungarian Gypsies par
excellence/ live only in some parts of Northern Hungary.

Vocabulary and pronunciation bear witness of a centuries-old Hungarian
influence. There 1s a plenty of loan words and loan translations in these
dialects, The original oxytonese was given up, the first syllable is stres-
sed. The consonant x changed into h.

Characteristic is the ending of the imperfect -ahi: kerlahi 'he made’,
The infinitive ends in all persons and numbers in -en: kamaw te phenen 'I
want to say' /conmon Gypsy kamav te phenav/.

Romungro has somewhat rore Slavonic loan words than Vlax and Gurvari,
They came from Serbo-Croatian while in Vlax, from Bulgatian,

The Romungro language can be divided into three territorial /not trib-
al or occupational as in Vlax!/ dialects: county Négrdd, Western district
and South-West Hungary. The differences between the two former ones are
minimal IEEEE and EElE 'they went, phenel and phenel; lenghtening of short
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vowels in vertal roots is rather general in Western Rcmungruf The accent
is sometimes penultimate in ¥estern Romungro instead of the usual first
syllable stress: akanik 'now’.

Lenghtening of short vowels affeets also nouas and morphemes in the
South-West district: terno 'young', bareder 'greater', mro mrl 'my’.

Other idiomatisms are individual or facultative in the Romungro dia-
lects as loss of aspiration: lafho » lado "good', palatalization of n 1 be-
fore i: romni > romnji 'wife’, ending -el of the infinitive besides -gn
in all persons: kamaw te phenel 'I want to say’ /generally, kamaw te phe-
nen/.

Closely affiliated with the Romungro dialects /especially with the
South-Western dialect/ is the Vend Gypsy dialect spoken by a limited num-
ber of families in South-Western Hungary. Practically, the Romungro dia-
lects and the Vend dialect can be regarded as dialects of a same language
while Romungro, Vliax etec, are different languages. The vocabulary is es-
sentially the same apart from a number of loan words: Vend Gypsy has a
number of Cerman /Austrian/ loans while Romungro has none, and a few Cro-
atian borrowings. E.g. cuj 'to it' £ Germ, zu /R. kia/, dokle "till then’
<& Croat. dokle 'until' /R. addig, Hung./. Also the Hungarian loans are
partly different, e.g. fatji 'child’' < Hung. fattya /R. raklo, &havo/.

In phonetics, the change d% »Z differentiates Vend Gypsy from the Ro-
mungro dialects: igl 'go < gigl. Dropping of final vowels of adverbs oc-
curs very often: pal < pala 'behind', 3r<ari 'out'. Vowels are lenghtened
.more often than in Romungro: minu$ °'man’. The clusters -ave-, -ive-, -ije-
are contracted: éll < dZivel 'live’, The accent is penultimate /not first
ayllabtle as in Romungro/: aatgral "takes' /R. dstarel/, anguftéha 'with
the finger' /R. dnguSteha/. In case of contraction of final -avel, -avo
etc. and of dropping of final vowels the word becgmes oxytone: gilal <
gilavel 'sing’, patdj < patavo 'foot clout’, eketan < ekhetane 'together’.

Characteristic 1s the first person sing. of the past tense in -um:

kerdjum 'I made' /R. kerdjom/.

4. Sinto dialect:

The German Gypsy or Sinto language is spoken by a few families in
Western and Northern Hungary. They have immigrated from Austria after the
first World War. They sharply differentiate their language from Romani:
'#e speak only sgintetikes, no romenes’,6 they say, The difference between
Sinto and the three Romani Gypsy languages spoken in Hungary is, indeed,
far greater than that btetween the Vlax, Gurvari and Romungro languages.

The vocabulary is full of German loans, the pronunciation comes near to
German /with 'Murmelvokal' before r 1l/. The ending -a of the verts de-

notea both present and future tense while it is only future in the other
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three languares: kerela 'he makes' or 'he will make’ /in V.3.R. only

'he will make'/. The past tense is hard from veros with -d-, soft from
verbs with =1/j-: »phendas 'he told’, mujas 'he died’ /inis dicnotony is
unknown in the other dialects/. The enclitic personal pronoun lo/l1i
"he/she’ 1is used very often: buti kere 1i ’she is working'. Word form-
ation is somewhat more active than it is in the other Cypsy languages:

there are a few substantival derivates in -skero -skro /unknown ia other
languages/ like baSapaskero ba3anaskro 'musician’ from baBavel 'to play’

Jotherwise muzikdsi from Hungarlan and lavutirl from Rumanian/.

The present tense of the verb "to be’ is in the individual languages:

Vlax: asim/som, san, si; sam, san, si

Romungro: gom/sljom/sinjom /Vend sum/, sal/sljal/sinjal/san/sljan /V
sal/, hi /si/; sam/sljam/sinjam /V sam/, san/slian/sinian
/V gan/, hi/si /V hi/

Sinto: hom, hal, hi; ham, han, hi.

'Is not': V naj, G naj, R nane, Ve ndn, S hi nit.

Some different words in the individual languages:

kado, G ado, R ada, S kau : ez/this

kathe, G athe, R adaj, Ve edej, S kati: itt/here

kade, G avka, R awka, Ve afka, S gjaki: {gy/thus

feri, G numa, R Sak, S nur: csak/only

aba, G R mdr, S Sun: mr/already

dolmut, G R &§illa, S rdhal: régen/since long

ardtji, G R Af, S tajsa: tegnap/yesterday

detehdra, G tehdra, R ratjaha, 5 tajsdla: reggel/morning
sode, G kattji, R kitji, S kici: mennyi/how many

kasavo, G asso, R aso, Ve esej, S sau: ilyen/such

khandi, G R nifta, S gwarfi: semmi/nothing

khonjik, G R niko, S kek mendo: senki/nobody

mesalji, G astala, R kafidi, Ve stolo, S tifa: asztal/table
fejdstra, G ablaka, R bloka, Ve bloko, S fenstra: ablak/window

< 9 9 < 9 <9 <d9=<9<<9 =< <
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skamin, R skami, Ve pado, S banko: szék/seat
dto, G than, R vodro, S pedtata: 4gy/bed
mréi, G R cipa, S hauta: bdr/skin, leather
8dvo, R 5 &havo, G belto, Ve fatjd: gyermek,
G lungo, R dugo, S lang: hosszi/long

fiu/child, son

G cerra, R buka, galog, Ve &ulo, S pisra: kevés/few
tordjol, G afel, R adhel, Ve terdjol, S Sterel: &l11/stand

trajij, G dfuvel, R S dEivel, Ve EIl: 41/liv
vorbij, G R vakerel, S rakrel: beszél/epeak
cipid, G R yifinel, Ve yristijanel, S del g3li
kirdvel, G R tavel, Ve t&l, S kiervel: féz/c
trobuj, G kapel, R kampel, Ve pekdl, S hun:
pais tuke, R palikerav tuke, S parkrau man:

BIBLIOGRAPHY wsee: vol. I. p. 25-27.

TRANSCRIPTIOE see: vol. I. p. 28,

48

: kidlt/shout

ook

kell/must
készdndm/thank yon



Translation

1.
Greyhound's son Johnny

There was and wasn't, beyond the seven seas, bevond the potatoe-
mountains, an old king and an old queen. Both of them were aeventy-nine
years old but had no children. Well then, it seemed that they will die
soon, Says the gueen: ‘It will not be long and we shall die but we have
nobody to whom we can leave our fortune. But wait only old man, let me
have a dream!™ They went to bed. Next morning they got up. ‘Dearest love
of mine, go to the golden fish-pond, there ias a golden fish, catch it. If

- oL o8t it up, I ghall 3sar a golden child this day next year.’

The old king went off, he ;&bblad to the golden fish-pond. He took his
fishing net, threw it into the water, It was not yet plunged when the gold-
en fish already jumped in the fishing net. The old king caught the fish
and took it along to the woman cook. He told her: ‘Don’t dare to give any-
body but to the queen from this fish. And it ahould be ;eady in ten minutes!

The cook took the fish, cleaned and gutted 1t. Well, the big greyhound
looked through the window, The cook graasped the guts of the fish and threw
it before the dog, The dog swallowed it. Then the cook took the fish in
and gave it to the quean. When the queen finished 1it, the old king came
and told her: ‘Well, dearest love of mine, ’'sdeath, I stared at thia golden
fish thirty-four years. I had a look at it every morning. But then, let ua
ses what will happen,’

As week and month wore on, a yedr went by and a golden baby was born
to the queen, Well, what shall he be called? Let him be called Ladiaslas.
Suddenly the cook run into the room and said to the king: “Your Majes-
ty, the greyhound whelped a golden boy! At the same time when the queen
gave birth to a son, the dog whelped too.’ ‘If this will not prove true,
you good-for-nothing, it will cost you your head!’ “Come and see for your-
self, old king, if you don't believe me!’ The old king was running as a
mad man, Well, there was nothing to do, When he saw the golden child in
the kennel, he fall flat. There was nothing else to do but to carry the
boy into the house. The gueen caught sight of the golde& infant and asked:
‘How is this posaible? What the dickens? A dog whelped a golden child? As
God ordered it. It has the same blood [is my chilq] as it also sprang from
the fish.” Por the old queen realized that the cook certainly threw the
guts before the dog. She called for the cook. The cook entered. The old
queen said: ‘You stinking whore, what did you do with the fish the old king
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gave you a year ago to cook it for me?” “Your Majesty, I gave the guts to
the dog.” ‘Well, then listen’, said the queen, ‘it may cost you your
head if you give away that the other boy was whelped by a dog.’

So months and years passed by. The old king came. ‘Well, old man,
deareat love of mine, what shall we call this one?’ ‘Dearest love of
mine, he was whelped by a greyhound, let us call him Greyhound's son
Johnny.’

The children grew up steadily. The old king was already dead. They were
five years old when he died. Now they are already seventeen years old. Both
of them are gallant and fearless warriors but Ladislas is a hundred
time: ore famous. Bur Grevhound's son Johnny pretends only that he is not
g0 gallant. They turned twenty one, then the queen trew out the cook.
Greyhound'*s son Johnny approaches the queen: ‘Dear mother! why did you
Aismiss this dear, kind, old cook? She told, she wants only to have ao
much food she can eat and she will work for it. And she is so old! And
then, she turned srey in your service, why do you dismiss her now?” “Son,
mind your sword; this i=s my concern and not yours,”

Greyhound's mon Johnny was up and left. He had hundred golden coins
savings. He called on the old cook: ‘Cood day, granny.’ ‘I knew,you wadld
come to see me, That has brought you here, Johany?? ‘Grannv. my heart is
heavy tecause of you. I don't know why but I feel as if I were as poor as
you. Though I am the king of seven countries' kings. But look granny, may
I ask you something?® “Have confidence in me, tell me, what do you want?’
¢Tell me only one single thing, why am I called Greyhound's son Johnny?’
‘Not so fast’, she said. “Don’t ask me this. If you would know it, if I
should disclose this secret, my head would not stay there where it is now.’
“And why do you speak so, granny? Tell it me, for God’s heaven! Don't be
afraid, I shall not blab it out, on the contrary, I shall help you to the
test of my power.” °#Nell then, look, Greyhound's son Johnny, I'm goling to
tell you. You are not the queen's son.” Creyhound’s son Johnay turned
pale, ‘#hose son am I then, from whom did I get? dho is my mother?’ ‘Re=
memter your name.’ Greyhound's son Johnny reflected: ‘Well, my name is
Greyhound's son Johnny. Where it comes from? Certainly I do not know.®

‘Then I shall relate your story from the very beginning. Your foster-father
trought a golden fish and told me to cook it for the queen, But I oughtn't

to give anybody of {t. But T gave the guts to the greyhound, The queen ate
it and so did the dog, That day next year, toth of you were born. You from
the dog and Ladislas from the queen, You are not their real child.® ‘Do you
think , mother,that I did not suspect so? Wherever I went, the greyhound
was always next to me, till I did not turn twelve, Since she was a greyhound
and I was called Creyhound's son Johnny, I also thought abcut it. This is
‘enough for me. Thank you,mother. Take this money bag; it will last to the
end of your life.” “Oh no! I don t take it!® ‘But sure, you must take it!’
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He threw it down on the table: ‘Granny, I have a horse and a sword, I shall
take them and go to see the world, I don't stay here not a minute, not a
second longer.’

‘Listen to me, Greyhound's son Johnny! The sword you have is not good.
The horse you have is not good. But go into the eleventh room; there you
will find a rusty sword, take it with you. A mangy, lousy horse pastures
on the dunghill, take it with you. In the stable there is a rusty, worn,
shatby saddle, take it with you. When you reach the border of the village,
there is a boiling lake. Squeeze the horse into it. Duck his head three
timea into the lake. But keep the reins tight in your hand! When the horse
hops out of the lake, jump into the saddle. But take care of yourselfl’

¥ell, it's all right. He went to his mother: ‘Dear mother, I have to
go to see the world., Don't detain me. You know, mother, I am grown up, I
want to marry. So I go away,” SWell, my son; as you like it. What with
are you going?’ I have it already.” ‘So, God bless you!’

Creyhound's son Johnny was up and went his way. He reached the border
of the village. He arrived at the boiling lake. Large, large flames dart
up from the lake, Greyhound'’'s son Johnny speculated: ‘Damn it, my God, if
I throw this tottering horse into the lake, not any of his bones will re-
maint’ “Not so fast’, said the horse, he started to speak, “Don’t rack
your btrains, master, I have felt you on my back already twenty-one years
ago.” When Greyhound's son Johnny heard that the horse was speaking in a
human volce, he was selzed by fear and thrusted the horse into the lake.
He ducked its head three times, He kept the reins tightly. The horse then
said: ‘But now, tklkke care Johnny!® As socon as he told this, he already
flied in the clouds. But Greyhound's son Johany did not sit with his hands
folded either. The horse was not guite out of the lake when he was already
on his back. One of his boot soles got scorched. Up in the clouds the
horse asked: ‘And now, master, in which direction?’ ‘Where there are a
lot of poor but only a few of rich people,’

That's right. They go and go, behind the beyond, beyond the seven seas
and they arrive at a haunted castle. ‘Now, master’, said the horse, “the
first test is expecting you here, To-night at twelve o'clock go inside
this castle, I can't tell you more, only so much, take care of yourself!
Twenty-four devils are there. They are guarding a golden coffin. Therein
you will find whom you are seeking.® “¥hom do I want to find?> “Go and
rescue him, and you will find it out. I have told you, I can't tell you
more,’

Time was not yet ripe, so the lad, Greyhouad's son Johnny went to sleep
because he was tired. When he woke up, the clock struck twelve. He looked
at the castle: it was illuminated, one couple comes, the other goes. ‘Ugh!
How beautiful these girls are! To hell with my horse if he only lied that
twenty-four devils are here!' He watches them, how tetwitching young
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persons they are! He stares at them. Suddenly one couple passed ty quite
near to him and laughed at him. He runs his eyes over their legs but they
were not visible under their dressea. He looks down at the earth and he
sees the prints of a horsehoe. ‘Oho’, he says, ‘my horse was right after
all!’ well, whatever will happen, he sets out. He entered the castle. As
he entered, the lamps went out, all the harbingers of death circled around
his head. All of a sudden he heard a bang, the ceilings split, the plafond
came erushing down, Greyhound's son Johnny did not get frightened, He en-
tered the chapel. As he entered the chapel, he saw there a golden coffin,
Twenty-four devils were sitting round the coffin and played cards. When
Johnny visited the old woman, the cook, he got from her a pack of winning
cards. He could only win with these cards and nobody else,

He approaches the devils: ‘Good day.” ‘What are you looking for? Not
even a bird can fly in this place.’ “You are fools! How can you play with
such trashy cards?’ ‘Well, do you have better ones?” “Certainly, I have.
¥ith these cards only I can win and not one of you.' ‘We don’'t belive this®
‘#ell, you will see. Let us play!’ He looks at his watch, he has still half
an hour time. He takes the cards and deals. ‘I'm going to play with you but
one by one.” ‘Por what stakes shall we play?” ‘For our two hands.” That's
right, Greyhound's son Johnny won, he cut off two hands, It was the same
with all of them, except the king. He told: ‘I don't play for our hands but
for something else.’ ‘Por what?’ ‘For this, f... your mother!’ Hereupon he
took out one eye of the lad. Thereupon the lad cut off both his legs with
his living sword. When he did so, he grasped him by his tail and threw him
on the coffin, When he threw him there, just then the coffin was flung open,
Nice Fairy Helen jumped out of it. The devil fell into the coffin. The 1lid
of the coffin sprang to and it sank down into the earth. As all these hap-
pened, the haunted castle began to turn around on a magpie's foot. The girl
got free.

But the boy's one eye was lost. When the boy caught sight of the girl,
he nearly fainted away. The girl approached him: fDearest love of my heart,
I have been damned three hundred years. You still have been in your moth-
er's - dog-womb when I had already known that you will be my husband,’
‘But, dearest love of my heart’, said the boy, ‘this ugly devil took out
one of my eyes.” °‘Ah, Greyhound’s son Johnny! Where did you come from? A
fish was caught and so you have become. The fish will return you your eye.
Let us get on horseback and go to the golden fish-pond.” The girl drew
water from it and washed the boy's eye. He became a hundred times more
handsom.

‘And now, to whom shall we go? To the cook or to your foster mother?’
“¥e shall go neither to one nor to the other but one we shall bring to us.”
€And which one?’ “The one who will cook for uas, the old cook.” They took
home the cook, made a great wedding, ate and drank, so did I. If they
haven't died, they are still alive,.
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2.
Monk Lead-Head

There was and wasn't, behind the beyond, a lead-headed monk ...

There was a young brave man, He was seventeen years old when he went
to see the world., He strolled behind the beyond, arrived in a vast big for-
est. Well, there was a snmall house. But then he didn't eat and drink al-
ready two days. He knocked & the door. ‘Wnho are you?’ ‘Good day granny,
I ém going to die without food and drink. Be so kind, give me to eat and
arink.” ‘I can give you to eat but hardly to drink.’ ‘And why, granny?’
‘But 4idn’t you see anything?’ ‘No, mother, I didn’t see anything.” ‘Our
village ie thrown into mourning.’ ‘What for is it thrown?' ‘Because the
twenty-four headed dragon watches the well. He gives water only then when
we give him a girl to eat. Just now the king's nicest youngest daughter is
fastened by the well. At midnight he comes up and when he ate her up, then
he gives water.” ‘#hat time is 1{t, mother?’ ‘It is eight o’clock.’ ‘fell,
I am going to lie down. At midnight,- ~ Now I am going there, I don't lie
down. But if you see that the blue light comes up, then let loose my three
animals at once. /He had a wolf, a dog and a big cat./ ‘When you see the
blue light, don't forget to let them out. For now I am going there, I want
to save the princess and your water. But don't forget to let them loose.’

Then the lad went out to the well. The princess sights him. ‘Young
man, what are you looking for? Go away from here at oance, because the dra-
gon will come immediately and gobble you up together with me.’ ‘That’s the
least of my cares. Look here my sweethart, my beloved, I am going to stretch
out, I am sleepy, I 1lie down on your lap, but if you catech sight of the
blue flame, wake me up at once!’

Then the lad lay down and when he slept the best, midnight arrived.
The dragon was half-way up. 'Oho’, says the dragon, ‘today I shall eat a
young princess' liver.’ The girl did not dare to stir. The scarlet flame
was already up. While the girl weeps, the dragon is already waist-deep out
of the well. And the girl'’s tears drop on the lad’s face. The boy suddenly
jumps up. ‘Dash it, damn youl Didn’t I tell you to wake me up at once when
you catch sight of the flame?’ ‘Oho’, says the dragon, ‘thanks your Majea-
ty! Did you give me your son, t00?’ The lad says: 'Unless your blind
mother but not me.’ The +dragon says: ¢ With arms or to grips?’ The
boy says: ¢ Mo grips.’ He takes the lad, pushes him knee-deep /into the

/ad v.I.p.38/ 53



eartﬁ]. The lad, toc, takes the dragon, pushes him up to his ankles. The
lad says: ‘Well, now I overtnrew you!’ ‘Ono’, he says, ‘I would only
like to see what kind of mother's milk did you suck? - Vell, you fine
brave man, I shall still meet one of your wishes, Tell me, what is ite’
The lad then says: 'Hell. only that one: My boot pinches, let me take it
off.’ ‘You may take it off.’ Then the lad took off his boot, turned it
over and over and threw it into the house. As the old woman slept, it
hit her on her navel, The old woman eyes it, looks at the watch: 'Oh‘my
God, what did I do?’ She at once let out his animals. The dragon speaks
to the lad: ® Fell, fuck your blind mother, draw out your sword! ihat

do you want, brave man?’ “¥nat I do want? To eat up your twenty=-four

heads,” “Not so fast trave man, you can’t do thias.,'! “Why not?' “As you
cut them off, one by one, thaey jump back in the same way.” ‘I have three
animals, they will bury them at once.’ Well, in that moment the three

animals arrive, When the lad sighted them, he all at once cut off three
heads. He speaks to his animala: ‘Bury them on the spot!’ Then the lad
fought with him three nights, three days until he could kill him. WVhen he
had killed him, the princess looked at him: ‘My sweetheart, my teloved, you
are mine, I am yours. As you fear God: my father is the king of seventeen
countries, ne is a very rich man. He will give his fortune to the man, he
announced, who saves me.” ‘Thank you, princess.’

Then a large cloud arose, took hold of the girl and took her along.
Well, what is the lad to do? The king just then arrived there. ‘Thank you,
brave man!' ‘Yhat do you thank me for, Your lajesty?' ‘That you saved my
daughter from the twenty-four headed dragon. ¥here is my daughter?’ says
the king. ‘Your !ajesty, a biz cloud came and took her away from me.” ‘Not
only from you but from me, too. Well, what should we do now, btrave man?’
‘Your Majesty, I fought three nights and three days until I could lay down
the dragon. I am tired, I am hungry, I am worn @dt, Later on when I had a
good rest then I shall see what I can do.’

The lad climted into the king's coach, went to the palace. He ate, drank,
went to bed. In the morning he gets up. ‘Your Hajesty, I already know who
can tell me where your daughter is.” ‘How do you know?' ‘Oho, that I can't
tell you. But there is a wvery long way btefore me and I have a wretched hor-
éi. it is tired, worn out. I have also three animals, take care of them,
keep them well.' ‘Oho, my btrave man, you should not worry tecause of this,
Go into the stable, choose one of them, such a horse as you like 1t." ‘I
don't need any of them. On the dung-hill there is a wretched grey horse
full of maggots, give me that one.® “What will you do with that one? It is
worm-eaten, nothing but bone. You can’t even go with it out of the village,
far from such a long way. We keep him only because he was the horse of my
grandfather's grandfather's grandchild; this is why we keep it here.’ 'Never
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mind, In the twelfth room there is a sword covered with rust, give it to
me.’ ‘If that is what you want, there it is, take it.’

The 1ad entered the twelfth room. As he reached out for the sword, it
flew onto his waist. He approached the dung-hill. The horse speaks to him:
¢ Argus Mickey, when vou have been in your mother’s womb, I already knew
that you would be my master. But then, lead me out into the large forest.
Fell there hundred big trees, Lay fire with them, take me to the fire,
leave everything else to me.’ Argus Mickey carried it out into the for-
est. He laid a big fire, led the horse there. The horse wait§_ till the
whole fire glew down. ¥hen the whole fire glew down, it gottled up thae
fire, When 1t gobtbled up the smallest bit of flake, then it shook itself
and tecame a magic steed of +twenty-four wings. When the lad Argus Mickey
caught sight of it, he completely turned blue. It speaks to Argus Mickey:
‘§ell, master, get on my back. I know where you go. But then, everything
dbends on it whether the Monk Lead-Head will fall for us. For when we ar-
rive to his boundary, we shall turn to stone. Everything depends on it
whether he will fall for us.’

They go and go, they walked along in the btlack clouds. When they came
near to his boundary, they came down on the highway and flew there. When
they arrived to the boundary, when they crossed it, they suddenly turned
to stone.

Once the Monk Lead-Head rode out to the boundary. He looks at the sta-
tue, ‘Eh, my God', he says, ‘I am ruling here for five hundred years but I
never saw such a beautiful statue.’ For all xound, therewere all kinds of
statues but he didn't want to see alive any of them. But he longed very
much for it to see the lad. He drew forth a stick of his boot. He stroke
the lad three times and he became a real man. The Monk spoke to the lad:
‘Who are you? What are you doing here when even a bird cannot fly over my
boundary?’ ‘Your Majesty, I am a young man, I started to see the world.

You may not have any objections againat it.’ ‘You really don’'t know who am
17’ ‘Not me, Your Majesty.’ ‘Do you see the statues? Look here how strong T
am,” He atroke three statues, all three of them became real. But he at
once stroke them again., They again turned back into statues. He speaks to
the lad: ‘You see, brave man, such is my strength. But as you are young and
handsome, I shall leave you for me as a court fool. Maybe some day you will
bte of use to me.’ The lad says: ‘Thank you, Your Majesty.” He speaks to
the lad: ‘But come on, have a look at my palace!’ When they arrived in the
palace, the palace turned round on a magpie's foot. Apple trees of copper
were in it. Apple trees of silver were in it, ApPle trees of gold were in
it. On each tree twenty-four such birds made music. The lad says: ° Your Ma-
jesty, I have been in different places but I never saw such a thing.® That
pleased the king wvery much. -

One month passes, the lad goes in: ‘Your Majesty, one of your eyes is
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weering, the otaer one is laugning. Tell me, wnat is the matter witn you?’
f0h, my son’, he says.‘I am stricken by grief. shom I have loved, the forty-
eight-headed drason abducted her.’ ‘¥no was 1t?’ ‘Listen toc me, I am going
to tell vou, Sit down, Argus Mickey. #hen you have been in your mother’s
womt 1 alreadv <new that you weld ccme nere, One of my eyes weeps for that
girl whom vou have saved, The ather 22 mv eves laughs for her for whom your
neart aches and alsc =y heart aches, whom you nhave saved from the twenty-
four 4e2aled drazon. I know that much of you. fell, what do you think? How
zouldi we rescue her” If you can btring her to me, I will give you three
coaches full of gold coilns, 3ut 1 4on't give her to you. And you may go
home to your family.’ ‘Listen to me, Your Majesty! Have a ship made. But
such a =hip that if one presses a tutton on it, it should fly into the
clouis. #hen it i3 finished, then have maie golden slippers studded with
1iamonds, ruties, Zut have alsp made some of leather, ornamented. Mayte
then I can brine her to you.’

One month passed, everything was ready. #hen everything was finished,
tne lad put on a nerchant’s suit. He got on the ship and flew away. He goes
and moea, strclls along. Nnen he approached the dragpon, his palace was on
the sea, But a golden btridge led out to the mainland. The lad took the
ship and Adirected (%t btefore the housze, The girl just then looked out of
the window, "he =peaks to the drapon: ‘Look at that ship! I am being here
aiready twe years tut I 4i4n't see any ship in this part of the world,
¥at is thi=s?’ The dragon locks out. ‘Oh, a man with fancy goods. FEe sells
spmetning.”  The girl says: ‘My sweetheart, my beloved, you are my husband.
Alloa me to buy something from him, Well, you old snot-nosed, what are you
selling?’ ‘Some kind of shuffling shoes, slippers.’ 'Bring them in, show
them.” ‘I won't come in.’ But the lad's hand is always on the button that
{f something hapvens, he may push it and fly away. He says: ‘Come here,
cnosse what you want,” The girl says: ‘'y sketheart, my beloved”, because
she recognized Argus Mickey, ‘my sweetheart, my beloved, you are my husband,
¥ou are very strong, you are very mighty. You will not bte jealous of me te-
cause of that old saot-nosed? Wnere does he come to you? You are beauti-
ful, zreat, strong! ‘Be off witn you, plazue on you, what do you think?
That I am jealous of you?' Then the girl shouted down: “Wait a moment,

ol4 man, I am coming at once!’

Then she went down. #hen she approached the ship and eatered, the lad
pushed the tutton till it weat a thousand times faster than when the girl
fot into the ship. 5o quickly they flew. The girl says: ‘My sweetheart, my
teloved, as soon as ] set eyes on vou I recognized you at once, But God
damn you if you don't tell me to whoa you are carrying me.’ ‘Hy sweetheart,
my teloved, listen to me: to Monk Lead-!iead, But even if I will te sure I
have to die, even then I will abduct you from him. 3ut you have to help me
in this,' ‘How could I help vou, my sweetheart?’ ‘There ia only cae thing,
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you get out cf him wnere he Zeeps his strength. I will do it if I can.

{hen they arrived home and the Monk saw it, he didn’t know /[for joy/
where to put with the lad. He said: ‘Argus Mickey, you sucked a good moth-
er's milk, I should not dare to do what you did, I have also trains but
you already surpass me,” The girl says: ‘My sweetheart, I prefer a hund-
red times more to be your wife than of that filthy monster.’

Well, two weeks, one month pass, the lad speaks to the girl: ‘Ny sweet-
heart, time {3 here to inquire where his sirength is.) 'Well, if I can,
even if I am going to die, even then I shall get it out of him.’ ‘If he
speaks something, come at once and tell me!’ The next day: “My sweetheart’,
the girl tells him, ‘do you love me?’ ‘I love you.’ ‘Do you love me very
much?” ‘I live for you, I die for you.” ‘#ell, if you love me so much then
you should have nothing to keep tack of me. He who loves his wife doesn't
lie to her. ‘'What do you want, my sweetheart?’ ‘I would like to ask you,
you are very mighty, you are very strong, where do you keep your strength,
my sweetheart?’ ‘Ahem’, he says, ‘where I keep my strength? In the bed-
head.’

In the morning the girl goea to Mickey. ‘Hy sweetheart, he said that
his strength is in the bed-head,’ ‘Don't believe him., Stud the bed-head
with silver., In the morning ask him again; what will he tell then!’

The Monk arrives home, he was hunting. In the evening they went to bed.
He looks at the bed, ‘Oho, my sweetheart! I see you do love me. But you
don’t deserve it.’ {Why do you speak so, my sweetheart?’ ‘Because you
didn't tell me the truth. Oho! Tell me, where do you keep your strength?
Por you tell me that you love me and you still lie to me. Tell me, my
aweetheart, where do you keep your strength?’ ‘¥ell, plague on you, in the
middle of the floor.’

Morning comes, she tells it to the lad. ‘ Don't telieve him. Go in,
stud the middle of the floor /= the crack between the floorboards/ with
brilliants, diamonds.’ The Monk comes home, he looks at the floor. “Oho,
damn your mother! 1 see, you do love me.” ‘And I see that you cheat me,
How is 1t, my sweetheart, that you are given to lying? If you don't tell
me the truth, by the time you come home I am going to kill myself.’
“Plague on your mother! W¥ell, I tell you, because that can't be caught,

In my palace there is a golden fish-pond. In that fish-pond there is a
white duck, Three eggs are in the duck. He who kills it and cracks the
eggs, - then I shall not have strength any more. But he who eats up its
feather too, will be as strong as I am, ¥Well, my sweetheart, are you satias-
fied?’ ‘I am, my aweetheart,’

Morning comes, the lad just feeds the horses. The girl runs to him:
‘My sweetheart, I have it! I know where his strength is.” “Where is it?’
Tell me quickly!’ €In his palace there is a small golden fish-pond. There
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is a duck. But don't kill it, eat even its smallest featner, You will te
so mighty, so strong as he is now,” Now, the lad ruans to the fish-pond as
a lunatic. But he waited for the duck from morning to night. But the duck
doesn’t want to come. The lad already starts walking homewards. Suddenly
the water bubtles. The duck comes tot he surface. As the duck came to the
surface, the lad at once jumped after it. He grabted the duck. On the spot
he snapped off its head, So as it was, he didn’t come out of the water,
there he ate it up. When he ate up the three eggs, all of the statues,
every single statue came to life again.

The Monk already roars. The Monk says: ‘ Argus Mickey, if you fear God,
I give you my fortune, I give you the princess. Give me only that one
feather which you are holding in your hand. Then I shall not die. But {f
you don't give it to me, if you eat it up, too, then I am going to die
right away.’ ‘Look at that lot of people, these handsome, famous trave
men, these lot of lads, young pecople, you did not feel pity for them and
now I should feel pity for you? You have to die, whether you like it or
not!” Then the lad took that feather, too, and ate it up. As he swallowed
it down, the Monk btecame ashes, Then the 1sd movwnted his horse, took the
girl, they flew up. As they flew up, that big palace and that field turned
into a sea,

They arrived home to the king, the girl's father., When the king sight-
ed his daughter and the lad, he said him: ‘I give you my fortune, I am
the king of seventeen countries but now I renounce my kingship. You are a
young, strong, famous brave man, the kingship is due to you. I am anyway
sick and old., Your crowning will be celebrated tomorrow and together with
it also your wedding.’

They went to bed. The boy had a dream. In the morning they got up:
“Pather, do invite also the Prussian king!’ ‘Oh, no!” ‘Why?’ ‘We are on
bad terms.’ ‘Why are you angry with him?' ‘Because he, too, is the king of
seventeen countries. And he mocked me.’ ‘Doesn’t matter; I want to be even
with him just therefor!® ‘If it is s0, then I will invite him.’

¥ell, the wedding is going on, they eat and drink, they enioy them-
selves. Suddenly the Prussian king stands up. He says: ‘Well, who can
crack larger jokes to the other?’ The new king says: ‘You begin, Prus-
sian king!” ‘All right, new king!® The Prussian king is up and says:
‘Your Majesty, you have here three animals. You have a wolf, you have a
dog, you have a cat. Why does such a famoue brave king go in for an animal=-
tamer?” The young king says: ‘Oho, Prussian king! That's nothing!’ The
young king says: *You Prussian king, I'11 bet, you are a bastard!’ The
Prussian king says, he hits the table: “How do you dare to tell me such a
thing?’ ‘T shall prove it to you.' ‘Well, if you don't tell me how,’...
‘Then I let you know: ask your mother.’ He at once let his mother come,
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‘Dear gmother! Is it true that I am a tastard?’ ‘#hy, certainly son, it is
not a shame, it was so with ne.’ Hereupon the Prussian king got angry,
picked up hastily the wine and drank of it. The lad says: ‘Prussian king,
I'11 bet, you drank human %lood in that wine.' He again hits the table:
tHow can you speak like this?' “Ask the potman!® They let come the pot-
man. The Prussian king asks: ‘If you don't tell me, you potman, that there
is really human blood in this wine, I let chop your head orf!” 'Tour Maj-
esty, while I was in a hurry with the tapping, my finger squeezed in and
the flesh got chapped, it dropped into the wine.” He took the wine,
dashed it to earth. He suffered agonies and he drank milk. The king, the
lad says him: ‘ Prussian king, I'll bet, woman-milk is in that milk.’ They
let come the milk woman. “If you don't tell me whether there is woman's
milk in this milk, I let chop off your head!’ ‘Indeed, Your Majesty, I was
in a great hurry when I nursed the child; from its mouth it dropped into
the bucket.” Thereupon the Prussian king stand up and left them tehind,
‘Burrah, hurrah, long live the new king!’

They ate and drank, if they didn't die, they are still alive,

3.
Pluc Johnn

There was and was not, a poor lad. His father died, his mother died.
S0 what shmll he do, he set off a-wandering. Now the lad goes, walks until
he arrives at a big forest and goes walking through it. He finds a village.
The boy sees this wvillage all in mourning. He goes in, to an old woman.
‘Mummy, as you fear God, give me a glass of water.” ‘Alas, my son’, she
says, ‘there 1s a well here but the forty-headed dragon has taken hold of
it. And the dragon said, it would give three barrels of water if it is gi-
ven the king's fairest daughter.” The lad bethinks himself., Now night is
approaching, what can the boy do, where will he sleep? He says to the old
woman: ‘As you fear God, 1f you expect a good turn for another, give me
shelter for a night.” ‘Oh my son', says she, “you are welcome not for just
one day, but you can stay here forever, for you see, I am all alone.’

“Well’, the lad says, ‘thank you, mummy.” And so the boy lies down to
sleep,

And the boy has a dream, that he should go toc the churchyard: ‘Betake
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yoursel? to the curchyard and sleep there for one night. And when the cloeck
strikes twelve, go and enter that tomb upon which it is written: Yhoever
comes here, his head will not remain where it is.® And the boy reads the
crypt. And he thinks: ‘Already it is half past midnight’, and he does not
go in. Suddenly he catches sight of a grey horse which says to him: “Johnny
when you were as big as a poppy-seed in your mother's womb, even then I
knew that I would come to lots of trouble and great harm on your aceount.”
%ell, the boy takes a leap into the crypt. And what does he see there? a
sword made of gold, and ragged, tlood-stained clothes. Well then, he grats
the sword and sinks into the ground knee-deep, so strong has he tecome,

And he put on the clothes as well, and immediately he became golden. So
thei he leaps out of the crypt.

Dawn is already approaching, and he starts returning home, to the old
woman. He enters: “Well, mummy, I am going to enter the king's service as
a farm labourer.,® Off he goea, and enters before the king: L d greet you
with Cod’s name, King Your Majesty!® ‘God has brought you. On what busi-
ness have you come?’ ‘0 Xing Your ajesty, as you fear God, take me into
your house for some job; maybe as a farm labourer.’ ‘Well', says the king,
‘all right, I'11 hire you as a labourer.” Next morning he goes out to
work. And he addresses the king: ® Your lajesty the King! I would like a
word with you. Maybte I might be able to help you in something.® “yhat do
you want, you poor waggoner?’ ‘I have heard that the dragon has seized the
well and will give three casks of water only in case you give away your
fairest daughter.” Well, and the boy said him nothing more. He told him:
‘There’s nothing you can do about this,’

The next day arrives. The boy hears that the king has tartered his
fairest daughter for three casks of water. As soon as the boy gets word of
this, he goes to the king and asks him for six dogs. The king says: “You
poor waggoner! What do you want those six dogs for?’ ‘I’'1l go, maybe I can
still save your daughter.” And so he let him have six dogs.

About one o'clock at night the boy set dpbut to find the dragon. He ar-
rives there, and the dragon says him: ‘Johnny! When you were still a small
lump in your mother’s womb, even then I knew that I should have to fight
you.” The dragon then says: ‘Shall we be hugging, boxing or throwing each
other?’ Says the boy: ‘Throwing.” So they wrestle and the dragon throws
the boy down to his knees. The boy iumps up and throws him down onto his
shoulders. The dragon springs up and says: ‘Johnny! Come and let us fight
with swords!’ ‘Fuck your blind mother!” and the lad whips out his sword,
and so does the dragon. Now the boy and the dragon fight a duel. They hack
away at each other for three days, three nights, three secoads and three
minutes. Neither could get the upper hand of the other. The lad now gathers
himself up and the dragon falls down. He pressed hard on it, it stepued in-

to a ditch and tumbled over. He seized it and cut off four of its heads at
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a stroke. %o mooner hai the boy zut off the four heads, than tne neads im-_
mediately leapt back to *heir former place. Then the boy btethinks ninselfl,
it comes into his mind, and he says to himself: 'Ihj. I have 3till got aix
dcgs.' He whistles themup and they come running to him. As soon as he now
atrikes off its heads, the dragon’s, the dogs eat them. 50 now he makesz an
end of it.

As soon as he has finished off the dragon, the king's eldest daughter
was set free. The water was likewise set free, and also the villaze. And
he sends the girl home, He takes her handkerchief and cuts it in two. He
also took her ring and broke it in two. He put them into his pocket and
continued on his way, in order to try his luck /35;.: to experience ad-
ventures/.

Now the lad goes a-roaming again, behind the beyond, and comes to an-
other village, to the eldest /corr.: middle/ daughter of tne xing. Forty-
six giants held her captive., 7¥ell, the boy comes into that wvillage. He en-
ters a house, again that of an old woman, And the boy asks where those

forty-six giants are to be found? The old woman says: ‘ My dear son’, she
says, ‘it would bte a pity if you were lost, for you are handsome and
young. Por whoever approaches them, they at once cut him into forty-six
pileces.” And the old woman goes on explaining: ‘In such and such a wast
forest there le a castle, and there, behind the beyond, there 1is the king's
beautiful daughter.” Thus the boy spends a night at the old woman’s. At
five o’clock next morning he gathers himself up and starts off for the tig
forest where those forty-six giants are living. And he goes rambtling on
his grey horse. At last he approaches the glants. He enters and goes up to
them: “May God give you a lucky morning!’ ‘Cod has brought you, Johany!
¥hat do you want, Johnny? Do you wish to stay among us?’ The lad replies:
‘Of course I wish to stay with you.”- And he says;: 'Where is the king's
daughter?’ ‘Here she is, in the third room.” So what shall the boy do?
Night comes upon them, and they set off to rob the priest. The lad says to
them: ‘Listen to me! Everywhere let me be the first!’ They all shout:
“That's right, that's right, that's right!’ And they set off, to the
prieat’s house, And the lad enters first. He goes into the larder and locks
the door and makes a hcle beside the door, He made the hole such a size
that a man could enter through it, He whistles for t hem and tells them:
‘Come in one by one!” And he, their leader, comes in and thrusts his head
in at the hole. The boy whipa ocut his sword and slashes off his head. And
then he whistles for the next one. Suffice it to say, he killed all those
forty-six-headed giants.

And he returns to the wood, for the maiden. He takes her and helps her
onto his horse and they go to the police station. And he told the police-
men that {f any harm comes to this girl, you'll have to answer for her.

Then the boy betakes himself back to the wood and locks it up /i.e.,
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the house/. There were some four or five cartloads of gold in it. He leaps
upon his horse and sets off for the third part. Again he wanders behind
the beyond, beyond the mountains where neither bread nor salt will be
found. Now he goes at a full gallop. He enters an inn, He orders a litre
>f wine, But it was no wine but poison. The boy takes it and inspects it.
He says to the Devil: ‘1t is already night-time, twelve o'clock.” The
clock struck, The Devil goes up to him and says: ‘Johnny! I never yet
played ’vingt-et-un’ with you,” The lad says: ‘Steady, steady! Sit down
to the table!® He says: ‘Bring some food!® The boy enters a separate
room with him. ‘¥ell>, says the boy, ‘stay here. Presently I will return
and fetch a little food and some wine and also brandy.’ The boy left hinm
and gathered a sack full of stones. He enters the shop and buys a bagful
of walnuts for himself., He goes to the tavern and demands a cask of wine
and one of brandy. He then goes to the chandler’'s and buys a cask of caus-
tiec soda. And the boy returns to the Devil. He asks hia: ‘Well, have you
come, Johnny?’ “I'm come all right, fuck your blind mother.” They sit
down at the table and take to playing vingt-et-un. Now the boy is winning
from him, The boy eats walnuts., Now again the Devil is winning from him,
from the boyﬁnd he gives him a stone. Now the Devil is erunching. He
says: ‘Johnny, what a fine supper you have given me, I'm crunching it the
same as when I chewed human bones.” The Devil was getting thirsty. The
boy asks him: ‘Do you want to drink as well?’ And he gives him the cask
with the caustic soda. The Devil drinks of it. “Dear me, Johnny, what a
fine strong liguor you drink!® So he won all sorts of things froq him;

he fed him with stones and made him drink a cask of caustic soda. And now
the clock strikes three. And the lad goes on to find the king's daughter.
He goes hurrying and arrives at the village. #ell, he sets about it so
that he saved that girl as well. He took the third girl, too, back with him.

So then the boy went back, behind the teyond, beyond the ocean, where
the oldest girl's younger sister was. They come into the village. W¥ell, the
boy goes in to the policemen. He asks them: ‘Where’s the king's daughter?’
¢Johnny’, says the policeman, ‘here she is, the king's daughter.’ As soon
as the two sisters caught sight of each other, they embraced on the spot.
They wept and rejoiced at each other. And the lad took them and went away
with them.

And what does he now see on the wall? Tt is written there: ‘Such and
such a knight, of such and such appearance, whoever finds him, should urge
him.” The lad burst out laughing. He returned to where the great amount of
gold was. He opened the door and brought out the lot of gold, and set off
to the king with the two girls, taking his way once more across seven times
seven countries, over the mountains and the sea. They went by ship to
where the king, the girls’ father was. Now they are sailing across the sea,
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And they arrive to the king's court. And the boy enters before the king:
‘Ying Your Majesty, I have arrived and brought along your two daughters.’
Now the banquet is in full swing. They are revelling,drinking. And

meanwhile the maiden, the youngeet one, 1s weeping. The lad enters and
gays to the girl: ‘ ¥hat can show the young man who has rescued you as a
proof?” ‘Ah’, says the girl, ‘he canaot show anything at all.” ‘Well then’,
he says, ‘let it be proclaimed that a vote shall be taken, in the king's
largest hall, there we are going to see who it is that rescued the three
girls.” So the girl has it announced that every manner of business should
te left off and a million people should go into the great hall, and things
have gone so far that whoever, in whatever manner has rescued them - it is
up to each of them to prove it. Well, now the bridegroom cannot prove any-
thing. The young man now enters the hall with the two girls and steps up
to the king and eays: ¢ Your Majesty, do you remember when I came to you
asking that you should engage me as waggoner?” Says he: ‘I rememter. Your
name is Plucky Johnny. Well now, by what can you prove your claim?’ ‘By
what I can prove it?’ and he does thus /[the story-teller claps his
hands/ three times and the two maidens come in, When the king saw this,
he took hold of that lad and kissed even his feet. And the boy went in to
the bride. “Well’, says he, “where is half your handkerchief? And one
half of your ring?’ The king's youngest daughter took them out, the halves
were welded together at once. The bridegrocom, on seeing this, made a mess
in his pants right there. And now people shout: ‘Hooray, hooray, hooray!
The btridegroom is found, Plucky Johnny has been found, he who has saved
the king's three daughters!’

Now they prepare a big feast, they eat, drink, they do cooking and
baking. And the king gave half his possessions to the young man, and hia
fairest young daughter, too. This tale is about Plucky Johnny, the Golden
King and the two maidena.

Well, dinner has begun. /He was the same strong Plucky Johany who had
rescued the king’s three daughtera./ As Johnny was eating a big bone,
there came Talpas [the dog/, snatched it out of his hand, and he tegan
running after the dog, shouting: ‘Talpas!’

¥ell, this tale has been about the behind the beyond, the first part,
the second part, and the third part, If he is not dead, he is still alive.

/ad v.I.p.58/ 63



4,
Little trother transformed into deer

~hers was and wasn't a woman. Her husband was a hunter. They were ve-
ry poor and had nothing to eat unless the husband went to hunt and caught
a sparrow or a partriige. They had three chlldren, one was Steve, the oth-
er Johnny and there was one daughter, called little Eve.

Thelir father went to hunt. He caught a rabtit. She skinned it and put
1t § « dish, Then she went for water. The cat picked it out from the dish
and took it away. #hen t“e woman pot home with the water, the rabttit was
miesins; the cat took it away. ‘My God®, says the woman, ‘what shall I
do now? ¥y husba~ will kill me when he comes home. #hat could I cook now?’
#hat to 4o, she cut offlher treast and cooked it. Her hustam came home
ant she put the foodl tefdre him, This meat is evean better than the rabbit.

3ut the next day there is nothing to eat. The woman says to the hus-
tani: “what {f we ki1l Steve?’ So they settled it among themselves and
then went iato the pantry. And called him ... the boy went into the pant-
ry after his =other anl she cut his neck. They lived on that. Fhen it was
finia%ed, tney wanted to kill Johany. Then little Eve was not asleep and

{atened to her father and mother that they want to kill Johany. So
little Eve told Johany: ‘Johnny dear, go, run away, tecause they want to
k111 you. I'11 pretend that I catch you but don't stop.’ Little Eve said
to her mother not to run, because she, Eve, will catch him. Little Bve al-
ways cried: ‘Go on, go on, don't stop!’ Thelr mother shouted after them:
‘Be damned! freat thirst come on you and drink from deerprint or wolf-
printf

Little Eve picked him crab-apple and wild pear. When Johnny said that
he waz thirsty, she always gave him an apple or a pear, So then the pear
and the apple quenched his thirat., They walked along in the woods and at
last finished off all the pears. She couldn't give him any more. And they
founi a deerprint and he drank from it, from the print. At the spot he got
transformed into a deer. And Johnny ran after her now in this shape. Later
on night overtook them., They four ' a stack. She took out some hay and
little Eve ani Johnny slipped in that. There taey stayed till the morning.
The kid went out from the atack to graze., The king cane hunting and wanted
to shoot the deer. But the girl, little Bveraved her hand not to shoot him
for 1t 1ls her brother. The king went to her: 'What are you doing here?’

‘T an Just dolng my wandering »ith my btrother. Our mother wanted to do
away with us and she cursed my trother because he did not 4top to get
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The king said: ‘¥ell thea, come %o me, I'll take you with me.’ Little Zve

" paid: 'But don't you ecut my hrother, because that is my brother, not a
~ dger,’

By and by she became a teautiful girl. The king =aid to her ... aad
married her, So she had a son born. The king was away when tneir son was

‘born, There was an old witeh there. She had a daughter. Now tiais little
© Eve was very teautiful with gleaming golden nair. And the old wites nad a

daughter and wanted that the king married her. Little Eve asked for water

‘when she was in childbed and the old witch told her that there is no water

here to drink. But go to the brook and drink water there, The 2ld witeh
went there an? pushed her into the trook. And she became a golden duck.

 The old witch put her own daughter intc the bed /she laid her in place of

1ittle Eve/. Then the king came home. ‘ah, Yor Majesty’, says she, ‘look
what tecame of your wife! She turned tlack in the childbed.' Now the king
gtarted meditating, how is it possible that his wife turned tlack in the
childbed,

¥hen the little babty cried, the kid went there, put him on his back
and carried to his sister, to the golden duck in the trook. Then the duek
shook herself and suckled the baby. And the kid carried him back. Cnce the
king was away again anl was just on his way home from somewhere. The kid
was just carrvine the baby to suckle, for he cried., Now the king watched
where the deer took the baby, The king followed the deer. And he saw that
the duck shook herself and saw that it was his wife, He went there and
caught her, ‘3o0', he says, ‘you are my wife and not that tlack cne.’ The
king took his wife home, Then he got to know that she was the old witeh's
daughter. ¥hen he got home, he had a barrel made and put the o0ld witch in-
to it together with her daughter. that more, the barrel was Tade with
nails through it. Then he launched it on the Danube. And the kid regained
his form and tecame Johany again when his sister changed,

If they did not die, they are still alive.
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Pumpkin castle

There was and wasn't a poor woman. She never nad children. And fine
tig pumpkins sprang up in her garden. She went into the courtyard and
heaved a sigh upon one pumpkin. She said: ‘My dear Cod, if only you would
give me such a 1little girl as is this pumpkin!’ Well then, God gave her
a beautiful daughter. But she rolled after her teing within a pumpkin,
/The pumpkin rolled after her when she spoke it out./ The woman has left
home, then she /i.e., the pumpkin/ washed out the clothing and set things
nicely right in the house, The mother came home and said: ‘Ah, bless me,

who did wash out the lots of clothing? I have nobody who would wash it
out.’
The pumpkin rolled after her, but she put it back to the rest of thenm.

The girl never came out of the pumpkin, nobody could see her, Another
time she again went off. And she gathered the clothing in just the same
way and went to the brook, to the water. There she again washed out the
clothing. Well, it was getting on this way everywhere. When she returned
home then she slipped back into the pumpkin.

And the prince passed there and spied her out. As she went homewards,
he followed her all the way to the gate, But the girl did not know that
anybody is following her. And she slipped into the pumpkin. The boy saw
it. And he saw where that pumpkin rolled, Well, the prince went to her
mother and told her to sell him the pumpkin. At this the woman said: ‘I
don’t need money, you see, God gives me enough pumpkins, you choose that
one which you want.’ He said: ‘I don't need any of them only this one’,
in which the girl was. And the king carried it home.

And the girl was very beautiful; he saw her. She had golden hair. The
mother /the king's mother/ told him: ‘Son, why did you tring home this
pumpkin?’ “You will see,mother‘, he says, “what a beautiful girl is in
it,’ (Dh son, I don't believe you, what kind of girl could be there in 1t?'
He put it under the bed where he /the king/ slept. And watched on that the
girl would creep forth, out of the pumpkin. But the girl did not come
forth from the pumpkin, The mother tells him: ‘There now, my son, I have
told you that there is no girl in it.’ 'fell’. he says, ‘that’s it.’ He
threw it out before the horses. And the horses bit into it but couldn't
crack it. Suddenly the pumpkin rolled back to his bed.

It became known to the kings that large balls will be given. The king
got dreased and went to the ball. But he left his stick behind. Then the
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girl rolled a“fter hi=w with the stick. When the king left, the girl crept
forth out of the pumpkin and followed him. In a diress of pure gold. She
danced with him the whole night and they enjoyed themselves, the two of
them. The girl was so beautiful that when she spoke, two flowers sprang
always out of her mouth. The king asks her: ‘Where are you coming from?’
She aays: ‘Me? I am from the Stick’s Castle.’ #hen she observed that
people tecame fewer, 'she sooner went home than did the king. And she alip-
ped back into the pumpkin. When the king arrived home, he took out the
pumpkin from under the bed. *§ell’, he says, ‘don’t you come out from the
pumpkin?’ and he kicks the pumpkin, He says: ‘I have danced with such a
beautiful girl and I have enjoyed myself with her the whole night,’

W#ell then, they again gave a ball; that they should go to the tall.
The boy prepared and dressed himself. And now he left tehind his hand-
kerchief, The girl again rolled after him and carried the handkerchief and
gave it tothe king. The king said to the pumpkin: “Why do you roll after
me if you don't creep forth?’ Then the girl again got ready, came out of
the pumpkin /when the king left/. She was in a pure silver dress. There
they met as before, they again enjoyed themselves together. They damced
with each other the whole night. The king did not let her out of his hands.
He asks her: ‘Where did you come from?’ ‘T am from Handkerchief’s Castle’,
she says., Well, the king was eager to know that Handkerchief's Castle;
earlier she said that she was from Stick's Castle. When the king went home,
the girl arrived home in less time. She again slipped into the pumpkin,
The king goes home and gets cut the pumpkin from under the bed, speaks to
it: ‘You don't come out of the pumpkin but still I enjoyed myself this
night with a very beautiful woman.’

/The third setting just followa./

Again a ball comes on, the kings gathered together as before. The king
again makes preparations to go to tthe ball. The king went to the ball, the
girl follows him as before. The girl was seven times more beautiful than
she had been. They again enjoyed themselves, the two of them. But the boy,
the prince said, if he meets the girl once again, he will not let her out
of his hands. The prince now followed her everywhere and watched on where
does she go. He followed her secretly everywhere. Which way did the girl
go? she went towards thelr house. He got hold of her in the gate, Now she
could not slip into the pumpkin for he grasped her hands and she couldn’t
slip into the pumpkin anymore. Then the king and the girl entered the
house toéethar. Now the king didn’t let her anymore to slip into the pump-
kin. She was beautiful, the girl was, but she became even more beautiful.
The whole house glared from her. The king told her: ‘Let us crack this
pumpkin, because if you slip into it you will never come out again.’ But
she told'him: “Don’t crack the pumpkin, for I want to go home in this pump-
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¥in to my mother; otherwise my mother will not recognize me.’

And she went home to her motner; but the king was with her, tco. She
told him, the king, to let ner slip into the pumpkin because otherwise
her mother will not recognize ner. The king told her: ‘But, dearest love
of my heart, don't remain in the pumpkin for ever!’

¥elly when they enterei the gate, the pumpkin rolled next to the
prince, When they went in front of her mother, she came out of the pump-
kin. The King said: ‘Do you know this pumpkin?' He says: ‘Nhen I came
and asked you for a pumpkin, this ia why I asked you for that pumpkin,
Wwell now, I am going to preseat your daughter tc you, that is she.’

She led a life of great poverty, she was a poor woman. The king saw
about that they should get rich. And he made a grand wedding, all the
kings were gathered there. The wedding was over. The girl said that she
would not marry him until her mother recognizes her. Their wedding was
over,

If they did not die, they are still alive,

6.
Cow sold to a crucifix

There was and wasn't a poor peasant, He had a rawboned cow. He says
that he zoes to the butcher to sell the cow. And who was the butcher? the
crucifix., W¥ell, the poor peasant took the cow and tled it to the crucifix.
Then Ba;é: “9yell, butcher, I give you this cow, ¥nen will you give me my
due money?’ says he to the crucifiy. But the wind was blowing that time
and the crucifix did like this: ‘kirta-marts.’ He said then: ‘So you will
give it to me Martsine? /’on Tuesday’/ Then I come on Tuesday.’ 50 on
Tuesday he went again. He says: ‘Butcher, I came on Tueaday,' Then it a-
~ain sounded: ‘kirts-marts.’ 'What', he says, ‘shall I come on Tuesday again?
At that time it did not zive him money again. It said to him once more:
‘kirts-marts. Now this was the third time.

‘I came again, butcher’, says he. “Will you give my due money now?’
“Kirts-marts.’ 2ut now he already had the big axe on his back. "Well,
butcher, here I an. ¥ill you give me my money now? ' ‘Kirts-marts.” ‘well’,
he says, ‘I won't come again on Tuesday.' And it says to him: “Kirts-
marts.’” ‘Are you always making me a fool that I come to you every next
Tuesday?’ ‘Kirts-marts.’ ‘¥ell, you won't fool me any longer like this, te-
cause I don't come to you any more, I knock you down’, 3ays he, And he
struck his axe into the crucifix. ‘#ell’, he says, ‘now you must pive me
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my money, butcher!’ The crucifix fell, tecause he knocked it down. And he
sees that a great amount of golden coins was there, under the cTucifrix.,
‘You see’, he says, ‘you 4id not rest till I teat you to death butcher,
and then gave me xy money. This is how far you have got, Well, now you
gave me my money.'

Then the poor peasant picked up the gold and took it home. It was so
much money that he could weigh it by bushels, He was poor and he had many
children. And he btecame rich. By that time he was already the firat man.
A1l the other peasants wondered how he tecame rich and where he got all
that much money from. He was cragy. And God gave hia all that money. And
he had many children.

/Proa the audience: ‘It 1s unfinished!” /

If he didn’t dle, he is still alive,

7.
Lead King

Theres was a king and a queen. That king saw that queen and took & 1lik-
ing for her, This was the Lead King. But he didn't know how to get near
her., And there was mnother, called Johnny. Johnny says him, he says: ‘You
see, if you want it, I bring her to you if you do what 1 say. If you have
a shop made, and in that shop be wvery strange goods, such which rarely ex-
ist.” TWell, the Lead King followed Johnny's advice. He had such a big
shop made on a galley. Well, now he had the shop made, it was ready.
Johnny bought every kind of goods; he was the chief.

They arrived to the country where the queen stayed; they went to that
country. And the radio broadcast that there are such goods in that shop
which are not expensive and are fine. Well now, when the radio broadcast
this, there went the people {n flocks; the people went to tuy the goods.
And went the queen as well, whom they awaited, They kept the queen from
leaving: it is nice here, it is nice there, till the galley departed. The
queen noticed that the galley starts, goes with her, She said to him, to
Johany she said: ‘Johnny dear! to whom do you take me now? I don't want the
Lead King anyway, to whom you take me.’ Johnny told her, to the gueen:
‘Dearest love of mine, I don't take you for him, I take you for myself
rather.” The queen said to him:‘#ell’, she says, ‘dearest love of mine,
that Lead King is a wery strong man.’ Johnny says:'Dearest love of nine,
be very careful; if you will listen to me, too, we shall be the happiest
ones.’ She says: ‘Dearest love of mine , says the queen, I will do that,”
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Johnny says to the queen: ‘His strength is in three wasps. Ask him
about where his strength is.> Well, the queen now says to the Lead King,
says to him: ‘I can see that you are a fine man; but I want to see your
strength too, what power your strength has got.” The Lead King says to
her: ‘Dearest love of mine, why do you angle for my strength, that what I
am strong from?’ He says: ‘ Dearest love of mine, be satisfied with that
I am strong.” Then Johnny says: ‘Don’t leave him alone until he tells you
where his mtrength is; say that you dreamt that he has his strength some-
where,’

Well, the Lead King asks Johnny: ¢What shall I give you now? You did
what I desired.” Then Johnny says to the Lead King, he says: ‘I don't
want anything for bringing the queen for you., Just give me that raw-boned
horse which Tolls about on the duaghill.” He says: “ What will you do with
it, Johnny?' But previously the queen told him, she told Johnny to ask
for that. The Lead King told him: ‘Shall I give it to you?’  Yes, do.’
‘Well, here it is, Johnny, I give it to you.” Now the queen says to him,
to Johnny: ‘ Johnny dear, now keep your wits about you. As you brought me
here, I want to be yours.” /Here comes that Johnny says to the queen that
he will be hers,/

Then Johnny says to the queen: 'Now I have got the horse. FProm now on
don’t leave him alone, ask him where his strength is, But ask him many
times, ask him always.” She says: ‘Dearest love of mine, I will not rest
until you tell me where your strength is.’ She says: ‘Now fling the halter
on the neck of that horse!’ The horse said to Johnny: “ Johnny, since the
Lead King happened to give me to you, listen to me carefully now for I will
tell you where his strength is. Only tell the queen that she should guest-
ion the Lead King about where his strength is.” The queen says to the Lead
King: 'Ihy don’t you tell me where your strength liea?” He says: "Well, I
tell you, dearest love of mine, where my strength lies.’ He says: Here and
here there is a bridge, there is my strength.’ The queen goes and tells
Jahhny. she says: ‘ Dearest love of mine, here and here there is a bridge,
there is his strength.’” Then the magic steed says: ‘Johnny, fling the halt-
er on my neck and sit on my back and hold the sword in your hand. When we
will arrive at a bridge, a twel ve-headed &rtson will jump out. Take care,
lest he should pull you down from my back. I will fly with you. And hold
the sword and bang him on the head.’ Johnny cut his head off.

Then Johnny goes on, now comes the third, - the second bridge. Now the
horse says to Johnny: Johnny, take care again!’ ¥hen Johnny reached the
bridge, a dragon crept forth from there and it had thirteen heads. The dra-
gon says to him: ‘ Are you that famous Johnny?' ‘Well’, says the horse,
‘chop him off now, don’t be afraid!’ This turned out right, too. He chopped
off his head. The horse says to him: 'How. Johnny, turn back, there is one
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tridge left before us. And let'’s <o to the queen: you have one more test
tefore you. After that’. says it, “you will have everything whatever the
Lead King has.’ /The horse says to him this./

Then the horse, - I mean Johnny, went back and spoke{to the queen. She
says: “Dearest love of mine, this was very well done.” ~Now inquire him,
where his strength is.” The queen said to Johnny that the Iead King told
her, he has his strength in a box, it is three wasps, ‘gsince you angle
for my strength so much, and you want to know it.” The queen says: “As
you have me brougth here, I am curious to know about your sirength where
it is.’ The Lead King told her: ‘Dearest love of mine, do you want to
know where my strength is? There it is, my strength; raise that brick.’

The queen told Johnny that at last he confessed her that he has his
strength under the brick. The horse said to him, to Johnny: ‘Don’t believe
him, because his strength is not there, But tell the queen, to ask him to
confess it frankly. That will be the real thing if he gives her his stick.
Then he will say the truth.” The queen says to him: “Dearest love of mine,
don't you really want to tell me where your strength lies?’ Well, then the
Lead King says to the queen: ‘Dearest love of mine, now I tell you at last
where my strength is. Now I can see’, says he, ‘that you love me truly,
because you so devotedly ask me where my strength lies.’> He says: ‘Here

is a stick, go there and swish with it thrice. You will see soon that there
are three wasps.’

Then the queen told Johnny that the Lead King at last confessed her
where his strength liea. ‘Dearest love of mine', says she, ‘when the three
wasps leap out, slap on them at once, so that they perish.’ Then he swish-
ed with t he stick; it was a magic stick. He killed two of the wasps, one
escaped. One wasp flew away. By now the Lead King was half-dead. The queen
says to him, to Johnny: “Now we will have one another. Now he has only one
life left.’ The horse says to him: tJohnny, fling that halter on my head
now,for now I have to fly with you. Because we've got to kill that last
wasp, too.” Now comes the third bridge. ‘Now’, says /the horse/, the
fifteen-headed dragon, that was the wasp, ... Now, Johnny, grow round as
if you were a bean and I will take you in my ear. I will fly with you now,
Well®, says it, ‘here is the bridge, don't fear anything. If we can go
through this bridge in this way, we shall knock down the fifteen-headed
dragon,” So he did, he kicked it down, because it flew after them, too.
Well, now Johnny is everything.

Then the hors: said to Johnny: “Now, Johnny, the Lead King is already
dead. Now you can have the queen. Johnny, you are past the most difficult
task, now yours is the queen.’ Then Johnny returned. He went back to the
queen’s castle. Then thes queen said to him: ‘Dearest love of mine, we have
everything now, we are together, we have one another at last. Well, dearest
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love of mine,. says the queen to him, ‘now do me a favour: take me tack
once more with the shop which you brought me by here, take me back once
more. Let me go to my mother and father to see them. After that I will re-
turn with you.’ Kow they sell out everything in the shop. He says:
‘Dearest love of mine, I would like to see my father, too. After that we
shall return.’

The kings glthered. #hen the queen went home, they celebrated their
wedding. If they did not die, they are still alive, Johnny became every-
thing. And they got rich.

a8,
Cricket

There was and wasn'’t, behind the beyond, beyond the Seven Seas, there
was a Gypey. He was quite a poor man. He had a lot of children. They had
nothing to eat, they nearly died of hunger. What to do? He went to a great
king and stole his most beautiful cow. He took it into a big forest. Next
day he announced, he was a great fortune-teller. When the king heard this,
he summoned the Gypsy and told him: ¢ Poor Gypsy! My most beautiful cow has
teen lost. I'll give you a bag of gold if you can find it.” “4h, King Your
Majesty, that’'s the least of my cares!’

The poor Gypsy had a bible. He began to thumb it. But even this was in-
versely in his hands. ‘Well, Majesty! Have the horses put to carriage and
come with me!’ They got on the coach. The poor Gypsy shammed as if he had
been a king, too. They reached the forest and entered that hovel. The king
enters the hovel and what does he see? his cow is right there. ‘Bravo, bra-
vo, long live the Gypay!' The Gypsy was given a bag of gold, he went home.

Next day he was summoned by the king. ‘children. good=-bye forever! The
king will put me to death. He surely realized I swindled him.” Well, he
went to the king. ‘What do you want, Majesty?’ ‘The most favourite silver
ring of my daughter has got lost. If you can’'t find it, your head won’t be
in its right place any more. But if you can, you'll be given three bags of
gold.” “Your Majesty, give me three days to think it over.’

Well, the first day comes. The maid enters and brings him to eat. ‘Here
you are, uncle, eat it!’ ‘Goddam. Cricket, fuck your mother, this was the
first [i.e., daxf.' She ran out. She went to the servants: ‘You know what
he's told me? He sald: Goddam, Cricket, fuck your mother, she was the first’

Next day agair he was given to eat but it was another maid then.
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‘Yere you are, uacle, eat it!’  The poor Gypsy said: *Goddam, Cricket,
fuek your mother, this was the second one.” The maid ran to tne otners:
‘He said he had alreaiy got two taen.’

The third day comes. The third maid brings him the food. The poor
Gypsy crosses himself: ‘Goddam, Cricket, fuck your mother, this was the
third one.’ 'Here you are, here you are, uncle, but don't tell anything.
Here you are the ring, but don't tell a word! Devil suck your blood!’

He got a piece of bread, put the ring in, made a tall, went up to the
window and threw it to the most bteautiful turkey. The turkey picked it up
and swallowed 1it.

Well, the king comes, ‘ poor Gypsy, can you do anythinz?’ 'Keep on
waiting a little, Majestj!‘ Now he speaks superciliously. He takes a
book and keeps on thumbing it, but it's inversely in his hands. The king
became nervous: = You poor Gypsy, it is inversely in your hands!’ “wWell,
tut what dou you think! If it were not, how could I read tetween the lines?
Your Majesty, let's bring in your most beautiful turkey.’ “What do you
want, you poor Gypsy? That's my daughter's most teautiful turkey!® ‘well,
but what do you want, Majesty? Shall the turkey be alive, or shall the
ring te found?’ ‘¥ell, you know, poor Gypsy, a hundred times rather the
ring than the turkey.’ The turkey was carried in and he split it open.
‘That's it, Majesty, here you are your daughter's ringl’

Well, the king called the coach, put three bags of gold upon it for the
Gypsy. ‘lell. poor Cypsy, that'’s your reward.” The poor Gypsy got on the
coach and left, They arrived at a bridge. At the middle of the bridge one
of the coachmen caught a cricket. He stopped: ‘Poor Gypsy! If you can't
tell me what I have gaught, I’'ll throw you into the water,” The poor Gyp-
sy said: 'Goddam. Cricket, fuck your mother!’ 'That's it, that’s it,

uncle! ’
If he hasn'% died, he is still alive,

9.
King Brunswig

There was and wasn't a king. He 2ot married. When they were btride and
bridegroom with his wife, another king declared war on him. He let him
know that if he does not make war, his palace will be turned upside down,
The king was suddenly up, he raised an army and started on his way. When
they arrived near to the magnet mountain, then the magnet mountain at-
tracted them. Now they could not move from there. As long as they had pro-
visions, they ate but afterwards they almest starved to death. There was
nothing else to do, they slaughtered tneir horses and ate them. There was
nothing to do. Only King Brunswig and his general remained alive, Then he
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spoke to his general: “This 1s the last horse. Slaughter ii and eat it teco.
Then skin its hide for a hose and sew me in.> But the general said: ‘But
king, why do you sew yourself into the hose?’ 'There is a btird; the bird
will come and take me away together with the hose.’

There comes the btird, That bird was a raven., He grasped him wi6th his
claw and took him along into the huge forest. And he put him down in his
nest for his youngs. They pulled him but could not cut through the hide,
Well then,. the hail deatroyed the grypho:'s youngs every seven years. When
it began to hail, .ing 3runswig was there in the nest, inside the hide.
While it was halling,the little gryphons crawled around him, round the
hide. King Brunswig then took the hide, tore it open with his sword and
folded the youngs in the hide. But there, the gryphon the bird-motnher came
moaning that her youngs are destroyed by the hail. But when she saw that
he hid the little ones, her youngs so that the hall should not destroy
them, the little gryphons implored her: ‘Don’t harm this man who saved our
lives. Take him down and let him go wherever he wants to go.’

Now king Brunswig almost died of hunger. He eats now wild prunes, hazel-
nuts and pears. But now he is glad that he got safely out of the magnet
mountain. King Brunswig walks in the forest. But he can’t even slesp be-
cause he 1s so full of joy. But suddenly early in the morning he sees a
large smoke. King Brunswig says: 'Oh my God, I shall perhaps meet people!’
¥hen he arrived there, what was this smoke? A dragon strusgles with 2 lion.
‘Ugh, bless me’, “ing Brunswig says, ‘what have I o see? The dragon
struggles with the lion, Ugh, heavens, whose part should I take? That ug-
ly animal is a dragon but this other looks like our dog. Be God's will, I
am going to take the side of this one, of our dog.” Then the lion jumped
behind him. And twice he said: ‘Hal’ and flied at the dragon and cut it in
twao,

Now the lion kept king Brunswig. It went to hunt hares for him. King
Brunswig made the fire, they roasted the hare and ate it. Well, king Brun-
swig managed to get out of the forest but the boiling sea was there before
him, But beyond the water he caught sight of a small house. Then he: ‘My
God, how could I get to that small house?’ But sefore him there is the
boiling water., ‘What did God cast in my te=eth? But I will 5uild a float.
On 1t I can cross the water. Heavens, whatever God did cast in my teeth I
have to build the float so that to cross the water.” Well, now he fells
tender trees with his sword, puts them on the water to have a float and
to cross the water. When the lion sees this, he tears up trees and puts
them on the water, too. King Brunswig sets them together. The lion went
to brinc him a hare. Now that the lion is not there, he pushes the float
into the water.

And so he is already more or less on the vater. But the
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lion came back and gave a roar. It stepped back and jumped on the float
so that lts fore-quarter was on the float while its hind quariers were
in the boiling water. But then :ing T-unswig realized that the lion is
well-disposed 3o h.m. But its hind quarters were singed off,

But now they have already left the boiling sea. Now he heads for the
small house, Put emakes are everywhere in “ront of him. He can’t find a
path to reach the small house. So he took his sword and cut up the
anakes. W¥hen the lion saw this, he swept them in his paw and tarew them
into the sea. Thus, they reached the small house, When they arrived
there, who did live there? the iron-nosed witch. She tells king Brun-
swig: ¢ Welcome, king Brunswig! You should be damned in your mother’s
womt! When vour mother carried you in her womb, you were already mine to
marry me. You should be daried in your mother's womb! You have killed
so many soldiers of mine!” Says king Brunswig that they were not soldiers
but snakes, Then she says him: "Well, you are in vain a king, you are still
a fool. They have been my soldiers. ¥ell then’, she says, ‘you have kil-
led so many of my soldiers, but it doesn’t matter. You have to marry me.
‘211, my husband, come and go to bed with me! Kiss me!’ says the :iron-
nosed witch to the king. But he, the poor man is afraid. He can't sleep.
“4hy’, she says af-er a while, ‘king Brunswick, te damned in your mother's
womb, woat is the matter with you? You don’t love me?> “But of course I
do love you, but I don’t know who is conming and cracking the sneath of
the sword.’ Then she explained to king Brunswick that she had a living
sword which arrived at twelve in its sheath for a fight. Well, the sheath
hung there teside the bed. And king Brunswig put his sword also teside
the bed. Then king Brunswig Zot up and took the living sword with him.
Then she told him: “You should be damned in your mother’s womb king Brun-
gwig, why are you so restless?’ ‘Surely I am restless, I don’t know
what is clicking.’ Thereupon the iron-nosed witch jumped dofwn and took
the sword out. Then she returned. But it was already king Brunswig's
sword that she carried over in the twelfth room, She returned and said:
‘fou are in vain a king, you are after all a fool. If you would have taken
that sword, you could massacre the whole world with it. PFor if you would
have ordered the sword "stab my sword!®™ it would have killed the world.?
He stocd up from the iron-nosed witeh's side and said: "Stab my sword!"
He let the sword stab until finally she told him: ‘T shall give you water
of youth but stop torturing me with the sword. Get up and go!’

King Brunswig went away. He went away together with the lion. And he
found an empty house. ‘Stab my sword him who is in the empty house!’

The devil came forward: ‘¥hat do you want to do, king Brunswig?® ‘Take me
home,” ‘I shall take you Lome within five hours.” “Stab my swori!’ He
said: ‘What is your order, king Brunswig?’ ‘Take me and my dog home.’
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€1 shall take you home within five hours,” ‘Stab my sword!’  Then came
another: ‘What is your order, king Brunswig?’' ‘Take me home within two
hours!® ‘T shall take you home togetner with your dog in three hours.’
“§ell then.' ©<Put king Brunswig, God bless you, will you recognize your
barderlan‘!’ And then he went home. He says to his wife that sne is al-
ready too old for him as he drunk from the water of youth and tecame
young tut his wife is already old. Then he says: ‘Here, my wife, you
should also drink from this small flask!’ Then his wife raised it to her
1ips and drank it. #¥hat tecame of her? A girl of fourteen. And now king
Brunswig was too old for her.

#ell, once the hour has come and king Bruswig had to die, ‘I an going
to die, well, what of {t?” But the sorrow for his sword did not let him
die. He says to his coachman: ‘You coachman, go and throw this sword into
the boiling sea.’ Then the coachman shoved the swori in tne stack and
went in. ‘Did vou throw it in?’ The coachman replied: “Yes, I did,’
€ and what happened?’ ‘The water got muddy.' Then he told him: ‘It isn’t
true, you did not throw it in. But zo now and throw it in!’ Then he
hides it in the dung-hill. He goes back. ‘Did you throw it in?’ ‘Yes, I
did. “Yell, and wnat happened?’ ‘It bubbled.’ “That isn't true, Go and
throw it into the water, into the boiling sea!” Then, for the third tine,
he threw the sword, the living sword into the btoiling sea. Then the living
sword jumped up, out of the boiling sea, up to the high heavens and fell
down with blood into the boilins sea. 7hen the coachman returned to the
king, then he already came back in tears. Then the king told him that now
I believe you that you have thrown the sword into the boiling sea. And then
the kinz died. And then he cast a spell on the sword that reckoning from
this time it should go of itself to his seventh descendant,

lo.
foman cured

++. an old Gypsy, all of them were tell-makers. The two, they were
btrothers. Well then, the two of them, the brothers, they were bell-makers,
so they together were making the bells, the two together. Two brothers
were those. One of them says: ‘Brother! Are your bells ready?’ ‘They are
ready.” ‘Well, let us set off and go to the village; let us sell the bells!
‘All right, brother; let's go, you are right.’
‘Let'e go!’

As they went to the villare, they sold all the tells. When they had
sold them, they have got a lot of money. They return home from the village,
Says he then: ‘Brother! Look at this pub! Look at this pub how nice it is
from putside! But the other brother to him:

Since they were brothers.

‘ Brother! Why are you loocking
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at it from outside, that what this pub is like. If you fet intc ine pub,
you'll see, it ts much nicer,” “God te with you, trother, you are ri?htf

mhey enter. ‘Give me a glass of rum-and-liqueur! Give ne tv?!‘ They
drank it. “Brother, I'm already drunk. But the first trother: Come now,
trother, how have you got drunk yet? You haven't been even drinking and
you've got got drunk? I'd have a word with you, prother!’ ‘wWhat a word
could I have with you?’ ‘#ell, ny son is in love with your daughter.’
“§ell, if he is love with her, brother, God be with you!’ ‘God be with you!
¥ell, let's buy a bottle of rum-and-liqueur!’ ‘Buy the ligueur, let it
made strong! Fhen we o home, we shall propose to her.” ‘God be with you,
brother, you were right, Let’s go home. #¥e've bought the trandy, let's go
home, When we'll have got home to our family: “Good day! Be healthy and
lucky all of you!® We are trothers, you have a daughter and I have a son.
Well then, brother, let's make the wedding!’ (The wedding? Shall we make
it? ¥ill your wife agree to our making the wedding?’ ‘Df course she will?
‘God bte with you, brother!’

Well, all right., They go and make the wedding. They have bought some
meat, had musicians called, they are making the wedding. When they have
made the wedding, the wedding is goine its way, nicely. Says then /when the
wedding is in full swing/ says his mother to him, to the boy: (Hy son! Take
out your -- harness the two horses to the cart! Bring a bit of grass for
the horses for the horses will die /[ of hunger /.’ The mother keeps wink-
ing at the boy., The boy realizes why his mother is winking at him: mso that
he would go and have a look, how it is, is she a wife or not.

They are going out. The boy is cutting a swath., He says to his wife:
“Bride! Cut half a swath, you too!’ And she is cutting half a swath, too.
Her groom is watching her from behind: '0, let me kiss you, your waist and
the small of your back! It is moving like that of a hare! I've zot to love
the small of your back!’ ‘God be with you!” she says then. [Laughter, the
narrator is laughing with them;? ‘God be with you! the small of your back
is moving like that of a hare! 0, with this he catches her and lays her
low, ‘!au are already mine, Your wedding has already been done, you are al-
ready mine, Wait a bit, I'1l do something to you!’ And the bride is lying
down and the groom is jumping upon her. He is taking out his tool /1lit.:
carrot/ but there is nowhere to put it. 'O, should God beat you, you have
no vulva. 0, what is the matter with you? Let's go home, the wedding is to
stop. Let's go back!’

And they are going back. But he says when they have got home /there is
music there, they are dancing, music is playing at its height, everything/.
He goes to his mother: ‘Mother, take the horses out of the shafts’, says
the boy to his mother. The mother asks the boy: ‘What have you done, my
son?’ ‘0, dear mother! Should He beat her, do away with her! I declare it
in front of you: she has no vulva.” ‘Has she no vulva?” ‘She has none.’
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€A1l right, God be with you! Hi, band! Stop! You can’t go on any more,
please, There is no wedding.’ “No wedding?’ All right. And they stop.
And the musicians are leaving far and wide, there is no wedding. 'Cause
the woman had no vulva. There is nowhere for the boy to put his penis to.
But he then: ‘Brother! Let's do it in another way.’ ‘And how to do it?’
So that you should try her once more.” ‘0, dear uncle! I've already tried
her, she has no vulva.’ ‘Has she none?’ ‘None. I am going to divorce her,’
‘God be with yau!' The wedding stops, there is no wedding. And they are
leaving. ‘¥nat is your wish? How much money shall I pay to you?’ ‘1o me ,
nothing; since you are my brother.” ‘God be with you, let’s go away.’ A4ll
right, Policemen are coming, they are all leaving.

The poor woman who has no vulva is [in the maantimq] in the willage.
She did not know what -- what had happened, what not, the woman /did not
know/ that the policemen had driven them away. And she is leaving. She is
going home, she is bound for home. The woman is now [coming/ from the
village. She meets a man on the road: ¢ Good day , unele!’ ‘Good day!’
‘Haven’t you seen the Gypsies here?’ ‘0, they have left, the policemen
have driven them away.” Putuo meam matrem! So, they have driven away my
father. Well, let me go!® All right. I am searching /sic! for: She is
searching, etc,}. I am searching, my father 1a nowhere, nor is my mother.
Then I am going to the wvillage. Well, I see a shepherd, He ie sitting in
the shade, His sheep are in the shade. His two shepherd boye are beside

him. He 18 wnistling {%he narrator whistle : cﬁc. turn the sheep, damn
you! Drive 'em here! Come, my shepherds! Come, my shepherd boy and you
too, my doga!’ The woman, the poor woman who has no vulva is going there:

‘Hey, uncle! Would you give me a match-stick, please!’ The poor Gypsy
woman is going there, she is asking the shepherd for a match. The shep-
herd is giving it, he is giving the matck to her. And she is lighting up.
When the shepherd has seen her, he is telling the woman, because the woman
was so beautiful: “0, my sister, God bless you, I do wish to fall in love
with you.’ ‘Hell. if you are an honest man, you may fall in love with me;
you may fall in love with me if you have much money.’ ‘I have so much
money that ... My money is8 put ataa.’ They sit down. They light a cigar-
ette, then they are chatting. He says to the shepherd boys, - the two or
three shepherd boys are beside them, he says to them: “Ho, turn here those
sheep, my lad, damn you!’ And he is driving them beside him to the shade.
“You sit here beside me until I come back!®> Then the shepherd and the
woman are leaving; they are going home. ‘Come home, I’11 tell you some-
thing!”> The shepherd boys are in the shade with the sheep.

And they are going home, ‘Iell, I've fallen in love with you very much.
Tell me if you are hungry or full?’ 'Listen, brother, why are you asking
me such questions whether I am hungry or full. Of course I am hungry.?
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(mp]] me then, whnat should we prepare so tnat it is reaiy as juickly as

possitle?’ ‘fmat really? ¥ell, taxe off sausaces and take off ten egcs and
sry thes, it is the gquiccest.’ ‘Sod te with you! I am trinsing,’saya tne
sh;:heré. ‘I anm Sringing them.' He 1is trinzing them, Our shepierd 1s Iry-
ing them, she however [tehaves/ lixe a lady: she is lying lin the ted and
watching the shepherd cook for ner. Sne ia golng to eat when it is ready.
¥nen 1t is ready and he is putting it on the table, onto a plate, the
shepherd, and he i{s putting it down, he is saying tc the woman: 'Zome now,
my wife!’ ‘0Oh, why are you telling me "=y wife®? Why, you have never teen
my husband, how dare you tell me "my wife®” so that I nay eat, 82 that T
may go to eat?” ‘0, forgive me,’ the shepherd save then.

fhen he has served the food, =mhe is going to eat, They have eaten, they
nave saten their £i11. ‘Thank vou, the woman tells the shepherd. “Now, I
am very thirsty, forgive me, I'®m tnirsty." 3But ne then: 'If you are
thirsty, I'll bring you something to drink, wine,' 3ut where are you btring-
ing 1t from?’ ‘Prom my cellar.’ And the shepherd sets to it, he nicks up
a demijohn and ia going to the cellar and he is tringing up two litres of
wine. And he pours it [into glasses/ on the tatle both to himself and to
this wife of his; he pours it and they are drinking. “Thank you. You have
some very good wine.’

/Rew tape./ ... my wife! I declare it in froat of you,I wouldn't have
thought that you were such a woman. God be with everybody, who has heard
such a thing that on the wvulva there 13 no hole? How le this then? Hailr 1is
there, but on the vulva there is no hole, I declare in front of you, my
trothera, forgive me! fell, how do you think that a vulva should have no
hole? ¥nerever should I put my penis?’ ‘I tell you, brother, wherever you
want to, You are the bridegroom, I am the btride,’ 'ly wifa, God te with
you, I would not have thought this.,’ “My son, go out once more!’ ‘¥here
shall I @o, my dear mother? Why, my wife has already got married.’ '#hom
has she married?’ ‘i shepherd.” ‘4 shepherd?’ A shepnerd, God be with you:

¥hen she has married the shephnerd, then, when he had fried the eggs
and the sausace and was pouring the wine: ‘W4ell, now you can do with ne
whatever you tant.' said the bridse. you can do whatever you want.’ The
shepherd ie going there, he is looking at her vulva, there is hair, every-
thing, there is no hole, He is telling her: 'lell. where ghall I put my
panis?’ ‘Damn it, where will you put {t? fherever you want it, Either you
will put it into your mother or you'll put it into me.” #ell, the shepherd
is getting up; the bride is still lying on the ted. The shepherd is getting
up, he 1s thinking to himself: ‘My God, what shall I do? ¥hat shall I do?’
The snepherd ia thinking to himsel?: ‘Iy God, there is real troutle here.’
e 18 /sittinz and/ thinking, at the tatle. He drinks another half a litre
of wine. He has drunk half a litre there, the shepherd, at the tatle, he is
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thinking there what has happened nere that on her wulva there 1s no hole,
But hair and everything is there only a hole, that is not, where to put
his penis. Then he to himself: My God! #hat have I done? The woman is
really teautiful, I've got to like her and she is smart. Only she has not
got what is needed.’

‘And wEbh is that?’ asksthe woman. ‘#hat haven’t you got? a vulva!’
the shepherd is telling her. And he keeps thinking, 'well, wait a bit, I
won’t do it in this way,” he says to himself, He is taking his razor,
stropping his razor, sharp, and is going to the woman: *¥oman, you are
cursed to that I should cut open your vulva with a razor.' ‘I don’y
know, try it! #on't it hurt?’ ‘It won't. “Cut i%!’ And he is taking his
razor and cutting her vulva, Then the shepherd sets to it and 1s lying
upon her. ¥ell, crack, bang and he f...ed her. All right. #hen he has done
it with her, that's all right, it has been done, He sits down to the
table, ‘Well, did you come off?’ /lit.: have you done your work?/ °TI did .
indeed, it was first class work, God be with you!® He sits down to the
table, asks for a litre of water. He asks for water, not for wine, for
water. And they are both drinking water, he has got tired and she has got
tired as well, because the shepherd has opened her vulva.

#ell then, it is Sunday. The woman is already doing everything. She ie
telling him: “Listen to me! What shall I cook for you?’ ‘Well, cook me some
sour soup.’ ‘A1l right. “But I am accustomed to pay a visit to the church
every Sunday, I am going to the church.’ ‘Well, if you are going to the
church, I'11 go away,” ‘¥ill you go?’ ‘I will,) ‘A1l right, go, I don’'t
need you now.’

And she is going, the woman is going. She is going, wandering to visit
her family; tecause her famlly were not that place when she became the
shepherd’s bride. And she is leaving. She is wandering, wandering there.
The shapherd says: “When you leave, I'll go to the church, Tie a tart into
a plece of linen and a pork-cheese - a ewe-cheese and go away. And visit,
visilt your relatives.’ She tied a tart and a ewe-cheese for herself and
went away. She wandered far away, she went away. She is going, looking for
her relatives, to her mother, to her father, and to her reldives.

Well, she went far away, she was already a hundred kilometres away. In
the village she sees there three men on the field. They are pasturing the
horses there. There were three of them. She is wandering along the high-
way. She says then: 'Toung man! Please, giWe me a match!’ One of them is
golng there, the bridegroom who has already been her hustand, who would
have been her husband. He is going to her: ‘I'11 give you.’ And he is
taking the matches and is giving her light. But the other one, his friend
then: ‘Brother! This one or not this one has been your wife?’ Let God

beat you and curse you, how could she have been my wife? My wife has been
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much prettier -han 4his one!’ “Oh, let Mary teat me if this has not teen
ner! So shall I live! So nelp ne!’ “God be with vou! Fas it her?’ "It was!
*4ell, lisat it!’ He is sivinz the matches and lightine [her cigarette/
and ehe is leaving: 'Stay with God!” ‘And she knows Romani too, you see!
This was your wife!? 'Hey, young woman, do you know Ronani?’ ‘Leave ne
alone, ... you Gypsy, I've nothing to do with you, go to hell!’ She is
leaving., Bur she has already recognized him that he would have teen her
future husband with whom the wedding was. And she is leaving, the bride is
leaving, she is leaving.

She is meeting a peasant woman on the road, at the corner. “ Good day
to you, young woman!’ ‘Good dayf'?ell me, please, don’t the Gypsies live
here?’ ‘Mhey live here at next corner.’ ‘Are they tell-makers?’ ‘They are
tell-makers, may I please you.' And she is going there. ‘Good day!’ And
what has been with her, a tart and two cheeses, in the bundle what she has
brought from the shepherd. ' Who will tell me fortune by cards, will get a
cheese from me!’ cOh. I am also one!’ And who was that, her mother is tel-
ling her future. ' Well, I'l1l tell her future!’ rCause the old woman did
not recognize her that her daughter was. And she is telling her fortunes.
Wwhen she has told her fortunes: ¢ Well, I’ve shuffled the cards, then cut
one!’” And she is giving the cheese then, everything, well, all right, and
she is leaving. 3ut she then: “But my sons! Mary shall beat you! Take a
piece of ... and drive her away to hell! Beat her so that she should
leave!’ But the old man: Don't do that! Don't chase her away! Leave
her alone!’

She is coming back: ° Really, my mother! Let God beat you! So much, so
much, you did not look at me? You did not see that I am your poor child?
Jell, I am your daughter.” ‘Holy Mary! Look, this is my daughter!’ “This
one?’ ‘This, Let us do the wedding again!® ‘The wedding again?’ ‘Let us do
it again!” And they are doing the wedding. As it has teen before, they are
doing the wedding again. ‘Hey, my son, go to the field and cut a swath now!
Harness the horses and go together with the bride.) And they are leaving.
When they havescome back, his mother asks him: ‘ What’s news, my son?’ 'oh.
mother! Let Mary beat you! She has got such a vulva like yours!” ‘God be
with you, my son! And will you marry her?’ °I'1l marry her, mother. She has
got such a vulva 1like yours!’

If they haven't died, they are still alive,

God be with you, brother! '
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11
Mike the Fal 1.

Once upon a time, tehind the beyond, behind the oceans, there was a
poor peasant woman, That woman had a son. She was so poor that she ate
the soles of shoes, so poor she was. ¥ell, his mother went into the vil-
lage and he stayed at home, She was just cooking twelve soles, soles of
shoes. And the boy ate one of them. His mother returned, beat him, cut
down his hand and drove him away: ‘Go out into the world,” because he had
eaten that sole.

¥ell, now the btoy left for seven times seven countries, into a great
forest., But he did not know his name. He returned to his mother: ‘Tell me,
mother, how am I called?’ ‘You are called, my son, Mike the Fairy.,” ‘¥ell,.
good-by=, adieun.’

He went behind the beyond, behind the oceans, in the evening he arrived
at a great castle, a king's palace. Who was there? The robbters. Thieves,
rotters were there, He went, opened a hundred doora. He entered the hund-
redth [Toom/. He was hungry. There it [Tood]/ was dished up for a hundred
people, He ate of this, of that, of this, he ate his fill, And he settled
under the bed.

Now those people come, those robters, thieves come. They look at the
food: ‘Ah, somebody has entered here, some stranger!’ Their chief, how-
ever, already knew that Mike the Fairy was there, that he came and ate.
Por he posseszed the strength of the world. Well then, And the chief cane,
how to tell you, he went and called him out from beneath the bed: ‘Hi,
Martin of Arms - no, Mike the Fairy, you are atronger than I am, indeed,
though I have a hundred companions with me but you are stronger., Why are
you hiding from me?’ ‘Ah,’ he says, ‘I fear you.

Well, then he went and won that castle., It was his. He went for his
mother and brought her.

Then she became the mistreas of the robber chief, his mistress she
became. And that dragon, that ogre spoke: ‘Get out of him, in what is his
strength hidden and I will kill him.’

Then Mike the Pairy, after having brought his mother, went to see the
fields. He left his mother at home. And she opened the doors in order to
see, what's the case. Mike the Fairy had cut the chief into pleces like
totacco in cigarettes, and had put him into a barrel. But his mother
opened that - that chest, and the dragon came out, he came out, Now, when
he was to return home, he spoke: “Sham illness, and he should bring you
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the - what was it? /Prom the audience: ‘The wolf, wasn't?’ / The wolf's

cub,
‘§hat's wrong, ny mother?’ ‘T am 1ll. Go and fetch me, fetch me the

wolf's cub.’

The boy went and wanted to shoot it. But he did not shoot it. ‘Here
you have my cub, take it to your mother. If she won’t eat i{t, set it
free.’ It happened like that. He set it free.

After a time she became even more ill: ‘Ah, my soa! Go,’ she said,
‘bring me the white bear, the white bear's cub, #nen I will eat of its
liver, I will recover.’ Then Mike the Fairy was up and went. ¥hen he
came and brought that thing, the bear’s cub, his mother already recovered.
‘Set it free, I've no need of it, I'm already well.’

Then she told her son: Once when I was young, I danced with your
father and I pulled a curl out of my hair and tied his thumbs up, thus
we danced,” ¥ell then, he is dancing with his mother, she pulls a hair
out and tiea his thumba. ‘Now,’ she says, ‘dragon, you may come! Do to
him what you want!’ 4And he cut him into pieces, like the cabbage he cut
him into pieces. And he put him into a haversack, into a haversack he did
put him, And put him on his horse’'s back.

And it carried him behind the beyond, behind the oceans it did carry
him. And it threw him down from the back into a small water, water of
life, strewed him into it. And he became a man again, such a man that he
got seven times more handsome than once he was,

Then he returned., 3ut the dragon already knew, he knew that the Loy is
coming, Mike the Fairy is coming. When he arrived at home, ‘Mother,” he
said, fwhat did you do? Where is your fiancé?’ ‘My son,’ she says, ‘I
don't deny it, there he is under the ted.” He pulled him out and cut him
into small pieces, He cut also his mother. But she did not die, He put
them into a cellar and went away. He went btehind the beyond.

And he married, took the king's daughter to wife. He lived /with her/
two or three months, he used to go hunting, rabbiting, he used to £o. He
went and returned and went for his mother and brought her. He healed her,

But she had a small bone with her, sharp like an awl, She made him the
bed and put that awl into it. Mike the Pairy lay down and it pierced his
heart, And he died.

Now, he had three teasts: a rabbit, a snake and a cat. Then the cat
pulled it out. And he set up on his behind. ‘Well,” he says, ‘my beasts,
you've done it well that you've waked me.,” “Indeed,” they say, ‘see what
1've taken out of your breast, out of your heart!’

Then he made up his mind and cut his mother into pieces like when to-
bacco is cut. And he took her into that cellar from where he brought her
out. He left her there forever.

And he 1s still alive if he did not die.
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12.
Mike the Fairy II.

/The first part is missing]

... I will go rabbiting.’ He went off into the wide world. He
wandered for seven years, he didn't cateh, he didn't shoot a single wild
animal. All of a sudden, he saw a pig's footmark in front of him, #ell, he
followed the footmark and found it: it was a three months old piglet. Its
hide was pure gold. He took it up, carried it home and placed 1t on the
pillow. Then, at midnight, it began to speak: “Father! Look here, have no
fear. It's I who am speaking,” it says. ‘In the morning there will be a
silver coin in the tasket. You take it to the king and ask his dmghter's
hand in marriage for me!’

¥ell, the old peasant carried the coin to the king: ®Your Majesty, I
have come here. I have a pig, allow your daughter to marry it!’ “Oh, damn
you, how did you think this? Go, drive him away, let him tear to pieces
by the dogs!’ Well, he went home. ‘Now father, what did he say?’ 'The
king said, - he let me kill by his dogs and his men.’ “Doesn’t matter.

You will go to-morrow again and carry him a basket full of gold coins.”

In the morning he went off, ‘Good morning, Najesty!’ “¥elcome, old man!’
‘But I came td ask your daughter's hand for my pig.” Azain he was driven
away by the dogs. The gold colns ran over round the court. The king pick-
ed them up. 'Jell, listen to me, o0ld man., Should you not be here to-morrow
at eight o’eclock together with your pig, be sure, you will be impaled.’

Well, day begins to break. In the morning the poor hovel changed to a
golden house, such that it was turaing round oan a cock's foot. Golden lake,
golden water were all the way up to the royal court and golden tirds were
singing in the water. Well, he went. The king's daughter was leaning out
of the window. She caught sight of the pig. “King Your Majesty, my father!
If you don't give it to me, if you don't let me marry it, I shall hang my-
self, I shall kill myself.’ Now they called the musicians, they had songs
played, they danced and the princess married the pig. She put it on a pil-
low in front of her,

At midhight, it took off the plgskin and became Mike the Fairy, the
kings®' first man. He kissed his wife and they went to bed. The iron-nosed
witch threw his skin into the oven; it burnt up. In the morning he got up
and locked for the pigskin to get into it, but he could not do it, ©Now,
Your Majesty and my dear wife, I have to go away ba’ond the glass-castle,
glass-mountain, between two clouds, to the blg mountains, in the sky, there
is my house, there you may find me if you want me to be your husband.’

e /ad v.T. p.100/



¥ell, after one day, after two days, she grew stout because she was
with child. 'lell. father, I'n going away., Here and here, in the moun-
tains, in the sky, there is my husband. I can't give birth to my children
until he puts his arma three ticzes round ny waist. fell, little Amelia
off she went into the wide world, She wandered for whole seven years till
she reached a hovel, She went inside., That was tne queen of the stars.
¥ell, she asked the stars, her children: ‘Have you ever heard of Mike the
Pairy?’ ‘No, we haven't.

In the morning she got up and wandered for whole seven years till she
reached anothef hovel, That was her sister, six hundred years old, the
mother of the Sun. ‘#ell,” she said, ‘come home Suns, my children! Have
you ever heard of Mike the Pairy?’ ‘No, we haven't,” Well, in the morn-
ing she left, She wandered farwhole seven years till she reached another
hovel. ‘Good evening, granny!' '!elcome. little Amelia! Whom are you
looking for?' ‘Mike the Pairy. Because I cannot give birth to my child un-
til he puts his arms three times round my waist.

“¥ell,’ she says, ‘birds, ravens are my children, they move about the
wide world, maybe they know it.” #ell, but soonly many of them returned
and couldn't tell anything about Mike the Pairy. Then came a limping one.
Mike the Pairy shot off the bird's foot when it skipped on the fence.

‘Do come here, dogs should drink your blood, haven't you seen Mike the
Pairy?’ ‘Dash it, he shot off my foot. "Well, you won't eat or drink
until you carry up this woman to him beyond the glass-castle, glass-moun-
tain, between two clouds, among the stars.” It carried her up and put
her down in the court.

Then she asked the queen to let her husband sleep with her in the same
room for three nights. Two nidhts he slept. He was given wine with sleep-
ing-powder in it, he slept. “Get up, Mike the Fairy, put your arms round
my waist so that I can give birth to your two sons!’ Then in the third
night the coachman overheard the conversation. ‘Well, listen to me, king!
Yhen you will be going to the dining room, food will be put before you
and wine will be also put before you. But don’t drink the wine because it
makes you fall asleep. Because here is ..,> /Pape defect/

Well then, He didn’t drink it, he poured it into his boots. He pre-
tended to be asleep. But when he went to sleep, when he pretended to be
asleep: ‘Get up, Mike the Pairy, put your arms round my waist so that I can
give birth to your sons!” Well, he did so, he embraced her. Two golden
children were born to her.

¥ell then, he locked up the room, went off, let strike the world's
drum to announce that princes, kings, barons should come. But his mother-
in-law was an iron-nosed witch. She crept in through the key-hole and cut
the throat of the children. Blood reached to the knees. They floated on
the blood. She covered the knife with blood and put it under her head.
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Then the king, ike the Palry returnsd hone with a numter of kings. The
blood came up to his knees, And he sees his two sons floating in tne midd-
le, in the blood. 'Ah, what happened here? #ho killed then?’ The iron-
nosed witch rusaed to hin at once: ‘T00k under her head! #Well,” she said,
‘the big knife is there, Certainly she cut off the neads with i1t.”  And

he 1ifted up the pillow. He found the blood-stalned knife under her head.
"Damn it, little Amelia , my wife! Why did you have %o do this and kill
your children?’ ¥ell, they took her and cut off both of her arms from the
shoulders. And they took the two boys, fastened them to her back and let
her go out into the world, She went behind the teyond 1n the wide world
and wched a larre forest,

W¥ell, when she reached a large forest and walced in the forest, whom
414 she meet? God the Almightv., But ahe hides from him because she was
aghamed teinz all naked. Trees and thorns ate off her skirt, “Ah,” he
said, "don't te afraid of me, don't feel ashamed! W#hat have you on your
tack?’ '¥ell,” she says, ‘both of my sons were killed, I bear them,' 'fell)
he says, ‘open the bundle and put them down!’ Then, at that very moment
her hands grew out again, She unpacked the two children. God the Almighty
placed their necks together and raised them from the dead. Botn were cal-
led ¥Mike the Pairy. At once a residence arose there in the great forest,
such a cantle that cinder flew day and night like water flows., fWell,
he said, ‘that is yours, Bverything that is here is yours. There are
schools, evervthing, your sons may learn.’

¥ell, she lived there five or alx years. The children have grown up,
they write. Then once Mike the Fairy says to the coachman: ‘Coachman, har-
ness the horses and drive towards the north in the great forest because
this year I haven't been yet there.’ Off he went, Well, he went rabbit-
ing, hunting all day long but didn*ﬁhoot any single hare. At last, where
did they get? there where that golden palace was. ‘0Oh, God, what is this?
T didn*t tuild here a house, how is it possible? Certalnly a great king 1=
living here.’ Well, they drove there and rang for admission. The gate
opened at once, little Amelia came tho meet him: “Well, my king, you fust
cone in!” His horses were already unharnessed and haltered in the stables,
She ushered him into a large room to eat and drink there and to have a
word with him. She recognized him, but he didn't,

Well, they went to sleep, the king in one bed and she in the other. The
coachman at the same place in another bed. Then towrds midnight one of his
hands flipped off and hu from the bed. ‘Go my @on, Mike tne Pairv,' she
aaya,' both of you go and put up your father's hand that it should not
hang! They went there, took his hand and put it up. Well, the coachnan
saw and heard all that, In the morning they harnessed the horses and start-
ed hunting. But after all they had little success and again the night over-
took them by the golden palace. fell, they went in. But the lad, his
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coachman told him: ‘At midnight let your leg hang down from the ted but
don't sleep, because the woman is your wife whose arms you have got cut.
And the two boys are those whose necks were cut off.” Well then. He let
his leg hang down from the bed. ‘Mike the Pairy, my sons! Go and put up
your father's leg. Though he has abandoned us, we should not abandon him.
¥Well, they took his leg., Then he embraced his sons, kissed them. And he
kissed also his wife at once. °‘Coachman, go, harness the horses, we are
going home!’ He seats them on the coach. But the house already disap-
peared, nothing has been left there,

He went home., But when the gate opened, the old iron-nosed witch who
cut off their thypat turned into a turkey, leaped on the coach to pick out
their eyes. ‘An rather,’ they say, ‘this is she who cut off our necks, she
killed us!’ 1In that moment he had an iron case made, let her cut into
amall pieces llke tobacco and threw her in the boiling sea. The he sum-
moned the kings, princes, barons together, to come to the great wedding
and to the great baptizing. He celebrated them at the same time. The party
lasted seventeen years,

If they did not die, they are still alive.

13,
Dead bridegroom I.

There was and waan’'t a rich peasant. He had but one daughter. Nobody
in the entire village was as teautiful as she, And she didn't have any
lover yet, All the girls had lovers, even t he poorest one. In vain the
rich girl visited balls and festivities, nobody did her deign to speak
8o that the girl felt ashamed to go to the ball, Well then, there was a
spinning room in the outskirts of the village, and the girl, too, went
to this spinning room. She went to this spinning room in the hope of
meeting somebody there, And three days passed since she has been there
in the spinning room. All of the girls had lovers in that spinning room,
only she had none. Por shame the girl went out on the street. She raised
her hands to heaven, it would be the same for her whomever God Almighty
might give her, be him a beggar, only God should bestow somebody on her
so that she should have somebody with whom- to spend the time. For she
was very ashamed before the other girls. As she entered the spinning room
and started to work, a soldier, an admirably handsome soldier entered. He
entered and approached direct that rich girl. He was so handsome that
there was no similarly handsome man in the whole factory so that all
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the workers gagzed at him. Well, he began to chat with the girl, his mist-
ress., The girl asked him, where he is living. The soldier did not answer.
He told only that he lives not far away. The girl said: ‘It 1s impos-
gible that you should live here in our our village. For I know all boys
in this wvillage, you are the only peraon whom I don't know.’ And the

rich girl goes on gquestioning the boy. She says: “wait only, I'll find

it out where do you live.” And she fastened the end of a thread at his
spur: “I'Y1 make it out where do you live.’

Well, they went on spending the time together. Now the girl did not
question the boy any more, where he is living. She was very much en-
amoured with him for he was very handsome. When time was up and they had
to leave the factory, they bid farewell to one another and started. But
the girl became anxious, who might be that soldier. Early in the morning
she got up and went to the spinning room, took up the roll of thread
and rolled i1t until she arrived at the churchyard. The girl realiged
that he is no well-disposed man because the thread led her just to the
churchyard. She spoke: ‘Now, it’'s all the same to me already, wherever
this thread leads me, I must follow its track.” And it led her into the
churchyard, to the third grave from the gate, There the end of the thread
was broken. The girl was terrified and returned home. She did not work
any more in the spinning room for she got frightened.

The boy went to the spinning room and did not find the girl in the
whole house. Then he went away, then the soldier returned home to his
place., Next evening the soldier went again to the spinning room. And
again he could not find the girl in the whole house. The third evening
the soldier went again to the spinning room. Where to go for him, for the
soldier, since he did not find the girl in the spinning room? He con-
tinued his road to her house. He knocked at the girl's window. The girl
asks: ‘Who are }ou?’ /She d1d ask him through the window/ The soldier
announced that it is him. And he asked the girl: ‘Why did you not come
into the spinning room? Your father will diet’ The girl said only:
“After my death I will tell it, but I don't tell it to a living person.’
#ell, next evening he went again to the girl's window. Again he asked
the girl: “Tell me, why did you not come into the spinning room? Your
mother will die!” The girl said only: After my death I will tell it but
I don’t tell it to a living person.’

But now the girl bid all her relatives not to bury her in the church-
yard if she should die. And they should not carry her out over the door-
step of the room, neither over the threshold of the gate. They should dig
{a hole] under the threshold of the room and of the kitchen, there they
should carry her out under the threshold.

The third evening, again to the window of the girl. He says to the girl:
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“Why did you not come into the spinaning room? [&all it, atnerwisq] you
shall also die!’ The girl said only: “After ny death I will tell it but
I don't tell it to a living person.’knd she died. When she died, she was
buried as she had ordered, so she was buried, She was buried in the ditch
of the churchyard.

After her burial the soldier went to ner house, He asked the tareshold
of the room, where the girl was carried out. The threshold of the roonm
answered him that °I have no knowledge of the girl.” He went to the
door of the kitchen, asked: ‘Tell me, threshold, where was the girl car-
ried out?’ The threshold said, ‘I 4aid not get any knowledge of the girl’
He went also to the threshold of the gate and asked there the same. It
answered him the same, ‘I did not get any knowledge of where the girl
is.” Now the boy goes to the churchyard gate: ‘Tell me, gate, when
was the girl carried through you?’ There the gate said the same, ‘I
did not get any knowledge of the girl.' The scldier ceased golng after
the girl.

But where the girl was buried, a beautiful flower sprouted. The young
count took a drive near the churchyard. WFhen they were driving by the
churchyard, they got a whiff of the flower. The count says to the coach-
man, °What's that sweet smell on you?’ The coachman says, ‘I have no
smell on me.” They drove on., But the smell assailed the count so much
that he was unable to continue on his way out of the fragrance. At last,
they stopped and he searched the coachman. Even his shawl and handker-
chief wre smelt by the count. They drove on, Suddenly the count catches
sight of a beautiful flower blooming by the churchyard. When they arrived
there, he sald to the coachman: ‘Coachman, go, pluck this flower.’ The
coachman says, ‘I cannot pluck it.” The coachman tried to pick it even
with the handkerchief but he couldn’t do it. He says, 'Your Majesty, I
am unable to pleck thias flower.” What to do, the king got off the coach
and took his handkerchief. As soon as he touched the 'flower with the
handkerchief, it was drawn ocut of itself. The coachman was stricken with
wonder. Well, they drove back and put it into a glass, into water so that
it should not wither.

But after they had eaten their dinner and went to bed after dinner,
suddenly the flower stepped out of the glass, The girl was hungry and
searched for food. But in the meantime, there was in the corner the Cin-
derella [i. e., the atoke:}. He had three eyes. Now the stoker sees that
a beautiful girl rises from the glass and searches for food. When the girl
did not find anything to eat, she said: ‘Though a king, he has not a
single bread-crust on his table.’ And she returned to her place in the
glass.

In the morning the king gets up. The Cinderella said to him: ‘Your
Majesty, the flower you d4id bring is no flower, It ia such a beautiful
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girl that your eyes hardly have seen similar one. Let bake tasty caxes
and let fry meat and put them on the table for the girl. Then you will
see her. Por she said that though a king, you have nothing on your table
to eat.” Then the king =aid to the Cinderella: ‘If this will prove un-
true, decapitation will be your lot.” The Cinderella sald, “If this will
prove untrue, you may do with me what you want,”

When they have eaten their dinner, the king went to bed and pretended
to be asleep. The girl thought that they sleep and went out of the glass.
When the king saw her, shivers overtook him so beautiful she was. When she
sat down to the table and finished eating and drinking, she rose from the
table so that to return to her proper place. Then he took the table-
cloth and caught hold of the girl. When he caught hold of the girl, he
immediately kissed her. The girl says to the count, “Let me go, King
Your Majesty!" The king says, ‘BJ no means I will let you drop of my
hands, You must be mine!' Thus, the girl did not return into her glass.
And two sona were born to them.

Pormerly the count steadily went out for amusement. The girl married
him on condition that he would not force her to go into soclety. The king
agrged and did not take her to parties and companies. But the king was
always mocked by hie friends that he never invites his wife to parties
or companies, The king was very ashamed. He constantly suggested her wife
to be weﬁdcd. But the woman did not dare to do it. The king pressed her
wife for wedding. Then the girl said to her husband that she would go to
wedding in case he would build a bridge from the house to the chureh,
on which there would be room only for one. And they would make made such
garments for her that if somebody would touch them, they should stick at
his hands.

The king made built the bridge and made the garmenta. When they en-
tered the church for wedding, the soldier was standing there behind the
door. When the girl entered the church, the soldier did not recognize her.
Neither was the girl aware of him. It happened that the soldier did not
recognize her because she stood with her back to him. While the girl was
leaving the church and found herself face to face with the soldier, he
recognized her. When the aoldier intended to grasp the girl, her garments
stuck at his hands, The girl shrieked in a shrill voice at the sight of
the soldier and took to flight. She did not stop till she arrived at home.
And she shut the door behind her. The soldier followed her. When he arriv-
ed there, he said to the girl: ‘Let me go in.” The girl said, °I won’t
let you come in.” The soldier asked: ‘lhy did you not come into the spin-
ning room? Come, otherwise your children will die.’ She said, 'After my
death I will tell it but I don’t tell it to a living person. The soldier
took his stand near the window. The two babies died. The girl burst into
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lamenta tefore her dead children, that she was the richest girl in that
village and she felt ashamed for even the poorest girls have had lovers
only she had none. #hat to do, she went to the spinning room hoping to
meet somebody. And she met a soldier. She asked him, “Where do you live?’
He said only that not far from you. Then she fastened a thread at his
spur. In the morning she got up, went to the apinning room and picked
up the roll of thread. She rolled 1t, she rolled it and the thread led
her into the churchyard, to the third grave. There the thread was broken.
The girl never more dared to go to the spinning room. Maybe, the end of
that thread is still on his spur.” The soldier says: “You girl, did this
matter take place in the way you have narrated now?’ The girl says: “In
this way, as I have told now. Therefor I didn’t go to the spinning room.”
Then the soldier said: ‘If it was like that, your father and your mother
and your two children should rise again.’

Then they continued to live their life.

14.
How did the Gypsies live in olden times?

Well, brother, you came over to me that I should speak you of the
old-time Gypsies, how they have lived. Well, listen to me, brother, you
see, I am already ninety-seven years old. Thus, I was not born yesterday.
Because, how do I tell you, sixty years ago I have been a young little
chap when old Gypsies have lived a happy life, and how! Who among them
were such that they didn’t have either a cart or a horse, those carried
across their necks everything they had in a bundle and so they went on
foot from village to village. So they lived. But there were those true-
born Gypsies who went by carts, horses. They put the horses to carriage,
the children and the wife got on it, three-four men, ane after the other,
three-four carts and they went, brother, from wvillage to village, They
reached the skirts of a village, they stopped in front of the inn or in
front of the shop, or on the roadside or they halted on the meadow, the
women set out, they made bundles of their blankets and went ito the vil-
lage to atroll. They brought this and that, how God did favour them, some
of them brought dried meat, sausage, money, this and that. One of them
took along three-four potatoes, once also tow hens, flour, this and that,
they arrived, cooked. They cooked, ate, the men watered the horses, drove
on. They went, one of the men apoke to the other: “You see, pal, here and
here in this town, in this village there will be a market on Monday, a
horse-market. Let us go that way, pal, maybe we shall have luck, God will
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help us.” Then the other also said: ‘Let us go, pal, let us go, let us
see, maybe God will send us some luck.’ They climbed into the cart,
drove on, it happened that night overtook them by the roadside. Then the
poor Cypsies walked on so long, they drove on slowly till they reached
such a place where they could spend the night. They unharnessed, tied up
the horses, the women made the beds besides the carts. Some of them slept
in the carts. Who had more children, got down together with the children
bteside the cart, next to their horses, made the beds for themselves,
turned in. In the morning the men got up at three-four o' clock, the old
men, They made big fires, waited till the children awake, washed, made
preparations, harnessed, drove on. They reached the village, stopped in
front of the inn. ‘Well, come here!’ they drank two or three glasses of
trandy, the women went to the village to have a look around, this and that,
then they drove out at the other end of the village, they loaded themsel-
ves up from here and there, provender also for the horses, they stopped,
the women went, cooked, cooked, the horses ate, too, they harnessed and
slowly drove on. They arrived, went to the market, to the horse-market,
stopped, unharnessed. Then the men spoke to the women, to their wives that
“Go away from here with the children so that the peasants should not see
that we are Gypsies. Maybe that peasant will sooner speak to the man if
he does not see the lot of chlildren and the [ﬁypax] women. Because where
there is a Gypsy woman with a full skirt, then nothing goes well. Then the
peasant says that these here are Gypsies, let us go away for no bargain
can be made with Gypsies and they have bad horses. Then some of the men
succeeded in selling for three-four thousand, for six, seven, it depends,
what horses they had. Then one of the men spoke to the other: ‘Let us go,
I succeeded in selling it, Mary help us, your money should be blessed!’
They went, drank, did this and that as needed. They harnessed, drove round
through the villages homewards, slowly. When they reached home, each of
them had three-four sackful of potatoes, two or three sackful of corns
for the horses, beana, eggs which thelr wives brought from the village,
bacon, dried meat, whatever they [Eould utea;?. a lot of feathers, this
and that. Well, so did Gypsies live in olden times. Yes, some fifty years
ago,I also know it as I also went along with my father and it happened
that my mother got three, four, six eggs, she told fortune or filched
them. She came and recounted it to my father. Then my father approached
the men, they went inside the inn. ‘Come along, boys, what do you drink?’
My father ordered them three-four glasses of brandy or beer, whatever
they wanted to drink, wine. Then my father gently told them: ‘Boys, Mary
help you, forgive me, my wife took away two or three pennies. I ask you,
who will not drive on, will not come with us and will meet some distress,
should not blame us for I have forewarned you.” Then the Gypaie4a31d=
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“God bless you uncle, you are right indeed.’ They climbed into the cart
and drove on three-four villages farther so that nobody should find traces
of them. So did old-time Gypsies live.

Alas, since this world turned over, Gypsies cannot live so. Could
Gypeies live like this, well, in this regime, too, Gypsies would be the
happieat ind the world. They would have no worries, in the morning they
would harness, from one village to the other, they would have every day
what to eat, what to drink. Because women would saunter along, steal,
read fortune. go begging. They always had so much that they could eat and
drink every day, Brother, old-time Gypsiea lived like kings.

But nowadays if somebody wants to do this, he gets in prison. For
nowadays such is the way of the world that the Gypsy has to sustain his
wife and children as does the gajo. He has to earn his living and every-
thing which is needed by his family by the sweat of his brow. This is why
I tell you, brother, that old-time Gypsies were lords as compared with
present-day Cypsies, because they lived like princes. At that time, old-
time Gypsiea stopped at the skirt of the forest or at the foot of the
vineyards or at a farm. One of them spoke to the other: .Pal. while the
somen traverse two-three houses, let us go into the foreast to look for
two-three hedgehogs.” O0Off went the men, brought three or four hedgehogs,
it depends. They gave one to this woman and to that one, too, who had no
husbtands there. Because widows were also going with them; old women to
find something in the villages, this and that, a little amount of feathers,
a bit of food, this and that, what they gathered in for themselves for
winter. Because in winter Gypsies were staying home because from spring
to cold autumn their wives gathered in everything what they needed for
winter. Pood too, money too, they had also this End that, feathers that
was aleso what Gypsies needed for t he winter. They had all kinds of things
both for their horsee and for themselves. So did Gypsies live in olden
times.

Brother, if Gypsiea could live like this in present world, they would
not change their lives, not even with the kings. For they would harness
the horse, their children and their wives would climb into the carts and
they would drive on, Three or four potatoes would fall into their hands in
this village and in the other village. Gypsies would live on it even to-
day. But the authorities do not allow it, the law does not allow it that
Gypeies should live like the old-time Gypsies did in that other world.
Then, if they did work, they did work, the authorities did not bother about
it; if they did not work, the authorities did not mind it. But now, broth-
er, times are different. Now the Gypsy must earn his living by the sweat
of his brow for his children and his wife just like the peasant, whether
he likes 1t or not. Por nowadays, if he refuses to earn livelfhood for
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himself and for His children [ﬁy worg? as the 5319 does, then sooner or
later he will be anriaaned. And when a father of three or four children
gets in prison, that is hard enough for the mother and also for the fa-
ther. Por his mind in prison is bent on his children that, “you see my
God, did my children eat today or not? The woman also meditates: ‘You
see, my God, where from should I take two or three forinte because my hus-
band is in prison, there is nobody here to work, nobody to earn money for
the children. Where from shall I met the money for one kilogram of bread,
two kilograms of potatoes, to cook them momething so that my children
should not starve to death. For I cannot go stealing and bagging because
thew . shall te also put in prison, my husband is in there, sc my family
will perish,” Therefore, brother, I tell you that old-time Gypsies in
comparison with Cypsies of today, in this world and in that world --
then the Gypsles lived as lords. Nowadays the authorities say that Gyp-
sies should live in this world tha same as gaje do because they must earn
their living by the sweat of their brow, the Gypsies have to keep their
family {33 work/) just like the gaje.

[A woman continues:/ Listen brother what I will tell you. Nowadays
it is not so that everybody works because nowadays there are such ones
who follow up the drunken gaje. This morning we set off, dear btrother, I
did not steal anything, nog_zqéingla penny, my children should die if it
was not for one kilogram of bread and for two kilograms of potatoes that
I have taken away that money. Today, the whole blessed day women quarreled
with each other, today women brawled with each other. The policemen came,
we ran away from here and ran away from there. Nowadaye timea are differ-
ent, my btrother. Portune-telling is not always possible. Now, if one does
not steal, one does not eat. But certainly, if my husband would work, then
he may think /? I may think?/ of this, too. Well, I don’t go after the
drunken gaje, I make my living of what my husband works for.

15.
Preparations for wedding

lIell, listen to me, woman! It 1is you to whom I do apeakt' 'Iell.
what are you speaking?’ ‘My son is going to marry your daughter.’ ‘Yes.’
“What shall we do now?’ ‘While there is no money, what can I do?’ 'Damn it,
sister, you have savings.” ‘Oh, this is not for the wedding.’ ‘But what
are we going to do then? What shall we let to do?" ‘They should work and
earn money.’ ‘But we cannot put off the wedding so long. ‘T111 the next
month.’ ‘Ti11 the tenth?’ ‘But of course!’ ‘Or shall we wait till the
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2iftaenth? ‘711l tha twentista.) ‘e shall wait till the twen
why do you try %o nide the aoney taat is put asiia?’ 0, I 1id not save
that money for the welliag, it is the price of oy calf,” fes, but vour
asn said, that's for the weiiinzf ‘Ah, that is not for him.’ ‘?hen. sis-
ter, don’'t maxe a fool of ay son.’ ‘I don't lead hin astray, fasten him 0
your skirt!’ ‘But he iz in love with your daughter. ‘I he is in love with
her, he should bear the costs, ‘ut if ae elopes with n~er, what can you do
then?’ ‘She will not elope.” ‘Do you think ne will look with folded arms
$i11 somebody carries...® ... she is not such a girl? ‘If you will for-
bid her to aee my 3on, then ...’ ‘I don't forbid it; if he wants to narry,
he has to cover the expenses. Should I give nim a wife and should also ar-
range the wedting?' 'But I am poor, I have not so much moneyf 'He has to
deposit as much money as I do if he wants to marry. ‘mhen I shall also de-
posit four thousands, you should also deposit four.? 'They will make their
four thousands, you should make the same.) ‘I have already deposited.'
‘1 snit you have!’ ‘I certainly have. I didn't show it because you want
that he atducts vour daughter.” “He will not atduct ner.” ‘Then lay down
the money, so we may hold the wedding.” ‘... she will not be atducted.’
‘mell me, what shall we buy for the wedding?’ “Ye shall buy something so
much we can get out of the money.' ‘Do you buy a pig or shall we buy
aheep?” ‘I shall buy the saue as you will.! °I shall buy two sheep.” ‘For
me, one is enough for I have no guaats.‘ ‘I've a 1ot of them, many broth-
ers, many relatives. RN -3 | many ... “Ivve many of them, very many
brothers.” ‘I have not so many zuesta.’ ‘1 shall buy two sheep.,) ‘I shall
buy fifteen hens and one sheep, and enough, ‘103 buy thirty hens, a pig.
*You have many relatives,’ ‘I'm a rich woman, indeed. You have to make the
wedding as I tell you. If not, then it will not do!” ‘But you will zet a
daughter-in-law, you have to cover the expenses; when I will get one, I
shall also do it? ‘I give your daughter a brave young man.’ ‘1 give a
fine girl and not a saucy wife,’ ‘I give a brave lad who works and makes
your daughter rich. “He doesn’t sarn for me!’ ‘... and bezets children.’
‘He will earn for you, not for me.” ‘No, for his wife.” ‘For you, not for
me.” “...and will beget children.’ ‘He will earn for you, he will not make
money for me. 'Certalnly he will make money. He will get children to her
and will earn monev for her, ‘Her children will starve to death by him,’
‘I'm golng to sing that song, sister, when the junketing will be...’
‘Which one?” ‘Which one? Do you want to know i1t? ‘Of course.’ ‘I'll sing
this song:

Just wait, brothers, let me drink my beer,

I shall drink my beer and tell my word.

Excuse me, brothers, let me drink my beer.

Pay for it that they should not be angry with us,

Por I will amuse myself with my true brothers.
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Pay the money, JoZzo, for Poatjo will pay it back.

Por Jo2o will order and Pontjo will pay

And we will amuse ourselves in this company.
¥ell then, woman, Maej will be the first bridesman.’ ‘But we then...’
I make the wedding on condition that MaGej will be the first bridesman.
‘well, so be it!’ ‘Buy him nice ribbons, a bouquet, white shirt should be
on him.! ‘A curved stick. My son has already a festive flask, too.’
‘phat, that...” ... I'1l buy for my bridesman.’ /The boy interrupts:
That's me!/ ‘Will you be the girl's tridesman? ‘No.® ‘The lad’'s?’ ‘The
1ad’s.’ ‘¥ell then. ‘I am not entitled to it, you are for it.) ‘But I
have already one, my son has a festive flask, I will decorate it. Be hap-
py and healthy, boys!’ ‘But if you will be wicked, I shall ..." “We shall
be the same as you will be. ‘But I tell you, should you be bad ... for
I am going to beat the boy. ‘And if you will not give my son to eat and
to drink...” ‘... or I shall beat my son-in-law if he will beat my daugh-
ter.) ‘Well, your daughter should not be a whore! But if she will be a
whore, I'11 give her hell for that!’ “Phen my daughter will come home, I
can marry her...’ ‘What will you do with her?’ ‘I shall marry her to some-
body else.) ‘She will be married, my son will teget children with her.’
€... I shall marry her to somebody else.’ “She will be already a married
woman.” ‘... I shall marry her to somebody else.’ ‘But my son will also
find another girl.’ ‘She will aleo find a lad easily.' ‘You will see how
decent my son will be.? "Maybe he is decent to you.’ ‘No; he will be de-
cent also to...” ‘... and will not be decent to...” ‘When your daughter
will be decent, he will be decent, too. ‘Well, it will all come out.’

le6.
Women's heart-to-heart talk

There was and wasn’t, behind the beyond, beyond the sea, a POOT man
and a poor woman. But that poor woman and that poor man had so many child-
ren that they were at a loss, what to do with them. The miserable man
would go to work to earn his and his children’s living, that they should
have what to eat, that he could buy clothes for them, but the poor man
couldn’t get on. His poor wife went into the village to make a tour but
hardly she has brought a basketful of bread, they immediately run out of
1t because a lot of children were there, she did not know what to do with
the children. Her husband says to her: ‘It doesn’t matter, my old silly
wife. I will go to the gaje to plaster. Maybe he will give me a hundred
forint and I shall buy bread for the children to eat.’ ‘?all, my dear
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fool. But btring the money home and don’take it to the inn and drink -

it away. Because I am going to perish without a penny with so many child-
ren and there is nothing for them to eat. You may see, we are unclothed,
barefooted, winter is coming on them, there is no money, all of them will
perish without food or drink.’ &m. I shall by no means waste it /= the
moao;}, my dear beautiful wife, how do you think it, when we have so ma-
ny children round our neck, that I shall waste the money? T don't go to
the inn. Maybe Pontjo, this only Gypsy .will order me half a decilitre of
brandy and I shall drink it. Some day when I shall have money, I shall
order him.> “Don’t go, my husband, to [hccept? the drink of other! Go,
do some miserable work for yourself! Take your scythe and cut lucern for
the peasant and you will earn so much that we shall have what to eat.’
“But my wife, if the Gypsiea will catch sight of me thereabouts, they will
but call me to the inn, that I should drink half a decilitre of brandy.’
‘Oh, pox on you, bump your head, you are always speaking like this! Do
you earn only to stuff yourself and not for my my children? But that’s it,
they are naked, we are barefooted, we have nothing to eat! How can you go
to the inn? To make the Gypsies drink there! And they laugh at you! You
hardly earn two-three pennies and at once you leave it in the inn that
Rosie should have money! She should be hanged, God damn you! If he earns
much, he does the same as PontJo. As soon as he earns it, he takes every-
thing to the inn. His children are again unclothed, barefooted.” -—

*0h dear! Yes, you always say that I am rich and I am such and such.
But you have a horse, a cart, two houses, cattle too! I have even more
children than you and I still have all kinds of things, hundred geese,
ten pigs, cows, sheep., What do you think? We can manage with my income.’
“oh Violet, your husband does not beat you for you are a young woman but
my husband, you see, is old and my old, sick husband believes that I spend
his money.’ llell. he may beat me even more than he beats you, Raji, be-
cause I am a young woman and he thinks that the old peasant knocks me up
for it {; for the moneg} if I don't glve him an account of it. Because he
by no means does believe me that I bought food for the geese.’ ‘Not at
all, sister Violet, your husband is good...’

[New tape.] %.. let me get drunk and I go home.’ ‘And if he beats you
afterwards, sister?’ ‘well, it’s all right, he beats me, well, and Charles
does not beat you? Charles will beat you, too. You also take away a hund-
red forint in secret, he will not notice it. Then it's all right, I shall
tell that... ana we shall steal a hundred forint and drink it away. Raji,
snatch my pin.’ ‘well done, Violet, you always do it so cleverly, shiftly,
1t is a perfect scream.” [Pause./ ‘... we shall hide the money.' ‘He
didn*t tell me that I should hide it but to buy a horse and a cart.” ‘We
may steal a hundred forint from him and go to the inn, drink it away for
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ourselves.” ‘It?s all but what if ne finds out?’ ‘4e will not find out,
don't be afraid of him. ‘And if my husband returns and teats us? He
will not teat you. I have stolen a hundred forint from Sandy, let us drink,
Raji! Well, all tne women do so, they eat and drink btravely and their hus-
tande dc not beat them, We may do it too, we shall go and have a drink
here next to us in the inn, Afterwards we shall start out, we go to the
market, take our baskets and go to buy food tomato, red pepper, bread,
beans, peas, we shall cook, sit down, eat, drink.” ‘And our husbands will
return and will beat us madly! They return drunken and it will be chut-
chut for us, They will thrash us soundly, and then, what will we do?’
“8in-« we married, since we gave our ... /?/, the we have to stand 1t. If
he got you children, Raji, then he has to keep them, Charles has to give
them to eat. Rosie worked there in the inn for three years, Raji; he ate
and drank with her, so you should eat and drink, too. Let's go, let’s eat,
let's drink! All risht you don't lie him, tecause you are afraid of him.
Because I am young and you are old. Well, but you may also live with him,
vyou may also sleep with him just the same as I do it, because you are
young, too. You are forty-... vears old and I am thirty-five. And he te=-
lieves that I make love with the peasants. But he does not keep an eve on
you. But I am young and he thinks that they love me, then he returns home
and thrashes me soundly; I for myself spoil my life. Where can I go then
with my children? My mother won't give me lodging with such a lot of
children, What shall I do with them? To go out into the world, to gad
about in the wide world? I can’t go ... ‘Well then, in vain he keeps me.
And if he has another woman,,. if he i3 in love with her and says that she
is better than I am, he suddenly is up and leaves me behind., But isn’t
1t...> ‘Don't be afraid, he doesn't leave you...’ ‘But no: and should I
trick out a hundred forint of something /?/, he sees that I didn't buy
fodder. Then he says: "Where did you put the money?"‘YOu have bought fod-
der for the geese.” 'Oh, then he looks in the hen-house and doesn't see
the fodder...” ‘You are rich,” ‘Yes, I am, that’s all right.) “You have
much money.’ ‘“#ho has much money? I have a hundred geese and ten pigs, is
this richness?’ ‘... to hide the money.’ “You may also hide a hundred
forint and we are going to the inn! ‘Things are easy for you, Raji, for
you have adult ;LilJrcn, they earn a lot of hundred forints for you, much
money. But all my children are young, who will earn for me? My old husband
earns for me. I am glad that I am living at all with so many children,
Where from shall I take the money? And I am sick; where should I go with
my sore feet? If I go begging, which of the peasants will give me to eat?
The peasant women will drive me away. They tell me, you are strong, you
can work, earn for yourself, Well, it is easy for you to talk like this.”
‘Well, but we can't do it that we steal the money from our husbande,
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tecause if he comes back, he will beat us for it, tecause he says taat tze
0ld peasant made love with me.” ‘He will not be such a fool to teat you
for it.” 'But you may hide it from Sandy.” ‘I can’t hide it from Sandy
tecause he watches on ... he arrives home at about seven o’clock, eight
o'clock, ten o' clock.” ‘Don't bte afraid, he will fail to notice it. Let's
go, let's drink, let”s get drunk, we shall turn his head, we shall maxe a
fool of him, we shall sing a song for him,”! ‘Which song will you sing nim?'
“#e are going to sing him: "Now, now, now, in the middle of the inn /Rhe
audience, in unisongf I do revel in the wvillage inn." Then he gets con=-
fusei and asks us ..,” ‘But his favourite song is not this but:

Violet disappeared two days ago,

I search her, I search her - my God, we shall not pop off! -
and the shades of night were falling,.

Come home, Violet, don't leave your children behind,

Don’t leave your children to the hearth of strangers.

I don’t go back, no, no, for I have a bad life,

My life is bad, I have no happiness.

My life is bad with the foolish Gypsies,

But I shall have a gajo for husband, I shall not be bad any more.

He searches already for my...

¥ho brought me up, my God.

Mother, you brought me up but you didn*t give me brains,

#hat for did you bring me up...

I am going away, mother, to a remote country, my God,

¥here, mother, nobody xnows me.

Violet, Violet, my wife, I shall te =illed by

Por your sake, Violet, my black wife.

Don't be afraid, my hustand, I shall never leave you,

I shall never leave you because I love you.

17
Love 1ike salt

I shall tell you a tale. There was and wasn’t a king. That king had
three sons, Or rather, three daughters, But the old king was eo o0ld that
he was an extremely old man. He had a desire. That was his desire, he said
it to his daughters, he summoned them into his room and told the eldest
daughter: ‘Well, my daughter! I'll tell you, I'1ll bestow my entire kingdom
on her who loves me most of all,” He called in his eldest daughter:
‘Daughter, how do you love me?' The eldest daughter entered her father's
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room and said: 'Well, Dad, I love you so like people do love each other.’

The king agreed with his daughter. He called in his mecond daughter.
He let her come: ‘Well, daughter, and you? How do you love ne?' ‘Well,
Dad, I love you so like doves do love each other when they eat from each
other’s bill.” ‘A1l right, daughter; call in my youngest daughter.’

The youngest girl entered the room. ‘Iell. sonny, how do you love me?
I will give you my whole kingdom. My whole fortune I have, I'll give you
everything.' ‘%ell father, I love you so like people do love salt.” ‘Oh
daughter, you are joking and ridiculing me: like people the salt! Get out
from here, I don’t want to see you again in my castle and even in my
cave /!/, within the boundaries of my country.” His youngest daughter
said: “Dad! I love you so like people do love salt.’ ‘You still tell it
sgaln?‘ he saya. ‘Get out from here, daughter, I don't want to see you
any more in my country, in my cave!’

off she went. She dressed, set out, went to several countries, to
several forests; what is she to do? Once night overtook her. She sights a
great, immense forest. ‘God Almighty, have mercy on me! I'm going there.
She sees a lamplight, She approachea it, sees: a lamp flickera. The girl
went there but she did not enter, she only slept beside the ... Well,
there was a foreign king who went hunting, rabtiting in his great, im-
mense forest every night, every day. Well, what happens, he catches sight
of a shadow. But the girl was naked, she already became so tattered that
she covered her up with her hair, The lad set eyes on her body. He says:
‘Are you an old woman, be my mother. Are you a young woman, be my sister.
But if you are suitable for me, be my wife for my lifetime.” But the
woman was very much ashamed for she was completely naked. [?rnm the audi-
ence: Her p... was seen./ She covered with her hair [from the audience:
She covered her p...; laughter/ herself. ‘I say you once azain, my
sweetheart, my beloved, if you are an old woman, be my mother; if you are
of middle age, be my sister; if you are a match for me, be my wife for my
lifetime. Don’t move: if you make a move, I shall kill you to death /1/
with my gun.” But the tree was very old, unspeakably old. It was three
metres wide, a hundred metres wide /!/. Arms could not be put around it,
The woman has a look from behind the tree on one side and when the king
caught sight of the woman, he became seventy seven times mad for her. He
took her by the hand, he dida’'t say a word, took her home in his castle.

One week, two weeks, three weeks. One day, two daye. One year, two
years, three years. One year was like one day; two days were like two
years; three deays were like three years. They already had two lovely
children. He didn't ask his wife where is she from, where did she come
from, whose daughter she is or where did she spring of. Already three
years, three days [ilspaaq]. ‘My sweetheart, my wife, at last I have to
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tell you my opinion and you should tell me your opinion J!1/, where did you
come from, where did you spring of and after all, which country did you
come from.’ ﬁh. my sweetheart! Should I tell it to you, it would be hard
put /?/ for you or for me.” °‘Tell me, my wife, my sweetheart! We, after
all, have two lovely children, a bov and a girl, they play with [koldeq]
apples, you are my wife, Tell me, how life treated you, I shall also tell
you my life.’

‘Well, my sweetheart, I shall tell you what bfell me /? how did you
come me acroas?/. We were three girls, All the three of us were sisters,
full sisters. Our father was very old. It was his desire /[to know/, who
loves him most of all in the world, elther we or other. And he let us
come into his castle, Well, the eldest girl, our eldest sister, went to
my father and said to her father: "Dad, I love you so like people love
each other." He let come my second sister. My second sister said: "Dad,

I love you 80 like doves love each other, they eat from each other’'s bil11?7’
'Iell, and you, my wife, what did you say?’ ‘ly aweetheart, I told my fa-
ther, I love him so like people love salt.” ‘Did you?’ ‘Yes. ‘'That does
not matter, my wife. I am going to invite your father to supper and we
shall see, who was right.! ‘That's right, my sweetmart, my husband.’

The young king announced with song and chime abroad in other countries
that foreigners should come to the king for supper or for dinner, that
they should eat with him, everybody, the poor and the rich, lords, counts,
princes, it makes no difference there with him, they should eat with him.
The young king sent a message also to his father-in-law that he should al-
8o come for a supper, that he should eat at one table with his son-in-law
or rather- er- flaughter; with egghaais;7 with the king.

%ell, one day, two days, a long time. “Such a young king has never in-
vited me; on the contrary, I had better invite him. I pardon him, I’1l go
to him for a supper. If it is so, I'm going to him for supper, I shall
see, what kind of a man he is, what kind of a king.’

The 0ld king goes to the young king. ‘Good day, youngster!’ 'welcome.
unele!’ ‘Ycung man, I have heard tisa jou.invitad me, you sent for me
that I should ezt a supper or’a'hinner with you at your table. Well, I
didn’t live to see such a thing, young man, that I ehould wvisit such a
young king for dinner or for “NUPDO®™='Oho, uncle, that doesn’t matter.
You will eat now with me, you will have dinner with me, Pastry, chicken,
pork, everything what exiets in the world, every kind of food ig here on
the table. Princes, baronse, poor, lame, blind, everybody is here.’

Well then, the king tastes the soup, he takes a spoonful, tastes it,
it is unsalted. He helps himself to the meat, to the chicken, he begins
with it, it 18 unsalted. He takes a piece of meat, it is unsalted. The
0ld king breaks out: 'Young man! What is this custom with you that you
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Aon?t put salt into the food or in the cake or in the neat?’ ‘Uncle!’
so the young king said to the old king, ‘I was told taat you do not eat
salted food or that you don't like it.' Ew no means, young man! On the
contrary, I like it verv nuch,” he says. ‘It is quite out of question
that I eat unsalted. If the food is unsalted, I don’t eat it 'Hey un-
cle! You are not right. I repeat it once more that I heard, you don’t
eat salted food. I heard that you eat directly unsalted. That's why I
prepared things so that salt should not bte put in any food; btecause I
invited you to a dinner, to a supver.’ ‘oho younz man! Cn the contrary,
I do like it, I repeat; I do like it very much, I don’t eat any food in
which there is no salt.’ 'Hell, uncle, I shall prove it that I certainly
heard it, it is so and I know that you don’t eat salted foodl, neither
salted meat. If you don’'t believe me, I shall call in somebody who told
me that you don't eat salted food.’ 'By no means, mv dear son, I do like
it very much. If you can tell me, who it was who told it to you, than I
shall telieve it for ever, young man,’ ‘Uncle, I shall present him to
Your ﬂajesty.’

The younz kinz goes into his castle for the old man’'s dauchter. She
was already his wife, the woman had two lovely children from the young
king. ‘Good day., uncle! Here, this is the woman,” he says. When he sight-
ed his daughter, he was seventy-seven times mad for fear, he suddenly col-
lapsed. He lost his senses right away. ‘Hey yvouns man! T certainly like
salted food very much.,” He bestowed the great kinzdom, all his fortunes
on his daughter. She has gained the first: she loved him the most. His
first daughter only said so much: "I love you, Dad, like people do.”

The second daughter: "I love you like doves love each other.” But she:
"Dad, I love you so like people love salt.” ‘¥ell, Dad, I'm goine to show
you that I certainly love you like people /[the salg]. Do you see? Now you
didn’t eat this food because there is no salt in it. You didn’t eat this
meat because there is no salt in it. Well, I love you so like people the
salt. So I love you, you see, very much, If there were no salt in it, you
don't eat it, if there is in it, you eat it. So, think it over, Dad, that
I love you 8o like people the salt.’
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13.
The Jueen's shoes 1I.

There was and wasn't, he said it and didn’'t, in this sacred night,
where the docked-tail pigs are living, once ther was a king. The king had
a daughter and a sister. His sister was called fofolica. The queen sudden-
ly died. When the queen died, whea the king's wife died, when she was at
the point of death, his wife said: ‘¥ell my husband! I curse you t:at no
woman should marry you in the whole world until my shoes which I had made
of flea hide will fit her. She should te your wife whom my shoes will fit!]
Then the quuen rolls over and dies.

Time passes by and the king is up to take a wife. They carry the
hide, the shoes to try it on but it doesn’t fit anybody on the earth. And
he receives news that here and here is a witch called "God's Gift", the
shoes will fit her. She will be his wife. 3ut who will bring her? /[Ex-
cept her/ they did not fit anybody in the entire world only his sister.
Well, the king prepares to marry his sister. But then the sister: ‘well,
lis*en to me, brother. I would rather go and bring her than to marry you
even if I am sure that my btones will remain there. But let me made six
pairs of iron sandals and let me made an iron stick. Should I tring back
its hilt only, even then I shall bring her, God’s Gift, to you.’

And the girl, his sister, gets up and starts. When she went off and
arrived there: ‘Good day, granny!’ ‘The dear God brought you here, my
daughter, The blessed God [huggested ycq} that you addressed my like ihis
otherwise T srhould have killed you.' Her eyelashes were so long that they
reached to ‘the ground. Her nose was so big like a large carrot. The girl
piecks up the pitchfork and runs it into her eyes. And so she catches sight
of her. ‘Well, daughter, what did you come for?" ‘That you should give me
some job.,” 'Thepe is a job for you because I go out hunting. You will help
my daughter make tidy with her, the God’s Gift.” Well, God’s Gift looks
at her, she 1s pleased with her and they, in a second, became frieands and
she is there. They tidy up one day, two days.

Once God Gift [for rather: iorolicg7 sits down on the threshold of the
witch's daughter: ‘T would tell you what if you listen to my advice. Try
tnese shoes; they will fit you. Ah, you see how they fit me! You, too,
should try them." And the witch's daughter puts on, tries on the shoes.
Her feet were exactly like his wife’s. As if they had been made for her.
‘¥ell, listen to me, Zofolica /for rather: God s Gift], My brother’'s wife
died and cursed him that he should marry that woman whom these shoes
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would fit. And my brother is a freat king, he has many couniries,. Let’s
go away from here that you should be xv trother's wife.” ‘Oh, I'd go with
you tut I'm afraid of my mother. For my motaer will take hold of us tefore
we could reach her borders; she gets hold and kills both of us. Then, how
shall we go away?' God's Gift continues: ‘But listen to me! I'1l go to
the other side of the house to be on the look-out till you do what I tell
you. Slip into the oven and 4ake out the fire-hook. We shall sit on her
tire-hook and go away on it,” Then Cod's Gift says: ‘I am going to lie
down. If somebody knoecks at the door, wake me up. And if T spit, the
spittle will speak to my mother. W¥e shall be far away by the time she
will return home.’

That's right., God's ¢~ift spita in the middle of the room: “You spit-
le} If my mother comes home and says: “Open my daughter,” then tell her:
"1 sleep.” When she again knocks and says: "Open my daughter,” then tell
her: "Ah, I'm dozing so nicely!" When she again knocks, tell her: “Ah,
I'm washing.” When she knocks, tell her again: “Now I comb my hair.”

On this the witch smashes the door with a wooden hatchet [? for:
woodcutting axe?/. And she enters and searches and she isn’t there, She
at once guessed where they were. She pulls the peel on which she used to
bake bread out of the oven and sits on it. Then: ‘Get on, peel, iron peel!
I shall catch the whore!' And she goes. Soonly she had almost overtaken
them. Then God’s Gift to Zofolica: ‘Look back, Zofolica! My back is burn-
ing, my mother comes!’ She looks tack, ah, she is already there! TQuick-
1y, throw down the towel!’ She quickly throws off the towel and a large
water arises in front of her. Well, the witch can’t cross it. She moves
farther on and sets her chin against the water and drinks it out. And she
drank such a lot of water that the water came out of her behind. They
again move along. God’s Gift speaks again: ‘50!0110&! Look back, my back
is burning, my mother comesa,’ iofolica looks back, ah, she is no more
far off. ‘Throw down the yellow kerchief!" She throws off the yellow
kerchief and a big pot full of porridge tecame of it. It bubbles there.
Prom the steam and because of the porridge she could go nowhere. Well,
the witch was hungry, she pitched into it, ate it up. When she ate up the
porridge, she again got on the peel and went. Again God s Gift says:
‘forolica, look back, for my back is burning, my mother is coming.” She
looks back., ‘Ah, she is ﬁere, she will take hold of us in an instant!’
‘Quickly, throw down the small-tooth comb!’ She throwe it down and a big
foreast arose of it. When she threw down the comb, the witch cleared the
forest and passed through 1t. #hen she reached across it, they were al-
ready far away. Again God’a Gift saya: “Look back, fofolica, because my
mother 1s coming. Mv back is burning.’ She looks back, it's again the
same. Then they threw down a brush. And a thorny brushwood arises in front
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of her. Then Fofolica's /1/ mother, the witch, descended froa the peel
tecause she couldn't go longer. She sets out:

Eofolica, my daughter!

Come back to me,

for I'm going to die, %to split.

She sings that song. Well, btut the girl, God's Gift, didn’t go tack.
So the witch: ‘Well, I curse you, my daughter! As scon as you will reach
the king's frontier, you should tecome so thirsty that when you drink
water, both of you should fall into his well.’

And they move on. When they arrived, they went to the well at the
king's frontier. ‘Give me a bit of water, Zofolica,’ says God's Gift,
'0h, don’t drink! Por your mother cursed us that if we drink water, at
once we should get drowned in the water, we should fall in." 'Oh no,’
says Ged's Gift, ‘that's how we drink! Don't be afraid, let us tend in
and drink.” When they bent in, both of them tumbled into it. Two reeds
became of them, Beautiful, very beautiful reeds became of them. The king's
shepherd passes by and says: °‘Oh, how these reeds would fit to nake a
flute of them. Let me make a pipe of them for myself.’ He cuts them.
‘since I ... I have never seen here anything in the water as I do now,’
And he makes a pipe of them. Well, he takes God's Gift and tlows into it.
But then God's Gift for rather Zofolica/ begins:

Welcome, my king's shepherd.
I came from afar, I am tired /?/.
The witch's curse fell on me.
The shepherd at once flings it away. He taxes the other, blows into
it. But then God's Gift begins:
Welcome, unknown shepherd.
I came from afar, God's Gift /!/ lured me.
I left my motner alone,
I left my land aleone,
I came here.

‘¥ell, the shepherd at once takes along both flutes and runs with them
to the king. The king calls him in, blows into them, they speak the same.
“Well, what to do next to give them back their original shape? Tell me!’
The wise men speak, one this, the other that. Well, then an o0ld woman en-
ters: ‘Well, listen to me, king! Put both flutes in water on the table.
And put in front of them something to eat and to drink. They will come
there every night. But you should hide under the table and when they sit
down to eat, get hold of them. Then they will get back their original
shape.” Well, so does the king. It happened exactly like that. He caught
sight of the girl. Well, the king almost died! He made a great wedding
for them, If they didn’t die, they are still alive. God bless you!
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19,

The Jueen's shoes II.

Good morning, boys! Be healthy and happy! Pardon me!

There was and waan't, he said and he didn't, there was a king and he
had a wife and a daugnter, Nell then, the jueen was old and she sapoke to
ner hustand: “Well, my husband! I am scrry to say that I am going to die.
Yere.are my shoes, but don't marry till vou find somebody whom my shoes
will it, But whom my shcoes will fit, you should marry only her.’ ‘mhat's
all right, my wife,” And she dies and is turied. Three years elazsed,
thea the king sent for the princesses, the very first baronesses. They
keep trying the shoes which do not fit any of them. 50 much, 8o much that
he tried all women of the world, the shoes did not fit them. Notody else
tut his daughter was next in turn, ‘Ah, come my daugnter, try these shoes
for they do not fit any woman, maybe they will fit you. I can't stay un-
married, my daughter.” His daughter goes to try on the shoes, they ex-
actly fit her. ‘Nell, daughter, from this day on you should be my wife.’
‘a4h, father, I shall only marry you if you have made me three suits of
clothea but the three sults of clothes should be in three nuts, together
with the shoes, One of them should te a golden dress, the other a diamond
dress, the third a silver one.” ‘All right, daugater, I shall try it.”
Then he goes to the goldsmiths, the king calls together the goldsmiths of
the world, Well, at last the btest master of the world is there, too. He
then: ‘¥ell, I can nake three dresses which you told me, Your Majesty.?
Jell then, he really makes them, the tnree sults of clothes. The king
calls together the greatest kings of the world. Then the girl takes the
three nuts and runs off,

And she ruas in the darkness, she always runs and searches day and
nizht. And she arrives in a large, vast forest. WNell, there is also a
ving. The king then: ‘Ah, my sister, what are vou doing in this out-of-
the-way place? And you are just coming here taking the chance wnen even
the birds don’t come here.” And she: “Ah, I’m a poor girl, I'm looking
for work, I heard that you are living here.” But the king: tAfeljr., I am
zoing to encage you, he says, ‘you will be good to tend my geese and my
turkeys., You may live in the hen-house.’ That's all rizat. The king was
not married. 3ut the king announces that a gathering should take place
and for whom he will take a liking, he will marry her. #Nomen snould cone
together. W¥ell, the king goes there. Well, the girl, too, creeps out of
the hen-house and takes a bath in milk., And she puts on her silver dress.
As they dance in the ball, none of tnem pleases the king. The girl pops in
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unextectedly in the tall. The king sets eyes on her and i3 sirlcren Ly
seventy-gseven neart-aches for ner and at once approaches ner and tases aer
and dances with ner. 'Where do you live, sizter? ¥hat a teautiful wozan
you are! T would like to marry you for your teauty.’ '1n, I am staying in
Powl-house-castle. You may vislt ne or correspond with ne. fell, the best
to you. God bless you!’ And the girl goes away.

¥hen the girl left, the king goes, too. The king had no peace. The
girl already crept back in the hen-house. He has no peace, the king can't
sleep tecause of the girl. Then Le arain anaounces a great tall for tae
next Sunday so that to see her at least. Well, the girl is arain up, lets
the king go away, then she creeps out of the hen-house, Now she dresses
in her golden dress, W¥hen zhe was dressed, she is up to set out. The king
is sitting, the girl does not come. The girl pops in unexpectedly. He
looks at her and his heart 13 sventy-seven times mad for her when he
sights the girl, He at once takes her and dances with her. “Oh sister,
can’t you at least give me your address?’ ‘I have already told you, I am
staying in Powl-house-castle, you may correspond with me or you may do as
you want to.” That’s right; thev go on dancing. ‘Gaod-hyo!’ thus the
girl btreaks away and runs home. She quickly undresses and creeps into the
hen-house. That's right; the king also returns home, Well, he sings songs,
xeeps greeting everybody in his joy. He goes to ted but he can't sleep or
eat, has not a moment’s rest because of the girl. And the girl walks after
the geese, The king sees the girl, he approaches the girl and says, ‘¥nat
are you doing, you ugly girl, why don’t you tend my geesa? Ugh! how ugly
you are! You look like a monkey. I m going to chase you away, to drive
you out of my environs and vou can't come near ne!’ th. Tour Majeaty,
that's rignt; don»t drive me away,” says the girl, ‘all right, I shall
never zome here dirty if you give me something that I wash myselfl or you‘
give me water at least. ‘#ell. I*11 give it you.'

The next Sunday comes and he, the xing agaln announces a great tall
s0 that he might see the girl. Secause the king, - dies, - the teauty, =
the nadness, - for her sake, - his heart, The girl is up, she lets the
king go and dresses in her diamond dress and goes to the ball, The king
sets eyes on her and he 1s seventy-seven times mad for her so that he al-
most dies. Now he gives her a ring and a kerchief. When he has given it:
'!ell. take 1t, it should te ... #here do you live, sister?’ ‘In Powl-
-house-castle. If you ask it once more, you will see that I shall pieck a
quarrel with you.” 'That's right, all right. Excuse me for having asked
you once more, I can neither sleep nor eat because of you. ‘Thatr s right,
trother.” Then the king goes home. #hile he is going home, the girl lets
her hand hang, The king notices the ring and his handkerchief. He attacks
her: “ynere did you take my ring and this handkerchief fron?’ “lhy do you
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ask 1t9?° The king makes up his mind: ‘¥ell, unless you turn into the
zame as you have teen, I will at once strike off your nead.’ hh, what
shall I do, “ajesty? I’'m like this,’ ‘I told you, if you don’t change
tack., I will at once strike off your head. Then the zirl steps into a
tub of milk and takes a bath. And she puts on the diamond dress. The king
sees 1t, kisses her: ‘Be happy! From this day on, be my wife!, Then the
girl: “And you should bte my hustand. And we should live-, to have a nice
family. Prom tomorrow our wedding should go on.’

The king gathers the greatest kings of the world, all the kings. And
even her father. But when the kines were called together toc come for the
wedding, the girl already had two twin boys from the king, The gmirl’s
father also went to the wedding. As they slept, it was already night, the
girlrs father the king who wanted to marry his daughter, caught sight of
her twin sons. He takes them, cu%s their throat. Then off he goes. Jell,
the king gets up, the boys' father: ‘Ah, my wife, my sons are dead, you
cut them their throat only for the reason that you sheuld not stay with
me. You'll pay for this, I'1l do the same to vou,” Having said this, he
cuts off her hands and gouges out her eyes and drives her out into the
large, vast forest. And he: l'#ell. woman, you may go for yourself, I
don*t stay with you. Now I also put you to shame because you have killed
my sons.’

While the girl walks, she criles and she hits against the treee with
the two tables. Suddenly two doves are on their wings in that direction:
“Ah woman, if you had btrains: from the left there is a bridge. If you
went down and sank into the water, into the spring, you would have at
once two eyes and two hands.’ The girl listens to them and takes the way
to the left. She washes herself and both her eyes at once come up. And she
washea the two little boys and they jump up. Now they are not dead any
more. The girl is up and sets out. And the blessed God produces them a big
palace in the next forest, that was the third or fourth forest from her
husband's.

And the husband and his Cinderell /!/ went hunting, just in that for-
est, And night overtook them. ‘Slre,’ he says, ‘where should we ask for
a night s shelter till day will break?’ ah, come on! Good day, sister!’
“Phank you. ‘Give us a night’s shelter, we are from here and here, I am
a king, this is my forester. We came to hunt some game.' ‘a11 right,’ she
says, 'sleep here.’ ‘#ell but the girl, the queen gets an idea and says:
‘come, here you are, I'1ll give you also sone tea,” Well then, she puts
sleeping pills in the king's tea, The king goes to bed and falls asleep
from the pills, Cinderell is under the stove, he sleeps there by the
stove. Suddenly the king*s leg slips down from the bed. Well, on this the
girl: ‘6o my sons, both of you, place your fatherss leg on the bted, Zee,
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how he sleens! He ia your father.” The toys go there and put his leg on
the ted. Cinderell sees it, he dcesnrt sleep. Well inen. hold on! Well,
Zinderell then,... in the morning they move on: 'Thank you.1 he says, and
they start. Let us continue hunting.' But Cinderell: ‘Your Majesty,
Mary bless you, stop just a moment, what I have seen!’ lh. Cinderell!
711l now, you have never stopped me. But if it is no important thing, I
shall shoot you dead on the apct.' hh, all right, Your Majesty. When we
enter the house and she givea you tea, don't drink it but pour it out
there in your shirt or semewhere. And you will hear what your wife will
te talking about, You know, they are your wife and your two sons.’ Is
this up on your 1ife?’ ‘So help me God!’

Fell, that's right. They go there and he, the king does not drink the
tea but takes it, pours it out, He only pretended to sleep. And he is up,
and he lets fall his leg, out of trickery. Then the girl again: Eh, my
gons, place your father’s leg on the ved.’ 'Iell. they place his leg. Then
the king lets fall his hand. fGo. my sons, place your father’s hand alsc
on the bed, just look at it, how he 3leeps!' And they go there. But the
king strains his hand. The two boys cannot 1ift it, ‘Wait a moment, I
shall go there,” This she does, she goes there to place his hand on the
bed. And he seizes the girl and covers ner with kisses. ﬁh. you are my
little wife! Thank heaven, both your eyes and my two sons are back. I
know who did this to them, your father.’ They at once go, return home.
They make once more a wedding. They agaln make a great wedding; and what
a wedding!

Well, the king and his wife go to the old king, to his father-in-law,
Well, also there they make a great wedding. But the king, the young king
puts five knives and five spoons in hias father-in-law's pocket. While the
kings are eating there, the knives and spoons fall on the table one after
the other. 'What is this, what 1is this?’ so the lot of kings. 'Ah. cer-
tainly somebody stole from the spoons, the knivea,' thereupon he says.
The kings dive into their pockets: ‘T didn't steal, I didn’t steall’
‘Wait only, let me see!” And he approaches his father-in-law and takea
out the spoons out of his pocket. And he brings shame and disgrace on
him. Well, the old king goes out, What is he to do? He presently stabs
himself through his heart with a dagger and diea. And the lad and the
girl go home. Well, if they did not die, they are still alive.

Let be healthy and happy, he who told it and also he who will listen
to it.
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20.
Marriage after death

I'm going to tell you one more. 1°11 tell you a very long, fine story.

Once there were Gypsies who wandered about by carts, by horses in
this and that way, to villages, to towns. Many of thenm belnnged to the
same company, they met. Two young people met, they fell in love with each
other. When the two young people fell in love with each other, the old
people agreed at once that a proposal for marriage ousht to te made and
the young ones should be married with each other. That's rignt. One of the
Gypsies goes to the other, to the girl's father: “Rrother Gus! Let us meet
at such and such a place, at this and this market and let us ask your
daughter in marriage, your daughter Rosie.” He says, ‘on, God willing,
we shall meet there.’

That’s all rieht. Months mo by and months come, the appointed time
fixed by the younz people for the proposal for marriage approaches. When
they went for the proposal, the girl's father arrived there in less tinme,
to that market. Early in the morning the Gypsies arrive by yellow carts,
on grey horses, they gather. They come to ask the daughter in marriage,
But Rosie, as she notices them, runs to her father, She shouts: ‘ih,
father! A lot of Gypsies are coming to ask me in marriage.” And suddenly
Rosie goes home, in their house, The other Gypsies see this, the Gypsies
that are coming by yellow carts. One of them begins:

Get up, Rosie, comb your hair,
Gypsies come to propose you.
They are coming on green carts,
They are coming on red colts.

But the girl hereupon:

I don*t marry, father dear,
I am not a fine red girl,

I am not a fine red girl,
As flowera in the garden are,
Nay,

I don’t marry, father dear,
Take your hatchet and kill me,
Take your hatchet and kill me,
I don’t marry, father dear.

Well, so the girl. But her father speaks to her: ' Marry him, daughter,
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ne 4rives four colts.’ ‘I don't marry, father lear. Take your satcnet aad
111 me!’ That s right. The Nypalea get busy, thev ma<e the propasal.
¥ell, tne girl d4idn't narry hia. Then the lad went hone: ‘Ze damned lads,
listen to me!’ /The auiience laughs.] 4ind he begsins:

Make me the ted, mother dear,
ta kis mother,

for I feel paln in my tack,

for I feel pain in my tack,

I have teen with my sweetheart,

Well, lads, the young Gvpy dies, #hen the lad, the young Sypsy died,
the Sypsles up! to hatchet, to fork, to scothe, they strike and hit, tney
do. Then they take the lad and bury him, When the lad was turied, the
girl died, too. When the girl diei, the girl's father went and wits hinm
the lad's father and they let them bury togetner. They were put into ore
grave, Ani the Gypsies drive off, everyone went hither and thider. They
stayed there. And from this time on, every night after seven ¢' clock,
the gzirl and the lad walk inalde the church and they yell wita laughter
and arm in ar=z they laugh. [Sllence; sonebody fron the audience; 'Ohl']
Everytody sees them, tut they don't know who they properly are, that they
are dead, they only see them and recognize them. Then the girl goes with
her lover into one of the ouiside houses. There then: Take my kerchief!

Give us half litre of brandy!" Because formerly Gvpsies used to drink
there, when they were driving in their carts, in the outscirts of the
village. And she pawns her shawl, her kerchief. And she drinks the trandy.
‘Fhen my father will come here, he will redeer it.” ‘“dell tnen, I'1ll
give you.” And he /= the innkeeper/ gives her.

¥ell then, the girl®s father zoes after nany years, he pasies tnere,
Then the peasant: “Unele Bango! Redeem the kerchief of vour daugater. I
gave her half litre of trandy. 3he was here witn your son-in-law.” And
he takes it out and thevy look at the kerchief. ¥hen they looked at it,
they recognized it. ° J¥ell, how 413 you cet 1t 'Jell. your daugnter
#as here,” says the peasant.

¥e1l1l, it's all right. They go to the town, the others near further
details and tell them what is on. Ani the Gyvpsy enters the cnurch far the
night as he waz told tv the peasants, and he goes behind the altar. And
the woman, too, the girl's mother. Andi when at amidnight the two young
people come in, they nab them. The Sypsy flies at them from btehind the
altar and nats them and seizes hold of them. And hia wife, too. She was
a courageous woman, that she wasz, a trave woman, indeed. And the Gypsy
takes then along to the cleragvman and lets them consacrate, and they are
living for seven years. And they have two little children, daughters., And
they have a son, Well then, God Almigaty told us that we@ should live
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as long as they are given in marriage, the three children, Till then, he
said, we should always live. And they lived, they lived for a long time,
8o that they married them, gave them in marriage. Grandchildren were
brought up. And then, both of them died.

God be with wou, good night. I have to go home.

21.
Fairy Helen

There was and wasn't, I put it in a sack, I carry it on my back and I
go on talking,

There were two little girls. Their mother died. #hen their mother
died, the man re-married. [Tt happened act,hag? the man sent his two
daughters to bring a hutch, a boulter and a dish from the woman [iheir
neighbouq? to bake btread for themselves, to eat. Because they lived on
sawdust, They never had bread, they lived only on sawdust, When he went
to work, he put only mawdust and a brick in his sack. When the others
worked, he only put a brick in it. People said: “Well, well, poor fellow,
what can be the matter that he does never eat? There is only a brick in
it that we should think that he also brings bread with him.” Once he
went to drink water. A man went there where his sack was and noticed that
there was a brick in it. r'lell. listen to me what I have to tell you.
God-fearing men, be so kind, when we go home, give him a basketful of
flour that he should bake bread for himself and for his orphans because
their mother died.’

When they went home, he asked from her the boulter and the dish. Then
the o0ld woman said: ° Listen to me, children! I give you a toulter and a
dish on condition that vour father should marry me.” The children ran
home. They told it: “Pather! She said that she will give us boulder and
dish only on the condition that we shall get get boulder and dish when
your father marries me.” The children returned home and told it to their
father., ‘That s right, my son. Don’t you tell a lie?’ “Not’ They went,
proposeil to her. He married her,

One day as a vear; two days as two years, Speaks the woman: ‘“Hey!
Damn your mother! I don’t go living on with you because of your children.
If you don’t kill them, I*1l leave you behind. Take them in a vast track-
less forest and kill them there.’ “all right. Do you agree that you will
ki1l them?’ ‘I do.,” He took them out in a vast trackless forest, in such
a forest where even birds were never seen., Well, the little girl /for one
of them was a little girl/ carried millet seeds in her apron. The peasant
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went [farther] into the forest and tied up a flask [fon a tree/. /Do you
understand the flask? A flask in which the wine is put in./ He tied it on
a tree., The wind was blowing and pattered at the tree. The children thought
that their father cuts the wood, However, ‘round midnight they noticed that
their father is not there, only the wind is blowing, their fatner is not
there. ‘Let us go home slowly.’ #here they came from, there thev all a-
long strewed mill=t seeds from their house to the forest, to the cavern.
They went and found their way home, they returned home following the

track of the millet. When they arrived at home, their mother said: ‘Damn
1t1' ‘Good evening, father!’” ‘Thank you, my children.’ ‘Eh, damn ycur
mother! I have told you to kill your children and you still did not kill
them. If you don’t kill them, I shall not live with you.” ‘All right, I
ghall kill themw." /But it is long; doean’t matter? - No, it doesn't./

‘If you don’t kill them, I shall leave you behind.” He led them to an-
other place, Then the little girl binds the sawdust in her apron. Well,
when she strewed the sawdust of her apron, - the little girl couldn’t

find her way home.

One day as a year; two days as two years. The little boy almnst starv-
ed to death, he dles without food or drink. Then she gathers cow-dung,
kneadis bread of it so that the boy should not die of hunger. She gathers
it and bakes him cake in the fire. One day an old man approaches them;
‘What are you baking, little girl?’ 'Eh, God-fearing man, I would tell it
and wouldn’t: T bake him a cake in the fire. ‘Hey daughter, turn it over
in the fire. Well, the girl was ashamed because it was cow-dung. She
wanted to turn it over, But it was the Blessed God, it was no beggar, it
was the 3leased God, Well, the cow-dung turned into a loaf of btread of
ten kilograms. They eat it, the two orphans.

When the two orphans finished eating, the little boy became thirsty.
'Sis, aive me water because I shall die in an instant.” ‘Eh, brother,’
she says, ‘I can’t give you water because a wild cow's footmark is here.”
They move on. ‘Dear sister, give me water because I shall break right a-
way.” ‘I can’t give you,” she says, ‘because a wild wolf's footmark is
here. Should you drink out of it, then you will change over to a wild

wolf in an instant, and eat me up.,” They move on., ‘Dear saister, give me
water because I shall die immediately if you don’t give me water.’ ‘You
will change over to a wild boar, kill me and eat me up.” She doesn't

give him water. They move on. There is a deer-footmark. ‘Give me water,
sister, because I shall break immediately.” ‘Listen to me, brother! Don'y
drink water because you will change over to a golden deer, on a golden
chain., As long as you live vou will be fastened to my hand. I shall cook
for you.” All right, he drinks of the water. At once he tecame a golden
deer, on a goldenchain on her hand.

The pure gold girl lived in a cavern. Things had gone so far that the
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girl's nair grew so long that she coveres herself with ner nhair. The girl
lTived with the little golden tcy in a forest in a cavern., The king's shep-
herd Arove the sheep that way, he pastured the sheep. Az ne pastured the
sheep, - the shepherd runs home to the winr: "Your Majesty, have mercy cn
me. You nave executed three hundred ninety persons, you have impaled their
heais, You may fasten on it my head, too, if it is not true what I am
speaking of. Our forest turns!’ t]amn it, shenherd, damn your mother, if
it is no*.true, three hunired sixty persons’ heads are impaled; you should
alao pay for it if it is not true as you tell it. #ell, I am already hnere,
-~ 2y srandfatner has been living here for ninety years, but we didn*t hear
it yet only from vou that our forest burns.’

Ye nas nis horses put to a ccach-and-four. Tne norses had golden
horceshoes, They Zet on and go. As they arrive there, tne king sees:

*Damn 1it," he says, he sees it is a human teing. 'If you are an old wo-
man, be my mother, if you are an old man, te my father, 1f you are a young
man, be my brother, if you are a young woman, be my wife,” That was it.
He takes off his overcoat, puts it on the rirl. He takes her home. When

he led her home, he married her,

He lives with her, one day as one year, two days as two years. The
queen became presnant., Once the king goes hunting. ¥hat does a Sypsy girl
do, she says ner: “Nice Pairy Helen, let’s go, let’s look at us in the
#ell, which of us is more teautiful.’ Suddenly the ugly legress tnrusts
in the teautlful Pairy Helen, She became a gold [fish/. - [Once/ she
said to her hustand: ‘T marry you on the condition that you throw your
aword up-to the sky, Two golden, - three golden drops of blood should fall
on your sword and go, swear upon it that you will never kill this little
deer,” He said: rﬁo. I shall not kill aim.’ Thereupon he went, swore
ugon his sword, threw it up, three amall drops of blood fell on it that
he will not let him kill.

4ell, when she thrusted her in, PFalry Helen changed to a nice fish,

a pike. The Gvpsy girl went to the queen‘s bed. The king came home: "Dash
it my wife, what’e the matter, why did you get so ugly? What did you te-
come black of?” Well yes, my hustand! I was burning, aching very much on
your account, Let us call here twelve cooks, twelve housemaids, cne hecto-
litre of rilk and they should scrub me with scrubbers.” They get tusy,
scrub her but she tecame even uglier.

One of the housemaids goes to draw water., ‘Damn it,' she says,

Majesty! Our well burns cn the inside!’ “§hat's that?’
it!’

‘Your
‘rome and look at

He goes and sees it, All his forty-nine coachmen had to £0 there and
draw gut the water to see, wnat did happen to our well? They catch the fish,
the pike. ¥nen the king sets eyes on it, the Gypsy girl shouts: ‘Let it
ki1l, let it cut, it must not stay in our house.’ 'Ho. wife! Tiny golden
fishes are in it /?/, were among them /?/. You see, we don't nead light
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in our houae as it lizh%s nizely Llasidle
but the jueen kes3s repeating: ‘Have 1t cut, nave 1
to eat it, She saye, ‘1r you don’t cut it, I shall treax and 4
he let kill 1t. But 1t is quite cut of juestilon that when a f:sh'is clean-
ed tnat such a what-d’ye-call-it would not crack off. She says, '¥nen you
clean this pike, not a siagle fish-bone saould remain tut throw them inta
the atove so that they should buran.” By chance one btone renalined, taey
svept 1t out on the ruttish heap. fhen they swept it out into the rubtish,
a teautiful blg rose arose of it.

m™he cook takes it - no, a poor wonman takes {t and carries it into the
house. She aticks it tehind the mirror, ¥hen she sticked it tehind the
mirror, it was Sunday, the old woman went to church. The rose £lings out
from tehind the mirror and changes back from a flower toc a human teing,
tutechers a hen, slaughters everything, does great cooking and baking.

‘@ho ever may that God-fearing person bte who cooks for us?’ Then her hus-
tand says, ‘Wife,” he says, ‘watch it from tehind the door, who is that
God-fearing person wno does this for us?’ The old woman watches it. She
flings ocut from tehind the mirror, inside the whole house glares golden

0f ner. She lays hand on her: ‘Dash it, daugnier!’ “Let me go, mother, let
me go, let me go!’ she says, ‘No, daughter, no!” Well, on and on, -
“§ell, listen to me, nother. I shall stay with you so, that as many davs
are in a year, as many pleces of rags you will mew on my face so that the
king should not recognize me.® ‘All right, daughter.” Then she sewed

such a lot of rags on her that her face wasn®t viaitle,

Once the king let announze by beat of drum in his twelve countries
that everybody, even the blind and cripples shoud appear in his court.
fell, when tney apoeared, the king says, the elder king, the king's father
who was two hundred years old, 30 that his grandchildren propped up his
eyelashes with a pitchfork: ‘Here 13, he says, ‘a mad girl, she should
be trought in.’ They bring her in, ‘Well, let’s hear, all sorts, what
you have got, what you have found. Everybody who tells his troubles will
receive one golden florin.” Thereupon she says: ‘Well, I'm also going to
tell my destiny but if I tell it, it will be very dangerous. Fire to one,
smoke to the other.” ‘You have nothing to fear!” So much, so much, so
much that she starts to tell it:

‘There was a man,” she says, ‘who married a girl. She was transformed
into,- because she was poor and was beaten by God, she was cursed since
her mother died. And she called her, - the Gypsy girl thrusted Saint Helen
into the well. She haa changed to a pike. Then she said that he should
have it brought out of the well, slaughter her, let her kill, eat her up.
He slaughtered it, let it killed. One fish-bone bursted out, a flower
grew out of it., An old woman sticked it behind the mirror. And she got
hold of her. And if you don't telieve it, my husband, I am the one.’
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God bless you, my wife!’

One day as one year, two days as two years. What's going on, two sons
were born to them. The Blessed Mary took them away from her, The Blessed
Mary descended to 3aint Helen; she was her goddaughter. She took her up
with her, ‘Listen to me, daughter,” she says. ‘From now on you are my
daughter. I shall give you three hundred ninety keys but I don’t give you
one key because the wolf is there and it devours you,’ '¥hat, mother,
why do yoﬁ give it not to me? Three hundred ninety keys; wnat, I don’%
hide it, I don’t steal it." ‘Well, listen to me, Saint Helen, I give them
to you but if you enter there, wolves will devour you and kill youf

Once the Blessed Mary goes away. She gives her the keys. She goes to
try each of the keys. As she tries them, all of them become golden girls.
Who was inside? the golden God whom the Jews had killed. He lies in a
trough because his father /?/ sheltered him that the Jews should not kill
him. His blood runs in a trough, He speaks to her: ‘Oh, oh, Saint Helen,' -
when he noticed that she opened the docr to him. ‘Oh, Saint Helen, come
in, sister, don’t be afraid because I am here, All my blood flows off
because the Jews stabtbed me. Come and see!” The girl approaches him.
‘#hen a drop of blood falls down, rub it up, put it into the trough!’®
The girl does it.

While the girl did this, the Blessed Mary i3 coming home just then.
She says, 'Well, Saint Helen, have you been in so many and so many
rooms?’ ‘No, I haven’t. ‘Confess it, Saint Helen, tecause I will take
away your voice, you will be unable to speak. I shall take away toth your
sons from your husband and throw you down to the greedy earth, I shall
take away your voice, your strength, you will bte unable to speak, you
will te dumb. ‘Do as you pleaae: Then the Blessed lary approaches her
and makes her dumb, And she takes away both sons of her, She has no child-
ren any longer. She is dumb. She throws her down into a large forest. The
Blessed Mary says, ‘Confess, Saint Helen, who has been in the room? Whom
did you see?” ‘I didn’t see anybody.” ‘Is it better for you that you are
dumb?’ ‘T don’t care that I am dumb.” ‘I took away both your sons of you.
‘It doesn>t matter, mother.” ‘But listen, Saint Helen, what I am going to
do to you. I shall throw you among the razors [i.e. in the scythe-tower/;
confess, whom did you see?’ 'I didn’t see anybody.’ She takes her,
throws her among the razors. Having thrown her among the razors, she made
it in the presence of the Blessed lMary that she walked down into the
well ltke on stairs. The Blessed Nary goes down to her on the stairs. She
says, Saint Helen, tell me the truth, did you cee your trother? I did
not see anybody.” ‘¥ell, listen to me, Saint Helen! You have suf’ered
much, I give you back both your sons but you are not allowed to go to your
husband, this will be your punishment.' ‘That’s all right, mother.?
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She took cut, took in her sons /?/. ‘¥noever will conme to you, snoull
he only lay hands on you, should turn to dust.” That's right.

Once her hustand passes ty. She /He?/ gives him /her?/ the two cnild-
ren. When she /he?/ gzave him the two children, she /Mary/ says to her:
‘Listen, my dear daughter. Your husband, has he been with you? One of tne
children should btecome a dragon for forty years. You may see him as a
human teing only by night. By day, he has to be always a dragon. After
this time his dragon-skin should burst into pieces, when it is thrown in-
to the oven. 3ut her soul, she has to die /2?/.

One day as one year. Once his father approaches and sightthim. And
he takes them out.

One day as one year, My lad was already seventeen. He married. He put
on hundred kinds of figures as he was a dragon. #hen he married, he took
the woman with him and made a wedding. Well, once she notices that at
night the dragon is a golden lad, Pure gold, he had a royal crown on his
head, The moon was on his back. The lad had the star on his forehead. He
was of pure gold... he was in bed with his wife, When the woman gets up,
she sees that he is a dragon. His mother knew 1it, too, the dragon’s moth-
er. His mother enters the room and sees it., She says to her daughter-in-
las, ‘Daughter, aren’t you afraid of this dragon?’ ‘I am not. If God £ave
me to him, I should be his. If he kills me, let him kill me. It doesn’t
matter.” By night he was a human teing, by day a dragon. His wife al-
ready knew who he is but he did not appear to his mother; he appeared to
his wife, Well, one day as one year. Once by night his mother enters and
sees him. His skin, the dragon-skin was under the ted. His mother takes it
and throws it into the oven. Her soul, at once, burats into pieces; the
queen’s soul bursted in ninety nine pleces.

Well, who was a human being, should be a human teing., ¥ho is a human
being, should change into a rock, should become a statue. Who enters there
should become a statue, too.

If they 4id not die, they are still alive.

Be lucky and happy all of you! Live long and well all of you!
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22.
Bamboo-cane princess

There was and wasn't, 1f this night hadn't been, this tale wouldn't
have been either. There was a king and a queen. They set out to wander.
But they had no children so that tney could have produced a child from
their wretched womb. Once they found a Littie grain of poppy-seed, they
found a little, what-d you-call-it, a wasp. They say to it: ‘Where are
going . you little animal?’ ‘1 just keep on, he says, ‘walking along to
see the world, out I have nelther a father nor a mother.” ‘And we have
no cnildren, they say, ‘we have neither a son nor a daugnter, it woulid
be very good to have you for a enila, ‘God wiil bless you,’ he says, ‘1t

you take me with you, I’ll have a rest on the way and I’1l eat.” Now,
the queen takes it with ner for a child.

Now, the queen went away, she went to her father for she was rather
pregnant. Her husband divorced her. When she left, her husband set out to
wander, for he remalned alone, he had nobody. He went out into a silver
forest to hunt. He went nunting to catch himself some game for he was
about to die of hunger. He wants to shoot at the little fawn. Now, when
he wants to aim his gun at it, the silver bamboo-cane bends after him,
f§natever God will give for it, I'Ll cut down this bamboo-cane., Let me
see,” he says, ‘whether it will fit for an angle rod.’ Well then, a sili-
ver girl jumps out of the bamboo-cane., She says:  Dearest love of my heart,
give me quickly-quickly a drop of water bLecause if you don't, I'll drop
dead.’ HNow, tne boy had no water witn him and he could not give her any.
The boy was sorry, but now he could not take the girl home. She was a very
beautiful girl though. So he went home.

The following day ne took his flask and filled it with water and went
hunting again, But when he went hunting, he lost the silver forest. While
walking, he strayed into the golden forest. A wild btoar jumps up befors
nim, He wants to shoot at it, but a golden bamboo-cane bends after him.
Then the poy realizes tnat such a bamboo-cane bends after him as the one
the day before; but this is even more beautiful. He takes it and cuts it
down, A golden girl jumps out of it and says, ‘Dearest love of my neart,
give me quickly-quickly a drop of water vecause if you don t, .....’ He
gElves ner some and embraces her and takes ner into the golden forest. He
/She?/ 1s ashamed, but he can't take her home naked, since she was naked,
covering herself with her hair. He says to her, ‘Dearest love of my heart,

8it down here till I come, I'l1l bring you a gold dress and I'11l come for
you on a gold coach,’
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The boy weant home, But from the dense bush Cinderella, the ugly girl
comes forward, she can hardly be seen from her hair, and she says to her:
‘Queen, you are a very teautiful woman, come, let us have a look at our-
gelves in that well, who is more beautiful?’ Now, when the golden girl
went there to look at herself in the well, she seiged her and pushed her
down into the well, Then my Cinderella hides in the bush. The boy returns.
The boy says, ‘Oh, dearest love of my heart, how ugly you have become!
¥hy, you weren’t so ugly, you were a golden girl!” ‘Oh, dearest love
of my heart, till you came, I blackened, fried here in the bush. fell,

I had waited till you came, but can’t you see that ..... But if you
take me home, if I was beautiful, I shall be even more beautiful.” Now,
he takes Cinderella home. Well, all right.

What has become of the girl she threw down into the well? A little
goldfish. It swam away into the pond. Well, all right. But Cinderella
knew that the golden girl had changed into a goldfish. She says to him:
‘Dearest love of my heart, my beauty will not return, and I have become
very ugly, beautiful as I was; for you know how beautiful I was. In front
of our house, there is a little goldfish in our pond, If you cateh it,
I'’11l become so teautiful that my beauty will surpass even that of the
diamond girl.” Now, the lad sits and sets about fishing for seven years
and seven days to catch the goldfish. At last he catches 1t. When he
caught it, he has it fried. When he has fried it for her, she would not
eat it. She says: ‘Alas, my darling, throw it out from before me so that
I should not see it,” &he says, “for I shall die immediately if I
see it.’

Now, what has become of the fish? A nice, big water-melon has become
of it. But Cinderella does not even get out of bed, so she asks him,
what has grown in his garden under the window. She says to him: “Your
Majesty, my king, dearest love of my heart, there is a big water-melon
in front of our house. If you cut me a slice of it, I'1l1 be so beauti-
ful that if anybody is more beautiful, you may have her executed.’ The
lad obeys her, goes up to it, takes his knife to cut a slice for her.
But he sees that blood is dripping from the water-melon.” ¢Oh, dearest
love of my heart, I can’t cut a slice for you. It will do well as an
ornament in our window.’” He puts 1t in his window.

Now, when he put. it in his window, at midnight the girl suddenly
comes out of the water-melon and goes up to the table to eat. She looks
for some food for herself. The maid spies upon her. She says: ° Thias
poor king 1is so poor that he hasn’t even got bread-crumbs on his table,’
All right. The maid has spied upon her. The maid says: “Your Majeaty,
my king! From our water-melon which you put in our window seven years
and seven days ago, such a beautiful girl came out that there is no such
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beautiful girl all over the world.

All right. He said he would go hunting, tut he spied upon her, He
hid under the tatle., The next night comes and he watches when the water-
melon opnes. He puts 80 many food on his table that she won't be able to
eat it in ten years. All rignt, the water-melon opens. ‘oh, my God,’
the king says this, 'you have fulfilled my wisn.’

There was everything there, even floating islands.

If he has not died, he is atill living.

ay you all te happy and healthy!

23.
The belt

Well fellows, I greet you with God's name. God Almighty has allowed
us to meet.I would tell you a story if it doesn’t bore you. I’ve learnt
a fine story from my father-in-law. If you listen to me, I'1ll tell it you.

It was and wasn't, btehind the teyond there was a priest, That priest
was sueh a rich man that nobody in the whole world was so rich only him
in that village. Butchers, horse-dealers, sausage-makers, they all went
to him to buy awines and cows. Once, twelve tandits neard how rich a
priest was ir a village. The old pasha said, £7ellows! Let’s £0 to that
village! I’'ve heard that sometody who is very rich lives there.’

Two bandits dress up as rich men, And they go to that willage. But
they say, they have come from a great distance to buy pige. And then they
say, ‘I need two hundred,” and the other, ‘I need four hundred.’ But
when they arrived there, the priest had teen dead for two weeks. His
wife was left, and his son, twelve years old. How the butchers /because
they said, they were butchers and no bandits/: ‘Hey, Gypsies, fellows!
Don't you <now where could we buy pigs, cows and calves? ‘We do.’ 'Where?’
‘At such and such a place, it was just cne or two weeks ago thet the priest,
her hustand died. She has a lot of porkers, you can buy even a thousand,’
"¥e must g0 there, fellow, %to that priest. Let's go! In which street does
he live?’ ‘Here you are his address, take 1t down. At such and such a
place, in that street, under such and suca a number.’

The two tandite arrive there, ring at the door, the woman conmes out.
‘Good morning, woman, don't be angry, I don’t know wheter we are on a
right way here, tut I've come to ask such and such a name whether it is
you or not.” ‘That's with us, it’s me, it's me. Come in, and sit down in-
side for a moment.' GShe gets the glasses and the bottle, as she used to,
and gives trandy or wine, btrandy to him, wine to the other. ‘Where have
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you comwe from, where are you zoing?’ ‘I've neard, sister, that you nave
pigs for sale; I'd buy two hundred, have you 8o much?" ‘I want also to ouy
ten cows and about five hundred pigs.) ‘All right.’ ‘How much have I to
ask?’ says the bandit who introduced himself as a butcher, ‘Tou don’t have
to pay today at all, you can pay tomorrow winen you get them.’

Well, they eat and drink there, One of the bandits pretends that he
likes the woman. /Listen, listen!/ Then she realized, they didn %t want to
buy pigs, they came to see what she could have, and then they would come
back to steal or rob something. But she keeps on making love witi him, xis-
ges him, caresses him, Now let's go home, it’s getting dark. He takes down
her address /?/. "#e’1ll be back in three or four days, by that time have
the piga singed and smoked.’ ‘A1l right, brother.,’ And they left.

But the wife of the priest, Rudy, she got in her right senses for she
wasn't silly. She 3014 everything at a minimal price. Next day she hung up
on herself as much gold as she could manage, the money, her valuable things
which she could make use of, she made a bundle, took her son ty the hand
and left.

They are wandering and wandering. They are benighted here and there.

By that time she got already tired. ‘My son! Let's sit down for a moment!’
‘Wny, mother? ‘I'm tired. ‘Oh, but what is tiredness?’ But the lad under-
stood it well /[corr.:7 watched on a tree and on another how tirds were
singing, and he was juat going, Just walking about. ‘Hy son! Are you

tired? Non't go after birds because you can’t catch them. Sit down a little
because we go far.” ‘Let me alone /? Take a rest?/, mother!’ He kept on
walking about.

The princesa /keep on listening now!/, the princess was enchanted.

Her father cursed her for she didn’t marry the one whom she was told to.
She wanted to make love with another one, with another prince. /Now look
here!/ The father cursed her, and her mother, too. ‘My daughter! By the
wish of God, turn into a belt in this hour, on this day and met wound on
a tree. And don’t unscrew until the son of a priest goes there near that
tree, thes unscrew and jump onto his waist.” So it happened, she turned
into a telt., ‘Now let’s go, mother.” ‘All vight, my son.’ ¥hen the boy
steps, the earth bends. 'My son! Do I see it well or do I not? Or am I
sleepy?’ “What's the matter?’ ‘Well, the earth bends when you step.’

‘0h mother, it is because you are sleepy and tired, and yvou don't see
well.) ‘All right,” the mother says.

They kept on going. After a time they zot benighted. ‘My son! Come
what may, let’s go into that ramshackle hovel, Let's take a rest and lay
our heads and sleep, we’ll go on tomorrow.” ‘All right, mother.’ When
she opens the door /listen to this, old boy!/, whom does she see, whom
she does not, she sees the twelve tandits. 'Good evening, young men!’
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¢yelcome, dear sister, you and your son, too.” &5She is sly /how sly a wo=-
man she was, a clever one, listen!/. ‘How do you do, ny lovar.} The old
one, their chief, opens his eyes wide for surprise. 'W¥hat is it? Well,
well! ‘Yhy do you come here?’ ‘Don’t be angry, dear brother, he came to
buy pigs, and I didn't wait for him to come again, I sold everything. The
gold, the wealth is now together, Now I have everything with me. ‘Well
then, my son, marry her, at least we' 11 have somebody to wash and cook for
us until we get home from here and there when we go to rob and gteal.’
fJust look at that old fool! This woman outwits yod.’ ‘But why do you
speak like that, brother? ‘Because if I fetch you a blow, all the partis
of your body /?/ will fall out.’ ‘Brother! You can beat me, you are
twelve., She counts out all the twelve. ‘Let me alone!’

All right. They go to bed, they sleep. It dawns, they have a wash,
dress up, one eats, the other drinks. ‘Sut what to do now?  asks the old
one, their chief. ‘What could we do? He, who wanted to marry her, who
pretended to marry her, now he's got to marry her.’ '&h, plague on her!
Let's kill her, to the hell with ner!” ‘Do what you want,’ 'Iull. take
the big kettle, fetch water, let’s boil it, then put her in and cook and
throw her out to the doga.‘ ‘Al right, it's good like that, right, let’s
do 1t!’ They take the kettle, the eleven bandits, the kettle had eleven
handles., They go to the well and fill it with water. The boy, the son of
the priest, follows them. One of them says, ‘Cet along with you!l The
other says, ‘ Just look at the fool! Let him come, at least this day, this
hour, let him delight. For when it is noon, his flesh will be cooked. Let
him come.” /Listen now, just listen! ¥hat will come after, ... your hair
will stand on end!/ They draw water into the kettle, it is full, They
twelve cannot move it. They carry it, get their breath, put it down for
a moment to rest a little., One of them says for fun, (Eey, you kid!’

They laugh. ‘1r you move it with two hands, your life remains.” And they
lavgh. They didn't imagin, such a little boy were able to carry it alone.
/I've forgotten to tell you that the princess who was changed into a belt
has wound on his waist., Now listen!/ 'Well, now, shall I carry it?’ he
answers, He gets it onto his back and carries it. ‘Dear Christ, good
heavens! TLook, how the little boy carries it alone, and we couldn't ma-
nage it eleven of us!’ /Do you understand, Rudy?/ And he puts it down
before the old bandit. He looks at the boy, ' Well, what’s that? You
couldn't manage it? You see, the little boy can carry it!’ ‘Well, you

old scoundrel, it'‘s not so!’ ‘4nat?’ ‘I tola him for fun, if he mrves it
or pulls it away a little, his life will be spared. But he, what did he
do? He picked it up, threw it onto his back and carried it home.’ lHey,
fellows! Let him live, because he 1s a hero, a brave man.’ ‘Do you hear
what the old fool says? To keep or to bear a man among us who is stronger
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than us, have you ever heard a case lilke that?’ 'Mhy?' '#e aras twelve
here and we can’'t carry waat he can alone. ‘Do wnat you want,' the old
man says. They twelve cannot put it on the fireplace to warn, to boil
the water.

The the old robber says, ‘thtle boy! Let’'s go to play cards while
they are cooking for us.’ 'All rieht, let’s go,” he answers. But the olad
robber says, ‘I play cards for human life. Now listen, how sly and how
smart the boy was. ‘a11 right, uncle, ‘he says, ‘I can do it, but I must
win twelve times and you must win only twice. Not in this way!’ ‘But how?
‘Regard me as if I were twelve, too. Or if you do not, then when you win,
cut one of my fingers. Do you understand it well? I have ten fingers,
and myself, and my mother, it is twelve,’ ‘Well, that’s a clever boy!’

He kisses the boy. fhat happened to my boy? Now listen, hear luck! He
deals the cards and then, hurrah, he wins., But they swore that he who
won the first game, would take the sword and cut the other’'s neck. He
awore on this with the old pasha. /I've forgotten to mention, but be-
fore .... you about it./ So, my boy won the first game. Then he takes
the sword and cuta the robter’'s neck. He had so much f@rtune, had such a
good head, that he won eleven times. And he cut the neck of eleven rob-
bers, He deals for the twelfth time, he deals the cards. He wins. 'Well,
what shall I do with you?' ‘Do what you want. rDh, I won’t kill you.’
The boy takes the sword and sticks it into his head, intoc his nape, ties
a long chain on his hands and ties him up with it, Where did the boy put
him down? To the cellar where the bones of the dead were, he locked the
door and let him alone there.

But the boy also looked what was in the other room, what was in the _
porch and in the kitchen. Gold, silk, silver. A lot of stolen things, a
lot of treasure. When they went to steal, they didn't share it, but let
it together, Whom did they go to? To the kings; the rotbers always went
tc the rieh kings to rob. And all that wealth, all those riches were to-
gether. ‘Mother, we won’t leave this place, let’s live here.’ 1
right, my son. )

Well, my little boy, though young, was clear-headed. He went for a
walk in the great forest where they were living. While he was walking
about and looking around, a girl, a princess: 'Help me! Help me! T=ze Holy
Virgin bless you! Help me! Help me! The Holy Virgin bless you!’ Where to
look, where to listen? tHe]p me, help me! Save me! Mary bless you!
Because, when the princess went somewhere, to a ball, or just to walk a-
bout, or to her lover, the bandits caught her in the forest. Well, ex-
cuse me, to tell it frankly, be happy, be your luck all silver and gold,
they undressed her completely, bound her and threw wood upon her to burn
her. But since the wife and the son of the priest went to them, they for-
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got about her. In the meantime the boy killed them, So the princess re-
mained alive,.

So the boy, when hearing "help me", trots there. ‘4ho are you, girl?'
“Mary be with you, be in good health, if you are an old man, be my dear
father, if you are an old woman, be my dear mother, if you are a man, a
young man, Mary be with you then, be so kind, Mary give you strength, to
let me out, because the twelve bandits, - and I've been lying here for
the second day, andlthey want to burn me. Let me out, let me go!’  Well,
the boy threw the wood off her. Well, he felt ashamed when catching sight
of her. /I say again, excuse me, be your luck all silver and gold!/ Well,
he caught sight b! her pubes, her pussy, toc, and everything, also her
bust. ‘My boy! Tf you are a man, don’t be ashamed. Do consider, it is my
1ife’s matter! You see!’ '§ell, he went there and let her out. You've
let me out, now whenever you .... /I've forgotten to tell you that her
eyes were blindfolded./ ‘ whenever you come in our parts, here you are my
address to call me on at such and such a place.” He took her along,
dressed her up, gave her to eat and to drink, then she went home. Home
she went.

Yhen he gzot home, in the meantime his mother, Rudy, took the key and
opened the door to see what was inside, what a treasure, what a wealth
was there, She took a look at it. And she chanced upon the poor devil,
upon the unlucky rotber who had been killed by the boy, the sword had been
plunged into his head. ‘ What happened to you? Are vou still alive?’ 'Iall.
I'm not alive, I'm not dead, I'm just in existence in this world.” ‘Hey,
I see you are a brave man. Do you want to be my husband?’ ‘Don’t do that,
dear aister! ‘It you don’t want to, or if you don't marry me, my son
comes home, I'll make him kill you at once.’ “What do yoh mean?’ ' What do
I mean? I want you to be my husband and to kill my son.’ ‘YWoe is me! I
would rather die than kill your son.” ‘Why?’ “Why? I'1l tell you. You
see, where he put me, and that I'm suffering here bearing the sorrow,
and he also killed my men, but I don’t want to kill him after all) ‘Do
you marry me or do you not?’ ‘It's the same to me whether you just want
to test me or not, be it as you wish, But what more do you want?’ ‘How
could we kill my son?’ /Hey, that's a sly woman!/ "Tell it me!” 'Do you
see the window here?’ ‘Yes, I do.’ ‘A path is starting there. It leads to
a living sow. That wild-hog has twelve piglets. Tell him to take one of
them, because you will die at once unless you eat of its liver.’ /Just
listen to it, trother!/ ‘Sham illness. When he comes, "Oh, I'll die, oh,
I'1l die!™ He will say, "What s the matter, mother?" #0h, my son, I had
a dream." "¥hat was it, mother?"™ "I dreamt that I must eat of the liver
of a piglet, otherwise I will die, I will die at oace." "Mother, where
shall I get it from?" "Oh, my son, it was in my dream too. A path is
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starting under our window, it leads to a wild-hog. But don’'t pe afraid =f
it. Go there, it won't hurt you. Tell her to give you one of ner piclets

tecause you want to save my life,d

Ah, he ta<es to flight, opens the door, keeps on runalag. Zut tae
wild-hog, neither was it a silly wonan. “Jont run so quickly, I give you
one of =y plgleta. Don™t kill ust’ rZ—Iot do you know I came to kill yau?‘
“All right, son, take this piglet and settle your mother’s matfer. Zut I
ask you to do one thing, my son. ¥hen your mother says, "#fhen I nad a look
at it, I tecame well at once®™ /Oh, the artful btitch, to fuck her well,
Rudy, if she could do away with her son!/, when your mother says, "Ch ny
son, when I caught sight of it, I tecame well at once, dash it to earth,
son!" - No, mother! Let him go Sack!’

All right, He takes the piglet, the wild-hog gives him one to taxe.

He runs back. He gets home, opens the door. ‘Hey, mummy, I've got it!’
‘Oh my mson, when I caught sight of it, oh, I btecame well at once. Dash {t
to earth!’ 'Not at all, mother, Let him go back!’

All rignt.-lt is dawning, he goes to look around again, He feels dull.
Little boy, what to do? It’s about eight or nine o*clock, she opens the
door to her lover. ‘How could you manage 1t?’ Puck up, that’s wnat I tell
you to do! He brought a piglet, be your father and your fortune dead!’ uh,
the brave child, I kiss his shit! That'’s nothing for him. Don’t kill your
son, Mary bless you!’ ‘He must die, he must. Tell me something elae!’

‘There is a mountain at such and such a place. That mountain opens
once in twelve years, only once. Ffhen it opens, it closes socn. Tell him
to fetch a can of water from there. But from there, except perhape the Ho=-
ly Virgin, I kiss her shit /don't be angry with me!/, perhaps She tut no-
body else can bring it, neither him. Lie down now again and sham illness.
Her son comes home. ‘Oh my son! I'1l die at once!’ ‘Why?' ‘I had a dream.
If I could drink good water once in my lifetime!’ “Here you are, mother,
drink 1t!’ ‘Hey, son! Not a water like this.’ "#ell?’ ‘If you open the door,
left you find a path. You go along the path until you reach a big mountain.
At twelve o’clock it opens, fetch me a can of water from there, If you do
it, son, I'll be much more younger.’

He takeehhe can and leaves. /Now listen, what will happen, how it will
happen and how it will not./ But the belt cn his waist heard what he was
told. /Do you hear it?/ When he goes farther from the hovel, twenty or
thirty stepa about, the telt jumps down from his waist. /Now look hers!
And listen to it well!/ ‘lhere are you going, John?' He looks back.
‘¥nere am I going? I'm going to fetch water for my mother.” ‘John! Don't
g0 anywnere! Turn back! You will lose your life and mine, too.” ‘But
who are you, girl? Por if I kick you /excuse me, God be with you, be
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your luck all silver and gold/, if I kick you in the pants, you'll perish
at once.” ‘Well, you serve only to beat me, John! You pass yourself off
as a strong man.” ‘That I am, indeed.’ ‘Jonn! Break the thinest twig off
this tree. If you do it, then you may slay me.” ‘It can be easily arran=
ged. Oh, my God! To break it off!’” He could neither break it off, nor
bend it a little. /You understand me, Rndy?/ ‘Now look here, John!

You see, I'm a woman. Now I jump on your waist. One, two, three, four,
five, six; seven, eight, nine, ten, as many trees there are one by one,
you tear them uﬁ with one hand.” 'Let’s see it  He could not see her
any longer. r!y God, with thy blessing and thy peace, I will go on.”

I was on the way to tell you, he went to fetch water for his mother. The
girl jumps down from his waist again. ‘John! #ho was right?’ ‘You were
right., ‘Was I? ‘You were ‘John! I am cursed by God and Mary, too.
Had you not come, I may have stayed on that tree. But since you happened
to come there and the blessed God gave both of us such a fortune, maybe
we won't dle after an hour, because you have saved my life. Now, because
you saved my life, I will try to save yours, too, with the help of God or
Mary.) ‘What's that, girl?’ ‘Listen to me! I’11 turn into a mare. You
jump on me, and tie the two cans onto your legs., When you see that the
1ittle hill is going to open, urge me on my side, I just put down my two
legs, But when it's opened, then make me jump, make me jump the mound,
Because unless you do this, John, both of us shall perish.’ ‘Be it so!’
‘Be fortunate, John!’

They get there, the belt jumps off his waiat, turns into an apple-
grey horse, He jumps on it, ties the two cans onto his legs, takes his
watch and looks the time at it. The earth was already falling down from
the hill, for it was going to open. When it seemed to open, she let her
legs down, and started out when the hill wanted to (Eioaq]. What re-
mained there and what did not, the tail of the horse. What was it? The
tall was her hair, Because she had a long hair. They go further, then the
girl turns a somersault and becomes a girl again,. lJohn, whose word proved
true?’/2/ ‘Yours.” ‘Look, John, what's burning there?’ ‘I see, that’s
your hair. ‘Did I keep my promise?’ ‘You did.” 'Then they look at each
other and begin to weep. ‘Hey you, John! Take these two cana with the wat-
er to your mother. But I bet, she won’t drink of 1it, not a bit.” ‘But why?’
‘Do you understand my words? One day it will happen that your mother will
kill you, and me, too. If it won't happen so, do with me what you want,’
‘Leave me!® ‘Well, I leave. But John, just a word. If your mother won't
drink of the water and will tell you to pour it into the kettle so that
she can boil it and wash with it, do not do that, my Johnny! When she
says she won't drink of it, take it outside and pour it out. It will go
back of itself. Will you take my advice, John?' ‘T will.
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They arrive home. Hencefarward tae girl stayed on his waist as a belt.
“I've brought 1t, mother. 'Oh my son, when T caught sight of it, I got
well at once. Pour it into the kettle, tomorrow we shall boil it and I
will wash yout clothea.‘ rNot so, nother, If you didn't drink of it and
nevertheless you got well, thank God.)! And he opens the door and pours
it out, The water ran back crying and laughing where it was taken fronm.

It moes back itself. All right. It dawns, the boy goes into t he forest
again. He watches the birds, the monkeys, here and there, he watches eve=-
rything, But the little boy did not shoot them, he was Just walking in
the forest and watched everything without food and drink.

The old bitch goes to her lover again, my prick to her pussy! “How
could you manage it?’ ‘'He has brought it. Dear Christ, has he brought
1t?’ ‘But what to do with him?’ ‘If you teat me to death, [you daL? ir
you spare my life, you do, but I can't tell you anything more.” All right.
The boy returns. ‘My son! You are walking all the time. Bring your shirt
here, I'11 wash it." The bey, ‘Do you wash it on me?’ ‘Take it off.' He
takes it off. She washes it. ‘My son! /You see, quite a trickish bitch./
‘“Your father was such a strong man that when I cut my tress and tied up his
two fingers with it, and I danced with him, he tore it, such a strong man
was your father. Could you do it, too, my son?’ ‘Me, mother? Therg, mum=-
my! ¥hat's that? That's nothing.” ‘Let’s see.” Then she cuts both of her
tresses. Put yourkwo thumba together, son.” He puts them together, and
she compresses them. ‘Pull it, son!" What happened, fellows? He set about
and tore the halr. All right. ‘!J son! Your father took down also his
draweras so that I could wash them.,” Somebody gave the damned bitch the
idea. /Don’t take the hint!/ ‘Your father tried his strength naked.’ ‘Not
at all, mother, shall I bte naked in front of you? ‘Look at the fool, do
you feel ashamed before me, before your mother? You are but a little boy.
If you do it naked, son, with ten hairs only, or even with a single one,
you'll be the strongest man all over the world, to the world’s end.” ‘Well,
if 1t is so, mother, let it be so. I take off my clothes.’ And he atrips
to the skin. “Now go on, son!’ She had long hair. ‘Put your fingers to-
geth:r!’ She pulls out fone hair/ and ties up his fingers. ‘Pull it,
son! He pulls. It made a cut to the marrow of his bone. ‘Oh, mother,
I1'11 die, oh, mother, I'1l die! Oh, mummy, undo it quickly! It breaks my
heart!” ‘Now come, pasha!’ “ihat have you done?’ ‘I was brainier than you,
wasn’t I?° “Why?’ “Look here! Now do what you want as well.” ‘Woman! He
gave me a life, so I must ask him, too, what he wants to ask for., I ask
him what his wish is. What do you ask me for?’ ‘¥ell, I don‘t ask for any-
thing.’ ‘What shall I do with you?' ‘Do what you want.,) He keeps on think-
ing. ‘¥ell, I won't do anything,” And puts out the boy's eyes. Puts him
into a bag and carries it to the top of a tree. And hangs him up there.
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He hangs there, The boy is there for a day, for two davs, for three days,
for a week.

Once, the boy, -there was nothing else to do for him but suffer of
thirst and huager. ‘dnatever God may inflict upon me - help, help, help!
/Just listen, trother, Mary bless all of you!/ Wwho goes there, who not,
just remember, the one whose life was saved a year earlier when the
twelve bandits wanted to bturn her. /Do you understand me?/ She happens
to go there with her father on a coach, Father!” ‘What 1s?” “Don’t you
hear anything?’ ‘No, I don't, my daughter.’ °Stop, coachman!’ He stops.
‘Help me, help me, I'1ll die here, I'11 die here! ‘Let's go there, fath-
er, should it mean the death of us, Just remembter, father, somebody saved
my life in the same way when the twelve bandits wanted to turn me.” Her
father hears it, and tears flow from his eyes. ‘Then let’s go, my daugh-
ter.” ‘Help me, help me, I'11 die here!’ The girl and her father go
there to the tree. The king says, ‘4o are you up there, tell me!” ‘I'm a
poor boy." ‘What kind of?’ ‘Who once saved the life of the daughter of the
king of twelve countries.’ ‘0Oh father,” she shrieks and screams, ‘go at
once, take him down for me, because it was him who saved my life. But,
daddy, take him down so, that I could see him alive and kiss him once,’
The king climbs the tree, ¥ith one hand he embraces him, with the other
unties the rope from the tree. He arrives at the ground fortunately. lHe
undoes the bag and the girl catchea sight of the boy. She fell on his
neck, and they are crying there in each other's arms. But his eyes, as I
have told it before, are missing., The girl sees it., ‘Oh father! Whatever
God has ordered, he must be my husband. He was to be killed, I was also
meant_ to be killed; he was about to die, poor devil, I was also prepared
for death. Daddy, let us have one another. Don't break my heart, my dear
father!’ l.?ell. be happy with him, my dear daughter.' They take each
other by the hand, go to the coach and get into it.

But my king, next day he reported to seven countries, 'Fellows, Gyp-
sies, everyone who wants to, come to my daughter’'s wedding!' He set a
time, at this and that time will the wedding be held. And they come. The
whole word comes without delay /?/, all the great kings come to the king
for her daughter is getting married. Nevertheless the king felt ashamed
because who was found to be her husband, a blind boy. All right. People
arrive, they eat and drink. Then he, ®Fellows, Gypsies, you who are sil-
lier and who are more clever, I'd like to tell you sonething if you heard
it: the life-story of my daughter and my son-in-law, how it happened to
them, how they were meant to be killed, and how they met.” He tells his
story as I told it you, how the girl was meant to be killed and how he was,
too, and how his eyes were put out. ‘Let them be happy, perhaps it will
change for the better some day.’
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#hen he neard taat his father-in-law made mention of aim, for shame ne
went out somehow fumbtling about to kill himself for ahame, He goea out,
gsets off and walks and walks. Two ravens just happenei to meet, "Where are
you going chum?’ 'Oh. chum, perdition should sweep them off> /don’t take
it amiss, don't take the hint, but I must tell you this word, too, tecause
one must tell everything that is in it/, ‘perdition should those hunters
sweep 0ff! They always go hunting and, chum, they shot my youg’s eyes off,
And he can't see.’ ‘But where are you going now, chum?’ ‘The water of life
is ne’f‘h:. not so far, about twenty or thirty steps off. ind you know,
chum, who thrusts two fingers in it and touches his eyes with it, his eyes
will reappear, more beautiful and healthier eyes they will be.” Joan is
all ears. ‘But hurry then, chum, good luck, be your son lucky and nealthy:
‘Thank you, chum. My boy starts and goes, goes, goes. He hears tne roar-
ing of the water, shahshsh, how the waves, the billows are lasaning. ‘On,
my God! Surely that bird said an important thing. Whatever God grants, I
will try it.’

The water 1s no more far from him, two or three steps about. But his
wife /that is to say, the princess who was to be his wife/ asked, 'Where
is my husband, where is my husband?’ She looks around, doesn't see any-
body. She leaves, runs: ‘John, you hear? John, you hear? Where are you,
wnere are you?' He doesn‘'t come forward, no, he doesn‘t.Suddenly his
wife, his intended catches sight of him. ‘Oh, Johnny! Don't go further,
the water is just right there, you'll fall into it, but then I'1ll kill my-
aelf, too. Don't move!' ‘Be calm, keep still, fuck up!' ‘what happened to
you, Johnny?’ “Dont speak! Take my hand and lead me to the water.’ “oh
no, my husband, Mary bless you! You'll fall in! If you jump in, if you
kill yourself, whom do I remain to? My dear husband, Mary bless yau!‘
‘Come here, fuck your mother! Take my hand! Do you see what I mean? I
won't jump in. I want to lie prome. If you don*t telieve me, let me plunge
my two fingers in it at least.’ ‘What's that?’ ‘You’ll see what happens.’
‘Oh, my hustand, what do you want to do?’ ‘Be quiet, my dear wife! Kiss
me! She kisses him. ‘Hold me fast and let me plunge two fingers into it.
Otherwise I’11 kill myself at once.” “Well, I’1l comply with your request
rather than you kill yourself.” He touches the water with two fingers and
smears his eyes two or three times. And he becomes a handsome, lovely lad.
‘Look at me, wife!’ She looks at him: rly dear!’ You can imagine what a
pleasure and happiness there was for them. /Now listen, what will be next!
What I've told trat’s nothing, the best of it comes now!/

‘My wife! Go back to your father's castle. 'What do you want?’ ‘Fuck her
up and her mother’s breast in my village! As my mother and stepfather took
my life, I want to do the same. The wedding must go on until I return. Do
you hear it?’ s do.’ rGood bye - good byd!‘ Off he set. But the man
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/pay attention now, brother!/ and his wife cannot cross the threshold, I
tell you why. Because the belt which was on the boy’s walst changed into
a lion. When they wanted to come out, she shot flame at them, phoooo! They
could not step out through the door. She says, ‘Until my master who died,
-r rather who was my intended husband, until ne visits you here ir this
house, or rather in this hovel, I won’t let you out.” The boy arrives
home. He opens the door, the belt jumps onto his waist. ‘Good morning, dear
mother and- my dear, lovely, sweet father!’ And they, ‘Welcome, my dear,
nice son!’ ‘Tell me, f=:iier, what is your wisn?’ ‘I don't wish anything,
no, I don’t.,” He takes his sword and cuts him to scraps, %o pieces, and
puts him into a bag and hangs it on a tree. ‘3e danmned by God, silly wo-
man, for you weren’t a good mother of your son, you were a bloody whore,’
/But listen now, what he did./ ‘I don’t want to scold you.’ Then he puts
her in the deep cellar and locks the door. He takes the key and throws it
away, Then off he went. #here he goes, where not, back to his wife.

‘Good morning, fellows!’ ‘Dear Christ! How great a hero ne is, and :ow
good head and great knowledge he could have! Welcome, my dear son-in-law,
Sit down!® He sits down. ‘Where have you teen travelling, where have you
been, my son?’ Anyhow, his father-in-law must ask him this and that.

‘You see, dear father, excuse me, God knows what happened, how it happened,
don't ask me anything, only be glad that we can see each other.’ ‘That's
right.’ Everybody applauds, They ate and drank, the wedding continued
agaln for two or taree days. Then they went home. When the others went
home, all those who had come from seven countries, ‘Now you have a hand-
some, stalwart husband, my daughter, please!’ One year, two years, a
child is born to them, a little boy.

And he began to think it over. “My God! But I had a mother. My wife!’
“What i1s?’ ‘1’11 go for my mother.’ 'Oh. oy hustand! Don’t do it!’ ‘)11
go, yesa, I will.’ Off he went. When he wants to look for the key, where
does he find it, he finds the key just ..... He opens the door. ‘Are you
8till alive, mother? he shouts down into the cellar. ‘Oh my son, I'm
neither dead nor alive, I just exist in this world.’ ‘Hother. I hand you
down a rope and pull you up. Come out!’ c?ery well, son, for I'm to die
here.” He pulls her out and takes her ho-:: to himself. One day, two days,
one week, two weeks, they eat and drink. They don‘t reme:ber anything that
they did to each other, or they did not.

I have forgotten to tell you that the woman sucked a dead man’s bone
for one or two years, and she put it in her pocket when the boy pulled her
up. == Then a month passes, and also three. The mother-in-law says to her
daughter-in-law: ‘My daughter! Non't be it always you who nmakes the bed
for my son, because he cannot sl=sp. Let me do it once, too, perhaps he
will sleep better then.” ‘Let it be so, mother.’ And she :ikes the bed
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for nim. The bone, as T have told you, was in her pocket. Sne puts it ia-
to the bed, its point being upwards. She lays a sheet over 1it. He arrives
from a great hunting, because t.2y held a great competition, he is tired
and worn out, se couldn't eat even his supper. ‘14y wife, don't be angry,

T can’t eat much, give me a coffee and 1 go to bed.’ ‘A1l right, my hus-
tand,” He goes to bed. He was so sleepy that he jumped on the sofa. Where
he jumped, where not, just onto the bone, onto its end, into its point, It
plerced into his back, He died of it, the boy died. If he died, well, he
died. In the morning they get up. My husband, get up a little!’ But her
hustand just lies there. A11 right, he died., But she didn?t want to nake.
carried to the cemetery anc bury him, she had a btig grave made, a crypt,
he was turied there,

She had twelve brothers. They were enchanted. They were doves., All the
twelve were enchanted, they were cursed to te doves, The eldest one says,
‘let’s go to our trother-in-law once, let's visit him.” ‘Let’s go!” They
went. Thile they were flying high, near the sky, the youngest one says,
“Mike, Steve, don’t you see yet what is in our castle?’ ‘In which castle?’
‘Zook at the fool what he says!’ ‘Look, just look! Don’t you see wiat's
there? Can't you see the floral tributes?” ‘Yes, indeed, fucx your oread!’
But th= other says, (?erhaps they have had a baby who died and they did
not want to bury him in the cemetery. They bad a crypt made and buried him
there.” But the oldest one says, ‘Be your father and mother ead, let us
be dead, too, we won'’t go to my brother-in-law and to my sister until we
see who is in the crypt, in the coffin.’ All right. They open the door,
they descend, ‘Oh, fuck up, see, who is it!” ‘Who is it?’ ‘Here is your
brother-i{~-law, fuck up, it's him who's in the coffin.” ‘iy God, how great
ycur power ia!’  2u* the other says, ‘Let us see, what did he die of? What
#as his illness? You are very learned, we must see him.’ ‘¥ell, let’s see
him thea. They look at his hand, his mouth, neck, head, ears, everything.
fne of them says, ‘Turn him over!’ They turn him over. ‘Here 1is the bone!
It was in his back. Puck up your damned mother!’ /Don’t take it amiss and
don’t be angry, brother./ ‘This caused his death.” ‘Then pull it out of
his back.,) They pull it out, he opens his eyes. ‘Well, brother-in-law,
what a goci-for-nothing you are!’ lwhy, brotier? Because I saved your lite?
“Why did you not let ne lie and rest longer, and sleep?’ ‘Don’t sleep s0
long, it was enough. Come out!’ He leaves /[the erypt/. “Yow, what is,
brother? ¥hat have you founi that you could save me from?”> “§¥hat I have
found? This bone.” He looks at it.'Oh, fuck up, she did it again, Let’s
go, I will do the sane to her.’

‘Good morning, my dear mother! ‘Oh my son, did you arrive?’ ‘I did.’
“#here were you, my son?’ fOnh, dear mother, I have been always dreaming
and thinking about, where could I get a handsome, stalwart husband for yout
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1 walked and walked until I found one to my taste whom you could take
pleasure in.> “Oh, go to the devil, son! I don’t need him. I have troubles
enough, I am an old woman already.’ ‘ot at all, Totner! He's of good kini.
trave, strong, muscled,’ ‘are you kidding, son? ‘Not me, mum, not at all.
“Then show him me, son!’ Then what did four doves turn into? They turned
into four atallions, male horses. ‘Now let’s go, mother!’ He took her
out. One of her hands to one stallion, the other hand to the other stal-
lion, one leg to another stallion and he saig, €Geel’ They tore her in-
to four pieces,

Who listened to it, be healthy and happy.

If they did not die, they are still alive.

24,
4 dream

I was some seventeen-eighteen years old. I made for Végegyhdza on a
ticycle, at four or five o’clock in the afterncon. When I set off, night
overtook me in Kundgota. I was young, I was seized with fear. I was hung-
ry, too. I enter the inn, In there was a waitresa, I greet her: ‘Good eve-
ning!’ ‘Good evening. What will you have?’ “Is there anything to eat?"rell.
there is fried meat, sausages, eggs, pickled cucumber.’ ‘Give me a port-
fon!’ And she brings me to eat. I eat. ‘Cive me two decilitres of wine!’
She brings the wine, I drink it. ¥hile I was eating and drinking the wine,
I speculated: (My God! Kovdeshdza is far away from nere, how far away is
Végegyhidza fgpm there.” I was young, I had a horror of the nigat, It was
dark, ‘Tell me, please, would it be possible to find a lodging somewhere?’
‘sir, as you want.’ ‘Thank you very much. What have I to pay?” ‘We shall
count it afterwards.” But I didn t foot the bill for my dinner, she did
not let me pay for it, not even the tina. Listen only to me! She shouta,
¢Coachman, h;rness the horsea!’” He puts the horses to a coach. ®Drive up!

She comes forward before the inn-door: ‘Get in, Sir!’ I climbed into the
car bteside the coachaman, [irom the audience: ‘Tell it in Gypay!’ ‘It sounds
tetter partly in Gypsy, partly in Hungarian.’] I climbed into the car be-
gide the coaéhmsn. she rode back. ‘Go on!’ He moved on. Suddenly she
graébd the coat on my shoulder. She says, ‘Come here backwards, just look
how do you look beside the coachman, he is 8o tall and you are so short!’
‘Oh, how nice of you,” I say, “thank you!” I went back. Well, I was a bit
smarten up /7 drunken?/, then she stretched out her skirt under me that I
should sit on it. ‘Excuse me, I am not in such a /dress?/, I don’t know
in which a -,> T say, ‘you would tetter take it away.’ “Sit down and -’
She pulled me off wiolently teside her. Then we arrived in front of her
house, The coach stopped. 'Hey!’ I jump down to open the gate, she pulls
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me Gaek: r?p. let %tne cgaghman do it!" The coachman gets ofl, copena tis
gate, drives in. We enter /mind what I say!/ by tae first door. We open the
door, go inside, open = _ne second door. We 8till go. We cpen the third door.
Ye atill go. ¥e open the fourth, fifth, sixth door and 3till go. Pinally,
we reach the last door, you see, 3ut the door there did not open goeasily
as the others did. She tegins to insist. She insists, can’t manage it. She
says, ‘Young man, be so kind and try it; perhaps a man's hand is stironger.
‘¥ith pleasure,’ As I put my hand on the door-handle, the door opens at
once. And she knocked me, you see, from behind! I tumbled dowan into a cel-
lar. I tumbled down some ten stairs rolling down till I arrived in tae
cellar. At once I lost consciousness for a second, out of fear and because
of the knock. I look around, I don't see anything. There was neither elec-
tric light nor a lamp, nothing. But while I rolled downstairs, more and
more things came to my way, presented themselves tefore nme.

'My God, I'm out of my mind! Fhere am I? Now I'm going to die, I can’t
get out of here alive.” 3ut all the same I tried so harg that I stood up
of myself, I fumble about, I fumble about. I find a table. I finger along
the table, it was some five metres long. Then I found a small candle. I
go on fumbling, I find a match. But in the box there were not more than
three match-sticks. I say, ‘Phat’s it, I shall look arocund where I an. I
strike the match, but it is out. I strike the second one, that is out too.
‘Damn it!’ I take the third, but that I would and wouldn’t strike out of
anxiety. "Well now,” I =ay,‘it’s all the same,whatever God will give.’ I
strike the third one. And that one does not go out. I light the candle.
What did I see, a long table is there, a hatchet 1s on it., Full of blood.
{aroans of horror fron the audience.? I look arcund, in a corner there
are so many human heads, a great many bones, hands, horrible to see! I
look around once again, what do I see, a big wooden tub as it has been in
use earlier, It is full of blood, of clotted blood. When I saw this, I
shrieked, ‘Help! Help!' And I cried. Well, I hear that sonebody calls from
above, ‘Who is down there?’ ‘Oh uncle, I swear by God, help me! I tumbled
down here in the cellar and I can’t get out of it.’ ‘Oh son, I can’t go
down to you. But if you carry out what I tell you, then I can help you. If
you can tell me what you have seen while you were tumbling down, if you
rememter it, then you are set free,” I think and think. °I know, uncle,’

I say. ‘Then listen to me. Pull out nine hairs of your head. But exactly
nine hairs. Wind them on your little finger. And tell me at once what you
have seen when you went down, before you would pull out the hairs of your
head,” “¥ell, while I was tumbling down,” I say, ‘it seemed that a fire comes
towards me and also a big dog, its mouth was aflame, and a big bull ran
against me, it wanted to devour me, such things I've seen.’ ‘That‘'s right,
son. Pull out nine hairs of your head.” I pull them out. I touch and
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pull them out. And I wind them on my little finger. ‘If you can get up
where youlgot in, stieck your little finger into t he keyhole, the door will
open at once, And when it opens, jump out at once and run that way where
you have come from, Thus you may get free,” I ascend the steps, I see,
there is a keyhole, I stick my little finger into it. When I stick it, a
erack, the door flies open. I ran along the corridor. Somebody flings a
hatchet after me, I reached the courtyard, I jumped over the fence, a
wire fencing. But my trouaerabtieked fast; and I hung upside down. But the
woman, the waitress runs after me with such a chopper! Well, so much, so
much that before she reached me I struggled, kicked about until my trous-
ers wore out and I sprang to my feet and ran along.

As I run, run, run, run, suddenly I hear that somebody screams in my
ears: rJae. you’ll die, Joe, you'll die, Joe, you'll die! What is the
matter with you, Joe? Are you going to die, Joe?” And they ery in my
ears. Somehow I open my eyes, what do I see, my mother is there in front
of me. ‘What’s the matter with you, son, what happened to you, what did
you see, who hit you?’ I drew a breath but they gathered the sweat of me
by the handfuls. Even the eiderdown quilt got soaked of me, John! It was
a dream. I dreamt. This is what I dreamt.

25.
The Gypsy woman and the snake

I tell you a story that happened to a poor Gypsy woman and a poor
Cypsy man who had a lot of children. That poor Gypsy was a miserable /?/
man. He took away what he could steal so that he could keep them, because
he had six small children. Things went on, went on, went on till he, the
poor fellow, was sent to prison. Formerly there were internment camps.
The Gypsy was sentenced to five years. When he got the five years, there
remained his five orphans and his poor wife had a five-six months old ba-
ty. When her husband got into prison, she went to see him. She led a life
of great poverty. Formerly there were no trains, there was not such a
traffic and the poor woman started off on foot. She fastened her baby to
her neck as was the habit once. She went on the road, she went /7/. The
woman had --, she carried a bit of food to her husband, a bit of tobacco
in a pouch. The woman was a dunkard and put a bottle of brandy in her
pocket, in a big one-litre flask. Then when it was getting dark, where
should she go, where to, she noticed from afar that there was a bridge
and she went there, sat down there for herself with her little baby. She
had a shawl on him, round her neck, on the baby.
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mhen while she was sitting there with the taty, usnder the bridge
there was a blg martle., As she sits there with hinm, she is overcome with
sleep, she nurses the taby holding him in her hand. /But this was cer-
tainly true, Joe!/ She nursea the baty, well, suddenly what did she see,
dear brother, that a large snake of five metres creeps towards her. The
woman tecame terror-stricken a bit and did not dare to move an eyelid. It
approached her because of the milky smell. The snake climbs on her, over
the taby to her treast. She draws the baty a little aside of ner treast
and boom! she squeezes her breast into the mouth of the snake. Meanwhile
the poor woman laments: ‘Ah, my God, I kiss your shit /?/. Be with me only
just now, look at my orphana!’ And while it sucks, sucks, sucks, she
slowly drags out the trandy of her pocket and sprinkles it from atove over
her breast. Thile the snake sucka her breast, it drinks the trandy. The
woman sprinkles 1it, the woman sprinlkes it and suddenly the snake leaves
her, goes off, lies down, falls asleep. It got drunk. #hen the snake fell
asleep, well, the woman had such plaits of hair that they reached up to
her knees. She pulls out a knife, snips them off, of her head, you see.
She takes the plaits and fastens the snake with them. But what did the wo-
man do when she fastened the snake? She didn’t go anywhere but asked where
the nearest council-house, town-hall is, as it waa called earlier. The
woman at once goes there.

The woman eaters, she speaks to the magistrates, ‘Good day, gentle-
men. 50 and so, such and such a thing befell me. My husbtand is here and
here in prison. I intended to go there. I have six small children and I
couldn’t afford it to go by some kind of vehicle btut started across the
fields. And here and here I sat down, tecause night overtoox me. I thought
it would be better to spend the night there with my baby.” “Eh, your
mother’s bread be damned, if you tell a lie, I shall immediately deprive
you of your life.’ ‘But this is true, I fastened it so and so. If you
don't believe me, look at my hair. I cut off such a long plait of it and
tied it up with it.” The gaje, tne gentlemen in the council house be-
lieved it. They went there. All of them went, Joe, the whole county went
out there. That place was already known for that snake; that snake had al-
ready done for lots of people, it stung them and there they were found
dead where it constricted them and stung them. They went to see whether
really it was she who overcame the snake, ‘Should it be untrue, you woman,
if you tell a lie and mislead us, no quarter will be given for your life.
But should it be true, your husband will be set at liberty, we will re-~
lease him.” “If {t {8 untrue, here is my baby, here am I too, deprive me
of my life.’

fell, they go. But now they go already by coaches, Joe, the entire body
of magistrates, the soldiers. #ell, the go. As they go, they see, there is
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the snake. The snake still sleeps from the traady, it is drunk, They see
that it is tied up, there are the Gypsy womnan's yellow locks on the snake,
‘¥ell, your mother’'s tread be damned, it was true what you did tell us.’
And they put bullets through its head three times, one after the other,
#hen they shot it dead, its tail crackled as a long whip eraczles, while
the snake wriggled; as the long whip crackles. They left the snake there
and seated the woman, the poor Gypsy woman, on the coach. They put her on
the coach together with her baby. They took her along [= into the to'q],
there she was seated on another coach, so they led her %o her husband.
When she was carried to her hustand, they told the Gypsy, that is to say,
the other gentleman wnho went with t hem, This and this man who is sentenc-
ed to five years inprisonment must be released.” Because so and so, his
wife came to visit him and this and this happened to her, she fastened
the snake which already killed a lot of people with her hair., Her husband
should be released. And thus her husband was put free.

fhen the Gypsy got free, he did not believe his wife, you see. wWhat
did the foolish Gypsy think, God-forsaken, that he has teen released be=-
cause she made love with the warder, with the commander of the prison., For
the woman was beautiful, Sod-forsaken. 3She glittered so that the sun could
te looked at sooner than she, despite she already had six children. Her
husband tells her, “Your mother’s bread be damned! You spoke of a serious
matter, upon my six children! I would rather did my five years and did it
quietly than to see you to btecome a whore, damn your mother, and this you
did to me and so they released my.’ ‘That is not true,’ says the woman.
‘My husband, if it is not so as I tell you, I give you my life, take it
of me, let my six children become orphans,’

The woman’s sister tells her /because he slapped the woman, he did not
believe her, he teat her/, her sister tells her: ‘Sister! You ses, you set
him free from the heavy walls, from the hard imprisonment and he still
beats and strikes you. Abandon him! Abandon your six children, too!’ The
woman says her, ‘Hey, dear sister, should I atandon him, God would punish
me. Because I have six children.’ ‘

When it was dawning, the Gypsy went off, he made for a forest. He went
off to a forest to cut a pole for his cart. Jhen he cut a pole for himsgelf
in the forest, he had to cross a water. The Gypsy stepped into the water,
You see, Deeper and deeper, first the water reached his knee, then he was
waist-deep in the water. Then the water reached already the Cypsy’s neck.
The Gypsy was kept there. He shouts,  Help, help! but nobody passed
there. After a while his wife got impatient: ‘Yhere that man could be,
why 1is he not coming?’ She goes out into the forest, seeks nim, calls him,
nobody nowhere. Then she looks at the sand: ‘That i{s my husband’s foot-
print!’ And she sets off, following his footprint, 3Suddenly she hears
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that he calls the woman's name /the woman was called Prima/: 'God bless
you Frima, save me, for God’s sake! The dear God Almighty did not let me
cut off one hand of yours. Should I cut off your hand, God would have
punished me.” When the woman heard her husband's voice and stepped into
the water, such a drought broke out in front of the woman like this ground
is here [she patters at the grouan. #hen she approached her husband, she
wanted to pull him out of the swamp by all means for the Gypsy was already
sinking down up to his neck. The woman wanted to pull him out of the swamp
but she was unable to do it. He says to his wife, ‘Have you not streangth
enough? Pull me out because I'm going to die.’ Then the woman says, ‘Ay
husband! I would like to pull you out but I can’t.” ‘And with the snake,
you were able to put up?’ His wife tells him, 'IJ husband! Eere I can't
do anything, I kiss your fod, because.l can’t pull you out. That again

was another thing, because I made the snake drunk when it crept over my
breast while I nursed the btaby.’ The woman says, “There is no queation
of it, there is already something amiss. The dear blessed God who is above
us doesn't allow it you, for I brought you out from among the heavy walls.
But take a vow before the blessed God and the Holy Mary that you will let
me to live in peace with my six children. And that you will never hurt me
again because I am as innocent im this matter as the Holy Virgin has been.
Take a vow that you will not hurt me, you will not beat me and will leave
me in peace.’ On this the Gypsy says, ‘Listen to me, I shall take a vow
if you will go to the altar, dressed in black, and swear an oath.” Then
the man spoke, ‘My wife, I shall never in my life hurt you again if you
will behave so and till you will be so true as you say that you have al-
ways been true at my side and at the side of my six children, as you have
been till now.’ ‘That’s what will be, my husband.” And then she seized
one hand of him only and pulled him out of the big swanmp.

They go home. The pole remained in the mud, you see, they are going
home., When they arrived home, the Gypsy told only a part of the matter
to the others. Next day he goes with her to the church, with his wife. The
woman went there to swear an oath on the matter that it was not so as her
husband supposed. But it was so and so as she said it.

Later on, in the course of time, you see, one week, two, one month,
two passed by, well, once they go out into the forest. When they reached
the forest /but their children were witht hem on the cart/, what do they
see, Joe! 1In the mud, in the swamp where he left the pole, what did grow
there? As they say and as old people said it, because I also tell it so
as I heard it, a high willow-tree. Such a high tree that there was no end
to it, its top could not be seen., On that place where her husband left the
pole. His wife tells him, ‘Man! W¥hen we were here, this high tree was not
here. Did you see, did you notice this high tree?’ ®You are right, Prima,
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he says to his wife, ‘this high tree was certainly not here.’ ‘Do you see,
my husband, the dear blessed God released you from the jail, he also pul-
led you out of the swamp and left a memory after you to the six poor child-
ren so that they should know that I was righteous not only in my ocath but
also in my words. Look, this is what he left for your childrean so that
they should know your story and your event, how this matter happened,

when we got into this,’

It is told that it was true. And I also said it so that it was true.
Because in olden times, they say, the dear blessed God came frequently
down to the earth, I dild not see him, I only heard of it. I also adore
him, I also pray to him, I also believe in the blessed God.

He who knows it, who knows it better than I do, he should tell it
tecause this was only a tale. It is said that it really happened. I take
it and I tell it to my children so as if it would be a tale.

26,
Saint Peter and the lazy man

Gypsies, lads! I should like tot_ell you something. This event took
place hundred years ago. I tell it you, be quiet.

There was and wasn’t, a Gypsy woman and a Gypsy man, They lay down on
a meadow, In those days Saint Peter and the Holy Gaqetill walked on the
earth, Well, God and Peter walk. They see that Gypsy lying on a ... The
Holy God asks him, ‘0ld Gypsy! Tell me, where can we find hereabouts a
nice green tree next to which there is a large cross?’ The old Gypsy
showed with his leg, he did not speak eny more, he lay down.

Then he went along, some two or three metres. He finds a Gypsy woman.
The woman was already afoot. The Holy God asks her: “Tell me, dear sister,
weher can we find hereabouts a green tree, where there is a stone, a stone
cross?’ ‘Come, Holy God, I’1l show you.’ And she goes with him, takes him by
his hand and shows it. When she left, Saint Peter and the God spoke, they
had a talk: ‘What will come -out of this? This man is very lazy, what will
happen to him?’ ‘I am going totell you,’ says Saint Peter. The lazy one
will keep the sedulous one, that will happen to them.’

Well, this ie why it is like this in this world, ever since the world
has been created, that there is a sedulous one and a lazy one. Either the

woman is lazy or the man. Twe sedulous ones may not live together in the
world.,
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27.
Twelve months

[FPirst sentence is missing on the tape,/ ... was a Gypsy. And he had
a lot of children. He was poor. His wife took job in the wvillage. She
went to the farmers, to and fro, so they gathered the food for themselves,
for their children. On New Year’s night, before New Year’'s night in the
afternoon she brought food, cabbage, meat from the wvillage. They had no
matches to light a fire so that the woman might cook. %Go round to your
brother.” His brother was rich, he ate and drank with the peasants. His
brother did not give him, “Go and look about for yourself,” he says.

‘A1l right, brother.” And he climbed a tree to see where is a night-
light burning in the village. Suddenly he sets eyes on a fire, a large
fire, some twelve persona make a fire, they warm themselves. He climbe
down to see, to find out, which direction must he make for. He takes his
sack and sets off.

This happened in January. February says /they were the months, the
twelve -/: ‘Plood cold on him,” he says, ‘I wonder what will he say.’
Well, January flooded such a cold on him that ugh! even dogs shivered
with cold. ‘God bless him,” he says, he let him bleas by @od, ‘it is his
time, we are in his month.’ ‘But listen,” he says, ‘how does he bless you
by God!” Well, he let bless all the twelve of them by God. When he got
there, he greets them: ‘Well, sit down, warm yourself.” He sat down and
warmed himself. ‘Well, what is January 1like?’ ‘Ah God bless him, this is
his time, we are in his month,’ he says, ‘well then it is cold.” And PFeb-
ruary?’ He again blessed all of them by God. Well, it is right so. ‘Vell’,
they say, ‘what do you want?’ ‘I have no fire,” he says, ‘so my wife
can't cook for the children. ‘Well, hold your sack out to us!” And each
of them threw him a shovelful live coal. But he didn’t understand that
++. They told him, when he gets home, “Sprinkle it in the four corners
of the yard, Sprinkle into the stove, sprinkle into the cooking range
out of this sack.’ He went, sprinkled in the four corners, four into the
stove, four into the cooking range,

After having strewn it, next day he got up. ‘Go, my wife,’ he says,
‘you see, the live coal is still burning in the stove. Make fire, cook for
the children.” Goes the woman, she takes off the fire-door and what doea
she see in the stove? milk-loaf, strudel, turkey, roasted hen! ‘Oh, my God,
I kiss you,” she says. Stuffed cabbage and paprika soup are boiling on
the cooking range. ‘Look here, my husband, what happened!” He looks at
it: 'Oh my God, I kiss you! The Cod's months were there.’ He goes out in
the yard, there were horses, there were cows, there were pigs with their
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farrows., He is rich!

¥ell, his trother got wind of his fortune; that means the rich brother.
He goes over to him: ‘Shere did you take Lt from, poor you?' he asks. ‘God
gave it,” he says. ‘4ere and here, twelve men gave me live coal.’ f‘But
certainly, he says, ‘I shall go, too.” ‘Go!” He went off. But January
flooded on him such a cold that even his soul froze in him. He cursed on
him, said ... he cursed on the months. ‘But listen,’ they speak, ‘this is
not like the other, this one curses on you.’ He arrived there. ‘Well,’
speaks January to him, ‘what are you looking for?” Well, and so and 80
forth, he curses on the month. ‘But what do you want?’ ‘Give me also live
coal so I can get rich too. ‘¥ell, hold out your sack to me.” They
threw him. Both his btehinds became burnt. Because he cursed on the months.
#hen he reached his yard, all his stacks of corn got full of fire; his
pigs were burnt in the fire, too, all, all of them perished. God deprived
him of everything because he cursed on the months., And so he became poor,
he went to his brother, he gave him: ‘But I shall give you, my brother,’
he says, ‘God should give you too.’

What does he see, that a man gleans the spikes beside the stacks of
corn and stacks up those heads of corn. ‘Who are you?’ ‘I am your luck,’
he says, ‘but now I belong to your brother, I came to him, to your brother’
‘Hey, my luck, but me ...” .. sleeps under the table,” he says. He goes
there, what does he see, he is there, sleeps. He falls on his neck: 'Hay
master!’ he says. Poverty he was.

It was so far.

28.
A Gypsy evangelist

The blessed God, when evil people hunted for him, the Herodea, one
year and a half the men of Herodes massacred, well, they made such cases
and put pitch in them and when the baby was born, well, they put pitch in
it, in the case and threw it into the Nile. Men and women together with
the children took refuge in the mountains, in the caves. Then Herodes
killed the honest men.

Well, once the blessed God sees on the Golgotha, in the Land of Cana-
an /but don’t shout!/ that two wanderers are coming. When they arrived,
they epoke, ‘Good day!” ‘Good day also to you, men,” he says. ‘Well, come
here and sit down.' He received them with honour. ‘Did you eat anything,
brother?” They said, ®No, we didn’t eat.) Well, he put before t hem, they
ate, he received them, they drank, as it has to be. So speaks Abraham, be-
cause they were two of them who came, he speaks, /but he knew that one of
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them is Jod Al=izhty and he says,/ ‘God zracious! Do you %6 te count how
many honest psople and how many evil people are there?’ He says, 'Je are
gci;g. Sepause hones=* people are magsacred and tne world must te destroyed
begause the brothers assault their trother, the servant is the father and
the mother, people are gossips, liars, they are envious of each other,
mherefor we shall count how many honest pecple are taere and how many evil
people, we shall count them in each village.’ Atraham speaks, ‘God graci-
ous! And if there will not be fifty men, will you even then destroy the
villages by rain of brimstone, by turning rain?’ He says, ‘I will de-
stroy them.’ ‘And if there will be forty?’ ‘I will not destroy them.

‘yell, and if thirty?’ ‘Neither then will I destroy the villages,’ he
says. ‘If there will be ten honest men in every village, I will not de-
stroy them by fire. Then I will not destroy the villages. But if there
will te only five men, I will destroy everybody by fire., I will burn down
all tae houses,’ said the blessed God. ‘Well,” the blessed God says, ‘go
and count them in every village, on the Comorra mountain, in Sodom town,
how many honest people and how many evil people are there.” ell, when
they went and counted them, they found only five honest men who lived in
fraternal affection and were not envious of each other, who were not gos-
sips, liars, who did not hurt anybody and their lives were clean. He

says, ‘Go out of this village btecause the blessed God will destroy the vil-
lages, Gomorra and Sodom, he will burn down all of them by rain of brim-
stone and burnins rain.'

#Well, Herodes the evil man let massacre the tabies of one year and a
half, the honest men, they run away to the caves. ‘Go to Nazareth where
people are not envious, or to South India. There are such villages without
envious people in it btecause India is the Holy Land.” Well, Loth’s wife
was very eager to see that -, although the blessed God told them not to
look tack because he who looks back will perish. The guardian angel also
told the honest men, ‘Do not look back for he who looks back, at once will
be converted into a pillar of salt,” But Loth's wife looked tack and at
once changed to a pillar of salt. The houses smoked, everything was full
of fire, everything was turnt down, There were no honest people, all were
bad, brother. There was killing, massz-re., So the blessed God burnt them
all to ashes,

¥ell, they went to Jerusalem. And once they laid hold of God in a
garden during the Lord”’s Supper. They caught him, bound him. When they
had bound his hands, they said, ‘Let us take him to our king, btefore king
Herodes.” ¥ell, his soldiers led him with bayonets. When they took him
and arrived to Herodes, well, Herodes let beat him so that blood was pour-
ing from his flesh. Herodes gave order that everybody should spit at the
blessed God. And they slapped him in the face. And they put a thorny crown
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on his head. ¥hen they put it on him, they did not know that he is the
blessed GCod, or whoever he is. Well, blood was pouring from his mouth,

from the God's side. He was not recognizable whether he is the blessed

God or whoever he is. Then they whipped him one hour and a half, so that
he could not be recognized because of the great torture, he was beaten so,
the evil men beat him, the tlessed God. ‘Take him,” he said, ‘up to the
Colgotha and put him to death alive, the blessed God. iAnd he should carry
that big cross up to the Golgotha hill. And there nail him up alive, be-
hold!’ Wnile they led him to the Golgotha, he fell, stood up, they tilted
him with a pike in his side, in his back. Then they trew a rope on his
neck. e was pulled about, beaten, hit, the poor one. Jewish women met him
full of pity. ‘Don’t beat the poor man, don’t hurt him, they said, the
God is innocent.” They wept for him. Then Veronica met the God. ‘Dry him
from the blood,” she said, ‘the blessed God.’ Por he was full of blood.
She gave her kerchief and they dried him from the blood. Then he could not.
walk. He fell down, stood up, they tilted him in the back, in his side,
they thrusted his back with a lance, they beat him. Simeon met him, he was
seized with pity. They said, ‘Take this cross up to the Golgotha!’ Thus,
he took it instead of the poor one up to the Golgotha. When they arrived
on the Golgotha hill, there the put down the cross, nailed him up alive.
But he was alive one hour and a half on the cross, he was still alive.

Men do not die at once. But the blessed God crucified him. Then he said,
‘Give me a little water.’ But they gave him vinegar. He was choking, was
tormented. The he cried out to the old God, to his father, My God, my God,
why did you abandon me?’ He cried out twice, ‘Iy God, my God, why did you
abandon me?’ Then Christ’s head drooped, he died. When he died, those pa-
gana, the men of Herodes took him away in a crypt and ‘Iell.’ they said,
‘let us put the largest stone on him so that they could not steal him out
of the crypt.’ Then the earth opened, the blessed God destroyed them. Well,
those men split, run away, the earth ,.. because they killed the GCod.

His mother, the blessed God's mother, looked for his son on Saturday
and taught t he people that they should not be wicked, they should not hurt
anybody, they should not steal, they should not be liars, they should not
hurt anybody, your life should be pure. But the blessed God always preach-
es that all men should live a pure life, they should be righteous, they
should not be envious, men should not steal and should honour older people,
both poor and rich men. The blessed God honours both the poor and the rich
men if they are righteous and keep his commandments, God's commandments,
when people are counted /?/, who are the righteous ones, who live a pure
life, who are not envious and gossipy, who do not hurt anybody. And he al-
ways helps those people who react if somebody is put to death innocently.
And who are well-disposed towards the blessed God. He always protects

142 ’ /ad v.I. p.214/



tac3e men wno suffer for the truth, so that people should live by the
krlessed God's will as he prescrited the law. To those men, I tell you,
Sod always gives an ear and then he blesses you. #ho reacts if they wanl
to kill somebody who is a righteous man, and his side should be taken and
te protected, who are living by God's law.

T shall not continue it, my btrother., Wherever you arrive, take this
law with you, God's law. W¥nerever you arrive, play it [= by the tape re-
cordez?. preach it from village to village and go among the gaje and
teach them, how they should live their lives by the blessed God’s will,
I don't tell you any more, my brother. When you leave, play it. And go
always there where people are envious, ignorant, stupid and there play
it; or where they steal, Well, go among them. And play 1t, how they
ghould live, how they should behave.

Now I am going to rest a bit, I stop.

29.
Drop money!

Good evening, lads! /Thank you. Be happy, my brother./

It was and wasn't, there was an old tale a very long time ago. /W¥ell,
if there was, tell it, brother!/ There was an old peasant and an old
peasant woman. /What then, brother?/ That old man and that old woman
had twelve children. /Were they all alive, brother?/ All! That old man
was 50 poor that the dirt on his feet was four days, four weeks, nine
months and two years old. /It got dried on his feet - -/ My dear God!

/ -= and on his hands./ FHe was so poor that he ate mush every day, now
maize porridze, then millet pap. /Hadn't they anything else?/ No. And
his wife was o0ld, the unhappy one, about sixty-five years old. /¥as there
no help for 1t?/ Not. And she had a son, twelve years old. /That was the
youngest one among them./ Once the poor man decided to go out to the
woods and bring home some wood - - /What did he need it for?/ -- to sell
it in the village and to bring maize flour for his children to cook it.
/Listen, lads!/ And he went out to the forest. He btrings today, he btrings
tomorrow, he btrings the next day, too, in this way he carried the wood
and could keep his children. /Well, and what did happen to the poor fel-
low?/

Once he went out to the forest again, for the last time, and our dear
Lord appeared before him. /My dear God, lads, God is almighty!/ ‘I greet
you in God's name, Gyps:!' ‘Ielcome. good fellow!’ /Listen, lads!/ “who
are you, man?’ r!ell, snall I say it or not? T am a man who takes care of
the poor.’ /Listen, lads!/ ‘Man, I give you this white horse because
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I've heard that you are poor. If you tell ii: "Drop =ozey!" /Listen,
lads!/ it will 3drop you money. /Do you near, lads, couldn’t we Suy such
a thing somewhere?/ Well, listen to me! Tne poor Cypsy says at thie;
tyan, let's tell it "Jrop money!"’ ‘Don't tell it for it drops witn a
btushel /Listen, lads!/ and then you can't take it home, you have nothing
to take it home in.” ‘Well, then I won't say it.> The poor man arrives
home. #hen he arrived in the courtyard, he said, ‘Drop money!’ Well,
there is a bushel of droppings /My dear God, lads!/, all golden thalers.
/Could we go there near to it, to take from it?/ No. Well, he goes, buys,
gets rich, He bought land./Now his children live like countsl/ Well,now,
yes, Theyﬂo to the town, to balls, go everywhere,

Onece he thinks: “Bh! I'11 go to the inn, I haven't drunk for a long
time.’ /But now he already had from where to spend!/ He sets out, goes
to the inn. Do you hear, brother? /0f course I near it, brother. Continue
your tale!/ He enters the inn: ‘Good morning!’ ‘Good morning!’ /The Gyp- -
sy says./ ‘Give me half a gill of trandy!’ /Now, now!/ He gives him. He
says to the innkeeper, tecause he has to go out, to do his need, and sits
in the closet for half an hour. /The trandy upset aim./ It upset him.
He sat in the closet for half an hour., God damn it, maybe he is out of his
mind. /Tsn>t he?/ He goes to the cloget and says to the ilnnkeeper, ‘ Inn-
keeper! Don't tell my horse: "Drop monay!"™ because if you say 1it, great
misfortune will befall me.” ‘I won't say it, man. So the Gyosy Roes out.
The innkeeper stands to the back of the horse with a huge box and tells
1t, ‘Drop mcney!' /Listen, lads! The Gvpsy has not the slightest idea./
And the box was filled with money, let me eat your motner’s bread, Backo!
The innkeeper puts the box on his back and runs away %o another gajo and
btrings back another white horse. /How did this happen, Gus?/ He brought
another white horse and tied it in the other»s place. /Where tne other
rhite horse had been./ Where the other white horse had been. After this
the Gypsy comes tack from the closet, he sees nis horse, here is my horse,
He enters, drinks his brandy. Then he return home to his children, to see
what happened to t hem, for ne had many of them. He arrives home, one day,
two days, three days, he runs out of money, he had many children, tney ate
and drank, they had a nice time. He goes and says to his horse, ‘Drop mo-
ney!’ Nothing, let me eat your mother's bread, nothing. He says to his
wife, ‘Ah, woman, he who gave it took it away as well.” /Listen, lads!/
It doesn’t drop money any longer.’ ¥nat can the poor Gypsy do, he can’t
do anything, his mouth gets dry of hunger azain. He takes it, kills it and
throws it into the river. /And the river carries it away./

One day, two days, tnree davs, one month, two months, he is starving
of hunger, he has nothing. Thines come to such a pass that he has to go

out acain te the forest, /The Syzsy./ The toor Sypay. He roea back to
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the forest again, comes back, again he goes to the village to sell wood,
he zets along somehow, That poor man apeears before him again who appear-
ed before. ‘¥ell, Gypsy, what happened to you?’ 'Wny?’ /He asks him./
‘Because you became poor again, though I’ve given you so much that you
might have enough throughout your life.” ‘Oh, I don't know, man. I told
it: "Drop money!® but it didn’t. So I killed 1t and threw it into the
water.’ ‘®Well, here you are, poor man, I give you these two sticks. If you
tell them: "Ricky, sticky, from one end to the other®, they crash and kill
whomever they find.’ /Good Lord, lads, great is God’s power!/ The poor
man takes the two sticks, gathers a bundle of wood. He arrives home, says
to his wife, ‘Woman, I arrived with them. I’11 put these two sticks in
the corner. /Now, now!/ TDon”t ever say to these sticks "Ricky, sticky,
from one end to the other" for if you tell them "Ricky, sticky, from one
end to the other®, they will beat you to death on the spot and they will
cause trouble also to the children.” /Listen, lads!/ ‘I won't say 1t.’

- Do you hear, Badku? /Of course, Gus!/ The Gypsy sets out, damn it,
sets out and goes off. He goes to the village to sell the wood. He will
bring back corn flour and cook it. Now the woman goes to the sticks, damn
it, and says to the sticks, "Riecky, sticky, from one end to the other®,
because what did the woman think, that these will ... money. /And they
almoat beat her to death./ They jump at the woman, beat her, hit her, so
that they would beat her to death. /My dear God, lads!/ By the time the
Gypsy returned, three of his children were dead. /Oh!/ ®hen the three
children were dead, the Gypsy entered and cried to the sticks, ‘Stop!’

The sticks stopped at once, the sticks stopped at this. ‘I've told you,
woman, not to tell these sticks "Ricky, sticky" because they would kill
you.” Well, the Gypsy takes the children and buries them into the dung-
hill, But there atill remained for him eight., /Oh!/ There cries his
wife, there cry the children, he also mourns for his three children, /Of
course the poor fellow mourned for them, didn’t he?/ Well, he buried
them, damn 1it!

Well, he starts off, goes back to the inn. /Aha!/ He gets back to
the inn, he had a penny. Por that penny: ‘Cive me a drink!’ /The Gypsy./
He gives him a drink. When he gives him a glass of brandy, the Gypay goes
out to do his need. /Now, now!/ He goes out to the closet. He says to
the innkeeper, rInnkeeper! /Ahal/ Don>t say to my sticks "Ricky, sticky,
from one end to the other" /Do you hear, lads?/ because if you tell them,
you will fall into great trouble.” ‘I won’t say it, Gypsy.” So the Gypsy
goes out. The innkeeper goes there, calls them - - there were many people
in the inn, I kiss your God, listen, Badko /I hear it, brother!/ and the
innkeeper begina: "Ricky, sticky, from one end to the other!™ /Listen,
lads!/ ¥y friend, the sticks jump at the innkeeper, beat him, hit him.
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The peasants run out, they don’t Know what to dg, the blood pours, tae
blood flows, just as it does when we, you and me, Bograd, go to drink,
to enjoy ourselves, The Gypsy enters and shouts to the sticks. The inn-
keeper cries from afar, “Oh, poor Gypsy! Tell the sticks Eo stop, I’11
give you back your white horse for it was I who hid it.” ‘Ah, devil fuck
your mother! Yon made me poor, you took away my white horse, didn’t you?
¥here is it? Unless you tell me, where it is, I will send the sticks on
you from one end to the otner.” /Oh, oh!/ ‘Your horse is oz the loft,
poor Gypsy. Tell your sticks to stop, let me go and fetch it for you!
Now the poor Gypsy shouts, 'Stop!' /The sticks stop./ He goes, btrings
dowr ‘1e horse, he takes it home and says, rDrop money!, [ilow it drops
money again.’/ And he says again, tDrop money!’ Then the poor Gypsy = =
do you hear, Bafko, my Bograd? Listen well, my friend! Don>t sleep as
yet! It will come to you in your dream! Well, the poor Gypsy vecame rich,
now he is rich,

If they didn>t die, they are still alive. Be healthy and lucky!
Tive long and happily! /You too, brother!/

Jo.
The cobbler

‘God give you good evening.” ‘Thank you.® Jere not this tale, there
wouldn>t have teen that man in the world either, our poor man.

Beyond the seven seas and even further away where swallows kneel down
to drink water, there was, ry dear brother, a miserable poor man, a cobb=-
ler. He had nothing even for covering his body with. Once off he set and
started wandering for he got so poor at last that he had no scrap to eat.
Hungsry he was, the poor fellow, very hunsry. dell, he arrives at a village,
he catches sight of a lamp bturning in a house, ‘I"11 g0 there where the
lamp is for I am hungry.’ And he was also tired, iie goes there. #ho lived
there? A poor old gajo, a cobbler as well. He entered, ‘Good day, man.’
‘Thank you. Be happy!uéit down!’ He offers him a seat, gives him to eat,
fives him to drink, he takes place, Then he asks him what his profession
ts. ‘Your Honour, as to my profession, unfortunately I’m only a cobtler
though I am a young man.” ‘lever mind, everybody is bound to have a pro-
fession., I have the same job though I am an old man., I'm a cobtler. But
tell me a few words about your kinsment® uh. I have notody on the warld,
my father has died, my mother has died, my wife has died, reither do I
have children, not a soul, I’m quite alone. Therefor I started wandering
to search for a job for myself.’ (Man, take up job with =e! You can work
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nere in my workshop. fou will have also your cloties and everyinling
wife will supply vou with evervthing you wish, wlth everything your goul
longs for. Yeou'll work ia the same workshop togetner with me.’ ‘An, Your
Honour, wha* a luck for me!’

¥ell, he establishes himself with him aad he shows nin woere tne work-
shop 1s, 'y poor man sets abtout, he makes a pair of snoes, low shoes. The
old man casts a glance on them, he get3 stupefied: “ihat the hell, you
have done a fine work.” He looks at taem, 'my wife, look at tnese snoes,
how a fine one he can make!’ 'Hey. my husband, he does a finer work than
you do, much finer,) Then he makes a btoot. He asxs him, ‘Have you sone
leather to make a boot of?’ He gives him red leather, and he makes a
toot, This tinme the gajo cannot pass by without a word: ‘uy wife, we nave
to expell this zajo from our house, we must drive him away, tecause he
worTks tetter th;;ﬁ;e and I m afraid he'll bereave me of my livelihood.

Then I cannot manage to suatain myself, Tell =me now, man, how much do you
want for the time you have spent with ze, such and such a tine you were
working here? How much do you ask for it?’ “You see, you are a poor man
and I am a poor man, how much shall I ask? Let's say, give me this trasny
boot I have made. I cannot ask for anything but sonmetning good [3ict/.’
‘¥an, 1f things are like that, take it and go.’

He gave him clothes, too. He put the boot on his back. He goes along
the atreet, Now a woman opens the window, she clezns it, looks out of it,
asks him, ‘¥ait a bit, young man, how much do you want for this toot?’
“Woman, I do not sell it, I did much work for it.’ 'Anyway, how much do
you want to have for it?’ ‘Joman. I bought it for pussy, I sell it for pus-
sy.’ ‘¥an, Lf this is your proposal, cone in.’ She invites him, ‘Sit down!
She trinea him wine, she btrings him food and drink. #hat did the old woman
do, what she did not, ‘Come along, man, do everything you wish to do with
me.' The old wamai gets ready, he fucks her soundly four tines, you under-
stand. He comes off. Put when he rises from tne old woman, what then? He
#ants to sgew up her pussy with tnread. It is too outsize, ne says. He goes
o1 to sew it up. ‘Ah, ah, by no means, man! Better you take your boot and
get away! Get away, ah, ah, what do you want to do to me!’

My poor man goes on. 4here does ne arrive, at the king’s palace. Vhere
is the kinz’s daughter, where she isn’t, she beats the carpets in the win-
dow. She picks him out happily as he i3 passing by tefore the door, near
to the doorkeeper. She calls to him, ““an, call the man in with tae boots
on his tack. ‘Hallo, young =man,’ he says, ‘stop! The princess wants to buy
the boots.’ 'anbe. 1’11 sell them. ‘How much do you want for these boots,
man?' Oho, princess, I don't sell them for money. I did such and such a
jot for then. Please don't te angry [if 1 tel;} what I want for them.’
‘¥ell,” she says, “Iom ready to give you as much as you wish only sell it
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to me. ° Oho, woman, I must utter such a word in your presence, I bought
{t for pussy, I sell it for pussy. For pussy I sell it to you, princessﬁ
“come in, come in!' But the doorkeeper does not let him in anyway. ‘I
cannot let him in.” ‘Well then, don’t let me in.? Where did he go, in a
confectionary. ¥hat 4id he make for himself, a chest on his neck, he put
on white clothes, white coat, then he pulled the boots on his feet, thus
he entered. The doorkeeper asks him, ‘¥here are you going, man?’ “The prin-
cess ordered me to bring her chocolate and sweets.’ But the doorkeeper
continued inquiring, ‘#hat is your name?’ My name is very indecent. ‘At
any rate, tell me your name!’ ‘Brand!.’ ‘Is this your name, Brandy? Step
in!’ He enters. 'Is this the boot?’ ‘Yes woman, it is.”  Anyway, how
much do you want for it?” 'I have told it to you.’ ‘Servant-girl, go with
him!® He intends making love with her, you know, he ... to her, too. He
fucked her. After having been fucked she returned, 'Lh, woe 1s me, what

he did want to do to me! He wanted to cut me up. He wanted to sew it high-
er with thread and needle. Nothing of the sort,’ she says, "I don’t allow
him to attempt it.’

She says, °‘Go you, my daughter!’ The girl goes. And what did he do
with her, he wanted to cut it up saying that it>s too tight. ';h, ah,
mother,” she says, rimagine what did he want, he wanted to cut up my pus-
sy. Nothing of the sort, better my father never shall have boots.’

#hat to do, now the mother’s turn comes. ‘Man, lie down with me. I see,
the others don’t dare to do it with you, come now with me, too.” And hers
was too wide. He made her stand on all fours in the bed, and made love with
her, And what did he attempt with her, hers was too wide and he wanted to
sew 1t up, too. ‘Nothing of the sort, man, don’t try to sew up my pussy,
you had better leave with your boots whereever you want to.,” He pulls
them on, leaves, undresses himself and leaves the confectioner's garment.
The poor man goes on, he keeps on walking on the roadway.

There comes now the king on a coach, vou say, and his driver is with
him. 'Stop man, where are you going?® ‘On, I'm going far away.” ‘Man,
please don’t be angry for the inquiry, how much do you want for these
toots?’ speaks the king sitttng on the coach. SHow much do I ask for
them? I don't ask money for them for I, too, have got them by doing work,
If you can endure without a cry that I tear a halr out of your arse, I'11
give 1t to you.” “Driver, go on, get you off!’ He for himself did not
get off, he was aly. ‘Get you off1’ He gets off, puts hls backside on
the bank of the diteh by the coach., And the cobbler.had an awl, just like
this, look! ¥ell, he squeezes his nails into him. ‘Oh, oh, oh!’ Then
he says, ‘Shame on you, driver, you are a coward, tothe hell with you.
Get on and look, how it is to be made, I will show it to you!” He put
down his royal hat so that the royal hat should not fall down. He pulls
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iown nis trousers. ae
1 won't stand i4, you nad Settef g0 witn your Todta wherever you want to.”
¥ell, he goes.

He arrives thispalace and asks immediately what the nmatter is at
nome, what the news are, ‘um, daddy, a soldier was nere. Imagine, what
iid he do! This and that, everything.’ ‘a4 cavalry troop, a sjuadron, after
him!’ 3ut ne outwitted alsoc them. Hear it, how did he outmanceuvre the
whole squadron ty his great wit. 3y chance, a ganmer was picking up
trusnwood on the akirts of the forest. His luck! Listen, what did ne do.
Tnere was a btridge there, just where the old woman was gatnering the
twigs. ‘¥oman, do you see that mass of soldiers approaching tnere?’ ‘I
do, man.” 'Well then, all the soldiers are coming to kill you and shoot
you dead. But do you see this ditch? This bridge?’ ‘I do.” ‘Now, hide your
nead into it and put your bottom outwards.” Then the poor man threw the
boots bteneath the bridge, he concealed them there. The woman drops her
skirt, her bottom outwarda. My poor cotbler, he atands there tare-headed,
ne is dreased now in other garment. Just then, the woman is shitting and
pissing. Their head, the captain steps forward, “ Good day, man.’ ‘Thank
you.” Didn’t you see hereabout a man, he had a boot on his back.” "Not
go fast, man! He’s already gone far away, you cannot cateh him, God tless
3ou!‘ "#hat are you deing here?’ ‘We? I am fanning this beehive that the
flies shouldn®t blow it, I say, you cannot ride him down. But if you will
lend me your horse, this grey one, I shall btring him back in two minutes,
1 shall fetter his hands to the saddle-bow.’ 4And in the meantime, it was
him who spoke to him. He esaid, 'Iell. catch him!’ 'But ¥ou must give an
order to your men, what to do, to take care of my beehive,’ 'Han, of cour=-
se, I will set up the whole squadron to fan it for you.’ Now the soldiers
take their shakoes off and fan the shit, I kiss your God!

And the woman is pissing. Then one of the soldiers, ‘The honey is
flowing out of it, the juice is flowing out of it. Didn’t you push it a
bit and therefor honey gushes out of it?” ‘Wot at all,” he says. ‘Hi!
Take a little on your finger, try it, how does it taste?’ ‘ire you mad?
Impossibtle! He'll notice at the spot that you have taken of it, and so
on.” But where is he now with the horse, my cobbler, far away! Good bye
forever, Then the old woman, you know, moved a little after a while. Be~-
fore it, what hapoened, first one of them, then the whole squadron tasted
it. Each of them takes on his finger and of course, it was consumed, all
of it. Of course, if each of them takes of 1t on his finger. ‘Hi, you
have a wrong taste in'the mouth that you don’t feel its flavour?' He an-
gxers, Very tasty! T don’t telieve you, I will try it myself! How
sweet it is, how tasty it is!’ They ate it up, all. It was then that the
woman moved a little. Then they realized the matter. They surrounded the
woman with bayoneta and marched her off to the king.
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In +the meantime my poor man conceiled himself. Wnere did he arrive,
where not, at a village. In the outskirts of tne village there was a small
foreat and he, following GypsSy custom, took refuze there, He fabricated a
small hut for himself and took shelter in it. Next Sunday a peasant came
there, ‘Do you sell this horse?” ‘I do, man.' ‘How much do you want for
{t?' ‘Give me four thousand. I give you six.) ‘Give seven.) 'all right.
‘make it.' He takes the horse and returns with the money. Look, what has
he done after having become rich. He built a castle. Young people, lads go
to see it. And he, my cobbler, what did he do? He made a what.d-ye-call-
{t, a stick, and carved it. Por the money he bought wine, goulash, every-
thing, God knows it, even chocolate. He disposed it separately to single
bushes, here and there, everywhere, but not far away, just around.

‘Look there, man! Read it, what is written on this stick!" 'This is a
ricky-sticky.’ '#hat does it mean, cobbler?’ ‘If you throw it away, you
will find there what your heart desires, what you wish.’ ‘Then throw it
in this direction!” “You may throw it wherever you want to.' The lad throws
it. He sends him %there, where the stick fell down. What does nhe find there,
a demijohn of wine is there and there is a cake and God knows what kind of
things are there. There were four young men, two of them fetched it, -
three of them stayed at the aspot and the fourth went to fetch it. They eat
and drink. They kick /?/ each other, how much may he want for the stick.
One of them asks, ‘How much do you want for this stick, man?’ 'How much do
I want? Ten thousand.’ ‘Ten thousand? This is an enormous sum of money, we
don't have so much money. We can give you, we will give you five thousand.
“Pive thousand? That's not too much, indeed, If I go somewhere on Sundays
to eat my fill and to drink something, those ten thousand, - I say two
thousand is all gone,” Thus the cobbler speaks to t.hem, look what clever
idea he‘s got. What to do, they go and fetch money. They give him ten
thousand and take the stick.

On Sunday they go to make a trip. One of them throws the stick. He
sends the other one {10 fetch ig]. he who threw it does not go, he sends
another. He goes and looks, nothing is there, nothing at all. ‘Ah, you are
too feetle, you are unable to throw it properly. Damn your mother!® he says
to the first one. ‘Behold, how I do it! You must throw it farther then you
will find something, not so near!’ He threw the stick. The other one goes,
nothing is there. He tells him, ‘You are mad, indeed.” They go back to him
with the stick to get back the money for that ia a false matter., ‘Who did
throw the stick the farthest when you threw 1t?’ “Me." ‘How did you do it?
Did you throw it simply?’ ‘Yes, I did.) ‘and did you pray or you didn’t
wnen throwing it?’ ‘No,’ he says, 'Then why do you wonder you had no luck?’
‘He is right, indeed,” they tell him. ‘Do you realize that I am right?’

Next day the young man returns home, Just then the mayor's daughter
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has died. He was in need of a stick that can resurrect the dead. How to
get such a stick? Now his old wife was gatnering wood }n the forest and
watched from there. The coobler pretended to te dead. "My wife! Do you see
those lads? Tell tiem that I am dead, you understand, I have died. That it
has been known for a long time that I am dead. And they should seize the
stick on my side and strike me three times, then I shall arise, tell it to
them.’ Well, the lads see that he is dead. They try to wake him up, but
all in vain, One of them says, ‘Alas, both my beloved one and my benefac-
tor died.’ The other one says, ‘A great miafortune, indeed.’ Well, taey
go to the woman. ®Ah, young men! #hat do you think, since when he nas been
dead? ... But men, I don't dare to do, take the stick and strike him three
tires, you will see that he arises.’ One of the lads takes it and strikes
him three times. He slowly sits up. He gets on his legs, rubs his eyes,
looke around., ‘Men, whv didn’'t you let me sleep more?' But the lad says,
“fou would nave slept your eyes forever, had I not waked you up.’ “Thank
vyou and thank your iaria that you have resurrected me with my stick.” "Man,
is this stiek yours?’ ‘Yes, 1% is. If I am in danger anywhere, it saves
ma,’ ‘Man, don't be angry, my mistress died. The mayor's daughter was my
mistress but ghe died. #hat can one do to her to make her arise?’ ‘Well,
man, > you see thisz stick? If you strike her three times with it, she will
arise.’ /¥hat kind of stick was it? A simple cudgel./ “How much do you
want for it?’ 'From you, since I know vou, three thousand.’ ‘ie sells it
for the second time. Of course it ia no%t the same, now it is another cne.
The former one was shorter, this one is longer, a big cudgel. A death’s
head was carved on it, Jell, they take it and go. They wrap it in a paper
and go.

¥ell, he ta%es it and wraps it in a paper. They go to the mayor’s
daughter, they enter the chamter. The lad upwraps the stick. The young men
tBhe their hats off as it is to be done in the presence of a dead. One of
them takes it, gives her a blow, twice, three times, four times. Of course
she did not arise. The whole body of the girl turred blue, The mayor per=-
celved what they are doing with his daughter. He seizes a pitchfork and
runs to kill the lad in whose hands the stick is.

Now they tecame aware that ,,. and they went to the gajo. ‘Man, what
did you do to us? She did not arise, thougn I stroke her three times, and
she 4id not arise.” ‘Who didn’t allow to do it?’ ‘Why, her father.’ ‘well
then, you must not wonder that she didn't arise if you were driven away
from there. Go there at night.” He strikes her, he beats her at all parts
where he can reach her, also at the head. She does not arise. They go tack,
they want to beat the gajo. But my gajo, where can he be found? My poor
cobbler has hidden from %them.

¥ell, he took to his heels. Where did he arrive, waere not, at the witch,
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The witch was not inside, she went somewhere, He enterei exacily ner room.
¥v poor man was dozing, he was drunk, he entered ner room. AsS ne ... a1s
sﬁlrt ... S#¥ell, I’11 have a tasty roast to eat!’ They would roast him
i1f they could afford it. Hear, what he did with the with, The witcn set
atout to bake bread, she made preparations to bake bread. #nat did she
wish, how did she wish, my witch wished to drink water. 3ump! He pushed
the witch into the oven. The witch burnt to ashes on the spot.

Well then, he goes to the king. Well, how did he mask himself in the
court of the princess, as a tinker, The Gypsy masked himself a tinker,
The princess caught sight of him and as soon as she caght sight of him, -
during her lifetime she has never seen a man, a male person. He climbed a
tree and looked down to her, and she tecame pregnant from him. /2/ Every
month, every day, every second day her belly went on to grow, Her fatner,
the king, searched for it, what the reason was, or who the person was. Ny
poor man lived in the house of the witch. The king made announce in twen-
ty-four counties that his daughter is with child and she does not know
from whom, and therefor everybody whom they see, te him blind or lame,
should be present at his daughter’'s wedding. She had two babies, a boy
and a girl. The girl had an apple and the boy had a pear. At whon they
will have thrown it, that will be their father. They catch sight of ay
poor man as he is repairing a pot, and they both laugh at him. "Look at
him, he is a tinker, or what devil is he,” say the children. Hoom! They
throw [the apples] at him and laugh at him. He was tneir father. He was
erasped together with his wires as he was repairing the pot and was
thrown up, ‘Hurrah! Live long!” He made a golden bridge from the
bridge /!/ of his father-in-law to his own one and on both sides of it
golden birds twittered.

If they did not die, they are still alive.

31.
Priest and husband

There was and wasn’t. There was a poor man and a poor woman. The two
were husband and wife; young husband and wife. The man loved his wife very
much, But his wife did not love him for she loved a priest. Once the wife
pretended to be 111, dangerously ill. She says to her nusband, ‘My dear
husband! Set out, I dreamt that if you bring me from the golden apple, I
shall recover.’ ‘Hy wife, if that is your wish, I go and btring some for
you,’

152 fad v.I.p.234/




Away goes the poor man, he goes, goes into the world but ne cannot
find golden apples anywhere. Then once he nmeets an old nman. That old man
was 0od Almighty. He appeared in the shape of an old man. God asks hin,
‘¥here are you going, poor man?’ ‘Me? My wife sent me off, because she is
very 111, to fetch her golden apple, for she will recover fronm that.’
‘Poor man, your wife is not ill, she wants you to perish while you are
after the apple; so that you get killed. But look here, take thls sack.
Go home and pretend to be a beggar.” By this time God Almighty already
transformed him into a beggar. The poor man goes home and says to nis
wife fand the prieat was there with his wife already/, says to her,
‘Could I get shelter?’ His wife saye to him, ‘Of course you can get,
you can sit down by the fireplace and you will have something to eat and
drink.” And they give him food and drink, So they are eating and drink-
ing and later on start telling stories. The poor man says suddenly, ‘May
I also tell a story?’ ‘You may.’ The poor man says at this, 'Hey there,
you sack under the table! Catech your stick and whop the priest and whop
the woman even harder!’ "The stick jumps out, beats and blows the priest
but even harder his wife. Then the poor man told them, who he is, the
beggar. That he is her husband. ‘And you,” says he, ‘you wanted to ax-
pel me, to do away with me. Now stay with the priest and get out of my
house!’

32.
A ballad

Kaldliska the rich lady,
Kalilidka the rich lady,

A son was born to her,

A golden mon.

When he was three days old,
He waas like three years old.
When he was three years old,
aj naj na) na na na naj na
woe is me, is me.

When the boy grew up,

Her golden son,

He fell in prison.
seesssssasrans dled

Her golden husband.
Kalalidka was left widow,
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¥alaliska was left widow.
Kalaliska zoes into the village
To search for her son.
3She does not find her son.
A measenger comes:
¥Kalaliska, you rich lady,
Your son is imprisoned
In the depth of the earth.
#hen Kalaliska heard it,
She /harnessed/ the horses,
She loaded the cart with silver and gold,
She/ransomed/her son,
She handed over the money.
#here are you my son? Speak to me, I am your mother,
Kalaliaka the rich lady.
I am here, my mother,
In the depth of the earth.
KalZlidka payed for him,
She brought her son home.

33.
Christmas greetings

Live to see the holy feast of Christmas and the New Year together with
your wife, children, father, mother, sisters and brothers, friends and
kindred. Let wickedness stay apart from you, let the home of your hearth
be happy, clean and honoured, let the Holy God stay among you. God give
you to see the Christmas holydays and the New Year with your wife and
children, Live long, turn grey in respect, be blessed through the lands,
in the entire world. Live to see the holy Christmas feast and the New Year
in health, happiness, strength, in great joy, with your daughters-in-law,
sons-in-law, with grey horses and green carts. Step on gold and silver
wherever you go. Let pearls and gems rise in your footmarks. Let wicked-
ness, sorrow and poverty stay apart from you and the people of your hearth.
Let your lot be luck, health, strength and great joy whilst you live on
this earth. Whoever is away, let God bring him back, whoever died, let
God forgive his sina, whoever is in prison, let God release him. Let God
Zive good food, good drink, good mood to all of you who are together. This
is what I ask for from the Holy God for you,

Your true brother.
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4.
Cheating Peter

Once upon a time there was a poor Gypsy. He kad as many cnildren as
are noles in the riddle. They had nothing to =at. The poor Gypsy went to
the forest. He plucked crab-aprles and kept nis children by them. After
many days he again went to the forest. iHe plucked a sack of apsles. Then
he saw that two soldiers came on horsebacx. The Gypsy leaned against a
tree, W¥hen the soldiers arrived there, they asxed him, "Poor Gypsy, what
are you doing here?’' I support this tree so that it should not fall.’
‘¥ny do you support this tree?’ 'Vinegar will be made of this tree.’
‘mell us, Gypsy, what is your name?’ My name is Cheating Peter.” “Well
then, cheat us!” ‘Look here, I live nearby. My cheating tool with which I
could cheat you is not here., Give me a horse soc I may go home to fetch my
tools.,” When they gave him a horse, he mounted it but the horse did not
move, ‘Give me one horse more!’ Now the Gypsy took hold of both of the
horses and went home, He sold the horses at a high price. He went to the
Jew and tought two dry horse-hides. The Gypay covered the horse-hides
with earth, only their tails sticked out of the ground. After this, off he
went in the pub. The Gypsy paid in advance in the pub for three persons
to eat and drink. The soldiers were expecting him on and on and waited
when the Gypsy would return to the forest and cheat them. They couldn’t
wait until the Gypsy returns. One soldier told the other, ‘Look here, I
can't support the tree any more, I'll make a mess in my pants on the spot.
I won't support it, I’1l jump off to ease my bowels, Let this tree over-
turn, to hell with it!’ When the scldier jumped off, ®See, o0ld fellow,’
he says, ‘the tree stands perfectly still. He bluffed us by that. Now we
can go after the Gypsy. He spoke.the truth that he 1s Cheating Peter: he
already cheated us.’

The two soldlers walked along the lone road to find the Gypsy. When
the soldiers arrived there, the Cypsy was waiting in front of his hut. He
told them, ‘Where are you going, soldiers?’ ‘We are 2oing to find Cheat-
ing Peter.’ ‘And why, soldiers?’ ‘Because in the forest he took away two
horses from us saying that he would cheat us but now we see that there is
neither horse nor Peter.” ‘Ah, but you are on the right way. I am Cheating
Peter. Puck your horses when you gave them to me. While I was coming home
with them, they sank down into the ground. If you want to see them, come
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and aed look at them, where they sank down.” The soldiers went there,
they saw that the horses really sank down. Then the soldiers said, “To
hell with them, don’t worry uacle Peter, they were not yours but ours. We
are not grieving for them. But give us to eat because we are very hungry.
¢Pollow me, soldiers! W#e>ll go to the pub, There we'll eat,) When they
arrived at the pub, Peter drew forth a red skin-cap of his pocket and put
it on his head., The fypsy said to the innkeeper, ‘Jell, bring meat and
drinks for three persons, give them whatever they wish to eat.” hen they
ate, drank and had enough, the Gypsy told to the two soldiers, ‘Now we may
go.' Then the innkeeper said, ‘Why then, don’t leave uncle Peter, first
you have to pay.’ ‘ly cap will settle it.” Thus, the innkeeper relied
upon the the cap that it could be worth much. The two soldiers lagged be-
hind the Gypsy and one soldier told to - the other, ®“How could this cap

be baght from the Gypey?’ Things had gone so far that the soldiers bought
the cap for hundred forints. Then the soldiers went to t.he pub and ordered
meat and drinks. They ordered, ate and drank till their bill for meat and
drinks amounted to five hundred forints. Then one soldier said to the
other, ‘Now let’s go!’ But the innkeeper said, °“But certainly soldiers,
you have not only to go but also to pay!’ t'ﬂll, my cap shall pay for us.’
‘Your cap is worthless to me. Herq only money is wanted.” ‘But we have no
money to pay for.” The innkeeper beats the soldiers till they befouled
their panta. Then they somehow got out from the inn. They took to their
heels and ran as far as to the Gypsy’s hut. When they arrived there, they
said him, ‘Oh, uncle Peter, you once again have cheated us. Now we can’t
do anything else with you, step into this sack, we shall carry you to the
Danube, - we shall throw you into the river Tisza.’

#hile they carried the Gypsy to throw him into the Tisza, there was a
pub by the river. They put the sack with the Gypsy down in front of the
Pub. The two soldiers entered the pub to drink something. Then a poor drov-
er came along and drove horses and oxen that way. The drover gave a kick
to the sack, ‘Who are you there in the sack?’ ‘Listen to me, poor man! I
am to be brought to such and such a place to become the Charcoal-burner
king. Wouldn't be better if you were in the sack and you would be carried
to be a king instead of mine?  The man untied the sack and crept into 1t.
Then the soldiers left the inn, took the sack, carried it and threw the
man into the Tisza, Then Peter turned up in front of the inn with the lot
of oxen. Peter to the soldiers, ‘Do you see, it was right that you trew
me into the Tisza. You see how many oxen I have brought forth out of the
Tisza. Look, how many oxen are still there. You should also Jump into the
river and drive out oxen, thus you, too, not only I should have them.’ The
soldiers jumped into the Tisza, they got drowned and died. Peter remained
with the lot of cattles. He lives a happy life with his children.
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355
Eing's tnree Adauzihters

fnere was and wasn't, it napoened very nappily, taere was a great
king. He had three nice daugnters who were like pure gold, at tie sun one
san look tut at ti.em one could not look for their Seauty tereft tne eves
of sight. Por his great fine joy, the king let teat seven counsries’
irum. He zathered together princes, sarons, 7Jany «kings, napry and unnasty
people that everybody should taxe part in his fine party. Then, wnen seven
countries' people gathered together, then the tanguet Tegan. This sreat
banquet lasted three whole days, three whole nights; thus, evervicdy
drank and ate and danced, On the fourth night, all three daugaters dis-
appeared. The great banquet came t¢ end and each Zuest went wiitser e
wished to go. Then the Creen King remained there with his nice wife and
they went to bed to repcse and sleep.

When it was dawn, the king got up, rutbed his eves with his fists
and called the cook, 'Tell me, cook, is *there anytaing to eat and drink?’
‘“verything in this poor world is there, my king, may you eat and drink.’
‘Go, call my three daughters and my lovely wife and let us, toco, eat for
my three daghters' joy.’ 'Liaten, o king! T have roamed about the seven
countries, I ecan't find thy three daughters anywhere, neither 3arbara,
nor Helen nor Mary. Perhaps some princes nave eloped with then.’ “Go then,
Mary, tell Johnny - my messenger,- he should beat the seven countries’
drum: everybody whosoever took part in the party witkh me should appeare
in half an hour.’ When the big crowd appeared, the xing questioned them,
‘The person who knows something about my tnree daughters shall tell me who
has taken them away. I shall crown him in seven countries in my place, I
shall appoint him the Pirst Prince of seven countries. Who again shall not
answer anything, he can go home in his poor country.’ Then everybody
went away, the king remained with his wife.

Then they lay down for a little and slept a minute. And the king had
a dream that everybody was there in his palace but the three poor lame
Gypsy boys from the rotted hut were not there. ‘Go then, Johnny, mount
your horse, go to the bank of the river Tisza, to the rotted hut where the
three poor blood trothers live. And tell them, they should come here to me
immediately. Por I want to ask them a great, important question.’ Then
Johnny, the king s adjutant, went down to the poor Gypsies. He saluted
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them, ‘Good day, Gypsies, poor boys. Cone, for my king summons you.
‘Hear, you are the king's adjutafat, Go, tell your great king that if he
wishes to speak with us, we readily go to him. But only i1f he brings us
three suits of royal garment and equipment fitting for knighis. And he
must come here for us with glﬁgach with four white horses and bells,

#hen we shall be with him, we shall be able to tell him more; when we
will have got there, in the fair palace of the king, and he will have put
three upholstered arr-chairs under us. “hen we, three poor Gypsy boys,
will feel ourselves 1ike the great princes.’

Then the Green King began to question them, firet he asked the eldest
boy of the three, ‘Hear, boys, do you know now why I have brought you here
to me?’ Hear, my father the King! If you tell it us now, then we shall
anawer to your word.’ ‘Hear, you oldest one, now you can go out and send
in to me your youngest brother, the Gypsy Johnny.” Johnny, the Gypsy
boy, went in. ‘Good day to you, Royal Majesty. I know why you have sum-
moned us here to you. For you had three nice daughters. The eldest of
them was taken away by the forty-seven-headed dragon; the middle one, by
the twenty-five headed dragon; the youngest one, by the one-headed dragon.
‘Hear then, Gypsy, how can you recover those three daughters fron the
dragon?’ ‘Hear then, my father the King, we will try to recover your
three nice daughtera. But only if we make a contract that we three shall
call /i.e., have/ the three girls our own, #e three boys are tlood broth-
ers. When we shall win them, the eldest one shall be the wife of my eld-
est brother; the middle one, of the middle boy; the youngest one, she on-
ly shall be mine,., ¥ell, have we made a contract? But it deoes not suffice
for me; for I need alao a little equipment, my father the King.’ ‘What
will be that equipment, Johnnv?’ ‘It will be no big matter, my father the
KEing. Let there be made for me such a chain that there should te no end
to it. Each link of the chain must te one guintal. And slaughter me three
oxen, and [kivq? three casks of wine, bread from three ovens, with this
I shall set out into the great world, up there to the holy dear God ...>

36.
The forester

There was and there was not, my blessed dear God, a forester. The
forester went out to the forest, to range the forest. Vhom does he find,

a pea-int., He was attacked by the wolf and the fox. He took pity on him,
he drove away the beasts from him without any harm, 'Well. forester,’
says he, ‘what is your wish, you poor fellow?’ “4e11, -

0 says, ‘what is
my wish? I have saved your life.’ &ll-right,‘ says he,

‘corrz with me
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to my mother. And ask from her only that, what I tell you. Don't accept
anything else but what is under her bed.’

When they arrive, ‘Good morning, mother.’ 'welcome, my son.” “My moth-
er, this perscn, the forester saved me from those beasts; he drove them
off from me without getting hurt.’ “§ell, what does he wish?’ ‘That, what
ie under our bed.’ 'My son,” says she, ‘he does not deserve that.” Well,
the forester is going to leave. He does not accept money. ‘Call him
back!’ says she. They call him back. ‘Porester, I give you as much
riches, as much money, as you wish. You saved my son.” ‘Give me , grannyf
says he, ‘what is there under your bed.’ ‘Well, son,® says she, ‘if things
are like that, T give it you, but when you will go with it, don’t boast
anyway, by no means.,’ Because if he will boast, savs she, it will come to
no good. “All right, granny,’ says he, Then she gave it to him and he
went away. And what waa it, it was a crawler, a snake, He goes with it.
Sut when my forester arrived to his own castle, he boasted with what he
had, What sprang up from it, a girl, because she was enchanted. The girl
was so [Eeautiful? that one could look at the lamp, at the light but not
at her. All the world sparkled from her.

But now the prince says, ‘Pather, how long hasn’t our forester come
to present hinmsel®!’ 'Iell. son, go and call him here!’ HNow the prince
catches sight of what lies by the forester’s side, a heavenly /beauty/.
0ff he went,ran back to his father, ‘Father, unless you do away witia this
forester so that this girl becomes my wife, I’11 do away with vou.” ‘a1l
right.’ He goes to summon the forester, calls him out. ‘Porester,’ says he,
here you are a gill of brandy, go on! You clear this forest, a hundred
miles long, fifty miles wide, by eight o’clock in the morning. The twigs
te in bubdles, the thick logs in cords, and you present a report at eight.

All right. The forester returns home crying. His wife asks him, ‘Why
are you crying, my husband?’ ‘Oh, I’ve got a task,’ says he, ‘that I can-
oot fulfil. r"(.'rh.‘ says uhe.'my husband, go to my mother.’ He goes to
the old woman. Where did she live, in a treetrunk. 'Oh. my son, I've
told you not to boast with it because it mav @stroy you. Well, go home,’
says she, ‘eat and drink, I will settle it.” Well, he went home and
slept. At eight o’clock in the morning the forest was ready, everything
in cords, the twigs in bundles. He enters, °Great King,” says he, ‘your
wood is ready. It moulders alreadv.’ Well, it is done.

‘My father,' gays the son to the king, ‘if you don’t kill him so that
fhe can become mv wife, woe is you! Give him difficult tasks!® ‘a1l right:
Go,” says he, ‘we have a meadow and some reeds. Cut it down, bind it in-

to sheaves, plough up the soil, sow it with millet and the crop be in
sacks by tomorrow.’ He returns home erying. ‘Oh. my wife,” says he,
‘he gave me a task that I am unable to fulfil.” ‘Oh, my husband, go to
my mother.” He met her at the same place wnere she dwelt last time.
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©1sye told you, son, not to boast with her, not to do that. Later on,
after nine days, you could have done it. Kow go home, sleep, eat and
drink, I will settle it.> Well, he went home and the devils mowed the
meadow. They bound the reed into sheaves, ploughed the soil, sowed it,
next day they thrashed it out, by eight they gathered it in sacks by the
porch. ©Well, my father the King,’ says he, ‘your wish is done.’

Thus, they could not destroy him. A1l right. Then he says to him,
‘Listen, man! Porester! Go to the dsar Cod. Call him down to me by twalve
o'clock for lunch and a glass of wine.’ ‘Oh, says he, ‘that's a big task
now!’ He goea to his wife crying and says, ‘ly wife, the king gave me
the task to go to the dear God and ask him to come down to the king for
lunch and a glass of wine.” ‘Go to my mother, try it!’ Then he goes to
her mother and tells her. ‘Oh, my son,” says she, ‘I can’t settle this.”
He met a man in rags and with a long beard, like me now /he points at
himself/. CListen to me, man,” says he, ‘Tell the king, I will come to
him at twelve o’clock for lunch and a glass of wine, but his cow will
calve at twelve o’clock as well.’

All right. When he arrives, it is exactly twelve o'clock, they are
eating. Then the dear God says, ‘Listen to me, man! Don't call me for
lunch or a glass of wine. Give me from the milk of the cow which has
calved!’ All right. When he gave him, he damned the king and the queen
and transformed them into stone, into rocks.

If they did not die, they are still alive. The poor forester became
a king, and the servant maid was his wife.

Be healthy and happy!

37.
Faithless sister I.

There was a peasant and a peasant woman. He said, 'Go. my children,
ask a baker’s peel and a hutch. And you'll get also a caretaker.’ The
two 1ittle children returned to the father, ‘Daddy, she will give you
the peel and the hutch only if you will marry her.’ The father said,
‘My children, it won’t be good for you. She will beat you.’ She said,
‘I won't beat them, let them go.’ /?/ ‘well, g0 then, my children.’ She
caressed them, she baked them small cakes, she baked them everything and
++s She said, ‘o1 ... /?/, drive them away otherwise I will kill you.’
Then he drove them away. They went away. They returned, they posted them-
selves in front of the window because she had put sand in her apron and
strewed it along the way, on its track they came back. While they were
eating their dinner, she said, ‘0ld man, this dish-water could be given
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to your children if S

when he took them away anew, The girl suf millet in zer asronm, tne
teasts ate it up, they could not retura Jone. mhen he said to nis siater,
‘mage a clip out of your hair, let me make an arrow.’” She lost /?7/ a
elip from her hnair, took it and he made an arrow of it. Ze went lnto the
forest, He fointed an arrow at a wolf. ‘Oh, Prankie, don't shoot me, I
will te a friend of you for ever.' He took it to his sister, he kept it
in a care, in a cage. Then he arain went Auntineg, auntinz Sew a foIx.
‘Don’t shoot me, I will te a friend of you.” Again he returned, ...
Now they are five, - they are six.

mhen his sister spoke, ‘Oh,’ she says, ‘=my brotner, you are a clinb-
er, climt upon the highest branch of this tree, go, elimk upon it and
have a look around, where is a lamp burning, we will go there.' ind
there Awelled twelve rotters. Nobody approached them, notody except taem.
He climbed uporn the tree, '#hat’'s there, brother?’ 'Come along, a lamp is
turning there,” #hile going there, he found a horse, a white horse on
the dunzhill... ¥ell, he left them outdoors, all the four of them and ne

entered. Cne of them said, ‘“Let us throw him into ..., the other said,
‘Let us eat hiw.. And he, Jack, sald, “You may kill me, you may eat me
but first fetech me a glass of wine.” Then the boy put much hot paprika

in it, made it full of paprika. They brought it him. He toasted witan it
the twelve robbters, one after the other, their eyee burnt out. He carried
all of them into the twelfth room. Only the old captain he could not ...
because his sister ... She then tegan to ... and she opened the twelfth
room. And ... took the stick ... struck on him ... he became a more hand-
somr and younger man than ever, Later on he sapoke, r3etray my brother-in-
law to me so that he should not kill me.’ rI don*t tetray him, I don't
betray him.” At last ... ‘... that he should go there and bring you one
of its piglets. Pretend to be 111, bind two pastes on your flanks and
when he returns home, tell him that it flows out of you.’ ‘oh sister,
what's happened to you? ‘on brother, God better had killed me when I
came into this hut. You aee.’ she says, 'I am 111, 'Ihat’a the matter
with you?’ ‘T had a dream that you have to go to fetch me one of the pig-
lets of such and such a wild-hog, the twelve robbers ...’

He went. He pointed an arrow at them. The wild-hog asked him, “Don’t
be afraid, Jack, I will give you one. Por your sister, the whore, tends
to murder you.” ‘Ah, 1little hog!’... ‘Here it is, I've trought it you,
sister.’ rDh, I am already well, I don>t eat it any more.’ Well, then
she went out to her husband, ‘He has brought it, he has brought it.’ ‘Oh,
betray him to me so that he may not hurt me. Let him g0 on one trial more.
Here and here, there is a water, twelve persons guard that water. Let him
fetch you a flask of water, there he will be cut into pieces,’ he said.
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He went, ... No fear, Jack, I'1l give you a flask of water,
‘for your sister tends to murder you.’

‘Did you bring it, did you?’ °T d4id, here it is.” ‘But now, it’s al-
ready all right with me.” Did he bring you, indeed?’ 'He did.’ ‘Oh,” he
says, ‘betray my brother-in-law to me so that he should not hurt ne.’ (By
no means I shall betray him, not at all.' But he sent him on a trial
more: 'Go, here and here, twelve men guard a vineyard. He should fetch
me a dish of grapea.’ Well, he went there. He pointed his arrow at them.
‘No fear, Jack, don’t harm us, we will give you a dish of grapes for your

they said,

sister tends to murder you.” He returned home, he brought her a dish of
grapes, she did not eat it all the same, she left it untouched, Now no-
thing was left, the captain told her, ‘Pick out of your ears the wax,
twist it, twist it, twist it and bind his thumbs with 147 ‘Ncw, trother,
gather all your atrength!’ He did it but: ‘It beats me!’ Then she cal-
led her husband, “Come along!’ He came, ... ‘Well, brother-in-law,’ he
said, ‘cut me into pieces, then throw me in a sack and put me on my
horse’s back. All right.

Well, the fox and the hare went there. They went crying, weeping,
crying, weeping. The horse knelt down, he fell out of the sack. They took
him out of it. Then the fox /no, the hare/ said, "Put him together.’ ‘I
can't do it,” he said, 'because my nails will leave traces on him. You
put him, fox.” ‘Ah, not ...’ Well then, the hare put him together and
slapped him in the face and did everything with him. Then their master re-
vived, ‘Oh, oh, my acna.’ he said, ‘I would still gleep 1f you did not
awaken me, ‘Ch,’ they said, ‘master,...’

Well, they returned there. ‘HJ brother—in—law.’ he said, ‘tell me
now, what shall I do with vou?’ 'Cut me into pieces and put me on my
white horse’s back in a sack,” Then he threw him before the dogs to eat
him; before the dogs. And he told the tree animals to dig a deep hole,
Well, they dug a deep hole. He put a cauldron into it, a large tun. Then
he dragged out his sister. He pushed her there, put stones round her.
‘Iell. uister,’ he said, ‘do you wish to see the captain?’ rwith pleas-
ure,’ ‘Tben look at_him!’... he ran it into her eyes. Her eyes flowed out.

He said, “You shall regain your eyesight when this tun will £i11 up with
your tears,’

This is the end. I’ve finished it.
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38,
Paithless sister II,

There was and there was not a greyteard and a gammer. The greybeard's
wife had died, so the gammer’s hustand, The man had two orphans, a daugh-
ter and a son. When their mother died, they had no bread. Then the girl
told her father to bake bread. The father msaid, ‘We bave no hutch, we
have no leaven. Go to the gammer, ask her for a hutch and for leaven 8o
that I bake you bread.” So did the little girl, She returned and told
her father to marry the gammer, then he would have a hutch and leaven,
too. “Right you are, my daughter, I will marry her.’

Then it was done, two days after the gammer got angry with the two or-
phans. The third night she said, ‘012 chap, you will not have the same
meal and drink with me until you kiil your two orphans.’ The two orphans
heard in the bed what their stepmotier said. At two or three o’clock in
the morning the girl got up and gathered sand in her apron. When they
set out and left the village, the little girl let fall the sand so as to
te able to find her way back to their house., They arrived in the forest
where there were a lot of teasta: snake, boar and others. Their father
fled, the orphans could anot find him. The man went home and told his wife,
‘I have done what you had-told me. I have killed my two orphans.” There-
upon both of them laughed that the orphans were dead. She said to her hus-
band ‘You did 1t properly that you killed your orphans.’ The two orphans
arrived just then btelow the window, and said back, ‘Here we are, mother.
¥e were not eaten by the snakes.” The gammer fretted and fumed. 'But I
won’t let you in until the snow is up to your necks.’ “No matter, let
them in for they will freeze to death, it mustn®t become known.” In the
morning they weat to the forest again. But they did not come back because
they have lost their way.

The boy found a hollow tree and told his sister, ‘Come here, I have
found a tree,” The girl went there and sat inside. She asks her brother
what they will eat, what they will drink. “Don’t worry! I will look after
meal and drink.’ He walked in the big ditch, he found a wire and a stick.
He made an arrow and he could shoot down everything he found. He found
birds, he shot them. He took one and was happy that they had something to
eat and drink. He told his sister, ‘We can eat and drink, you can be
glad.” When the boy returned, one hair of the girl’s became gold. Such a
castle appeared there that the king himself hadn’t a castle like that, The
boy said, ‘I don’t know what is in front of me. I see such a light as
the stars have. I'11 go and go, as long as I happen to find the twelve
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robbers.’ They stand by the fire. Among them the commander-in-chief
says, CWho is this little toy?” The chief answers, Whom could he te?
Tom Thumb.” The rotters invented this name for the boy only tanen. °ie
knew you would visit us in the forest. But don’t shoot, come nearer!’

The boy arrived there, he told them /!/, ‘Look here, Tom Thumb!
You sucked a good mother’s milk, You are a fine figure of a man as ] see,
Here you are a plane cake of hundred kilograms, smash it ianto twelve pie-
ces ty a siagle blow, It must be split precisely for each of us other-
wise I kill you.” Tom set about and he smashed the cake precisely with
his little finger., Then the commander-in-chief said, ‘There is a cock
there, and it always tlabs us out. If you kill the cock, you will be our
commander-in-chief.’ /Who was the cock? It was the boy’s sister. In the
castle where the golden hair was she turned into a cock, and it was her
who revealed the rotbers’ business./ ‘All right, I'll kill the cock.
Stand beside me, around, so that when the cock will blab me out, it could
not be able to escape.’ Then the girl shouts, ‘Knife, jump off my broth-
er’s waist and cut them into piecea, all the eleven! Have mercy on one of i
them, Ask him, what he’s got his strength in.” "He has ninety-nine hous-
es, and a hundred years old tird-lard in that. Who greases himself with |
it, will be restored to youth.’ ‘Well,” the boy says, ‘all right, sister. |
I do what you wish and we shall see what happens.’ The girl fell for the
commander-in-chief, that’s why she told her brother this. ‘Well, all
right, but I put this chief in irons.” “Don’t do, don’t do that!’ says
the girl. “Let him te free!’ ‘I can't do it, sister, for he will kill
you when I am not at home.’ ‘He won't kill me. He's a good man.’ ‘A1l
right. I go to the kings to attend the diet.” Onto this word she asks,
‘Brother, what is your sign when you return or when you leave?’ ‘When I
come, pears are growing, when I leave, plums are growing. But don’t give
him water. You can give him once, but don't give him twice, otherwise
he will kill me.’

She gave him two glasses of water., Por the third time the boy shout-
ed, rDan‘t. don’t give him the third for he will kill me!’ She dropped
the glass, the third glass. The boy arrived there. ‘Ihy do you give him
water when I have told you not to do?’ 'I felt sorry for him.’ “This leads
to nothing good. Your mutual love is wery great.‘ 'Na. no,’ she said.
‘1 see, this glass doesn’t do good for me. If you do it once again, I
will punish you as I did him.’ t111 right, brother. But now listen to
me! I am so ill that I will recover only if I eat game.’ ‘¥hat kind of
game?’ ‘The meat of a wild-boar. I woa’t eat, I won’t drink until you
shoot a wild-boar,’ The boy goes and goes, among flowers, and he catches
sight of the wild-boar. ‘Good morning, wild-boar.” The wild-boar re-
turns Tom's greeting, ‘The same to you, Tom Thumb. Your sister is not
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111 on account of mine, she is eager of the rotbter’s love. Do well and
have well. I give you an iron whistle. When you will be in trouble, blow
it and I’11 help you.’ ‘A1l right, all right. wild-toar.  '#hen you will
get here to the forest for the third time, the same will happen to you
as it does now. Por your sister loves the rotber very much. She wants to
kill you so that she can live her own life with him.” ‘A1l right, wild-
boar. In the evening I will see whether there are pears or not. When
there are, they love each other. Good bye, wild-boar.’

He returns home, he is worried. She asks him, ‘Ihstfs the trouble,
brother?’ ‘I’ve heard at such and such a place that the king loves a
girl. I thought, you also love the robber.’ ‘On no, not at all, brother!
I would not change the friendship with you for a hundred robbers. Now
listen to me. e have been living in the vast forest for ten years and I
have never washed either your shirt or your hair.’ “A11 right, sister. As
for your love to your brother, you may kill him.’ “oOh no, just bend over
the trough, the water is still warm.” ‘All right. What do you want to do?
‘%ell me, brother, what do you have your strength in?’> “In my hair.” €all
right. Just lie down beside the trough, because I am in a hurry.’ ‘Why do
you hurry, sister?’ “Because the king makes his sister execute just now.’
“You want to do the same, sister. But no matter, come what may! But you
know, our father had a table. There were three iron whistles in it. If I
lose my strength, let me blow it once.’ ‘a1 right, brother. I’ll do what
you want. But now I wash your hair.” ‘You may do whatever you want. But
when you do it, call in the rotber, too, I want to look into his eyes
once.” ‘Well, all right, I rub your head because it is very dirty.’ ‘I
know that you want to pull out my golden hair.” Onto this word, she pul-
led out her brother’s golden hair. ‘Woe is me, sister! You killed me,
for you took off my strength.’ ‘Listen to me, brother! I know you are
strong, but clasp your hande now so that I can tie them up with your hair,
If you tear it asunder, I’11l know you are strong.’ ‘I knew, sister, that
you would destroy me. For only God is stronger than my hair. But I’m going
to try it. But I know, although I try it, that it contains iron, And I
can’t tear that.” ‘All right, brother. Now spring forward, bandit, and
chop him up as you mince the meat in the stuffed cabbage!~’

The bandit springs forward in great terror. “Cood morning, Tom Thumb!
‘Good morning, bandit!’ answers the boy. ‘Listen to me, Tom! I must kill
you because your sister doesn’t want to remain you alive. But I feel pity
for you and I won’t kill you.” ‘K11l me, kill me! I have already lost my
strength, But listen to me, let me enjoy my life a bit. I had three iron
whistles. Give them me, I’d like to blow my father’s funeral song.’ ‘All
right, blow it, you won’t blow it again anyway.’ When he blew it, then
came the boar, the rabbit, the magpie. “What happened, what do you wish,

3
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master?’ ‘I don’'t wish anything but tearing him into pieces.” The boar
springs, grabs his bag and pulls him down to the ground. The rabbit
scratches his eyes out. The magpie takes the air off from him to make him

die sooner. ‘And now, take this iron off my hands.” ‘Wait, wait! Where is

your sister who wanted to kill you?’ “Go and pull her out from bereath
the bed, then take her to me.’” The three animals go, and take the girl
to him. lIall, sister, you loved the bandit alive, but now, love him
dead, too!” “No, no, brother. Let the iroan fall off your hands.” ‘I be-
lieve it, sister, There is no need of proof, It falls down without that,
because there are who help me: my beasts.” And the handcuffs fall down.
Then he takes his curved knife, goes up to the bandit and cuts his thigh
Thereupon he takes a plate, a cock and a glass made of iron which was of
two hundred litres. ‘I won®t let you out until you fill it up with your
tears, and suck his thigh as thin as a nail is.’ ‘Do, brother, I did the
same to you, give it back to me.? ‘But listen to me, sister, I’ve got to
leave now.’

He goes out and trumbles over a trunk from which a white horse jumps
out. ‘what do you want, what do you want, brother?’ ‘I don’t want any=-
thing, smoke for you, fire for me. Neither hear, nor see! Go as thought
goes, and put me down where I will pull the rein.” ‘A1l right, brother,
I’11 stop where you will pull my rein.” And a strong wind arises tefor
him. °Put me down, my horse.’ He enters a miserable village where the
twenty-four-headed dragon drank up all the water. The boy knocka for en-
trance at a gammer. ‘Good morning, mother.’ ‘Fortunately, poor boy, you
called me your mother otherwise I had cut your head off.” ‘I have learnt

it so, mother.” ‘What are you doing in this out-of-the-way place?’ ‘Listen

to me, mother! I have heard rumour /?/ going about this village.’ ‘Well,

you have heard it, but what is that?”’ ‘I have heard that the nicest daugh-

ter of the king is given to the dragon for a glass of water. Because the
king hasn’t been drinking water for ten years.’ ‘But neither have we!’
“oh mother, I’m thirsty, too.’ ‘All right, son. I'm going to see about
water outside for you. Give me that glass from the table!’ She goes out
and pisses into the glass. Then she returns and gives him the glass.
‘Drink it, son!” ‘I’m drinking 1t.’ Having drunk it, he says, ‘Oh moth-
er, 1t was so salty!’ ‘Salty, salty, I confess, I have pissed into 1t.’
‘Don’t worry, mother. One day you will have water. When is the princess
taken to the dragon?’ ‘“Tomorrow at nine o’clock.’ ‘All right. I'll go to
see her, too.” ‘You may, but pay attention, for there are a lot of kings.’
Then he goes to the village and sees that the princess is being taken.
But when the princess caught sight of him, she shivered nineteen times of
his beauty. 'Stop, kings! I would have a talk with you on the princess’
behalr,’ rStop, lords!’ the king cried, ‘let this poor man speak, Now
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epeak, son!’ ‘Wnere is yous daughter takea to?’ ‘To the twenty-four-
headed dragon, for a glass of water.” ‘May I go, too?’ ‘You may, you may.
The boy is going ty her side, and falls for her, By and by, they struck
up a conversation, and finally he sent back the kings saying that he would
go to the dragon with the girl. And they two are going on the white hor-
se. When they reached the well, they got tired of the great love. ‘Lis-
ten to me, sister. I’m a little bit sleepy, let me lie down beside you,
or let me put my head into your aproa.’ ‘All right, my sweetheart, do
what you want.’ ‘Listen, sister! When a green flame comes up from this
well, don't speak to me. When a red one comes, tell it me quickly.” All
right, The green flame comes, the girl doesn’t speak. Tears are dropping
from her eyea onto his forshead. He leaps up, ‘Why do you weep, sister?’
‘Because the red flame will come soon.’ I see from your weeping that
you love me. Don't be afraid. You'll see that I”11l kill the dragonm. You
will have water in the village when I will put his tongues into my bag.’
‘A1l right, brother.’” When the red flame comes, the boy gets to work.
He cuts and cuts quite a few times, until he finishes up with the twenty-
four heads. The girl is glad for the water is spouting of the well. The
king is also happy in the village that the water has come back. Even the
ducks are happy. ¢Oh, my God, who is that person who could do this?’
asks the king his eldest daughter. ‘It can be nobody else but the Vile
Red EKnight.’ ‘A1l right, daughter. We shall see who that person waa. Por
I must make a grand wedding.’

The poor boy gets sleepy after his great work. He lies down beside
the girl again. The Vile Red Enight catches aight of this from the top of
a tree of fifteen metres, He jumps down of the tree and cuts the neck of
the poor boy, takes the princess and goes home to the king's wvillage
cheerfully. ‘Good morning, kings.’ The king is happy that his daughter
is alive, ‘Now listen you great man, for your great deed I’ll call here
the people from all over the werld and make a great wedding.’ All right.
But the girl does not put up wiwa it, because she was not saved by some
sort of a king, the man who saved her seemed to be poorer. ‘Put me into
prison so that I should not see the wedding being made.” ‘ALl right,
daughter,” the king said, ‘I do what you want.” Then the girl goes to
the window of the prison to watch Tom Thumb. What she sees, what she does
not, after a while the boar turns up there. The soldiers catch sight of
him, and don’t let Aim in to the king. The girl shouts out, ‘Let him in
he was called by wne.’ Then he was let in. The boar goes to the window,
to the girl. The girl asks him, “Is your master alive?’ ‘Yes, Madam, he
18,” “Now listen, wild-toar, tell him to come here immediately because I

have to die for him.” Then the boar turns back to the boy. ‘Oh hear it,
poor boy. The princess told you to go to the great wedding, too.” “I don't
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go; if she loves me, I will be called tor.’ Upon this word two soldiers
entered. By this time the poor boy was already dressed up. He was more
handsome and greater than the king. When one of the soldiers wanted to re-
port to the poor man through the window, he fell backwards seelng his
teauty. He asks the other soldier, ‘¥nat shall I say? He isn’t a poor
man, he is greater than the king. Let's run away and tell our king who
this man is. He muat send a coach for him.? Till the coach arrived with
a soldier and with two steeds, Tom Thumb was waiting for the time they
would come. When they arrived to the boy, it wasn't him who got on the
coach tut it was his three wild-toars. The soldier ran to the king’s
castle. ¢ W#What's happensi?’ the king asks. ‘Mercy, mercy, Your Majautg“
€I'11 have mercy on you, soldier, if you tell me the truth.” ‘It wasn’t
the poor man who got on the coach but his beasts.’

In this moment the poor boy entered. The princess was happy to see
him. But the soldiers wanted to shoot him. The girl shouted at them,
¢Stop! He is my true lover.,” They fell flat with their revolvers /?/.
She sprang out and pulled him into the gaol. ¢You are handsomeenough
for being a lover but also for being a husband. The wedding is Jjust being
made, but 1t is no wedding for me. I'll have a new one with you., Now come
before the lords and tell them, who are you and who are you not.’ rNo. no,
I must not. Because now the diet is being held.’ l'\.'Ir.une. come,’ she says,
‘they will interrupt their meeting when they catch sight of us.,” So he
enters, dressed up, and cries, ‘Stop, lords! I'd have something to talk
about with the king. Do you allow me that, or do you not?’ “Tell it,
btrother, tell it. What is so important?’ ‘What can he show us who killed
the twenty-four-headed dragon?’ Six cushions drop out from beneath the
Vile Red Knight. He runs out and brings back fourteen hog-tongues. He
puts them on the table as the stings of the dragon. Thereupon the poor
boy says, ‘Hey, cook, get them out and cook them for me to eat!’ The
Vile Red Enight collapsed with fear. The poor boy calls him, ‘Now lis-
ten, Vile Red Knight! Let’s carry here an iron table to put the tongue
on it.” When he threw a tongue on the table, it crashed to plieces of the
welght of the dragon-tongue. The king uttered a loud exclamation, ‘That
is right, he is the real champion. My daughter is his. A new wedding must
be held.” “wait a bit, lords,” the poor boy says, “let's have also a
judgement between us., He must face me with a knife.” The girl takes a
knife out of her pocket and stabs the Vile Red Enight. And she lives with
Tom Thumb.

They keep on living for two days, for two years. One day his sister
came to his mind whom he had left in the forest. He says to his wife,
‘Listen, I have a sister. It would be so nice if she helped you to cook,
to bake, to wash.’ 'Oh, my husband,’ she said, ‘1% would be nice, at
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lemst I wouldn't be toredi.” He goes for his sister. Pifteen bandits
tlock his way. ‘Stop, Tom Thumb!’ ‘Yes, I do, but what do you want? '
‘Give us your horse, otherwise we kill you.” Then he takes his sword and
cuts them into pieces, all the fifteen. He arrives to his sister and
takes her out of the iron glass., But he did a0t notice that she had hid-
den the bone in her btosow. 'Fell, sister, I allow you oace again to live
with me,” They go home to their village and he goes to ted after his
great work, The girl says to the queen, 'I’'11 help you to make the bed.’
“All right.’ Then she takes the bone out and puts it into tne pillow
that when he turas over, it would run into his heart. When he turna over,
it goes into his heart indeed. He died. The queen goes to wake him.
¢ Yake up, wake up, my husband!’ But he does not utter a word, for he is
dead. ‘on mother,' says the queen, “what has happened to my husband? Did
he fall asleep deeply? Or did he get drunk? Well, if he’'s dead, I don't
carry him to the cemetery, I let him here in the chamber /?/ consecrat-
ed.” The wild-boar leaps in. ‘Queen, where is my king?’ ‘He’s already
dead for a long time.” ‘#e shall see it! Let me turn him over. Maybe, a
bone is in nais heart.” The poor girl collapses hearing that. #hen the
boar turns him over, the bone is in his heart, He pulla it out and shouts
to the rabbit, ‘Petch the whistle to resurrect him!” When they gave him
water of life, he sat up. The rabbit slaps him in the face, the bone
falls out of his heart. ‘How you fell asleep!’ said the magpie. ‘Never
mind}’ the boy said, ‘one will sleep, too, who killed me three times. T
will cut her as the meat is cut in the stuffed cabtage.’

He 1s still living if he has not died.
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White Mare's son

Once upon a time, there was a blessed dear God. There was a white
horse. That white horse had a son. The mother suckled the boy seven years,
seven months, seven weeks, seven days, seven hours, seven minutes, Then
she led him into a great, great forest. In the forest there was a big, big
tree. It was very thick and high. The father went there, pulled it out
with his middle-finger and threw it up as high as to the sky. Three days
and three nights had to be walted for till the tree fell back. CikE=hs=e
When the tree fell down on the same spot, she said to her son, “Now, my
son, try 1tt®  The boy went there to try his skill but he was unable to
do it. ‘Wwell,” she says, 'you have to suck seven years, seven months, se-
ven weeks, seven days, seven hours, seven minutes more.” She took the
boy home, nursed him in the same way. Again she took him out; the boy
tried it again but he was again unable to do it. “You have to suck even
now,” she said. She nursed him in the same way as she did the first time.
The boy went on with the sucking. She again took him out, Even then the
boy could not pull out the bigz tree. '1&11.’ she said,'I am going to
nurse you once more but 1f you cannot pull it out, I shall swallow you as
my son,” She nursed him and went again to the forest with him. Then the
boy at once sprang at the tree because he became aware of his great-great
strength. He seized the tree by his little finger, not by his middle fing-
er as did his father. In the moment he touched it he threw it up. Six
nights, six days had to be waited till the tree fell back on the same
epot. My son,” she says, “now I see that you became a big, strong man.
Now you may go wherever you want to. Por all of me, you may go. Go till
you meet a faithful companion.’

0ff went the boy. She put him food in his bag, he took the road. He
goes, he walke, he already went far, he grew hungry. He sat down by a
trook to drink water. He wanted to drink. The brook was very muddy. Be
goes downwards to drink there, it was muddy there, too. He goes upwards,
it is muddy there, too, Wherever he went, it was muddy everywhere. Once he
looks up, a big-big giant of a man crumbles the big rocks into the water,
He at once calls out to him, “Hi, what are you doing? Why don’t you let
me to drink water? ¥hy do you trouble me the water?’ ‘Uhm,” he says, you,
you order me about, you tiny little man? I shall swallow you up at once,
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crumble you in juat the same way as I crumble inis rocx!’  And ue Jjumps
towards White Mare’s Son to knock him down. But W¥hite “are's Son did not
fear him, He grasped him and knocked him down, ne nearly died. ‘Don’t
hurt me,” he said, ‘I shall be your faithful companion during ay lifetine,
I shall stay at your side.” Thus, White Mare's Son did not hurt him. 3So
they passed on together.

They go, they walk, they are far and far away. Once they begin to go
uphill all the time. Mountains, mountains and again and alwavs mountains.
They go and suddenly they set eyes on a man who kept placing mountains in
front of them: always ani always mountains. Thev speak to nim, “Hey, wnat
are you doing? Why are you putting mountains in front of us?’ They were
nearly up in the blue, so high were the mountains they had climbted up.
“And you are keeping on giving orders to me?’ he says. ‘Let us measure
our strength!’ They are going to wrestle with each other. ¥ell, White
Mare's Sond knocked him also down. So he also resorted to entreaties not
to hurt him. So they passed on, the three of them.

They go and go, they arrive in a great, great forest. There a man
pulled up the trees as women do the hemp. “#hat are you doing with those
young trees?’ he asks him, ‘why do you harm them?’ I shall crumtle you
in the same way if you don’t listen to me.” But White Mare’s Son sprang
there and said, ‘Come, let us measure our strength, then we will asee, who
is stronger,” They wrestled but ¥hite Mare’s Son knocked him down, too.
S0 he also rescrted to entreaties, He said, he would be hie faithful com-
panion during his lifetime. So they go along, the four of them.

As they go, the set eyes on a big man. He kneaded iron as our wives
do 1t at home with the cake; he kneaded iron. ‘What are you doing?’ he
asks., ‘I am kneading the iron, but I shall knead you in the same manner.’
‘I dont think so,’ says White Mare's Son. ‘Let us measure our strength!
They wrestled. But White Mare’s Son did away with him. So he also asked
him not te hurt him, he will be his faithful companion during his 1life-
time. And so they were already five of them.

They arrived in a great, huge forest. They went right and left in the
forest and finally camped together, exactly in the middle of the forest.
They pitched a camp. ‘Well,” says White Mare s Son, because he was their
chief, who will stay at home to cook the mush? Meanwhile we shall go hunt-
ing in the forest.’ ‘¥ell,’ says Cliff-Breaker, ‘I am the youngest of you,
I shall stay home.” And so he stayed at home to cook the mush. But White
Mare's Son told him, ‘By the time we are home the mush shud be ready!’
Well, all of them went off, Cliff-Breaker is bustling about at home, he
prepares the mush, boils and bakes i1t. It was almost ready-made. A little
man shouts down from the tree. He had a very long beard, his beard was
twelve metres long. ‘Hey,” he says, ‘will you give me of that mush?’
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‘o, I won't, he says. (1y four comrades will come home, they need it
“You don’t mive me? he says. °I shall eat it fron your belly.’ Thnen the
1ittle man climted off the tree, graspel Cliff-3reaker, knocked him down,
put the kettle on his belly, ate up the mush from his belly. Jhen the lit-
tle man finished with the mush, he went away for himself. In vain Cliff-
Preaker put wes fresh mush to boil it, the mush remained unboiled. The
kunters returned home, they were exhausted, hungry, thirsty, they wanted
to eat. 3ut, oh yes, the mush was unboiled, ‘Wnhat did you do, so mnd so,
414 you sleep or what, that the mush is not ready?” He did not dare to
say, who ate up the mush, a little man. #¥ell, all the same, the mush fin-
ally got toiled.

Yext day Mountain-Pusher atayed at home. The same happened to Moun-
tain-Pusher as to J1iff-Breaker. The little man ate up the mush also from
his belly. Again the men returned from the forest and told him the same,
“¥hat 414 you do? Did you sleep that the mush is still unboiled?’ Next
day Pine-Twister stayed at home. The same happened to him as to the two
other men., The little man ate it up before him. Iron-Eneader stayed at
home, the little man ate up the mush from his belly, too. ‘I see, you
can’t boil mush,” this was said by White Mare's Son, ‘well, I shall cook
you mush, damn your mother! I will show you that you can eat bolled mush
at home.’

White Mare’s Son stayed at home. He boils the mush, boils it, it is
almost ready. At once the little man shouts from the tree, 'Hey.’ he says,
'White Mare's Son! Will you give me of the mush?’ ‘17,11 give you,” he says,
“ir you come down,” He climts down, you see, he tries to knock down
White Mare’s Son but White Mare’s Son was a brave, strong man, he seized
him, 1ifted him up by his beard and carried him to a big-big, large tree,
He split off a branch to the middle and squeezed his beard into it. The
1ittle man hung there. The mush got ready, the others return home, they
gsee that the mush is actually ready, the mush 1s boiled. Thereupon they
exchanged glances because they already knew about each other's business
that the little man ate up the mush before them. ° FProm hin,’ they say,
‘the man did not eat up the mush; certainly he killed him.’ When the
hunters ate, '¥ell, he says, ‘a1d this tiny man eat up the mush from
you? You ought to be ashamed. Come, I’ll show you, where he is, where I
have put him.’ He goes there, well, neither the tree nor the little man
were there, He pulled it out, that tree, that big tree. And the little man
went off.

fell, they could follow him on the track of blood. Were did the blood
lead them, to a big-big deep hole. Next to the deep hole there was a big-
big vast rock. Even five of them were unable to push it -~ /new_tape/
Well, cliff-Ereakeﬁgoan to work to crumble off some of the rock but, of
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~purse, he couldn’t crumble off too mucn of itt. However, he crunbtled of
a bit. Thus, the four of them could push away the rock, They looked dow
a big-big depth was there, Well, they begin to talk things over, who will
descend first, The weakest of them was Cliff-Breaker, 'lell.‘ ne said, (I
shall go down.’ That'as very well, but where from should they take scme-
thing by which they can let him descend? Fell, presently Pine-Twister
sayas, ‘I shall make a basket and a rope of wood.” He in a second made

a basket and twisted a rope of wood. He then declared, ‘If you let me

down and I tug at the rope, then you will withdraw me; for then I will te
afraid down there,” Cliff-Breaker got in but he was just a bit down when
he already shouted, ‘Withdraw me, withdraw me tecause the snakes will
swallow me up; so many snakes are nere.” Thus they withdrew him. Mountain
Pusher goes down, His heart also sank and he, too, cried, ‘Withdraw nme,
withiraw me because frogs will eat nme up.‘ Then Iron-Eneader went down.
He was despairing, too. They withdrew him, too. At last, #hite Mare’s
Son’a turmcame. ‘Should I tug at the rope even ty chance, don’t withdraw

b=

me, Lower me down! And wait for me seven years, seven mounths, seven
weeks, seven days, seven hours, seven minutes, If I am not back by that
time, if I don’t tug at the rope, then you may think that I am dead. But
ti11 then you should wait here!’ Thereupon he shook hands with them, he
did everything he had to, then they lowered him down. Well, he also tug-
ged at the rope for he also was afraid, nevertheless they let him down,

They let him down. Well, down there was a nether world; it was light,
everything. He at once caught sight of a small house. He goes there, en-
ters, the 1lttle bearded man was just there, he kept on smearing his teard
with herts by the fire, ¥hite Mare’s Son at once jumped at him, seized his
beard, pushed him into the stove, He burnt to ashes, 'Iell,‘ he says,
‘since I am down here, I'1l go to have a look round, to see what is down
here.‘

He goes and goes, then he sets eyes on a copper palace. In the copper
palace a beautiful girl leans out over the window-aill. She was leaning
out. The boy at once set eyes on her, she was very nice, he fell for her
in an instant. ‘#ell,” he says, ‘1’11 marry this girl,” He approaches the
girl, kisses her immediately., But the castle turned round and round. The
boy sprang against it, got hold of its corner, it stopped right off. The
girl says, ‘Where did you come from, here where even birds do not dare to
come for their wings would burn down? Go away, because my husband is a
seven-headed dragon.’ (I don’t care.’ he says, ‘if he has twelve heads,
even then I shall free you from here, Whose daughter are you?’ {I nm,’ she
says, ‘the Western King’s daughter. ‘Well then,’ he says, ‘when will your
huaband raturn?, 'He just now went off hunting but he will be soon at home.
Hide somewhere because if he returns home, he tears you up.‘ ‘I don't want
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to hide.’ he says. No sooner he has uttered these words than nis mace
flew home from seven milea, The boy sprang up from the seat, toock the
mace and flung it back to him, fourteen miles away. The mace flies back
exactly o2ver the dragon's head. ‘Hey,” he savs, ‘some strange person is
in my house. I shall eat him, roast him at once,” he says. The dragoa ar-
rives home, 'Ccle, girl,’ he says, ‘hand me over the stranger, let me
roast him, let me boil him, let me eat himt” ‘I ought not to be roasted,’
he says, ‘here I am, in front of 3ou.' The dragon gazed at him, he saw
that a little man was in front of him, Thereupcn they shake hands but
W¥hite Mare's Son pressed the dragon’s hand so powerfully that blood ocozed
from his hand. ‘I see,’ says the dragon, ‘you are a strong man. First
let me eat, drink, then we will go to the copper meadow, there we shall
measure the strength of each other.” The dragon ate, had enocugh, then
they went to the copper meadow, wrestled with each other but of course
#hite Mare's Son knocked him down so that all his six heads btroke in. On-
1y his seventh head he could not master, Then he took out his pocket-
knife and cut off that head of his, tco. So that the dragon perished. He
approached the girl. ‘Now you are rree.’he sayse, 'you may Treturan to your
father.” ‘I would return.’ she says, ‘but I have three sisters more nere
down. They should be also set free,’
¥ell, the boy went off, he went, he saw a silver palace. A fourteen

headed dragon possessed the silver palace. He wrestled alao with him. He
wrestles with him, too, cuts off his necks, too, sets free the silver
girl, too, from the silver palace. 'Iell,’ he savs, ' you are free.’ ‘1
have two sisters more, they should alsoc be set free.” The boy moves on,
he findas the golden palage. He goes up to the girl, she was very nice,
even more nice than the others. He went up to her, they started a conver-
sation. ‘Go away,’ ahe says to the boy, ‘for if my husband comes home,
he eats 3on.’ ‘He won’t eat me,’ he says, ‘I shall eat him, let him only
return home.’ The dragon just then arrives home and at once goes against
the boy. The boy shakes hands with him, he shook hands so powerfully that
blood at once gushed forth from the dragon’s hand. Y1 see.’ he says, 'you
are a strong man. First let me eat and drink, then we will go out to the
golden meadow to wrestle.‘ They started to wrestle. White Mare's Son
seized him, dashed him to earth so that he began to implore him for mercy.
But the boy cut all his necks. 50 the golden girl alsoc got free, % have
one sister mcre.’ she says, ‘but I don’t think you could set her free be-
cause that dragon is the strongest one, he has twenty-four heads.’ ‘lell,
I shall see also him,’ he says, “how strong he 13.’

Theyreached the diamond palace. There, too, a very nice girl leaned out
of the window. She was so beautiful that the sun could be looked at sooner
than the girl, so beautiful she was. The boy went up to her, kissed her
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they immediately swore fidelity to each otner, taat they
I nave suca a

on the spot,
will have each other. 'I would be yours,” she says, ‘but
husband that there is no stronger one in the whole world than ne is, I
have already heard that you have set free my three siuters but yc? can't
free me because my husband is the strongest of all,’ ‘Never fear,  he
says, ‘1’11 free you.” The girl gave the boy such a wine, - he had two
sorts of wine. Who drank of one sort, he got weakened. #ho drank of the
other sort, he became stronger; he got more muscles., And she put such a
ring on his finger that if he turned it, hundred men's strength got into
him. The dragon comes home, he throws his mace home from twenty-four
miles. Thy boy could throw it back quite as far. He arrives, speaks,

‘ly wife, hand me over that stranger, who is he? Let me roast him, let me
boil him, let me eat him!’ ‘No.' he says, ‘I need not to te roasted or
bdled or eaten, it’s me who will eat you,” he says to the dragon. Immedi-
ately the shake hands. They shook hands so that blod trickled from both
of their hands; from the boy’s and from the dragom’'s hand. ‘I see,’ he

says, 'you are strong. Pirst let me eat and drink.” ‘Well, eat, for this
is the last time you will have eaten,’ says the boy. ‘Come and eat with
me,” he savs. Yes, but the dragon’s wife brought such a wine from the cel-
lar for the dragon which weakened him, She gave such a wine to tane boy
which made him stronger. They ate, had enough, went to the diamond meadow
to wreatle, When they wrestled there, both of them grew very-very tired.
The dragon said, ‘Let me take a rest, my friend, let me drink a cask of
wine!’ There was a cask of wine, the dragon put it at his mouth, drank
the cask of wine at one draught. Then they again started to wrestle. He
again was no match for the boy; neither was the boy a match for the drag-
on, At last the boy nearly lies on the ground. Then he says, “My friend,
let me also take a rest!’ Then the boy, while he rested a bit, turned

the ring and instantly hundred men’s strength got into him. At last, the
boy gathered up all his strength, he dashed him to earth so that the drag-
on at once perished. Thus, that girl became also free. The girl gave a
blow with a stick at each castle, each of them became an apple. The boy
put them all into his bag.

Pirst they pull out the copper girl; they were there at the hole. They
pull her out. Outside, the big men at once began, ‘She is mine, ahe is
mine!’ To whom would she belong? Cliff-Breaker would win the copper girl.
They pull out the silver girl. “She is mine, she is mine!” And Mountain-
Pusher win her. They pull out the golden girl. ‘She is mine, she is mine!
Pina-Twiater won her. Well, only the diamond girl was left. He says her,

‘Took here, maybe now they will not pull me out because I have already
handed over the girls. Wait for me seven years, seven months, seven weeks,
seven dgys. aeven hours, seven minutes. Should T not get up from here,
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then you may marry.’ So it happened. They pulled out the golMes girl, -
no, the diamond girl. Irun—lneader won her. ‘She is mine, she is mine!’
Well, she became his. Well,’ says now White Mare’s Son, ‘if I get into
the basket they will pull me up half-way, then from half-way they will
throw me back, I shall perish here. I’1ll try my pals, I wonder what my
pals are 1ike?’ Then he put a stone in the basket and he stood a bit
farther away. They pull it up, but half-way they let tha basket back.
‘Well,” he says, ‘should I sit in, I would have died now.” Well then, he
went away from the hole. Up there they supposed that he was sitting in
the basket and died.

He goes, he walks, he arrives at a mountain. Up there on that moun-
taln there was a big-big nest, a bird’s nest., In the bird’s nest there
were a number of young gryphons. A large-large shower of rain came down,
the hail-stones were the size of my fist. What could the boy do, he took
off his coat, covered the birds' nest so that the hard hail should not
strike them dead., It has stopped raining just the minute when a big-big
bird returned home. The boy hides under a big tree. ‘Tell me, sons,” he
speaks to the birds, ‘who did save you?’ “He is hidden hare.’ they said,
“a handsome young man, he is afraid of you, he saved us.” Then the boy
comes out from under the tree, I have saved them,” he says, ‘tecause
the heavy hail-stones would have killed them.’ ‘Slnce you did well to my
aons.' he says, ‘what do you want in return?’ ‘T don’t want anything el-
se,” he says, ‘only carry me up to the upper ycrld.’ 'Hey,1 says the bird,
“that is where I just now came from, I can't take you back. I am exhaust-
ed. However, I can carry you up if you supply me with seven cows, seven
breads, seven casks of wine. You put them 3n my back and when I bow my
head to the right, then you throw a cask of wine into my beak. When I bow "
my head tothe left, then you push a bread into my beak. When I bow my head il
upwards, then you throw an ox into my ceak.’

Well, the boy managed to supply that food. He loaded it on the bird.
The bird flies with him upwards. The bird bows his head in this direction,
one cask of wine, he bows his head in that direction, one loaf of bread,
upwards, one ox. They were almost outside when the bird held its beak
upwards, oh yes, there was no meat any longer. What could the boy do, he
took his knife out of his pocket, cut out a piece of flesh of his thigh.
He threw it in the bird’s beak. So they could fly out. When the boy alight-
ed from the bird, he hobbled. ‘What's the matter with you, master?’ the
bird says to him. Nothing, he says, my leg hurts me, it has gone.to
sleep.’ Oh mo, it 1s not stiff, it is bleadingl Pull down your pants,
let me see, what is the matter with Jou. I1113~n1113 the boy has to
pull down his pants. Then he sees that a large pidce of flesh is missing
of it. The bird at once spits it out to the very same spot. ‘If T knew,’
he says, ‘how good your flesh tastes, I should have eaten you iown there.
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But now that we are already up here, go wherever you want.’

Well, I have forgotten to tell you that the girl down there gave bim
also three nuts; to the boy. And she gave him a last and a needle. As the
boy moves on, it may be said, he had a royal garmen on, th?t'u the way the
boy goes. He meets a swineherd. He says to the swineherd, ‘My friend,
give me your clothes, I’ll give you mine,” But the swineherd was ashamed.
‘How could you give me your fine clothes?’ But the boy went on to en-
treat him, ‘You only take off your clothes, I give you my clothea.” He
undressed, the boy put on the swineherd’'s very shabby, ugly clothes, Then
the boy arrived in a large-large town. The girls were just there in that
town; all of them were in that town. Kinge became of those men bec;uaa
gach of the girls had a king for her father. The boy entered service at
a tailor. Well, the boy 1s there, he was engaged, - he became a tailor;
but the boy was engaged only as an apprentice.

Iron-Kneader's wife aticked firmly to her resolution that she would
not marry until they make her such and such a dress as is the sky by day,
even fleecy clouds should sail om it. But scissors should not cut it,
needle should not sew it, such a dress sho_uld be made. Iron-Kneader, the
king, does hie best that this and thls should be done, no matter how much
it costs, such and esuch a dress should be made, They would sew such a
dress but not everybody is skilled enough to sew such a dress. The boy
asked his master to allow him to sew 1%, Well, he permitted him to sew it,
He took out a nut, cracked it, the stuff was in it. The boy summoned the
needle, the scissors, the dress was ready in an instant; exactly the same
dress as the girl longed for. They at once take the dress to the girl, to
the queen, Then the girl, ‘Iell.’ she says, ‘my dear husband is alive
but I don’t know where he is.” Then Iron-Kneader said her, ‘Iell. now
you have your dress, marry me now!” ‘T don’t marry you until I shall have
another dress, a dress of dawn, all stars should be on it, and even the
Great Bear should not be missed. Let me sew such a dress!’ Iron-Kneader
immediately announced that such and such a dress should be made. However,
nobody but the boy could sew it. He took out another nut, cracked it, the
stuff was in it, he summoned the needle, he summoned the scissors, it got
ready right away. They carried off the dress., ‘Well,” she says,my dar-
ling is alive, my life-saver is alive. But I don’t know where he is.’
fron-xneader was again at i{t, ° Well, the dress ia ready, marry me now!’

I don*t marry you until you make me made a dress, the Sun should be on
it, pointing exactly to mid-dag.’ Again Iron-Eneader announced that such
and such a dress should be made for his wife. But nobody was able to make
it, only White Mare’s Son. He took out the other nut, took out of it the
stuff, summoned the needle, the scissors, they made the dress up, the
dress was carried off, ‘wWell,’ says the girl, ‘my'darllng is alive. But
I don t know where he is.
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then Iron-Kneader said, ‘Well, now all three of your wishes are ful-
filled, you have nice dresses that aeither princesses do wear. Now marry
me!’ ‘I don’+t marry you until you send for that man who sewed these dres-
ses.’ VWell, all of them were ashamed that such a filthy man cannot go
there as the one was who made the dresses. All the same, the man who
sewed the dresses must be found. They brought him in., He is full of dirt,
tegrimed. They take him along. The girl at once recognized him. No matier
he was filthy, she recognized him. She at once falls on his neck, covers
him with kisses. ‘You are my husband,” she says, ‘you saved me from the
dragon., You are my dear husband!’ Well then, he undressed, put on king-
l1ike ~irment. Then Iron-Eneader also recognized him, who he was, their
companion. So did Cliff-Breaker, Pine-Twister, Mountain-Fusher, all of
them. They were terror-stricken, their hearts sank. Well, since they
treated him so that they let him there in the big hole, he punished all
four of them. One had to be a goose-herd for a year. The other had to te
a swine-herd for a year. The other a cowherd. 50 each of them were punish-
ed for a year. But Iron-Eneader was left without a wife hbecause it was
him who was going to marry the diamond girl.

They made a great wedding. I went down, too, you see., I was told that
there was a great wedding-feast. Poverty was at home, I had twelve child-
ren. I took with me a big-big nettle sack, I went to the wedding. Well,
the girl waas an acquaintance of mine and so was the lad. “Dpid you ar-
rive safely?’ they asked. ‘Yes, I did. ‘Hold out your sack,’ says the
girl. I open wide the big sack, you know, They pour a large basin of soup
into the sack. ¥hen the soup was poured in, another basin of meat made
with cream. On the top came goulash. Then such a blg bone was thrust im
my hand, lo! I bind up the sack, I take it on both shoulders. I'm going
home for myself. Hereabouts the mud is high, I'm on my way home. Poverty
then was great, peasantswere also poor. A peasant is returning home, he
says, ‘Jack, give me of 1t!” ‘T don't mive you,’ I say. 'I've two child-
ren at home, they are very hungry.” ‘Give me of 1t!’ ‘I don’t give you.’
‘Give!’ ‘I don't.’ ‘Give!’ ‘I don't.’ Well, what did the peasant do, he
took the knife out of his pocket, he cut open my sack. The lot of costly
goode, the lot of soup ran over. All dogs gathered there, swallowed up
the food. What shall I do, the big bone was in my hand, I grasped it,

bang! T flung it to the peasant’s leg. The peasant’s leg broke. He went
away with a broken leg.
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4o.
Beautiful Nicholas

Once upon a time, there was the blessed dear God, There was & very
poor woman. That poor woman nad a poor son. That toy was already aixteen
years old, he was an adult boy. The boy has always teen at home with his
mother. The mother made her living by golng to the village on Zundays,
she gathered pohitoe skins for there was a great penury. They ilived of .
She gathered potatoe skins, boiled them and they ate them; trey ate cnl
potatoe skins. On a Sunday the mother gathered the siins tut tney fllle
only half a pot. They bezan to eat; they ate them even untolled. The 3oth-
er said, ‘I'm going to the church, meanwhile you boil tne skins. Z2ut don"t
eat before I am hame again,” The mother went to the churcn and the boy
stayed at home alone, Poor boy was very-very hungry. #fhile tne motner
was in the church, the boy take the spoon and kept on stirring the pota-
toe skins so that they should not get burnt., 3ut the boy was very nungry.
He constantly picked out a skin and swallowed it, took it, awallowei 1t,
Thus, when the skins would have been boiled, the boy has eaten up every-
thing, all skina., The mother comes hone, says, “My son, tring the skins,
le me eat too.” "Oh mother,” he says, I would give you the skins but
wvhile you have been in the church, I was very hungry and ate up every-
thing.” The mother got enraged, took the knife from the table, tump!
she ran it into the boy's arm. The boy took the knife, drew it out, put
it into his pocket, tore his shirt, bandaged his arm, kissed nis motiher
and said, “7¥ell mother, you dit this to me, so good-bye, you will see me
never more.’ Thus the boy went off.

*

¥
-

Thus, the boy left, went to and fro, went far avay, tehind the be-
yond the boy went. The boy, our nice boy, our little Paul .goes /Paul was
his mame/, he goes and neeta a man. The zan 3ays him,  ¥here are YyOou g0=
ing, you poor boy?’ “I’m going,” he says, “to see the world.” ‘Aad where
to?’ ‘Into the wide world, to try my luck. ‘Come to me,’ ne says, ‘I
shall give you day-wages and food, as much as you can eat.” "I shoula wil-
%ingly go,’ says the 3Jypsy boy, “but you can't pay as much as I asc for.

How much do you ask for?’ ‘Iell,‘ he says, ‘so and so muen,’ 'Na.\ says
the mayor, ‘T won't give you so much. But I see, you are a poor toy, I
give you five pengds for the journey. 500d bye and good luck to you!'
Our poor boy moves on, he was very poor, he had notning except a shirt
and drawers on his body. The poor btoy continues his road. He was very
poor. He goes, he walks, he went very far away, he went tnrough seven
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times seven countries. He meets another man. ‘Liaten to me,’ he says

him, ‘come to me, I shall give you so and 80 much money.” ‘I don’t go,’

he says. ‘I am poor and I am going this and thls way. Some time th?re will
te another place where I shall get more.” ‘Take these five pengds, he
says, tI see, you are a poor man, I want to help you.' The poor boy moves
on and goes again, he reached nearly the world's end, he nmeets another
man. #hy should I speak so much, it was the same with that man, too. He
moves on again, he goes and speculates, ‘Ugh,” he says, ‘why did I not
accept the first man’s proposal. Now, I have been walking for such a long
time and ...’ [hnew tape].

Yell, he sits down,He sits down to ea%, a bird approaches him. In the
bird’s bill there is a pilece of paper. The bird lays the paper before him,
The boy at once takes the paper in his hand and reads, ‘Look here, follow
me here and here.’ That is to say, that he should follow him, the bird.
¥hat could the boy do, he at once finished eating, and so on, he packed
everything and followed the bird. W#here the bird went, there he went, too. i
#here did he arrive? he arrived in Falry Land. The boy arrived in Fairy
Land and the Pairy Princess immeillately set eyes on him. “That’s you?’
she asks. ‘Iell. I don*t know, who am I. I am only a poor man.’ ‘well,’
she says, 'you look a decent man. Go to the stable, there I have three
horses, brush them down. You won't have anything else to do.’ Well, the
boy enters the stable. Ugh, he caught sight of the horses; pooh, they
they were up to here in muck. Pooh, up to here! All three horses. The boy
takes the dung-fork, pitches it outwards. The more he pitched it out- -
wards, the more it piled up from there, ‘Ah,” says the boy, ‘this is a l

queer matter. He sits down on the threshold. The boy heaved such a
deep s3igh that the whole palace fell almost into ruins; he gave such a
sigh. Well, you see, one of the old horses speaks to him, ‘What's the
matter with you, my dear master?’ “#hy, of course I am in great trouble,
you can see what work they gave me to do.’ ‘Don’t be in a blue runk,’ he
says, ‘-hy are you so distressed? Listen only to me.’ ‘¥hat am I to do?’
‘Well, this Sunday your wife will go here and here to the church. You'll
come to me, get on me and we'll be also there.’ Well, the boy obeyed. He
cleaned up the stable, it was clean, it looked like gold.

Next Sundy the princess went to the church. The boy went to the horse.
“Get on me,” the horse says. He mounted the horse. The horse blew at him,
he got a fopper sult, copper sword, copper helm, everything made of pure
copper, Take ca:e,’ the horse says. “You will enter the church, say only
"amen", sit down, don’'t look at anybody,. Many of them will look at you but
you have not to look at anybody. Say only "amen” and come out quickly, get
on me, off you go, nobody should see you.” He listened to the horse, He
mounted it, off he went, nobody saw him. The horse returned home. But the

i
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girl was three times shivered with cold. sShe got very 111 for the boy’s
sake for she fell in love with the boy, you see. The copper boy was very
handsome. Comes the next Sunday. The boy got dressed in a silver suit. For
he had three horses, you see, He got dressed so, and it was the same with
him. Then the girl shivered six times with cold. #¥ell, the nex? night
follows, the golden one. Next night the boy got dressed in a golden suit
with a golden plate /!/. The horse jumped on the golden plate, it sounded,
the plate sounded in seven times seven countries. “Come to me, my dear
wife,” he said. You are my wife!  3ut the boy was not chicken-hearted.
He made the horse jump up, up to the floor. Thean the horse again jumped
down, The horse says hin, Yow, my dear master, I shall fly up with you
and you may kiss your wife, you may do with her whatever you want. I shall
1y to her, do with her what you waant to, I shall return to the stable.’
Hereupon the horse jumped up with him, the boy jumped off his horse, he
entered, they jolned in an embrace, you are mine, I an yours, only death
can part us,

¥ell, so they are living very-very long. Once the Pairy Princess says
him, “Look here, ny young husband! ¥inety-nine rocms are left to you, you
may enter and te inside, you may do what you want to. The hundredth is not
left to you. I trought you ninety-nine keys but I don*t give you the hund-
redth key for if I give it to you thea ... °/2?/ Well, but the boy was
still young, he was ignorant of life. ‘My dear wife,” he sava.‘i! it is
like this, even these rooms are too much for me, I don’t need another
one.” So they were living on. The boy has been through all the rooms.
‘Damn 1t,” he says, ‘since I have got a wife, since I got her with a
¢hild, and she has a baby from me, why can>t I see the hundredth room?
After all, I am the commander; why can't I have a look at the hundredth
room?’ So he set out, went through the ninety-nine rooms, went to the
door to open it, why yes, he could not open it, it was closed with an
iron door and he couldn’t find the key. He ran intc the room, lifted the
pillow, the key was there. Immediately he goes there and opens it. Well,
there is a big dragon nailed to the wall. The dragon at once speaks to
him, ‘uy Se?r master, if you give me a bucketful of water, I shall grant
you a way,” It is not water I’m going to give you,” he says, “but a
bucketful of wine because it is a wonder how much wine is here.” ©Well,
I don*t mind.’ says the dragon, “what you give me, wine or water, give me
waht you want,’ He gave him a bucketful and at once one hoop cracked off.
But the boy did not notice this. The dragon speaks again, ‘Hy dear master,
give me one bucketful of wine more, I shall grant you a way again.’ He
gave him again a bucketful of wine. He speaks again, ‘My dear master, give
me again wine, I grant you a way.” He gave it. He speaks again, ‘Hy dear
master, give me wine again, I shall grant you a way. But this will be the
last one. He gave him again. Then the hoops cracked off from the big
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dragon and he flew off. His wife just then returned from the caurch, he

snatched up the woman and took her along to the large Dragon Land. lNow

Beautiful ¥Nicholasrealized what had happened. Then he already cried, he

went everywhere and asged people to do something for him because he was

very much in love with his wife. Pairy Helen was very beautiful. He begs
people to give her tack to him tut nobody could help him.

He goes home, goes to the horses, aits down on the threshold, begins
to weep. The younges one starts at once, ‘ ¥hy do you cry, dear master”
/The youngest horse speaks to him./ °I have every reason to cry,’ sayas
Beautiful Yicholas, ‘my beautiful wife was stolen,’” ‘If she was stolen,
maybe you can get her back, though it is not sure, Listen to me! Get on
me and let's go!  So the boy mounted the horse, the youngest one and,
hurry up! To Dragon Land. They went there. The woman just washed the
tlood-stained rags of the dragon. She was washing the old rag#s. He at
once called her wife, ‘Get on, let’s go, I take you home.” The woman
mounted the horse immediately, he did not kiss her, nothing, he is already
off, gallops with her, rode at full speed. However, the dragon also had a
horse, and what a horse! Tt began in the stable: £Ee patters with the
feet on the ground?. W#ell, but where was the dragon? He amused himself
next door, there he passed his time. Baptism was celebrated next door.

He comes home, hears that his horse patters with the feet on the ground.
€#hat’s the matter with you?’ he says. ‘Have you no hay? Have you no
oats? Have you no goldean marble? Can't you drink out of 1t?” I have
everything, I have all I want but I have no nice mistress more. Beauti-
ful Nicholas has stolen her.” Then the dragon was taken aback. “Listen to
me,” he says. “May I eat two sacks of nut?’ “You mny.’ ‘Mny I smoke two
sacks of tobacco? ' You may.’ rMay I sleep twohours?” ‘You mayf ruay I
drink out two barrels of wine?’ ‘You may.’ ‘Well.’ he says, I'm going to
lie down for even then I shall ride down Beautiful Nicholas. The dragon
lay down, cracked the nuts, amoked the tobacco, drank out two barrels of
wine, even then he rode him down. What to do, he spoke to Beautiful Mi-
chael, ‘Look here, I granted you a way when you gave me a barrel of wine.
I gave you /!/ a barrel, - a bucket of wine when the first hoop cracked
off from me.”’ The boy could not say a word. “Look, you may come back
two times more.’

What could the boy do? He went home in great sorrow. Indeed, he cried,
Beatiful Nicholascried. Then the middle aged horse speaks, ‘Come now with
me, maybe we shall go through.” Well, it is no use talking so much, every-
thing happened in the same manner. The dragon took away his wife anew. He
said, “Now I have granted you two ways already, you may come once more but
not more than once, If-coma one time more, I will kill you.

What could he do, he went with the oldest horae. He goes with the
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oldest horse, enters, seats als wife on the ho;se. 3y this time, the drag-
o's horse pattered with the feet on the ground. The dragon returns, “dnat
is the matter with you, damn you? fHave you no fine hay? Have you no gold-
en crib? Can*t you do tais and that?’ ‘I have everything, damn you,’ says
the horse, ‘tut I have no beautiful mistress more for Beautiful Nicholas
has abducted ner.’ ‘Ha} T smoke two sacks of tobacco? “Wo, you can

emoke oaly the half ot it." ‘May I eat two sacks of nuts?’ ‘No, you caa
eat only the half of it.,” Well, he then had a good rest, he ate well, he
drank well, he rode them down. What did he do, he cut up Seautiful Micha-
lss into pieces with his sword. But Beautiful¥icholas asked him, if he

cuts him into pieces, he should put him in a sack and put it on his hor-
se. The dragon did so, he put him in the sack. Beuatiful Michalas had a
blacksmith for his master who forged him together. He became seven times
more handsom than he was. However, his wife is always much in his thoughts.
How would it be possible to free her? The dragon’s horse was very quick.
The poor boy was at his wit's end.

The oldest horse speaks to him, ‘Listen to me! Go to your wife. But
nobody should notice that you have arrived there. Neither the dragon nor
the dead, because even the dead may notice you. Go to her like that,’
¥ell, the poor boy went off. The woman was washing the tlood~stained
cloths by the trough, He at once says her, “See, my wife, I 4id not die.
In vain he cut me up.’ They kissed each other right away, all right. “Ask
your husband, where does he take his satrength from? Where from has he
got that quick horse? Ask him!’ His wife listened to him. The man took
cover behind the bush. The dragon returns home. The woman goes and brings
him food, puts it in front of him. “My dear husband,” she says, “tell
me, for you know me, I have been living with you for a long tire, for
seven years, tell me, where do you take your strength from?” The dragon
is up and bang! he slaps her in the face. “How do you dare to guestion
me, you snot-nosed!’ He slapped her so strong in the face that she flew
out into the kitchen. Then the woman rose and returned to her husband,
“But my dear husband, look here, it is you I am living with and nobody
else, so tell me, where do you take your strength from?’ The dragon
btang! She flew out into the court, Then she got up, went back to her hus-
band, “My dear husband, tell me, where from does your strength come?”
The husband takes the whip, bang! She flew out to the well. Exactly to the
well. The woman got up. He goes to her. ‘Iell.’ he says, ‘I believ you
that you put trust in me. I’11 tell you where my streagth is. Look here,
my strength is here. I have a deer. If somebody shoots down that deer,
there is a wild-boar in it. In the wild-boar there is a fawn. In the fawn
there is a crawfish /?/, in the crawfish there are three eggs, in the
three eggs there are three bees, if somebody eats those three bees, my
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strength is dead.” The wife listened to him, then recounted it to her
husband. He at once starts, let’'s go!

He starts, goes, walks, grrives to a big farm. Who was there? A migh-
ty witch. The mighty witch says to him, ‘With me, three days are three
years. If you can stand it, you may ask from me whatever you want. The
first day you have to tend three colts.” [Correction:/ The boy went to
the woman and told her at once, what it is all about, what he wanta to
do., The woman said, ‘Look here, with me, three days are three years. In
my service you may acquire a great gift if you want to. You have only to
tend three horses and if you can tend them for three days, then I’ll give
you whataver you want, whatever you wish.” The boy sat down. They ate,
had enough, went to sleep. Next day he took the three horses. The boy
took the three horses, went out to the large meadow. There was a very-
very high grass. 7hile he turned out the horses to grass, he became quite
heavy with sleep and fell asleep. I have forgotten to say that he had
three animals: he had three ravens, Their feathers were in his bag. Then
the horses disappeared, the three horses. What to do, he took three feath-
ers, ehook them, blew at them, the ravens appeared there in an instant.
tﬂy dear master, what’s the matter?’ 'Hy three horses disappeared, try to
find them!’ ‘If they are on the earth or under the water, then we can’t
find them but if they are in the air, we’ll find them sure enough.” The
three big ravens roamed all over the world and at last they drive three
strange ravens. Hit the bridle in their necks,’ cries a raven. He takes
the bridle, hits it in their necks, they changed back into three horses.
He led them home. ‘Well,” said the witch, ‘I see, you have finished well
your first day. Let the horses, I shall give them to eat inside. You only
go in, eat, go to bed, take a rest,’

The boy did as he was told by the witch. He went in, ate, went to bed,
and in the meantime the witch entered the stable where the horses were,
the three horses, beat them black and blue with a red-hot stick with all
her strength. They jumped up to the ceiling, they rolled about on the
ground, jumped to the side-wall suffering terrible pain. Who were the hors-
es? Three enchanted girls; three girls were enchanted. Next night, next
day, the boy again goes out with the horses, gets on the test horse, gal-
lops out with them. The boy was not chicken-hearted, he gallopped out
with them, well, the horses began to grass. There was a high, a very high
grass. Well, he got quite heavy with sleep. One of the horses approached
him, blew at him, phew! he fell asleep. When he fell asleep, three wolvea
came to him. /This also went out of my mind./ Three wolves came to him,
they wagzged their tails, “W¥hat is the matter with you, dear master?’

‘ Look here,” he says, 'my three horses ran away. Maybe you can get hold
of them.” “Unless they are in the air or in the water, we can find them
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sure enough.’” The three wolves roamed all over the world, they
down three strange wolves. ‘Hit the bridle in their necks,’ says ane of
them. He threw it at them, at that very moment all of them changed back
into horses. Then he led them home. The witch told hinm, “You just go in,
there you have your meal, there you have everything, you eat and I shall
attend them and give them tokat.’ Tne boy went in, ate, the witch led

off the horses, pop, pop! she beat them black and blue with a red-hot
whip. Did you take a liking for this boy? Well, I’1l give it to you if
only you will show yourself to him once more!”

Next morning the boy again mounts the horse, goes out. Midday is here,
the horse blows at him, “he boy falle asleep right away. #When he wakes
up, he looks for the horses, it is getting late, the horses are nowhere,
He remembers the briastles of the wolves, He at once takes out the bristles
and shakes them, /They were not wolves, they were foxes./ ‘Well, they
aay.‘unless they are in the water or in the air, they are here on the
earth, We shall try to find them.” They did find them in a second. ' Look,
they said, ‘now we can't catcht hem because one of them is just sitting on
an egg, on a hen*s egg and no matter how we screw its neck, it does not
take a flight. But we shall try it again. It is sitting exactly on the
witch’s egg., The key is under the pillow where the witch sleeps.” ell,
they drove those three strange animals, The fox, - the wolf goes there,

He bites into the neck of the hen /for they were transformed into hens/,
it does not move on. He bites, it does not move. The hen screames. The
wolf bit it a good while till the hen jumped up. The boy went there, hit
it with the bridle, the horses were there.

“Well,” she says,'my son, I see, you are a honest man for a servant.
That do you want of me?” ‘Mother,’he says, ‘I want only that horse whicn
is fully covered with dung so that only its head is out of it. I wish that
one.’ ‘orr with you, man! Look, here is a lot of gold, here are many dia-
monds, gold, silver, swords. Take as much as you are able to carry. What
do you want this horse for? Tt will be of no use to you. What do you want
this good-for-nothing for? You will have to bear it and not the horse will
carry you!' (Hother, 1 only want that horse. Give it me!’ ‘Iell, if you
stick so much to the horse, take it.” ‘What to do, the wich was forced to
give the horse, the taby colt. Well then, what else could the lad do, he
lifted it out of the dung, put it in his neck and slowly went away with it.

#ell, she wrapped up nine cakes and put them in the bag of the boy. As
the boy went aloag with the horse, he got tired, he threw it down. 'Enaugh
of that, I shall not carry it longer, I’11 get exhausted by this.” But,
after all, the boy thought it over and lifted it up. He again walks a good
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way: he again throws it down. ‘Nonaensa,’ he says, “I won’t carry it any
longer, I'l1l take my knife and strip off its skin. Perhaps I shall get
some money for 1) Then the boy takes his knife. The baby colt begina

to weep. Great tears trickle from his eyes. His master sets about to eat
of the cakes. ¢Shall I be damned by God, he says, ‘if I hurt it. I see,
how it weeps, Maybe, it is hungry, too.’ He gave the horse the cakes that
were packed in his bag, nine cakes. He gave thenm the colt. The colt at
once snuffled them up. It became such & horse that it had three wings and

six legs, ‘My dear 1anter.’ it says, ‘ mount me, I know where you want
to go: to bring back Pairy Helen. Get on me, I'11 go with you. Don>t be
afra. . that one is my younger brother. But I have three wings and he has

only two, Set on me, let's ga!’ The horse flies with him up to the satars.
mhere the horse threw him down. He was near to the eartih when the horse
got unier him, ‘ fere you afraid, my dear brother?’ :Of course I was.

‘I was also afraid when you threw me off your back the first time.’ For
the boy, too, threw the horse off his back.

The horse went with him up to Pairy Helen, She again mounted the hor-
se and they went off. ‘Now,” he says, ‘my dear wife, mount this horse,
don't te afraid any more, don't make a mess, you are mine. Now T have such
8 horse which is the elder brother of your horse. This one has three )
wings and yours has two wings.” Pairy Helen mounted the horse, then they
are off and away. But the dragon’s horse beglns to beat the side-wall,
the ceiling, the atable floor. He comes, ‘What is the matter with you,
you wretched one? Don’t you have what to eat, don’t you have what to
Arink?’ °I have everything,” he says, ‘but I have no nice mistress mcre.
Feautiful Nicholas has stolen her.’ ‘Hag I eat? May I drink? May I sleep?’
‘You cannot eat, cannot drink, cannot sleep but even then you will not
catch them.” “Why not, dammit!” he says to the horse. ‘I shall punch your
flanks with my spurs, you must catch them.” But he went agailnst them in
vain., Nnen Beautiful NicholaBswent up, the dragon was down. When Heautiful
Nicholasflew down, the dragon with his horse was up. The dragon‘s horse
shouted across tothe other horse, 'Throw them down! ‘But why should I
throw down such beautiful young people while you are bearing a big monatre
on your back? You should throw him down!’ The dragon/5s horse/ thinks it
over. It makes a great leap towards the stars and throws the dragon down,
He became a bulk of pitch., Thus Beautiful Nicholas saved his wife>s life,

#ell, I went to the wedding, I also

tale,?

... [Bte., as in the previous
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41.
8un and stars recovered

Once upon a time, there was the dear God Almighty. There was a great
world. In that word once during the night a big twenty-five headed dragon
appeared. He took down all the stars, At the other early dawn another
fifty-headed dragon appeared and took down the Moon. At another midday
another dragon appeared and took down the Sun, Thus, the miserable people
were always in darkness., They did not know when it is night, when it is
day. It has been dark always. That's how they had it for a long time.
People gathered and said, ‘This won't bte good for us; we should do scme-
thing, we should recover the Sun, the stars and the Moon.” But well, who
can recover them? They went this way and that but, oh yes, none of thenm
could do anything,

Once a poor boy spoke to her mother, ‘Iun. I1+11 go and bring tack
that is needed for I see that all the others are but hither and thither
folk. I’11 bring it back.” ‘Don’t go anywhere, my son,’ she said, ‘you
may even die on the 'ay.’ But it was impossible to dissuade the boy. The
mother baked him cake in the oven, put it into his bag, added three bulbs
of onion and, having all these, the boy went his way. He went out into the
stable. In the stable there was a horse but only his ears sticked out of
the stable-dung. The horse looked pitiably at the boy. ‘I should be
damned,” he said, ‘if I am not going to take along this horse with me.’
The boy got hold of a pitchfork, removed the dung from the horse. When he
took the horse with himself, the horse shook himself and spoke to him,
“Well master, make a big fire for me and bring me very much water.” The
boy at once made a big big fire for the horse. The horse went there,
snuffed it in one of his nares, Then he approached the water, snuffed it
in his other nare, He became =uch a six-footed horse that there was not
one like him in the world.

Thus, my lad goes, goes, moves on, he was already far away. Suddenly
the horse stopped. ‘My dear master,’ he says, 'we are going to rest here.
Then he tethered the horse to a tree and sat down in the green field, took
out a piece of cake and an onion, The boy scarcely finished with the cake
when he heard that over there was a great noise. He at once runs for there
was & bridge, he crept under the bridge. That there was a copper bridge.
When the boy crept under the bridge, there came the twenty-five headed
dragon. ‘1 knew,’ he says, 'you pooreat of the boys, that I shall have
troubles with you.” “You might think it, he says, ‘that you would have
troubles with me. ‘Come !ortard,’ he says, “let me boil you, let me roast
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you, let me eat you.  Then the boy came forward from under the bridge.
“How do you want it to d0?’ he said. ‘Should we wfestle with each other
or fence with the swords?” ‘It is the same to me,” says the boy. They
begin to struggle. The dragon grasped him, cracked him into the ground to
the waist., The boy also seized him and he also cracked him as much as the
dragon did into the ground. They struggled so long tnat the boy got bored
with this play. He got hold of the dragen and cracked him into the ground
up to his neck., Then he, the boy takes out his pocket-knife, chops off
his necks. He chopped off his necks, went to his horse, lifted up‘the h?r—
ness, the stars took to the air. Then he returned to his horse, Well,
he says, ‘now we have stars again. We have still to find the Sun and
the Moon.”

He moves on, mounts again his horse, starts again, he goes and goes.
HYe was already very far away. Suddenly the horse stopped. ¢ Master, we
are going to rest here agarn? Thus, he sat down to reat. He took out
ancther onion and another smaller piece of cake. While he stays there, he
hears that over there is a great noise. The lad at once springs to his
feet, runs under the bridge. ‘Come forward,’ he says, “since you killed
my younzer brother, I eshall eat you, roast you.” ‘I shouldn’t say so,’
he says. Then the boy came forward from under the bridge. He at once at-
tacks him, He was fifty-headed. The 1lgd did not play so long with him, .
he seized him, cracked him up %o his neck. He took out his pocketknife,
chopped off his heads. He approached his horse, lifted up the harness, up
flied the Moon. “¥ell, he says to his horse, ‘now we have stars and
Moon, now only the Sun is left.” The horse says to him, ‘This will be
rather difficult. This one is hundred-headed. ‘Doesn’t matter.’

He mounted the horse, went, went far away. Suddenly the horse stopped
and stood atill. ‘Haster: he says, ‘here we might rest. The boy sits
down, he hardly began to eat the onion and the cake when the hundred-
headed dragon arrived. ‘Don’t hide under the bridga.’ he says, I am go-
ing anyway to eat you, to roast you. You have killed my brothers, both of
them, but you will not kill me.’ They instantly bang into each other,
they hold on to each other, they wrestle but none of them is able to van-
quish the other, neither the boy nor the dragon, ‘Do you know what?'
says the dragon. ‘Do you see that big mountain?’ The mountain was so high
that it reached the sky. ‘We shall climb it. ‘Let’s go,’ says the boy.
They climbed?that big mountain, ‘Now,’ says the dragon, ‘I shall throw
down myself. The dragon threw himself to earth and became a big-big iron
wheel. It had a hundred spokes, The boy also threw himself to earth and be-

(:::e’as:mall wooden whe?l. it had one spoke and even_thiu was curved.,
Now, ys the dragon, "we'll roll down and he who can more spokes -, who
can do away with the other till we get down from the hill, he will hold
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the field.) And so they roll downhill. The iron wheel constantly tried
to thrust the wooden wheel. But the wooden wheel was 8o alert, for it was
curved, whenever it knocked against 1t, each time it knocked one spoke
out of it. By the time they were down the wooden wheel knocked out fifty
spokes of it. But Rven then he was no match for it. “There is noth}ng
lert,” says the dragon, ‘but to throw ourselves again to the earth.” The
dragon threw himself, he became a big-big fire, a lurid fire. The boy
threw himself, too, he became a tiny small blue fire. Then the big fire
falls on the blue fire, the small fire falls on the red one but none of
them could gain the upperhand. Then two ravens pass that way. The dragon
cries out, ‘Spit into this blue fire, I'11l give you a carrion.” The blue
fire shouts out, ‘Brlng water from my father in my cap, I’1l1 give you
three carrions.” ‘Did you hear this?’ they said. “This one will give us
three carrions. We shall bring water, pour it on the lurid fire.” The
three ravens took a cap, went for water, They at once brought water,
poured it on the lurid fire. Thus the lurid fire went out, the dragon
perished and so the boy triumphed. He went to the horse, to the dragon's
horse, lifted the harness, the Sun rose. Now there was already day and
night, everything.

fell, the boy says, °I didn’t clear up yet the whole matter, relat-
ives still remained after him.’ Goes the boy, goes, he strays into a
house. As he listens, he doesn*t enter directly, he only halts at the
door, he hears that they confer inside with each other. “Well,” he says,
‘it will be better if I throw myself down.’ He threw himself, he became a
fly. He flies in through the keyhole, hidea in a timber-chink. Inaide,
three witches work charms. ‘Our three brothers are killed,” they say.
‘But this lad ought to be destroyed.’ ‘I shall throw myself on the groundi
says the youngest witch, ‘I shall change into a beautiful apple-tree, If
he plucks an apple of it and eats it, he dies at once.” °That’s nothing!’
sald the elder sister. ‘I shall turn into a fine well. When he arrives
there, he will be so thirsty that he will be forced to drink out of it.
If he will not drink and will stick the sword into me, I shall alsoc die.’
‘That's nothing,” said the eldest one. °I shall also throw myself on
the ground,” said their mother, ‘I shall become a nice castle. In that
castle Gypsies will fiddle, Gypsy women will dance, and so on. Pood will
be on the tables. He then enters and eats a bite and he does die right a-
way. But if he cuts the food into pieces, I have to perish.’

The bee did hear everything and flew away. He went on the way, under-
way he found a friend. “Where are you going?’ he asked. ‘¥ell, I'm only
wandering this way on the road.’ ‘Ha; T come with you?’ cCome along.) says
the lad. They are going on the road together., Prom a great distance they
catch sight of the apple-tree. They were terribly hungry. The lad, the
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other 1ad said, ‘I shall pluck an apple of it.” ‘You must not do. this,
friend; T shall do it first,’ The boy takes hie aword , c?ts the tre: to
pieces. Blood was shed from the tree. ‘Did you see t?is? he says. If
you had eaten of it, you would te dead in an instant. They arrived at
the well. They were so thirsty that there even the boy could hardly re-
strain himself, he nearly wanted to drink from the water, But he took,
his sword, stuck it in. Blood splashed out of it. ‘Did you see this?
he said. ‘Shounld you drink of it, you would be dead in an instant.’ They
moved on, in a little while there was a very nice castle, Gypsiesa fildd-
led, beautiful women danced, a lot of food was served up. They wanted to
eat. But the boy took his sword and cut everything to pleces. Blood was
gushing forth. They walked in blood to their walsts, so much btlood was
there, Well, the lad said, “I’ve had enough of it. You may go wherever
you want,” he speaks to the other boy, ‘but I am going home now.’

¥hile the boy was going home, he turned in to a poor Gypsy. The Gyp-
sy was very-very poor. ‘I shall take a rest here with this Gypsy.’ he
says. 'Iould you give me shelter for a night?’ ‘lhy not.’ he says. “You
are as poor as we are.” The boy goes to bed, in the morning he gets up,
they gave him a piece of cake and a bit of onion to eat. For they had no-
thing to eat themselves. But he had a nice daughter. When the boy saw the
girl, he fell for her. ‘chle.' he says, if you are willing, give your
daughter in marriage to me. I will marry her.’ The fatner gave him the
hand of his daughter. ‘ rake her,” he said, ‘anyhot we have nothing to
eat, at least we shall not have to keep her.” The boy took her home. But
at home everybody knew it already that it was him who set free the Sun,
the Moon and the stars. Such a lot of gifts expected him in his house
that he became richer than the king. Gold, diamond, silver. He built a
great palace. So the lad became a king. He became the king of the world.
He married the girl and if they did not die, they are still alive.

42.
Nine

Once upon a time, there was the blessed dear God, There was a poof wo-
man. That poor woman had a son. But he was such a little rascal that he ..,
didn’t want to do anything for his mother. He didn't do anything, but
anything, he only played in the dust and he would eat a lot in case there
had been something. The boy had no father, only a mother. The boy ate ve-
Ty much; he ate very-very much. At last, his mother couldn>t afford to

earn enough for his food. One day the mother went to the village mayor.
She told him how things are with her: the son eats much, the mayor should
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tace Wiz as his servaat. The mayor said tnat ae would tace him. Jext day
ehe took him along to the 3ayor. ‘My dear mayor, she said, ‘here is the
toy, let him work, you have not to give him aaytaiag only so much as he
eats ani just a suit to get dressej. I don’t want moaey, you only keep
him.” Having said this, the woman went home.

He speaks to the boy, ¢ 7Tell son,’ he says, "o you want aaything of
ge when your thiree years will te up?’ /de engaged hiaself for taree
years,/ ‘I don't want asything.' he says, ‘oaly this: letme nlaf Jiﬂ in
your face with my little fiager whea the three years will te up. All
right,’ saye the mayor, 'you may then slap me in the face with your lit-
tle fincer.' fell, it was just dinner-time, they sit down to eat. They
give hi; soup in a plate to eat. The bov says, “To whom did,J?u give this
soup? Those soup is this?’ ‘or course,’ *h!!‘!al. ‘to you. I don*t
want i{t, I am not used to eat from a plate.‘ But then.’rr?n what?

“Prom a boiler, tBut then, how much soup do you need? I need nine
toilers of soup.’ 'hen the mayor also gets alarmed, how much the lad
will eat. He ate nine bollers of soup and nine bollers full of dumplings
with meat. After this, ¥ine swallowed nine casks of wine, ‘Iell,’he gpoke
to Nine, “Go and chop wood,” Nine sets out, takes the hatchet, chops
the wood, but so it was a slow process, He took the big logs, phew, phew,
he broke them in two on his knee. He broke very-very much of them. The
mayor approached him, “Don’t do it, Nine,” he says, rput something off
tecause you chop everything and so it will sooner come to an end.” Nine
went into the garden, there were nine cherry trees. He ate all fruit from
the nine trees. He ate up all cherries. And this has gone on with Nine
day in, day out, ever since,

One day the mayor says that he will buy a pretty red suit, red boots
and a pretty sword on the waist to the man who arrives home in less time
from the forest wit a cartful of wood. Nine did not hear that, he was
just sleeping. All other servants got up early, harnessed the test horses
to the carts, went out into the forest to fetch wood. Nine got up in the
morning, he was told by the women who milked the cows, ‘Well, Nine, you
didn't go to the forest?’ ‘lh: should I? The master didn't tell me about
it.” They told him that the master announced that he who will return the
soonest from the forest with a cartful of wood will get a nice red suit.
Ogh! th blood rushed to Nine’'s head, ‘!han I am going ‘h:nc:.'ll he said.
‘Go, hurry up,” they say, ‘perhaps you will still find horses in the
stabtle, maybe you atill can go.' Nine goes to the stable but he didn‘t
find horses any more, only cows. He harnessed four cows to a cart., And he
too, took the road to the forest. He goes in the forest but the other
servants have gathered already the wood. They just wanted to astart. What
shall Nine do that the servants should not arrive home earlier? There was
a big—big'thick tree, it was a very big one. He uprooted it and threw it
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in their way. ‘Well,’ he said, while you will toil and moil at it, 1
shall gather wood.” Nine unharnessed the cows and said, Till I gather
wood, they may graze, then they will go home tetter,” Nine drives them
out, takes the axe, fells trees, but it was a slow process in this way.
Pooh, he grasps the trees together with the roots, loads his cart with
them, straight with boughs, the whole kit such as it was, He loads it up
in a second. Then he goes 1n search of the cows to harness them to the
cart. Oh yes, not a single cow was there, only thelr bones. The animals
ate them up, many wild animals gobbled them up. What is he to do? He has
no animals, no cows more. He caught three bears and three wolves, har-
nessed them to the cart. But they did not go in the direction where he
wanted to; they were over hedge and ditch, everywhere, But neither was
Yine chicken-hearted, One of the bears went in this direction, bang! he
boxed him on the ear. The other, too, bang! another slap. Thus, he could
tame them somehow to go in the right direction. They go, but after a
while the animals had difficulty with the carrying. He looked back and
there now, an imp clings tot:he wheel. He says, ‘You devil! Don’t play
with the wheel! If the wheel breaks, I*1ll put you in its place.' Well,
the imp was still young, he was but a young devil, he played, he took
pleasure in making the wheel slide and kept it back again and again. Nine
repeats over and over again, ‘You devil! Don’t play with the wheel be-
cause if the wheel breaks, I'll put you in its place.? The devil did
not obey him, he continued keeping the wheel back. Nine tells him again,
‘You devil! Donrt grip the wheel because if the wheel breaks I'll put you
in 1ts place.’” Scarcely had he spoken these words, crack! the wheel
broke into pieces, There is no wheel now. What is he to do? He jumped
down, caught the devil, crooked him and put him in the place of the wheel.
The devil turned round and round just like the wheel. They started for
home, The king, - the caravan, - the mayor watchesthem from the porch,

who will be the first to arrive home. Everyone else still struggled with
the big tree; the other servants cut off the branches one by one but he
was already at home. The mayor shouted, ‘Nine,’ he says, ‘you can’t come
in!”> The mayor let shut even the gate that Nine should not come in for
he saw that not horses tut wild animals are harnessed to the cart. ‘Nine,
he says, ‘you can't come in; what the devil brought you here?’ ‘Not the
devil brought me here but I brought him, ILook here, I put him in the
place of the wheel. Don:t you let me in, mayor?’ “No,” he says,

: e "Well
then,” he says, "even then I shall go in.’

Nine alone grasped the cart,
the animals, threw them over the fence, everything, together with the de-
vil. ‘Well,’ he says, ‘here I am, mayor! Buy me the suit!’ ‘T'm going to
buy it, Nine, he says, but first of all, drive your animals back because
I am afraid of them, they may tear me to pieces. Let them loose, let them
go.” Thereupon Nine chased the animals away and sent the devil to his
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business too. Hereupon, his three years were up. He bought him a new suit,
a sword, boots, he put on the clothes, became a tough fellow, a very-very
tough fellow.

Well, his three years were up. The mayor called him in. ‘J4ell, mayor)
he says, ‘my three years are up, now let me slap you in the face with my
1ittle finger.’ 3But the mayor was already afraid of him; he already saw
how sturdy the lad is. He cried. The mayor had a beautiful daughter. The
girl approached him, ‘Look here, Nine,” she says, I let you slap me in
my face,” MNine looks at the girl, ‘I don*t alap you in the face,’ he
says, ‘I shall rather kiss you.1 He kissed her, he married her.

They made a grand wedding. I am going, too, you know. I carry a big-
big nettle sack. I enter the wedding. #ell then, the girl already knew
me, and the boy as well. ‘#hat do you want?’ rtverything that exists,’

I say. He poured into it a large basin of soup, meat-dumplings, stewed
meat with paprika. I fasten it on my back, on two shoulders, you know,

1 am coming home for myself; here everything was overlaid with mud. Well,
I grab a big bone in my hand and pick it all the way. A peasant meets me.
:Give me of it, Gygsy:’ he says. CI,do?vt give you!’ l.Gj.wrerme of 1tt”

I don*t give you! Glve me of if! I don't give you! You don't
glve me? He takes a knife out of his pocket., He took it, slashed open
the sack. The lot of food, the dumplinga, the soup, thu'cabbage. every-
thing poured out. A number of dogs rushed there, everything was swallowed
by them. It broke my heart. What elae could I do? The bone was in my hand,
I took it, oops! to his knee! The peasant went away with a broken leg.

43,
I Don’t Know

Once upon a time, my blessed dear God, there was a very poor woman.
That poor woman had three sons. Two of them were strenuous workers, the
third one did not work. This one only played in the dust always at home.
Two do work, they bring food home, he doesn’t do anything, sits at home.
They say him, ‘Go, brother, do some work you, too.’ ‘I won't do any-
thing,’ he says, ‘I spend my time very well at home.” ‘¥ell,’ they say,
‘1f you don t work, you won't eat.’ But they spoke to him all in vain. He
continued playing at home in the dust. Once the two brothers went away
from home. His sister saya him, ‘Go, you I-don't know! Petch me some wa-
ter from the Ipoly river! Go!’ she saya. ‘1 won-t go,” he says, “why
should I go? I am tired.” He was sitting by the big stove, by the kitchen-
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rang. ‘I won’t go.’ 'If you won't go, she says, 'we will have no water.

‘Fven then I won't go,’ he says. And he goes on sitting at the warm plafo.
by the stove. Again she speaks, ‘Go, brother,’ she says. I won’'t go,
he says, ‘why should I go?’ Well, he didn't go. Agaln she speaks, ‘Go,
after all,” she says, ‘I will buy you a nice garment, red garment.’ ‘Well,
he says, ‘then I'll go.’ He took up two buckets and went to the Ipoly,
plunged one into the water, washed it, plunged the other, washed it, and
see, a 1little fish is in it. The little fish speaks to him, ‘You see,
don’t eat me, for it will be of little use for you, there is not much
meat in me. But if you will release me, I will fulfil all your wishes.’
‘Well, damn you, says I-don’t know, ‘if you will fulfil all my wishes,

1 will release you. Then let these buckets return home, these two empty
buckets, let them return home full of water!’ The two buckets, get a
move on! go home full of water. They returned home, right upstairs, at
their place, with the water.

But he again goes on playing at his warm place. He scratches the
plaster of the stove off and covers himself with it, sleeps in it. His
sister speaks to him again, ‘You I-don’t know! Go, cut some wood!’ ‘I
won't cut,’ he says, 'why should I cut! It is cold outdoors.’ 'Go, cut
wood!’ fI won’t cut!’ The sister had to go out, ghe cut wood. Wood came
to an end, “You I-don’t know! Go, fetch wood, bring wood from the for-
est!’ ‘!hy should I go into the large forest in such a deep snow, why!’
‘Then I won>t buy you the garment, the red garmant!’ 'Than I will go,’
he said. He took his axe and sledge and, ‘Bj the word of salmon, he
says, “let the aledge start!’ The sledge started with him at the epot.

It carried him into the wood. He takes his axe, fells trees, but he slow-
ly manages it. ‘By the word of salmon,” he says, et the sledge be full
of wood!’ The 8ledge was filled with wood, it was chopped. He starts
homewards, returns home, on the road the sledge knocks people down by its
sweep. fcﬂrry it into the house, you madman,” she says. °I won't carry
it, carry it yourself, you ought to be happy that I've brought it for you,
‘Yon't yo? carry it in? Then I won’t buy you a red garment.’ ‘Well then,’
he says, by the word of salmon, let the wood be carried in! Carry it un-
der the kitchen-rang!’

Now, in his village, he is walking to and fro, he is now a big fellow,
walks up and down. He catches sight of a nice golden girl, a princess. The
girl is a beautiful blonde, with long hair, he himself is ugly, black,
looks 1like a Negro. He sees the girl and falls for her. When he saw her,
‘By the word of salmon, be with a child by me!’ The girl became pregnant
by him. Her belly was swollen. A child was born to her. The doctors in-
spected her and said, the girl is a virgin, nobody ... A baby was born to
her. At once they made a photo of him; by whom was the baby begotten?
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They walk to and fro, they see the young man, t%a Gypsy-. Beca?;e Tha b:::
was like him, a Gypsy. Maybe, he is your ?nn? they sald. ou’ve m
gravid the princess, the child is yours.’ 'He is not mine, I didn-t made
gravid anybody, I didn’t fuck anybody. How could I fuck anybody? I am aa
ugly man, I have no need of anybody.” The girl is yours, Ehey say,

‘you have made gravid the princess.’ ‘Not at all,’ he says, ‘I didn't
touch her anyway, I didn>t speak to her.’ The lad argued in vain, the pho-
to is the msame, the baby fell to him.

But the king felt ashamed. #hat to do, he put them into a barrel and
nailed it up, He put them in a very-very big barrel, both the boy and the
mother and the father, He threw them into the Danube. Now they are going
in the Danube, in the water, in darkness, in the barrel; going they are
in the Danube. The princess did not recognize him, there was nothing. The
princess always turned the back to him: ‘Get you from here!’ But the Gyp-
sy lad constantly came nearer to her. He seized her knee, her belly, her
tosom, that he did, the Gypsy lad. The princesa withdrew from him in the
barrel. ‘Go away, go away,  the girl said to him. ‘You are my wife,’ he
said. ‘TYou aren't my husband,” she said. ‘You aren’t my husband, I will
see it who ...  /2/

Later on the princess became hungry. '33 the word of salmon,’ he said,
“let ribbon vermicelli with milk get before me.’ Presently the vermicelli
were there. The lad begins to eat with a big spoon. The girl swallows the
air. ‘Do you want to eat of it, my wife?’ he asks. ‘I don't eat,’ she
says. ‘I don't used to eat such a hogwash like you do.’ 'Iell.’ the lad
says, and eats up all the vermicelli alone. They go on wandering. The
waves throw them hither-thither, The lad orders anew, 'Noodlea with meat!’
he says, And again: ‘Do you want to eat, my dear wife?’ 'Ies,' she says,
“if you will give me, I’11 eat a bit.” ‘Well then, take the spoon and
eat!’ The princess, too, starts eating at once, she eats, too. She at last
began to endure the Gypsy boy. Ugly he was, looked like a Negro, very ugly
was he. Well, they travel along the river. At last, the Gypsy lad decides,
‘What shall I do with her? The finest food that is in the world be here
before me, by the word of salmon!’ My friend, kings all their lifetime
do not taste like that which was there in the barrel. They ate and drank
their fill. Already the woman liked him, she kissed him. And he, what did
he do, Trump, - no, I-don>t-know, he lay upon her, pushed his cock into
her. So that she became pregnant at the aspot there in the barrel.

But their journey did not last for long. A wave drifted them out to the
seashore, It drifted them out to an island. 'Goddqmn,’ saild I-don’*t-know,
‘I wonrt muck about, my father-in-law, ... I know, I am not far from him,
he is not far from me, I will build a great golden bridge,’ he said. His
wife did not hear it. He makes built a great, big palace. Such a palace as
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on each tree. Parrots sang on every second iree.

:i:::d::vzeit;h:i:d:Y::ngiu house to that of his father-in-law, a golden
bridge. On one side there were diamond trees, on the other side golden
trees. The bridge was of dlamond, up to his father-in-law's house. But by
this time there were a lot of servants, an army, everything. Food was
there, everything. Yes, but he was ugly, very ugly, like a Negro, while
his wife was beautiful, dressed in fine garment, like gold was his wife,
And the 1little baby, he was just like him: a little Negro child. Well, he
sends a message to his father-in-law, ‘Come here, to me, my dear father,
to see your grandson, what a grandson you have!’ His father [-in-law]
got the message and answered, rwhat, such a vagabond, - may he make a
bridge, golden or diamond bridge up to my house, even then I won’t viait
him!’ The boy, the Gypsy boy was offended by this. “If he will not come
to me, I will go to him. Goddamn!’ /lit.: by his mother s seven Fri-
days! / He prepared himself and went to him, together with his wife. He
goea, Look, an army follows him and so he starts to him. He enters, ‘Good
day!’ “Good day! Shake hands!’ he says. They shake hands. ‘Who are you?”
he asks, ‘I am your son-in-law. Do you not recognize me? I was the per-
son who knocked your daughter up.” 'I don’t believe it,’ he says. Where
do you live?’ ‘Just here,’ he says, ‘in yonder diamond palace I live,’
Then he says, ‘Don’t make a fool of me,” to the Gypsy lad. ‘You say, be
not angry with me for what I have done to you, that I have closed you up
in a barrel, and this and that.’ They celebrated a great wedding. The
king also went to him over, you see., But when the king entered his house,
the Negro boy changed to a very handsome white boy; to a very handsome
boy. And hie son as well. So that he hardly could recognize them.

And they celebrated a great wedding, There was such a wedding that it

was a marvel. I also noticed it, you see. /RBtc., as in the previous
talesa./ -

44,
Zrump

Once upon a time, there was the blessed dear God, there was a woman.
That woman had a son. That boy didn't do anything at home, he did nothing,
but nothing at all, He was just playing at home, in the dust, was running
about on the road, he went here and there, his mother had no use of him,
Then he grew up, he became a lad, he was about seventsen-elghfeen. His
mother told him, ‘My son, you had better get married!’
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do it,” he answers, “{f somebody married me. But nobtody wants to., I'm a
poor boy.’ Indeed, he was very. poor, he hadn't got enough to eat. Well,
he was just lingering about. Once he changed his mind, ‘Ah, mummy, you
know whom I'm going to marry? The princess, she will be my wife.’ ‘Go to
the hell,’ she says, ‘you rotter, you cad, so she will be your wife, the
princess? You'll better marry a poor girl. How would the king's daughter
marry you? You will be hung up! You will be impaled! Mind you! How would
ghe marry you?’ ‘Mummy, I'1ll marry the princess.’ The mother thought
her son went out of his mind. She put some cakes into his bag and the
Yoy set off. You see, he went to a great king.

The king received him at once. ‘Welcome, my dear son!’ he says.
‘Good day, my father,” he says. °Where are you coming from? #ell, fa-
ther.’ he says, “don't be offended if I call you like that, I am the son
of a great king. I am the son of the King of West, that’s me,’ he says.
The king waa glad to hear that because he has heard that he had a very
handsomeson., ‘All right,’ he said, ‘but what happened to you while on
travel that you arrived so tattered?’ ‘On the way I was attacked by ban-
dita. They stripped me of my clothes, they took off my jewels and every-
thing. I left for making offer of marriage to your daughter.” ‘well,’
says the king, ‘look, I cannot tell you anything, speak with her.’ You
see, the boy went to her. He was a handsome young man, he went to the
girl. ‘well,” he said, ‘will vou marry me or will you not?’ He asked on-
ly that: ‘will you or will you not?’ ‘I will.’ she answered, 'l will.’
Well, they got married. They celebrated a great wedding, a very-very
great wedding, in seven times seven countries.

The wedding was finished, next evening they went to bed as a newly
wedded couple. They are in bed, and as he lies besides his wife in the
big bed, he says, ‘How better the bed was I slept on at home, and it did
not prick me so much as this one does.’ The girl heard that. In %the mor-
ning she gets up, goes to her father and tells him, “Just look! The prin-
ce told me that his bed pricked him very much, he needs another one,’
‘My daughter, you have to make another bed, an all-silk-bed, everything
must be of silk.’ Next day they g0 to ted, Trump and his wife /the boy
was called Trump/, they go to bed, the boy is fidgeting all the time.
‘on,” he says, ‘T slept in a better bed at home. My bed was better.’

The girl heard it. At home, she told it to her father. ‘Pather,’ she
said, ‘this boy, my husband sleeps in pure gold at home, he sleeps in
silk.’ ‘Well, daughter,’ he savs, ‘no matter, everything must be made of
pure gold for him,” The Gypsy boy goes to bed. 70Oh,” he says,‘at home

I had much btetter bed than here. There are lice in it. I will go home.’
The girl heard it. She told it to her father. ‘Pather.’ she says, he
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{ntends to leave me. Now listen, he says we are lousy.” My daughter,’
he says, ‘all the jewels I have, all the diamonds I have, everything
pust be made of diamond for him. Let him sleep in diamond since he ls
such a great king.’ Well, the boy goes tQ bed. 'Iell: he savs, ‘it
can be considered a rather good bed now, but still my bted is much better
at home.” His wife heard it and told it to her father at hoze. ‘My
daughter, I can't do anything more, he says, ‘live as you can.’

Well, they kept on living so for a time, and for another time, The
boy begins to meditate, My God, he says, ‘how is my mother at home?
Fow poorly she can live! Perhaps she has nothing to eat, he says to him-
self. /His name was Trump./ 'lh.’ he says, ‘how they can live at home?’
Ae says to his wife, 'ly wife, listen to me! I1'll go home alone. I'll
visit my royal father and royal mother, how they live at home, whether
thevy have any trouble.” She =said, ‘Your father is a kinz, don’t go any-
where, no harm can befall him,’ fI.ool:. it i3 me who gives orders, and
I'11 go home, ¥hen I call you from home, come after me by coach.’ What
could she do, she had to be quiet, she was the woman. You see, he dres-
sed up, got on the coach, let's go home! He went home. He sold the coach
and also the horses. So the poor boy, poor Trump went home with nothing
but a suit on him. At home his mother began at once, 'Oh, my dear son,
at last we can see you again! Ah, my son!’ She covered him with kisses.
‘Where were you till now?’ 'Oh. mother! I’ve married the daughter of a
great king, I ve married the daughter of the King of Iest,' he said,
‘Are you kidding, you silly boy?’ she asks, ‘You are fool, you are not
in your right senses.’ 'lother! Am I out of my senses? You will aee.,

¥ell, he is at home. And his wife is waiting for him, where might
her sweet husband be. The princess loved him very much. Where can he be?
She could not wait any longer, She dressed as a priest. She dressed as a
priest and started off. She went, she wandered behind the beyond. She
reached the same village were her h d, Trump was. She entered, and it
was just Trump’s house where she asked for lodging., It was a small,
wretched house with a thatched roof. She went in. 'Good araning.’ she
says. ‘!elcoma. priest. Do you want to sleep here?’ ‘Iea, I would like
to sleep in your hauso,' she says, ‘but T don't know whether you have
enough place for me.’ ‘12 it*'a you, we have, for you are a priest,’ he
says, 'yau are the son of God, you will have room among the other boys.’
He had twelve children. So the priest lies down. She sat down just be-
side Trump. So, while she was lying there, couldn’t Trump recognige his
wife? Of course he could! The princess recognized her husband, Trump,
too. They recognized each other that once they were kings. Trump climbed
upon her at once. At ‘'em, come on! The children were awake, all the twelve
were awake. Trump did everything, in and out. One of them uttered a loud
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exclamation, “Daddy! The priest is fucking Trump!’ rBe quiet,‘ he savs,
‘1ie down. Silence!’ Then the other an%d, ‘Daddy! Jt‘s going ?ll up
with Trump for the priest fucks him!’ Don't shout, he says, but
sleep! Why are you shouting? Can-t vou sleep?’ TYou see, it went on like
that, Then the woman got up and caught sight of them. 'Hey you! The
priest fucks Trump indeed, look at 'em, what they are doing!’ They got
up, took the lamp and lighted it. 'Oh, she is a pretty girl! The prin-
cess is she!' They made a great wedding again, a Gvpsy wedding, Only

of wine there was fourty liters, and two liters of brandy. Not soc much.
I was there, too. There was little profit for me.

. 45,
Three priests

Once there was a beautiful young woman. She got acquainted and mar-
ried with her husband not long ago. The man had a laundry. They had no
well, so she had to go for water near the house of the prieat. She goes
there for water, One of the priest is leaning out of the window; he
shouts at her, ‘wWhen shall I go?’ She got frightened and ran home. Well,
she had to go there again. She goes there again to fetch water, the priest
shouts at her, “¥hen shall I go?" She got frightened and ran home. How-
ever, she had to go there for water to wash the clothes. When she’s going
there, the priest shouts out of the window again, °When shall I go?’

She again got frightened and ran home. She denounced them to her husband,
‘My dear husband,” she said, "a priest always leans out of the window
when I go for water and shouts at me, "When shall I go?", he asks me,
when he can visit me.’ 'Oh. how silly vou are.’ he said. Tell him to
come at this and this time. We shall tap him for the money and then we
can do something with it.”

The woman goes, that time she goes safely, without fear. She goes for
water, she draws water, the priest shouts at her, ‘#¥hen shall I go?’
“Well,’ she says, ‘at a quarter to seven.’ Having carried the water home,
the woman goes for water again. When she goes for water, the other priest,
the second one shouts out of the window, ‘When shall I go?” 'Come,’ she
says, ‘at seven.' She goes for water again, a priest, the oldest one,
shouts again, “When shall I go?” ‘At a quarter past seven.” Well, that’s
well done! The man says, My wife, I’ve made a big hole in the pantry.
The young priest will visit you. He will want to start with you at once,
he would fuck you at once. But you, don't let him to fuck you. [&all him
that/ you will let him fueck you after having received money from him,
hudred forint; ask hundred forint, /Hundred forint was a great sum of
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So it happened. The man went out, but she, the nice woman, waswmaiting
for them. The priest comes. He wanted to fall upon her to fuck her, you
know, His prick was erected very well. He was near to push it in. Then
the husband shouted through the window, 'Opan the door, my dear wife,

I missed the train, so I had to return home.” ‘Woe is me,’ said the priest,
‘has your husband come home? Where to go now? He 1ll‘slay me!’ “Go to the
pantry, she said, ¥hen he opened the door, he fell into the deep hole.

He fell into the hole. The priest did not dare to say a word in the hole.
‘yell,” the husband askei, ‘have you got the money from him?” “Yes, I
have,” she said. ‘How many? ‘A hundred. Here you are!  Well,  he says,
‘I'1° ‘eave now, the other one will come.’

He left, moon the other priest comes. He also falls upon her to fuck
her at once, ‘Pirst give me the monuy.’ she says, "after it vou may
fuck me. The priest gives her the money, a hundred forint. Then the hus-
band is rapping at the window. 'Opan it, Ilfu,' he says, ‘1 missed the
train.’ 'Oh,' says he, ‘where to hide?” “Go in the pantrr.' she says.
He enters the pantry and falls upon the other priest. ‘Well,” the priest
asks, ‘how did you get here?’ ‘And you, how did you get here?’ asks the
other, Thus, there are two of them,

Well, here comes the other priest, the oldest one. And he was an old
rogue. He prepared his prick in the morning to push it in in the evening.
He enters, She sees his big prick and geta frightened. He seized the wo-
man without telling a word, thrusted her down to the bed, his prick was
already half in her, he pushed it into her to the half, But then the
husband 1s rapping at the window. ‘Opun 1t.‘ he says, ‘I missed the
train.’ '!oe is me.’ the priest says, ‘where to hide?’ ‘Gu in the pant-
ry.'ahn Aays. He entered and fell into the hole as well., “How did you
get here?’ ‘On the same way as you did.’ he answered. ‘I wanted to fuck,
but I fatled.’

‘well now,’ says the husband, ‘what to do with them, my wife? But,
why,’ he continues, ‘no trouble,” He boiled a big kettle of water. The
water was boiled, he poured it onto the three priests. They died. Then he
pulled them out, pulled the priests out and thrusted pitchforks into them,
a pitchfork in each one's cheat,

It was alreadvy night, twelve o'clock. Then a soldier approaches., He
greets them from outside, 'Would you accommodate me?’ he asks. 'Hy village
is sti1ll afar, let me have a rest here.’ ‘0Of course we do, But look, I've
just come from the town and this priest wanted to fall upon mv wife. And
T took the pitchfork and thrusted it into him.” ‘You were all right,” said
the soldier. ‘How could you allow him to fuck your wife!’ ‘Take him," he
says, ‘rn give you a hundred forint, take him away, cast him ito the

200 fad v.I. p.330/




Danube. /Hundired forint was quite a sum at that time./ The soldier
seized the opportunity, took the corpse and carried it away. He did not
went to bed before doing it. He carries him to the Danube. He returas,
well, by that time the other prieat was set ready at the threshold. Hey,
damn you, suck out my prick, did you get home before me?’ Then ne takes
the priest again and runs to the Danute with him. But the btishop, the old-
est btishop was already looking for the three priests. And he sees that the
soldier carries the priest on his shoulder. ‘Ah,’ he says, “does the devil
take the priest?’ “No,” he says, ‘it’s the soldier who takes the priests
and not the devil.’

As the soldier goes back again, he looks back. tHey. shall T put my
prick into your mouth,' he savs, ‘d1d you arrive at home before me again?
Have I been running the whole way in vain? ¥ell, just wait for a moment!’
He takes the other priest on his shoulder and runs with him. He runs, and
well, the bishop is out there on a team of donkey. ‘Oh, suck out my prick
together with vour mother, you got home before me because you went on a
team of donkey while I went on foot.’ Then he took the team of donkey,
also the bishop, and threw them into the Danube. He got back, by that time
there was nobody there. ' W¥ell, suck out my prick, I*ve played the dirty
on you, that's true.’ he aays, 'though ¥ou go on a team of donkey and I
go on foot.” He received a hundred forint. ‘Well, now I leave. Thank
you very much for the money you gave me.’ ‘I also thank you for your
help,” he says, “that you took the dead to the Danube.’

If they did not die, they are still alive.

46,
Tom__ Thumb

Once upon a time, my blessed dear God, there was a poor man., That poor
man, vou see, had a son. But he did not do any work. ¢Son, go and fetch
wood!” ‘T don’t go,” he answers him. 'But do go and fetch wood!  Then
they went out to feteh wood, the three of them; for he had three sons. As
all three of them gathered the wood, they brousht together so much that
they could not stand up. ‘Well, get up!’ ‘T can“t! And you?” "Neither
I can get up.’ ‘well then, let's run away!  All three of them ran away.
Ky blessed dear God, they went far away. Well then, they reached a great
forest. They reached a great forest, there was no path whatever. ‘Wall,
let us atart in three different directions., You go downward, I go in the
middle and you go this way. And if one of us finds a path, we shall call
out to each other.” Well, so it happened. My dear God, one of them, the
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middle one caught sight of a what-d ye-call-it, a hare's footmark. “Come
here,” he said, All of them went there. That footmark led them to a large,
what was it, a well., There was a path in i1t, they went down. Where
did they get, to a palace. Nobody was there in the palace. They entered.
They ate, drank, Twelve thieves were there; they lived there. They were
out to steal. ‘Here is somebody, said one of them. ‘I don't go in.’ “Nei-
ther do I, the thieves said when they came home. ‘I don*t go in, I don't
go in, Somebody is here.’ Thus, they did not go in. The three of them
[staved there/. ‘Well, I have something to say,” speaks one of them.
‘Let's 2o in the foreat and carve a woman of wood,. And let us pray to God
that s-:1 should descend to it. And she will do our laundry and will

do everything.’ They went out into the forest. They found there a wil=
low. They carved it, they did everything, at last a female figure turned
out of 1t. Then all three of them got down on their knees and prayed to
Cod to inspire a soul into the figure. The woman came to life, all three
of them kissed her. Well, we are brothers and we shall by no means
touch you.’ They took her home, she did the cooking, their laundry and
everything.

¥ell, they went into the forest to hunt, all three together. She
stayed home, She found a closet. There was a skull, ¥hile she was aweep-
ing, it has always gone there. ‘ Plague on you,' she said, you always
come here where I am sweeping. Away with Joul' And she took the skull
and threw it into the fire. It gave such a yell that the woman became
pregnant. As time wore on, a son was born to her. Time passed, and sud-
denly the twelve-headed dragon appeared. ‘Come out,” he says, 'you oldest
man!’ He goes out and the dragon stlkes off his neck. He calls the middle
one. He strikes off his neck. So he calls the youngest one. The day breaks
and they see them there, they are dead. Their sister placed them into a
separate room. Well, the bodies are there.

The thirty-two-headed dragon comes the fourth night. ‘Come out mas-
ter,” he says. “#ait a moment, I'm coming in a minute,” he says. He took
along with him his sword weighing twelve centners and his pistol, eo he
went out. Then he, at once, cut off - -, 'Iell,’ he says, ‘where are
you? Come out at once!’ lBut I am here!’ 'Where are you?’ Here in front
of you! 'Well, how will you face me? How do you want to wrestle with me?’
‘I don’t mind.> Then in an instant he cut off ite thirty-two heads, he
stroke them off. Well, next night the fourty-two-headed dragon arrived.

He also called him to come outf Just the same happened to him as the night
before to the thirty-two-headed dragon. Then he lighted the candle. ‘Well,
dear mother, I am going out into the country, into the world, to start
wandering.” And off he went.

Well, he walks, he wanders. And what does he see, a mill, there it was
always on the move. There was a notice written on it that he who reads it
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nay enter tut if somebody would not read it, the mill would place his
bones separately and his flesh separately. He did not read it, playing a
hero., He went to break it open. Then the mill placed his bones separately
and his flesh separately. The father, - I mean the master of that mill
weighed forty centners. Thus, when his three sons gave him to eat, they
11t;ed him with a pole, turned him over and so they gave him to eat. The
three sons arrived home. Their father cursed them, he enchanted them to
become ravens, They return home towards evening. 'Ihefl they arrived home,
they see, “Ah, this is Tom Thumb! Let us revive him! They revived him.
Then he went there, read the number of the mill and after it entered. The
naster set eyes on him. © Tom Thumb, is it you?’ ‘Yes, I am.” Then he
blew at him, he became a flea., He stuffed him into the hem of his draw-
ers. Towards evening the three sons returned home. He calls in the eldest
one. Then he takes out the flea and changes it again to a man. ‘uy son,
{s this Tom Thumb?’ ‘Tom Thumb? But what do you think! He is three times
stronger than you and even more stronger. He could break up the whole
world.” ‘Damn you! Send me in the middle one. You don't know anything.
Listen! Is this Tom Thumb?’ ‘T would not say so. He is stronger than you
are, He could dbreak the whole world into pieces. I say you, ... He en~
tera, 'Iy son! I do believe you, Who is this man?’ ‘This one? e is not
Tom Thumb. He is two times, three times so much as you are, He defeats the
whole world,” ‘God damn you, get out of here! Send in the other, the young-
est onel’ They told the youngest one to go in. 'well, gon! Ta this here
Tom Thumb?’ rAhem! What do you think? Tom Thumb is four or five times
:nore than you 'a.re and even stronger. He could destroy the whole world.’
Well, go out, he says, ... /?/ Tom Thumb tells the ravens when they
fetum home in the evening, ‘How I could do away with your father?
Well,’ they say, ‘the sword is there in the room, it leaps from one
corner to the other. And there is a stick and when it quivers, it means
that if you flap a man with it, he will rise from the dead.’” Tom Thumb
enters and takes them. Then: ‘My dear sword,’ he says, ‘cut this man to
pleces, as tiny as poppy-seeds!’

And he put him into a kettle where he
was boiled,

Then he starts for home. He arrives home. ‘Jell, mother!’ Then, -

or rather, he jumped back into the cradle, “Oh, ah, oh, ah!’®

'A.h, my dear
son! How long I have slept!’

/Tt was his mother who said this./ She leaps
up, feeds him at her breast. He sucked. But by that time Tom Thumb accom-

plished heroic exploits. He stands up, takes the sword of fourty-four cent-
ners weight and plays with it and with the pistol. “Ah, my little son,’

she
says, “you will gash yourself! Don t do it!’

Well, he entered the room
and flapped the three brothers, they revived. ‘Dear mother, now you will
manage with them, I'll go out into the world,’ he said.
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He goes, he wanders, arrives in a great forest. He arrived in a vaste
great forest., It was dark. He climbed a tall tree. There he sees that
twenty-four miles off fourty thieves are roasting something, they baked
a cake and roasted meat, an ox. Just then their leader gives them a snack
of it. Then Tom Thumb took his pistol, shot it out of his mouth. He did
not hurt any of them. They sprang to their feet, ' God damn it,’ they
said, ‘who can that be? Why does he not come here?’ Then the thief, the
leader said, ‘He will come here, come forward, he who shot the meat out
of our mouths.” Then he put live coal in his pipe. That he shot out,
too. He again jumped up, ‘Danh it, why does he not come here? He will
come and present himself.’ Thereupon the leader gives them a glass of
wine. He shot it out as well, The glass didn't break to pleces. Then he
came forward. ' Good evening to you,” he said. ‘The same to you,’ they
say. Then the leader got up, sat down. ‘Prom now on, he will be the lead-
er who will share out this meat and cake equally among us.” Tom Thumb
took the ox, dashed i1t to the earth, It fell to foarty-five pieces, and
similarly the cake. The youngest one sprang up, ‘Dash it God, how is
this? Formerly it fell to forty-four pieces and now it falls to forty-
five.> Then the leader, the former leader sprang to him and slapped him
in the face. ‘Well, has he not to eat, only you?’ Then they ate proper-
ly, you see, ‘my dear hosta,” he says, 'why are you standing here on
guard?’ ‘Here is,’ they say, ‘a castle., A fourteen years old girl is
there in it. She is so beautiful that there are two golden stars on both
her shoulders, the Sun is on her forehead, the Moon on her breast. And we
can’t even go near to her. ¥hen we approach her twenty-four miles, the
cock crows and we can’t go any further.’ ‘lell, follow me!’ They went,
all the forty-five of them. When they arrived in a distance of twenty-
four miles, and the cock wanted to crow, he shot it down. They went there,
Then he made a hole /in the -all} so that there was room for one man. Who
will go in? Who will go in? ‘T won't go, I won't go.” ‘Well, listen to
me, All forty of you shall swear that you will not do anything to me.’
They swore, they kneeled down, they swore that they will not do anything
to him, He enters, lights a candle. Zverybody slept, they slept so as
though their necks were cut off. The little girl was in the cradle. He
took her, cut the pillow to pieces, drew forth his cock and fucked her,
She got pregnant. Then he went out, ... /?/ and wrote with his finger
that 1? was Tom Thumb who knocked up the little girl. He goes out to the
wall. Well, come in,’ he says, ‘a lot of gold is here.’ They went in, he
cut their necks one by one, of each of them, all forty-four of them. Then
he placed them in front of the king's door and in front of the queen’s
door, ... that this and this Tom Thumb has killed the forty robbers. well,
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Tom Thumb left for home.

ut the king let build an inn. ‘He who is skilled in story-
telling may eat and drink for nothing.” Then he Tpeakn to his mot?er.
“some mother, let us go!’ And to his brothers, ~Come, follow ns!’ And
80 they went off. '#ell,” he sald, ‘go into the inn and sit down. He
played outside, -- or rather he sat down, -- the baby was born. and he
played there in the dust. He also played with the baby, that is to say,
»ith his own son. ‘Well, he who can tell a nice story, will get food
here,’ They say that Tom Tumb is a skilled story-teller. ‘There*s no need
of anytning more!’ Then he received a glass more, they set one tatle with
food more. The girl went up to her father, ‘I have it, he is my father
who made me /!/.’ Well, all three were taken to the king, he had three
sons, = three daughters, the three men married them. The king had a son,
he married the mother. Thus they made together a great wedding. Dogs,
cata, Gvpsles made music there.

And if they did not die, they are still alive,

Anecdotes.

47.

Cur eldest brother joined the army. What shall we do now? We were
eleven, who would go to him? ‘¥ho would go?’ we said. 'He who knows the
world the best, nobody but him can go.” Well then, Jaspy shall go. For
among the many brothers it was Pete who joined the army. /Do you under-
stand? -- Yes, I do./ 5o, only Jaspy can go because he is the most ex-
perienced man, he has already been as far as in Tarjin /= the next town J.
When .Jaspy set off ’cause his brother had joined the army, he went up to
the booking-office to buy a ticket. And says he there, 'Good moraing! Give
me a ticket!’ 'Ihere?' ‘7o Pete. The officer waited, he was surprised,
where was it? There is no town like that, there is no village like that,
what can it be? So he ran at the station-master three or four times. The
station-master examines the great book to make out where that Pete is,
is it a village or a town, but he could not find it out at all. Then the
station-master, ' What’s that? What's that Pete? Where is Pete?’ “Pete 18

- goldier now. A soldier, you know. Then the station-master gave him a tick-
et to Losonc at a guess, of his own accord. When the train drew in and he

got on it, he said /of course in Hungarian/, ‘Mister conductor, I ask you
not to stop sooner than at Pete!’
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48,

As for the other and his wife, there was nothing between them. It was
because she wanted him to go to confession. He was already sixty-five and
has never made a confession. And she stuck to her opinion that he frater-
nizes with the devil. ‘I won’t live with you,” she said, ‘until you go to
confess. I'1l live with you only after your confession, otherwise I woa't
for you are impure.’ The Cypsy meditated, ‘What to do?’ “You must go,
otherwise I won’t live with you.” He went to another Gypsy. ‘Geza,” he
sald, “come with me to the church.” ‘All right,” said Géza. When they ar-
rived to the portal of the church, Géza told him, ‘Pill up your pipe,
man!’ He filled it. ‘Light it!” He 1lit it and entered the church smok-
ing. The priest sees him, uncle Rudy. ‘I will come in a minute!’ He said,
*I have no time to chat with you. That's not why I've come for!® The
priest went up to him. ¢ Unecle Rudy, come here, I will confeas you here.’
When the priest went forward, the Gypsy got afraid because he had to go
behind the altar, ' Yhere are you, bailiff?’ he asked. Then again, Where
are you, Your Lordshlp?' The priest notices him, motioned him to go
there, The Gypsy went there. He was told to kneel down. 'No,” he says., 'I
haven’t stolen anything. But my neighbour, the Jew, took away some of your
fire-wood. He cut it with an axe. But not me. You speak in vain, you tell
it to me for nothing that it was me who took away your wood. You charge
me with it in vain,’ he says. The Gypsy returned home. ‘I denounced you,’
he says,'I had to do it because I was innocent, excuse me. For it was you
who stole the wood, I have seen you carrying it with your axe and the
priest also saw you. Therefor, don’t tell me that! Being innocent, I did
not assume the responsability. You were the scoundrel,’ he said, ‘you
took it away.’

49.

Another time we were returning home; we have been in the villages to
gather skins. We met a Gypsy driving a piglet. We reached and greeted him.
‘Good morning, uncle Rudy! How much does this piglet come to?’ Or rather,
‘How much 1s this pig come to?’ ‘Tt's not a pig,” he says, ‘only a piglet.’
But the Gypsy says, ‘It's not a Piglet but it has piglets inside.” Although
it was a three months old piglet. The Gypsy took the piglet home. ‘Damn
it, Desider,” he said, ‘it cannot be true that there are piglets in it,
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however it's true that it has a paunch,’- ‘0f course there are,” he
savs, ‘there are piglets in it, I know, not a few but nine.. In fact,
it was a barrow! The Gypsy took it home, The Gypsles go to see it.
‘Uncle Rudy, how do you sell this piglet?’ 'Ihat, a piglet? How could
it be a piglet,” he says, ~if it has piglets in it? Can’t you see what
a paunch it has? It appears that you are [ignorant of things?/. Tt s
Desider only who has a pig, only he 1s good at it, and he said that it
has piglets ia it, not a few but nine.” Well, a great wrangling tegan
tecause they did not believe him that it has piglets inside. Then the
Cypsy began to sing:

"The Gypsies from Megyer, at me they have anger,

'cause the pig is mounting a ladder.”

So.

There were two Gypasies. They were fellow sponsors and good friends,
They never awindled each other. But the trouble was that both of them
were gourmands, Once they slaughtered a swine, got it together and fin-
ished up everything. The one said to the other, ‘Hey, chum! But why
don't we eat anything?’ For they didn*t dare to give anything to eat
to each other for they both ate a lot. ‘No, chum,” he answered, 'you
know, in such a case we used not to.’ 'Hm,’ he said, “all right, chum.’
He left for home. It was about twenty kilometers. At that time they liked
each other very much, they visited each other. He said, ‘After two weeks
1°11 alaughter it, too, for I can't give him anything to eat.” His
swine ceased eating. 'cone, chum, I’11 alaughter it for it doesn't eat.’
0f course, they didn*t dare to [give/ each other to eat for each of them
could eat four or five kilogram of meat, So they didn’t dare to. He toolk
off and went for his sponsor because his swine didn’t eat. 'Eey, chum,’
he said, ‘come to me, I would slaughter that swine for there is nothing
to eat.” The Gypsy slaughtered the swine. They cut it up and got ready
everything, The sponsor thousht it was already cooked. The meal was cook-
ed, it was ready. The Oypsy secretly blew up the bladder. When his chum
sat down to eat, his wife brought him the meal and she sat upon the blad-
s S Bt Mo et vt il b

H ! + chum,” he says, your
wife is quite impudent to fart when I'm eating!’
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51.

The Gypsy had a son-in-law. And a daughter, His son-in-law haa being
in debt to him for a long time. The 0ld man was already 111. Hie danghtrr
was going to visit him, ‘ My husband,” she said, 'n} father is very ill.
Her husbardd asked, ‘Is your father very 111?° ‘Yes,’ said the daughter i
of the Gypsy. °I don't put great confidence in him, he won’t be better.
The daughter said this to her husband because he owed him a little money.
‘So 1isten, we“ 1l visit him, I'1ll have a look at him how he is. For every-
body says, he is unwell.” ‘We will visit him on Sunday,’ he says. ‘I’1l
also have a talk with him.” The Gypsy, his son-in-law, visited him and
said, ‘I've come to visit you, father. I was told that you are very 111
‘Phat's right, son. I'm very 111.” He added, ‘And what about the money?
Tou know, son, you owe me.” ‘0f course I know,” he mays. ‘So listen now,
father! You know when I pay back the money? When you will be already
dead. I'1l have the bells rung for vou, for the money I owe you. I’1ll pay
it back then.” And the Gypsy, his father-in-law, told him, ‘I will
watch 1t!’

52.

An old woman died, She had a number of relatives, She had slx alaters.
A message was sent to her asisters, “Your sister died.’ Having received
the telegram, her sisters began to cry that she had died. They dressed
up and went there where their mother /!/ was laid out. They had a look at
their mother, how she was dressed, whether she was dressed well or not.
They looked at their mother, - that’s to say their sister and said,

‘Uncle! But what did you do with her? You didn’t cut even her fingers
alike!’

53.

I went to Balassagyarmat, I was ver} poor, the Jew was in my debt.
I delivered him a lot of clothes but the Jew couldn’t pay me. That was
the sixth time I went to him to Balassagyarmat from Endrefalva. ' What do
you want to do with my money? Pay off my money for I have nothing to live
on! T haven’t got anything to eat!’ But the Jew always said when I went
to him, ‘Later on, on Wednesday, on Thursday, on Friday.” I went there
every day. The Jew did not give me my money. I came home from the Jew
worrying and sorrowing, without money. On the train a peasant woman was
sitting next to me. I asked her, I said, “Wnere are you from?’ l!ron
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fugyag, she said. From Augyag? I said. ‘Then itre ?11 rigat.” I
asked her, ‘Do you live far off from the Gjpslca?' No, said the woman.
“mhen tell Anthony that his ancle Kunya died.’ But here, in Endrefalva,
the Gypsies had not a bit of food to eat, and the Gypsy of whom T said

he had died had a lot of relatives. I'm coming home pretending to know
nothing. Great poverty was ath ome, the Jew, the rascal did not give me
my money. People came night and day for the burial. And the fact was that
this Cypsy was alive, The Gypsies got very angry with me because there
was nothing to eat and I imposed a lot of strangers upon us to Endrefal-
va. They were about to beat me. I said, “You did well to come here for I
have never seen you in clothes like that.” Por they were all dressed in
black. - I've supposed, you had no clothes at all.’

54.
How do Gypsies live today

‘My wife, I'm very anxious, Here are the little ones, and I can't
get work. And you are unable to bring so much from the village that eight
children would have enough to eat.” My wife kept on twisting clothes
line and rope, she had not a moment's rest. And the man had to take care
of the children at home, He rocked them in a trough. He also became
gloomy. He went to the peasants to work, they gave him some potatoes. He
had to do work all the day for that. He left from home at six and they
made him, the Gypsy, work till nine in the evening. The peasants - the
rich peasants - gave him half a basket of potatoea., But he was forced to
do it for he was poor. He couldn’t give anything to eat to the little
ones. Poor him, he went, he worked, carried home the potatces. Very often
there was no need to peel potatoes for they simply put them into the fire
like for the pigs; the eight children ate them so. This child and that
child cried that they were hungry and hungry. You know, there was such a
life then. One had to work for those peasants, rich peasants, who gave
[;ork7. If one raised his voice or put in claims, a few beans were thrown
to him beside the potatoes. And then, when the Gypsy was satisfied, then
he was satisfied, was he not, he might go home worrying and sorrowfully.
Por at home, eight children needed a lot of food. And when the poor ones
ate, they ate the the potatoes unpeeled, there was no need to peel them;
they ate them unpeeled. The children ate them in the form they received
them from the pébants.
loosely on theppoor Gyp::Tt::e:a:h:: ::::h::t;nrh:n:af:e:.:: g

. was said that

he was poor because he didn’t want to work. But he wasn t poor for that.
He would have worked if he had been well paid.. He did not receive child
bounty for his children, in vain he had eight childres, or they could be
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even ten. But for that he wasn’t given anything. The children were naked.
That's why there was such a poverty among the Gypsies, because they ser-
ved and worked without having been paid, and they were not respected.

But now, since the Gypsies became more astute, they make a use of the
family allowance after their children and owing to this, they make their
way up, the poor ones. They can work better than the peasants since they
got a taste of comfort. There is no difference between us and the gaje,
no difference, At present, we also know what a furniture of nineteen
thousand forints means, we know what a house with a cellar ie, and what
kind of houses we have nowadays! ¥e are able to emulate them, because
we 2 - men as well, that’s why we can work. But formerly we could not
work for there was nobtody for whom we could work, we were expected to
work for nothing. ¥e were not esteemed, we could not turn to anybody. If,
for example, in our village, here in Endrefalva, [ihelhailif{? made us

pull straw and in vain had I five or six children, if I pulled the short- :

er one, I was not accepted to work. But now there are possibilities of
employment. And we Cypsies give proof of our being able to work and to
clothe and school our children. This is possible in this political sys=-
tem. And we can put them through school. And now there are even teachers
among us, you can find every kind of professions among us, that is, among
Cypsiees. Work managers also are among us, and everything, because we are
schooled. Now there is a possibility for Gypsies to get cultured. But in
that foolish world, they were unable to have thelir share in anything.

55.

Go on, old cock!

Once upon a time, there was a peasant. He had three daughters. He
was so poor that they hadn’t anything to eat. 5o one day he went to aserve.
Just in the first year he earned five or six gold coins by service. He
bought land for it, He sew it with seed, it yielded crops every year,
tut very poorly. Well, one day the dear God passed there and asked him,

‘ #hat are you doing here, my dear friend?’ He answers, "I'm sowing

big pricks: The dear God got angry by this word, he went home. ‘ Just
wait, peasant, I'll give you for that!’ Next day the peasant goes out
and sees that big pricks stand erect, they were of fourty or rfifty centi-
metrea. He got afraid. ¥hat to do? He could not do anything else but
take the scythe and cut them down. He put them on his cart. He carried
them to the town, he thought his money having been spent on it will be
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recovered in a way or a-xotiaer. In the town nwe ghouted, ~Suitatle for wo-

men, for young womea!  ~ The women all run out %o see, waat can it te taat
{s suitable for wonen, and they see that one {9 brawnier than the other,
they are fine. Taey were choosing suitable ones for thenselves. fell, a
gammer goes there, she also has a look at thew and chooses 1uaf the big-
geat one for herself. Well,’ she says, ‘that will do for me.” She pays
for it at once, she paid three gold-pileces for it. 3he went home and im-
mediately said, ~I'1l try how it works.” She went into the lavatory. She
sits down, it slipe in right away. It was about to run up to her heart.
She liked it. ‘It's worth more than anything else.” She caressed it gent-
1y, put it into a fine towel right away and put it into a box. She put the
box into a commode, Next daybhe got a message that abhe had to go to a wed-
ding because her uncle had got married. All right, she got on a coach, she
left at once. Well, she danced, and this and that, the young men pawed her,
she got excited. #hat to do, there was nobody with whom she could do it.
She speaks to her servant, ‘Go home, I’ve left my packet at home, it's in
the commode, bring it here, tut do not touch it, do not open it, because
it is of great value, it’s a wedding-present.’

W#ell, he puts the horses to carriage, gets on, he arrives tack., The
horses don't want to go. He takes the lash and raps them. He says, ‘Go oa,
old eock!, to the horse, Then all at once, the big prick, the one of four-
ty centimetres, jums out of the box. Right away into his arse. He Jjumped
to and fro, everything all in vain, That big thingamy was being pressed
in more and more. He didn't know what to do. A swineherd passed there. He
banged hia lash and shouted, 'Get out, old cock!’ Thereupon it jumped
out of him, ¥ell, he took the lash and thrashed it so that it passed away.
Then he put it back into the box. ¥hen he put it back, ‘Have you brought
1t, John?” ‘Yes, I have,’ said John. Have you brought 1t?’> She kissed
it, she caressed it. She goes to the lavatory. ‘Go on, old cock!’ She
watches it, it s lying without telling a word. ‘Come here, John! What
have you done? This "Go on, o0ld cock®” is dead, it doesn’t work. [Egg
gtory-teller laughs./ ‘T don’t know what has happened to it.’ Bring it to
the neighbours, ther is a gammer there, she will smear it, it will be bet-
ter,” He brought it. ‘Dear aunty,” he says, ‘I°ve brought you something,
1t needs some smearing to be better.” ‘Thank you, my son, she says, ‘all
right.) She thought it was food. She cut it into pleces, roasted it, she
ﬁade a fine dinner, she ate it. ¥ell, perhaps she ia gnawing at its pieces
even now,
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56.
Little bird

There was, my blessed dear God, once there was a poor man and a poor
woman. The woman's husban died, and so did the man's wife. One daughter
was left to the woman and one to the man, #ell, he used to go to the
fields to hoe. But the mother and her daughter could not bear his daugh-
ter. They were forever quarreling. ‘Well,’ she said, ‘I will give her
what for!  She took her down to the cellar and cut her to pieces. She
took her to the cellar and put her into a big vat. She sent a lunch to
her husband from the flesh, from the girl cut to pieces, from her /v
daughter’'s flesh. Then she said to her daughter, ‘Iy daughter, don’t eat
of it if your stepfather gives you, for it is made of the girl, but tell
him that I cooked him meat that was bought.’

The girl goes to the fields and carries the lunch. But what has be-
come of the girl? A bird. And 1t began to chirp, “Pather, father,’ when
he was already eating, (!ather. I’11 come! I was hidden under the wood-
chopping block.’ [239 son of the story-teller interrupts:/ ‘It’s not
right! Tt didn’t happen so. And then she brought him the lunch and the
father ate it, and they put the bones that had remained under the block.
And there started up, a bird sprang from ... But where have you taken it
from, that bird! It could not become a bird at onca!' [@he continueaa?
And then the bones, - She said, "Tell your father to bury immediately
the bones under the block.” This was told by the woman to her daughter.
And the father did so as he was told by her. And from the bones a bird
arouse and it began to chirp, ° My father, my father has eaten me and has
put my btones under the block.” And the bird followed him everywhere, any-
where he went to hoe, He threatened i{t, cast his hoe at it, but the poor
little bird was chirping everywhere.

Well, the man returned home, He tells her, 'Ea; Mum, why hasn't come
your daughter to me as well? /!/ The man was surprised by that. ‘Well,’
she said, ‘I've sent her to do shopping, therefor she didm’t go.” But
the man continued to press her for his daughter, where she was. Later on
they went to bed, and the bird flew onte the window and shouted tnere
that she was eaten by her father and her bones were buried under the block.
The bird has hung on to them all the time. © Where did you put her,” he
said, ‘I hear the voice of my daughter,’ he said, that was the voice of
the bird, ‘Oh, she said, ‘she went to her friends to play, surely she
slept there at her friend>s.’ But that time he had a feeling, for the bird
followed him all the time. ‘Go out, wife!’ he said to her. 5She went out,
and the bird threw upom her head such a big marble stone that she was

212 fad v.I.p.354/




crushed to death at once. Well now, the other girl has no mother more.
What to do? ' Well,” he sald, “you whore, your mother made away with my
daughter, but now you must leave my house, too.’ The bird said, 'Pather,
you'll find a rod under the rafter. Wipe at me three times with it and
you will have a daughter just you've had before.” She told him every-
thing what his wife had done. Then the other girl was cast off and she,
the poor girl, kept on living with her father.

If they did not dle, they are still alive.

57'
Dead bridegroom [[.

How was it, my blessed dear God? Once there were a girl and a boy.
One day the boy had to join the army. So then, there was a big spinnery.
Twelve girls used to go to spin there. Then her lover returned from his
military service, ‘Well,” he said, ‘my sweetheart, I also will go with
you where you work.’ 'All right,” she said, ‘come.” Well, they went
there then. Then what did he have? a hoof! He had a hoof like horses
have, So then, the other cunning girls watched when throwing the spool
down, that he had a hoof., They told her, “Hi you, Sophy! Your sweetheart
has a hoof.’ ‘Ha, it’s out of the guestion, it can*t be true, no!’
‘Now wait!’ they say. ‘You will come in the evening, then throw your
spool down, look under the table and you’ll see that he has a hoof.> Well
then, she threw her spool down and saw that he had a hoof indeed. Then
she got afraid, she could not imagine what it could be that he had a hoof,
she had never seen it before. Well, the girls had already left. ‘well,’
he said, “let’s go home, too, my sweetheart,” Off they went., While going
home he said, “rake your dresses, too, because we'll never fall in with,
your mother is opposed to me.” She went in, gathered her dresses, made
her pack and got on the horse. And the horse, what was it, what-d ye-call-
it, the death or what the hell,

Well, she mounted the horse. The pack is in her hand. He said to her,

Oh, how bright the moonlight is,
death 1s slowly wandering.
Aren’t you afrald, my dear?

She said, ‘I'm not if T am with you.” Well, they kept on going. He
said to her again, ‘Aren't you afraid?’ “No.’ When they reached the ce-
metery, his grave opened. And he said then, ‘Well, my sweetheart, go ahead
now!’ the boy told to the girl. She answers, ‘Oh, my dear sweetheart, I -~
don’t know the way about here. If you have invited a guesat, you must go
firat.’ ﬁlving said this, the coffin, - the cemetery ope’~ -, closed,
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Well, after that, they went home. Now, 8o and so, at last the boy did not
dare to go /7/. The girl was terribly frightened. ¥hile she was running
home, there was a death-watch in a house, they were sitting up there.
¥ell, the girl fintereq? the house. In her great alarm, where should
she hide, in the chimney-corner. But the death, the dead began to speak
from outside. ‘Death is related to daath,’ he told the dead, the other
one lying inside. Formerly the dead were laid out in.the house, they
were not taken out. He said, “Death is related to death, life is re-
lated to life. Dead brother, give out that living one from the chimney-
corner!’ Then the corpse lying in the house put down one leg. The
other said again, ‘Death ia related to death, give out that living

one from the chimnay-curnﬁr!’ Then the corpse sat up. Then he repeated
it. Then the corpse stepped down. The girl remained alone there for
everybody had gone home., When she heard this, she at once collapsed and
died there.

If she did not die, she is still alive. /Bhe laughs./

[iast part, corrected:s/ Well, when he said, ‘Give out that living
one from the chimney-corner,” the corpse answered, ‘I'11 give her to
you if we*ll wrestle for her.’ Then the first one said, ‘Well, let us
wrestle! who will win, that will win.” Then they went out to the court-
yard. When they started to wrestle, the cock crew four hours in the night
and the corpse turned to dust and they had one another.

If she did not die, she is still alive.

58,
Life story

Now I tell you a story that has happened to me.

I just want to say that when my mother got married, well, her husband
deserted her when she became pregnant with me, I was born to her and was
brought up. It was my grandmother who brought us up, me and my sister,
Zella. Indeed, my mother, being left albne, had to strive hard so that
our grandmother could bring us up. She twisted rope, sold it in the vil-
lage, plastered, so she received something in the village for it, she
came home, 80 she educated us as far as she got married for the second
time. When she did it, I was about four years 0ld, my sister about nine.
It was such a time then that there was no work, no employment. My umhappy
father, my foster-father went out for wood, he brought us wood. And what
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could my mother have done? She begged. She helped the peasants in work-
ing, now and then. The peasants knew her, In winter when Christmas time
was coming, she fell Christmas-trees, she sold them, and got money, meat,
grease, beans, everything. She made a Christmas for us.

Well, we might have been, - I was twelve, my gister was fifteen, when
we turned swineherds, with pigs. We were swineherds. We did it for eight
years. But my poor father could not sound the horn, I 4id it. My father
was but a swineherd boy with me, he only gathered the money. We were
swineherds there until my father at Christmas time, - because it was a
habit among swineherds to collect what the peasants gave them. On Childer-
mas Day they visited the houses. They made the peasants run, one of them
jumps. It was the custom to drink wine, to eat Chrisimas cake, and so on.
My father drank much cool wine. Poor him, at Christmas he caught cold,
fell 111, was taken into sanatorium, and in epring, at Easter, he died.
My father died exactly on Raster Day. And then, of course, my mother sold
everything; yes, everything. She got married. Our stepfather, however,

. What could we do, we also married, ... /Him, who married my sister,/
he already had a wife. To be sure, they dida't lead a very good life for
nine years. At last, when his [?1rag] wife got married, well, since then
my 8ister and her husband hold their peace. But they have asix little
children, six they have.

Well, I married, too. I lived in marriage with him for about nine
years. I had four children from him, One of them died, he was one year
old. My other child, a daughter, also died, she was three years old. It
happened, how to say i{t, in sixty-three, that my daughter died. At that
time, my mother-in-law was taken to hospital, she underwent an operation.
Then my father-in-law was taken to hospital. Then my husband took part in
a brawl, there were many people brawling, he was imprisoned, he spent
there eight years. I was left alone with my two little children. My mother-
in-law was 111, my father-in-law was ill, my husband was imprisoned, my
children ... I went to pluck hips, to enter into engagement. I sold it in
the town to ladies, to peasants, I was given some money, so I vegetated
for about four years. Then my mother-in-law got worse, she contacted my
husband, and he simply wrote me not to wait for him, and to marry, because
he didn’t need me any more. Though he was a whoremonger, I was waiting for
him. I was just waiting for my children to be three or four years old,
Well, when he wrote me that, nevertheless I answered his letter and asked,
why he had written me that. I didn>t deserve it. Although he was a wicked
man, I was waiting for him. Well, all right. He did not write me a letter.
So I wrote him, I would marry. ...

Our life, too, is not easy, I would not say it. It it full of troubles
even now, For he had also a wife and while he was serving his sentence,
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ahe married and left three children to him. I have only thies daughter
from him. Those two little boys are with my mother-in-law, she is keeping
them, they are not given to me. ... /We also got on well/ for a time un-
ti1 T also made a mistake. I went to the fields ?o glean. Then comes the
ranger and asks me, ‘¥hat are you doing here?’ T'm just gleaning as the
other Gypsies and other peasants do.” He took his gun and wanted to shoot
me. This was too much for me, I pushed his gun aside and slapped him
soundly in the face. I thrashed him. He reported me to the police, I was
in prison for six months. I got into the gaol on the first of June. I
spent there four months, two months were let off because I behaved well,
I was working there. I've just come home from the prison on the firat of
October. I live a poor and difficult 1life since then, too, I can't call
it a happy life, only poor and difficult. However, we can manage some-
how. We live in a meagre way as poor Gypsies do. Por the time being, I
cannot tell you more. I could tell you a lot of things that had happened
to me in my life. I can simply tell you that I'm going on to live in this
way, poorly and with difficulties; I'm bringing up my poor children.

59.
Livelfhood

Once upon a time, my blessed dear God, there was a poor boy. He was
so poor that he hadn®t even bread to eat. His mother told him, “My dear
son, go to work for we cannot live on like this. Your father 1is old, our
family has no other supporter. We put trust in you that you will earn our
living. I have here seven small children and we are so poor that we don’'t
have even bread enough to eat.” So the boy set off to try his luck. He
could find some work in the foreat. Whilst the poor boy worked, fell the
trees, the forester approached him. “How much did you exploit so far?’
‘Forester, till now I have exploited seven hundred kilograms. But I am
a0 poor and hungry, I don:t have enough bread to eat. The work is too
much for me, Dear brother, I’1l throw up the work.” The forester told
him, “Don’t go away, dear brother, I shall give you money so that you
can make your living.’ So the boy undertook the work.

Thereafter when he had money, he set off to the wide world, to the
seven seas., One day he happened to find a small hut. A seventy years old
woman lived in it. The poor boy entered and greeted the old woman, ‘Good
evening, dear mother.” The woman answered, ‘The same to you, my dear
son, My dear son, where iid you come from?’ ‘I came from the wide world,
through the seven seas,” “My dear son, what is your desire? What do you
want, what are you doing here?’ ‘I came to earn living for my dear mother.
W#e are so poor, my mother has seven small children, we can’t earn our
living. My dear mother.has sent me to earn bread for the tree children.’
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The o0ld witch - as she was one - said, ‘My son, I shall give you work. In
my house three days mean three years' service. 3ut you have to carry out
my orders., I have three colts. One is five, the second six and the third
seven years old., Every day you must ride one of them. They are fiery
colts, you must walk them.” But the boy did not know that they were
witches. So the boy = Johnny - took first the five years old colt. He
went to the stable to saddle it. The old witch was already there with the
pitehfork. She said to the colt, “This lad will ride you. Don’t bring him
tack, do away with him!’> The glrl anawered, ‘No fear, mother, I won't
tring him back, I'11 destroy him. I'1l throw him into the burning-hot sea)
Johnny mounted the horse. But Johnny knew that itwas no real horse. He got
on the horse and digged his spurs into its flanks, It darted with him in-
to the black clouds and from there let itself down backwards. Ita legs
were towards the alr., She wanted to throw the lad into the burning-hot
sea, Put the lad aqueezed it with his spurs, The horse immediately turned
over and flew back to the earth. She said to the boy, °I take you home,
yet T know my mother will break my ribs with a six-pronged fork for that
I didn’t kill you. I am not a horse but the witch’s daughter. And my
mother told me to take you far away and throw you into the burning-hot
sea. But T didn*t throw you for you are a handsome lad and now I’ll take
you home. !y mother is expecting me in the stable.” When she saw that
the horse brought him back, she said, “Johnny, go and have your dinner,
for I shall unharness the horse.’” Then the witch took up the pitchfork
and started to beat her daughter. She said, “Yo. bloody whore, why did
you bring him back? Maybe you fell for him? He is handsome, good for love,
that's why you didn>t destroy him. Now you will not get food for three
iays.Anyway, I know you are a whore, you fell in love with him and there-
fore you didn>t kill him.?

When Johnny had hia dinner, his service came to end. Then Johnny said,
“Well, my dear mother, my time of service is up. NHow I shall go home to
my mother,” Then she gave him three hundred forints. And Johnny returned
home to his mother., ‘well mother, I came home again for the time of my
service expired, I’ve received three hundred forints, Are my dear sisters
alive together with you? B3ut now, my dear mother, I will g0 away to take
my chance. Por I cannot live in such a world. It is more wicked than
[¥he highwayman/ Sdndor Rézsa was. Por Sdndor Rézssstole the fortunes of
the counts, barons, princes, kings and distributed it among the poor.
These rascals [0l our dayg/ leave both rich and poor without any means of
living. They exploit the poor working people because we have not even
tread enough to eat, Here in Budapest lives Rudy N., S, street 6, ground
floor 8, he has seven children. However much he works, he can't bring up
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his children because living is hard. Those Red do not let people live.
They always speak that future belongs to children. But they don't give
anything, they only rob the poor workers of their money. Por when the
poor father returns home, the children approach him, ‘Pather, I'm hungry!’
But certainly, earnings are not emough to sustain them., Thus, I am in such
a condition that I go to work every day. I must do it, they are hungry.
There are days when I don’t eat anything and so I work., I hammer the iron
in the blaeksmith shop.’ Well, then I went for myself to Pilisvirdsvir. I
had there a good friend. He told me, ‘Well, friend, I'll take you along

to find employment so that you could make living for your children.” PBut
there was such a 1ife that work was hard but there was no livelihood. Then
I went away, I left the work.

Johnny went to try his fortune, ... into a great foreast, There he met
twelve robbers. They were such robbers that their lives were one penny
worth, I went into the foreast, into the hut. But it was such a hut, from
outaide it was a hut but inside there were large rooms in it and the
twelve robbers lived in it. I entered. The captain approaches me, ‘Well,
my dear son, what are you doing here in this out-of-the-way place? Do you
know where you are? You are among the twelve robbters, your life came to
an end.” Then they carried Johnny down into the cellar and killed him.
Then .Johnny disappeared, he has not been heard of since,

If he d4id not die, he 1s still alive.

God give him eternal repose in the earth, May he rest in peace in the
earth,

60,
Godfather Death

Once upon a time, my tlessed dear God, there was a poor Gypsy. He
was so poor that he hadn’t enough to eat even of bread., He had twelve
sona and just then his wife was with child. A very-very nice baby was
born to her. The huaband set out to search for a sponmor. He didn’t find
a sponsor anywhere, While passing by a hedgerow, he said, “I wouldn’t
mind it, be the Death himself the godfather, only I could get baptized
the baby.” 41l suddenly the Death said that the Death will be your spon-
sor that I am here. But don’t take my children away!’ ‘Fo fear!’ said
the Death. The Gypsy invited the Death to himself into his hut. His wife
teholds the Death, she nearly dies with fear. ‘0Oh, my dear husband, whom
did you bring as godfather? The Death? He will cut our necks!’ ‘Have no
fear, my dear wife, I shall outwit him.’

#ell, he baptized the baby. While they were eating their dinner there,
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by chance the Gypsy had a match-box. €1 was told that you are a man of
great power “cause you can slip in through the keyhole. I have a match-
box. If you can get in, then I will believe it that you really possess
great power.” ‘Hi,’ he sald, ‘you want to dupe me.” ‘Nothing of the sort,
my sponsor. Why, you are a sponsor of mine!’ Now, he fetched the match-
box. The Death slipped inside. Then the Gypsy tied up the box with a
thread. He hung it on a nail. ‘Well, now you must starve here forever.'
Then the Gypsy went on his way, to fetch wood from the forest.

The Gypey returns home, He puts down the wood in the courtyard, en-
ters the room, looks at the nail: no box is there, ‘Oh, my children,
what have you done?’ ‘Daddy, Johnny and Steve were fighting with broom
and lime brush and knocked down the Death.-The box split and Neath jumped
out of {t.” And the children began to cry, ‘Death told us, have no fear
my sons, I won>t hurt you, but tell your father, he must not go anywhere
because eight o eclock I will be here.” The children told it to the father
and their mother began to cry. ‘I wonrt go anywhere for he can find me,
be it in the Devil’s horn,?

Scon it is eight o’clock. Suddenly he knocks at the door. The woman
says, ‘Come in!’> Death enters, ‘Good evening. Where is my godchild's
father?” ‘He isn’t at home,” said the wife, ‘for he is afraid that you
may take him with you. Here are twelve sons of mine, choose for vourself
whomever you want to.” ‘All right, sister. I will choose for me.’ The
children were covered with a blanket and their father was there behind
them.