Folktales of the Pyrenee:

WITCH'S

Edited by Luis de Barand

Collected by José Miguel de Barandiaran







o ,'Iji- I‘I FF' LT 'E "

U Pl
i oa 1 H'il ".'.‘h-;l. a1
Z"‘ : 1) - el NN I"
il " I.,IJ ) - o
._'1 1 1l I| I I}. _I |I_
-
|
| A i |.. ;
1 |I
1
) ' I
b =
f ]
2 S
T
o
L3
[
= N y
"l i '..
- I
‘|I'|FJ L
1
| - J
r |.l
]
d | T
- | Y
: .I I-.‘I
I .I. .-..rl o

it 5 wih L]
i o TR

TR










@ The Basque Series

A Book of the Basques
by Rodney Gallop
In A Hundred Graves:
A Basque Portrait
by Robert Laxalt
Basque Nationalism
by Stanley G. Payne
Amerikanuak:
Basques in the New World
by William A. Douglass
and Jon Bilbao
Beltran: Basque Sheepman
of the American West
by Beltran Paris, as told to
William A. Douglass
The Basques:
The Franco Years and Beyond
by Robert P. Clark
The Witches’ Advocate:
Basque Witchcraft and the
Spanish Inquisition
(1609—1614)
by Gustav Henningsen
Navarra: The Durable Kingdom
by Rachel Bard
The Guernica Generation:
Basque Refugee Children of the
Spanish Civil War
by Dorothy Legarreta
Basque Sheepherders of the
American West
Photographs by Richard H. Lane
Text by William A. Douglass
A Cup of Tea in Pamplona
by Robert Laxalt
Sweet Promised Land
by Robert Laxalt
Traditional Basque Cooking
History and Preparation
by José Maria Busca Isusi

Basque Violence: -
Metaphor and Sacrament

by Joseba Zulaika
Basque-English Dictionary

by Gorka Aulestia
The Basque Hotel

by Robert Laxalt
Vizcaya on the Eve of Carlism:
Politics and Society, 1800-1833

by Renato Barahona
Contemporary Basque Fiction:
An Anthology

by Jesus Maria Lasagabaster
A Time We Knew:
Images of Yesterday in the
Basque Homeland

Photographs by

William Albert Allard

Text by Robert Laxalt
English-Basque Dictionary

by Gorka Aulestia and

Linda White
Negotiating with ETA:
Obstacles to Peace in the
Basque Country, 1975-1988

by Robert P. Clark
Escape via Berlin: Eluding
Franco in Hitler’s Europe

by José Antonio de Aguirre

introduction by Robert P. Clark
A Rebellious People: Basques,
Protests and Politics

by Cyrus Ernesto Zirakzadeh
A View from the Witch’s Cave:
Folktales of the Pyrenees

edited by Luis de

Barandiardn Irizar






.

1EW

AV

from the




Basque Series Editor:
William A. Douglass

The paper used in this book meets
the requirements of American
National Standard for Information
Sciences—Permanence of Paper for
Printed Library Materials, ANSI
739.48-1984. Binding materials were
chosen for strength and durability.

This collection was originally
published in Spanish as Breve antologia
de fabulas, cuentos y leyendas del Pais Vasco
(San Sebastian, Spain: Editorial
Txertoa, 1988; copyright'© 1988 by
Luis de Barandiaran Irizar; copyright
© 1988 by Editorial Txertoa). Used
here by permission of Editorial

Txertoa.

Artwork by Asun Balzola. Used by
permission of the artist and Erein
publishers, San Sebastian.

University of Nevada Press, Reno,
Nevada 89557 USA

Copyright © 1991 University of
Nevada Press. All rights reserved
Printed in the United States of
America

Designed by Richard Hendel

Library of Congress

Cataloging-in-Publication Data

Breve antologia de fabulas, cuentos y

leyendas del Pais Vasco.

English.

A view from the witch’s cave :

folktales of the Pyrenees / edited by

Luis de Barandiaran Irizar ; collected,

with a prologue by José Miguel de

Barandiaran ; foreword by Joseba

Zulaika.

p. cm.— (Basque series)

Translation of: Breve antologia de

fabulas, cuentos y leyendas del

Pais Vasco.

Includes bibliographical references.

ISEN 0-87417-176-8 (cloth : alk. paper)

1. Tales—Spain—Pais Vasco.

2. Legends—Spain—Pais Vasco.

3. Basques—Folklore.

L. Barandiaran Irizar, Luis de.

II. Barandiaran, José Miguel de.

IIL. Title. IV. Series.

GR237.P34B7313 1991

398.21'0946'52-—dc20 91-21668
cp

987654321

This edition was translated with
financial assistance from the Spanish
Direccion General del Libro y
Bibliotecas of the Ministerio de
Culwura.




Contents

Prologue, xi .
Foreword, xii
Preface, xvii

FABLES,3
1. The Man and the Snake, 4
2. The Serpent Challenger, §
3. The Fox’s Truths, 6
4. The Fox, the Dove, and the Dapple-Gray Horse, 7
5. Axarko, Otsoko, and Beleko, 8
6. The Fox’s Tragedy, 9
7. The Wounded Fox on the Back of the Wolf; 11
8. The Ass and the Wolf, 13
9. The Lame Burro and the Blacksmith Wolf; 15
10. The Burro, the Dog, the Cat, the Rooster, and the Ram, 16
11. Mari and the Fox, 19
12. The War between the Animals, 20
13. The Wolf, the Bear, and the Fox, 22
14. The Wolf, the Fox, and the Woodcutter, 24

STORIES, 27
1. Makilakixki, 29
2. The Unloved Daughter-in-Law, 32
3. Kastillopranko, 35
4. Dar-Dar-Dar, 42
5. The Wondrous Men, 47
6. More Wondrous Men: John the Soldier, g1
7. Patxi the Blacksmith, 53
8. A Cinderella Story, 57
9. The Little Cobbler, 59
10. Bernardo, 62

11. Baratxuri, 65



12. Your Soul for Me, My Money for You, 67

13. Two Sane Men and Their Crazy Brother, 69

14. The Evil Witch, 71

15. Johnny the Bear, 73

16. The Four Orphaned Brothers, 77

17. The Inheritance that Was Stolen and Recovered, 81
18. The Poor Man Who Became a Doctor, 83

19. Two Eggs and Three Marvelous Garments, 85

20. The Shepherd and the Month of March, 89

21. Tartaro and Amalau, 90

LEGENDS, 95

1. Mariurrika, 97

2. A Mother’s Curse, 98

3. The Theft of the Comb, 99

4. Carried Away by Devils, 100

5. Mari of Iraregui, 101

6. The Lady of Aralar, 102

7. The Lady of Murumendi in Ormaiztegui, 103

8. The Lamia of Mondarrain, 104

9. The Lamia of Laminateguieta, 0§

10. The Lamia, Seeker of Butter, 106

11. The Young Man Who Fell in Love with a Lamia, 107
12. The Lamia Who Asked for Help from a Man, 108
13. The Lamias of Aizpuru, 109

14. The Lamias of Bazterretxea, 110

15. The Bridge at Licq, 111

16. The Lamia Who Appeared and Disappeared, 112
17. The Cave of Morocillo, 113

18. The Words of the Lamia, 114

19. Fearless John, 115

20. The Shrine of Our Lady of Ezozia, 116

21. The Dragon, 117

22. The Dragon and the Nobleman from Goni, 118
23. The Birth of Kixmi and the Origin of Olentzero, 120

viii










Prologue

olktales correspond to the natural needs of the

human soul, and their structure appears to be

shaped by those needs as well, at least in the case
of tales of wonder. For that reason, a structural analysis
of such stories can reveal common origins among them—
a common system that encompasses certain constant ele-
ments such as characters, actions, conflicts, behaviors, and
patterns found in numerous stories throughout narrative
literature.

Moreover, in combination with such constants, certain
variables appear in all popular narration: echoes of different
ways of life in each locale, of different tasks and customs in
each place and time; images of the countryside, both natu-
ral and personified—mountains, caverns, springs, rivers,
seas, roads, bridges, houses, castles, churches, retreats, and
other monuments; and memories of saints, local heroes,
animals, monsters, and spirits. In a certain way these sub-
jects, these elements and categories of popular narration,
distinguish and characterize each group and its culture.
Thus, Basque oral literature is a characteristic of our people,
who are both its support and its subject matter.

The stories and legends recorded in this book form a
varied unit, an expression of one aspect of the mentality
and culture of the Basque people, and this author has dedi-
cated all his skill and affection to their selection, their adap-
tation into a suitable literary form, and their appropriate
organization.

Even though much of the data recorded here occupies
only the peripheral vision of modern Basques, it reminds
us of ancient times, of the myths and cults of our an-
cestors—myths and cults associated with various thematic

nuclei and other extraneous elements. The erensuge (dragon
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of Saint Michael), the estrakinburu (the announcement of the
birth of Kixmi, or Christ, with a dance by the pagans of
Aralar), the Dama de Murumendi (Lady of Murumendi)—
these characters and events bring to mind diverse beliefs
and practices of ancient tradition. The belief in shadow-
souls or gerixetiek; the ceremony of the pagans of Alotza in
front of the monolith of the same name, dancing with their
shadows on the night of the full moon; or the offerings of
stones and money to the spirits of the caves—these and
other customs of pagan origin have survived through the
ages, in spite of the announcement by the azti (prophet)
of Aralar who said paganism was dead when he saw the
luminous cloud that signaled the birth of Christ.

Although Christianity later came to occupy center stage
for the Basques, many elements of the old wisdom existed
alongside or in the shadow of Christianity, albeit occasion-
ally with some hostility. It is easy to verify this through
numerous traditional customs as well as through folktales.
As Bédier said, “The ancient tales are like gold dust: you
need only a glancing blow delivered by chance to bring the
sought-after materials out of the rock.”"

This is possible among our people even today. The stories
and legends recorded in the pages of this book are fine
proof of that. We hope that reading them will benefit all
those interested in this curious facet of the traditional cul-
ture of the Basques.

Atdun, January 28, 1981

José Miguel de Barandiaran

1. Bédier, Joseph. Les Fabliaux. Paris, 1925. P. 91.
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Foreword

Barandiaran: A Hundred Years of Storytelling

ow old should a great storyteller be? At least

one hundred years. How much wisdom should

a story contain’? A lifetime of experience. This is
what one learns from José Miguel de Barandiaran who, on
the last day of 1989, reached his first centennial and began
the first day of a new century of life—a life of storytelling:

Once upon a time, a boy was born in Ataun, a place
well known for fierce battles between pagan and Chris-
tian gods. His mother offered up her son to placate the
fateful local spirits. He grew up virtuous and handsome.
One day, while meditating on a solitary mountain about
the solidity of stone, he was shaken by a revelatory inci-
dent. An underground mole was quaking the very foun-
dations of the universe. His eyes wide open, the young
man stood there motionless and observed—O porten-
tous omen!—the earth yielding up to him an enigmatic
gift: a thousand-year-old tooth that belonged to an an-
cient wild boar. From the epiphany of that moment, he
knew it was his time: the revelation had been awaiting
him underground, condensed in the warm womb of
a hidden cave; it lay in stratified earth among osseous
remains of ever-present animals and perhaps the men-
acing silhouette of a human jaw. It was uncovered by
poking and excavating the soil—sifting and scanning—
discovering the secret treasure and rediscovering a
golden period.

Mesmerized by the revelation, the man of destiny redis-
covered Basque prehistory, archaeology, and folklore. He
would become the wise, century-old storyteller his people
most needed:

xiil



He was a gentle and clever man. Soon he had many
followers who understood that he was a providential
figure. He became the shaman who made long jour-
neys to the underworld of prehistoric caves, walked
and lived among the paleolithic hunter-painters, and
periodically returned—his boots muddy and his spirit
tinted with wilderness—to write a paper on Urtiaga’s
fossils or lecture on Ekain’s horses. His soft voice could
hardly be heard, yet an entire hall could resonate with
his bones, stones, and ancient stories as if the hall itself
were a prehistoric cave. Deservedly, he was revered as
the patriarch. His kingdom was primordial antiquity;
his wisdom was storytelling.

When he was a century old, later generations began
to unearth the tales discovered and rediscovered by the
great storyteller. They were perplexed by the wondrous
combination of reality and fiction, the rigors of science,

and the beauties of mythology.

The collection of tales and legends offered in this vol-
ume, faithfully and filially selected by his nephew Luis
de Barandiaran Irizar, is but a sample of his crucial work
in the preservation of traditional folklore. But not only
did the elder Barandiaran collect ancient tales, he was him-
self the principal instigator in creating—with the help of
archaeological methods and scientific discourse—a new
founding mythology of Basque autochthonous evolution
and cultural worth. Those given to suspicion were alarmed
by such prevalence of storytelling in a man of science. Worst
of all, he had become himself a figure of legend; he might
have been seen flying in the company of the queen witch
Mari, whose faithful promulgator he had been during his
hundred years of storytelling. Like his illustrious, legend-
ary predecessors Atarrabi and Axular (sacerdotal figures of

religion and knowledge), the storyteller from Atdaun had

Xiv



entered the timeless realm of his society’s mythical cor-
pus. Yet he was also a human being one could speak to in
“real life,” a man of great modesty always willing to learn
and collaborate; if one were to visit him in his home, Sara,
one would find a reserved writer surrounded by books and
assisted by his nearly octogenarian niece.

When I was a child, I was fortunate enough to know a
woman from Atdun, Errementeriko Maria, herself a neigh-
bor of Barandiaran and of the same age. She also had vividly
experienced the flying witch Mari’s centuries-old tales of
negation and power. A dignified and lovable woman, she
recounted them in detail for us children. Her factually
narrated stories about magical flights and incredible meta-
morphoses had an indelible effect on our imagination. We
were told that such stories were “true” in the experience
of our parents’ generation, yet were no longer real. Such
perplexities regarding the fictional nature of the real led
me to become an anthropologist. So I moved from Maria’s
storytelling to Barandiaran’s storytelling to anthropology’s
storytelling.

For a long time I was unsure about the actual existence
of Barandiardn, until one day when I dared to visit him
and dispel my doubts. All we could talk about was the fly-
ing Mari, our mutual neighbor Errementeriko Maria, and
his own part in the creation of this mythology. I became
aware of how lucky we Basques are to have had such a
humane mythmaker, a figure of shamanistic proportions
who by unearthing buried prehistory and folklore brought
folktales back to dignify our own sense of history and cul-
ture. Nothing was more alien to him than racism, cultural
superiority, or political exclusion. He has been accused of
not attempting interpretations, yet the art of the storyteller
consists precisely of that marvelous freedom from explana-
tion—there is nothing to be added when the truth of the
story sinks in. One could say that seeing the world through
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astoryteller’s wisdom is like seeing it through the unforget-
table eyes of a dying man; and, if not from death, where can
astoryteller borrow his authority but from a century of life?
By reaching one hundred years of age, Barandiaran reveals
to us the truth that emerges from the fullness of time.

It was in my conversation with him that he revealed to
me the mole’s gift and the impact of the boar’s tooth in
deciding his future career. I sensed, however, that he was
holding something back—not because he did not want to
tell me, but because he could not say it in words. Then I
realized why storytelling is his vocation: only a story—dis-
guised as science or fairy tale, ethnography or mythology—
can capture a glimpse of the magic and the beauty of the
lifetime truth he knows.

Joseba Zulaika
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Preface

he fable, the story, and the legend are different

forms of narrative prose—although the fable may

also appear in verse—that are all closely related.
Their remote and obscure origins became literature when
in ages past, already possessing language and having in-
vented writing, man set down his tales in written form.
Those that were not written down continued to form part
of the shared reservoir of oral literature that people spread
and modified through the generations, until it occurred to
some curious scholar to collect them as an expression of
the folklore of a specific nation or people.

The Basque Country, too, abounds with a variety of oral
literature in the form of fables, stories, legends, traditions,
and beliefs that somehow brings into the present a dis-
tant past that has survived in the minds of the people. It is
this collective knowledge, archived and handed down from
generation to generation, that provides us with valuable
material from which we may piece together the spiritual
physiognomy of our ancestors.

Worthy gentlemen such as Arturo Campién, Iturralde,
and Azkue, have collected numerous samples of ancient
tales transmitted orally from father to son. The material
recorded by our folklorists is ample and varied. In this
work, I will restrict myself'to the fables, stories, and legends
chronicled by my uncle José Miguel de Barandiaran.

By remaining faithful to the original text in Basque and
to the simple style required by this literary genre, I have at-
tempted to present a version that is more fluid and natural
to read. I have also provided notes on primary sources and
the identity of the individuals who recounted each tale. In

this way, given the refreshing and ingenuous simplicity of
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Fables

he fable, or apologue, falls within the field of

primitive literature. Most likely of oriental origin,

it attained its pinnacle in Greece with Aesop, the
indisputable master fabulist of all time. Félix Maria Sama-
niego, an illustrious Alavese gentleman and model fabulist
of the eighteenth century, composed his masterpiece Fdbu-
las Morales for the students of the Royal Seminary of Bergara.
This seminary, created by the Real Sociedad Bascongada de
los Amigos del Pais (Royal Basque Society of Friends of the
Country), was an important focal point for the spread of
culture.

A fable is always allegorical fiction that offers a useful
moral lesson by utilizing representations of human beings
or personifications of irrational creatures such as animals.
Frequently, Basque folklorists are accustomed to smelting
the pieces of a fable together within the mold of a story.
I prefer to distinguish clearly between these two literary
types by offering the reader some samples that fall conclu-
sively within the realm of the fable.

The ancient Basque maintained a constant dialogue with
nature, and through fables, his knowledge of the animal
world is revealed, as well as his knowledge of the secrets of
the human soul. He censures its vices and exalts its virtues,
all under the pretense of a narration about the lives of

animals.



1 : The Man and the Snake

ne day in Ormazareta' a shepherd took his sheep

out to graze. Suddenly there appeared before him

a young snake. The shepherd thought the little

snake was so endearing that he carried it to his hut and

taught it to drink whey from a dish. Every day after that, at a

certain hour, the snake visited the shepherd’s hut to drink
its portion of whey.

When winter comes, shepherds leave their solitary re-
treats and take their sheep to the valleys below. Even so,
the Ormazareta shepherd did not abandon his snake com-
pletely. Every spring he climbed the mountain and whistled
for the snake, and the snake appeared.

One day the shepherd sold his flock of sheep and no
longer journeyed into the Aralar mountains.

Years later, while on an excursion to San Miguel de Aralar
in the company of friends, the old shepherd wagered as
they passed by Ormazareta, “I'll bet I can make a monster
appear.”

Naturally, his friends did not believe their companion’s
boast. But—what do you know!—the shepherd whistled
long and loud, and soon a giant snake appeared. Trustingly,
the shepherd approached the snake, but when the snake
did not find the whey that it expected, it sprang upon the
shepherd, wrapped itself around him from his feet to his
neck, and strangled him.

1. Ormazareta is a favorite grazing place in the Aralar mountains.
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2 : The Serpent Challenger

here was once a serpent who left its cave with

the intention of measuring its strength against that

of man. No sooner had it left than it ran into a
fox, and the snake asked him where he might find some
brawny men. The fox directed him to a building where
ironmongers were, at that very moment, hard at their tasks.
They could offer the serpent the opportunity to prove his
strength.

The serpent went to the building, and there he encoun-
tered a man whom he challenged at once. The man told the
snake that he would have to wait a while and also proposed
two conditions: that the snake allow the man to take hold
of him first and that the snake not move until the man had
grasped him where he wanted to.

Meanwhile, the ironmonger lay a large pair of pincers on
the foundry fire to heat. When they were red hot, he seized
the serpent’s middle with the pincers. Terrified, the snake
screamed to be let go, for he now recognized man’s superi-
ority. The ironmonger explained to the serpent that if he
had seized him with ten fingers instead of two, no part of
the serpent’s body would have been left undamaged.

This victory gave man dominion over all malignant crea-
tures, and ever since then, all beasts of the earth have
feared him.



3 : The Fox’s Truths

riven by hunger, a fox found it necessary to leave

D his den. But in order to find food, he had to over-

come one problem: he had to cross a river. Since

he had no money to pay the ferryman for a ride, the fox

proposed telling the ferryman three truths in exchange for
passage.

The ferry had barely begun to move when the fox offered
his first truth. “The moon is bright, but not as bright as
the day.”

The ferryman replied, “You are right.”

When they reached the middle of the river, the fox de-
clared his second truth. “Other people’s mothers are good,
but there is no mother as good as one’s own.”

The ferryman replied, “You are right again.”

At last they arrived at the opposite bank, and there the
fox pronounced his third truth. “Ferryman, ferryman, your
trousers are threadbare! If you ferry many others as you
have myself, I cannot prophesy better fortune for your
trousers.”

The ferryman replied, “You are right about that, too.”



4 : The Fox, the Dove, and the
Dapple-Gray Horse

-

fox, a dove, and a dapple-gray horse joined to-
Agether to farm the hillside. The fox proposed, “I

will agree to plow the land on the condition that
you two take charge of fencing it in.”

The dove and the dapple-gray horse fenced in the land.

Afterward, the fox continued, “I will agree to plant the
wheat on the condition that you two take charge of plowing
the land.”

The dove and the dapple-gray horse plowed the land.

And still the fox continued, “I will agree to do all the
labor of the harvest on the condition that you two plant
the wheat.”

In this way the fox managed to get the dove and the
dapple-gray horse to do all the work.

At last it was time to divide the harvest. Addressing
first the dove and then the dapple-gray horse, the fox an-
nounced, “Because you are white, you get the straw. Be-
cause you are gray, you get the chaff. And because I am the
golden fox, I get the golden wheat.”



5 : Axarko, Otsoko, and Beleko

n the branch of a tree perched Beleko the crow
with his young. Suddenly there appeared Axarko
the fox and Otsoko the wolf. Seeing Beleko in the

tree, Axarko drew near.

“Hello, Beleko!” he greeted. “Why don’t you toss me
down one of your babies?”

But Beleko turned a deaf ear on Axarko’s request.

“If you don’t toss me down one of your babies,” threat-
ened Axarko, “I will shake the tree and they will all fall
down.”

Faced with this terrible threat, the crow threw down one
of his offspring. But before Axarko could finish devouring
the first one, he already craved another. At first Beleko re-
fused. But finally, afraid that the fox would shake the tree,
he knocked down all of his children, one by one.

After finishing his meal, Axarko left with Otsoko. Along
the road they met two men who were engrossed in con-
versation. One of them carried a basket full of cheeses.

When he saw the cheeses, Axarko crept up and stole
them without Otsoko or the two men noticing.

Afterward, he asked Otsoko, “Do you like cheese?”

“Yes, I do, Axarko, very much.”

“Well, then, sneak up on that man and take the ones he
carries in his basket.”

Otsoko approached the man to steal the cheese, but the
man saw him and, noticing his empty basket, beat Otsoko
black and blue with a stick.



6 : The Fox’s Tragedy

ne day a fox was thinking about the snowflakes
that fell from the sky. As he was thinking, a vul-
ture approached him and asked, “What are you
doing, Lukito?"!

“I am wondering about these things, whatever they may
be, that are falling from the heavens.”

“You really don’t know what they are?” asked the vulture.
“Why, they’re chicken feathers! Today they are celebrating
a very important wedding in heaven with a chicken dinner,
and all these things that are falling are chicken feathers.”

“Do you know that I, too, would like to be in heaven?”
declared the fox, “for chicken is my favorite dish.”

“Well, if that is all you want, let me show you how fast I
can get you there in a single flight. Take hold of my tail.”

The fox seized the vulture’s tail in his mouth, and the
vulture took flight through the air with the fox in tow. As
they flew above the clouds, the vulture asked the fox, “Are
you all right, Lukito?”

But the fox was silent.

“Iam asking you if you are all right,” repeated the vulture.

Still the fox was silent.

“Answer me, otherwise I will let you fall to earth.”

“I'm fine,” replied the fox without thinking.

Naturally, the moment he answered, he opened his
mouth and began falling like a stone.

As he fell from the heavens, the fox shouted at the rocks
rushing up to meet him, “Move aside, rocks! Get out of
my way!”

With these words he hoped to convince the rocks that

1. Lukito is a proper name traditionally used to identify the fox.






7 : The Wounded Fox on the Back of the Wolf

nce upon a time a wolf and a fox were pillag-
O ing in the vicinity of a house with the dishonest

intention of stealing food. That particular occa-
sion seemed to be a good time to do so because several
threshing-season laborers were staying in the house, and
they were quite noisy. That made it easier for the wolf and
the fox to approach the dwelling without being noticed.

The wolf decided to enter the house to see if he could
find something to eat. The fox, who had better vision than
the wolf, spied a cauldron of aia (wheat mush) through the
window. He had just enough time to climb through the
window and eat aia until he was full.

Meanwhile, the threshers surprised the unfortunate wolf
as he entered the house. They beat him with sticks till his
ribs were broken, then chased him away. Alerted by the
cries of the wolf, the fox jumped through the window and
ran away with traces of white aia all over his head.

Later, the wolf and the fox met at a crossroads. Whim-
pering pitifully, the wolf complained about his ill-treated
ribs and begged the fox, for the love of God, to let him ride
upon his shoulders.

The fox, in turn, presented his whitened head and set
about convincing the wolf that his brains were leaking out
and that he, the fox, was the one more in need of a ride.

While they talked, a man appeared, and they consulted
him about their problem. They asked the man which was
more serious, broken ribs or leaking brains. The man de-
clared that ribs usually healed themselves, but he had never
known anyone to be cured after their brains fell out.

As soon as he heard the man’s decision in his favor, the

cheeky fox leaped upon the wolfand exposed his injury as a
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fake by singing out triumphantly, “I'm a tricky fox mounted
on the back of a wolf!”

The poor wolf was consumed with rage and crawled
along as best he could. When the fox saw that he was in
front of his den he leaped toward it, but the wolf seized
him by his tail and stopped him cold, not letting him take
a single step.

The fox’s den was surrounded by a gorse thicket, and the
fox began to shout, “You think you have taken hold of my
tail, but what you are biting down on is a gorse root!”

The wolf believed the fox and let go of his tail, only
to actually bite down on a real gorse root nearby. Free to
move deeper into his den, the fox shouted at the humili-
ated wolf, “You weren't really biting a gorse root before,

but you are now!”
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8 : The Ass and the Wolf

he story of the ass and the wolf happened avery long

time ago when not just man but all creatures were

able to talk. And so it was that an ass, loaded down
with a full wineskin, was traveling from Navarra to Ataun.
All of a sudden, a hungry wolf jumped out to greet him.

The ass said to the wolf, “If you are thirsty, I carry drink
to quench your thirst.”

The wolf replied, “It is not thirst from which I suffer but
hunger, a voracious hunger, and right now I am going to eat
your head and your ears.”

The ass countered, “Up that hill is an entire flock of sheep
without a sheepdog. Take heart and climb up there, for
there you will find a pair of meek sheep.”

But the wolf continued, “I have thorns in my foot and
cannot walk. And besides, why should I do that when the
solution to my hunger stands here before me?”

Then the ass suggested shrewdly, “On that hill there is
a shrine to St. Bartholomew. If you like, we could go up
together and you can give me the opportunity to hear a
final mass.”

The proposal was accepted, and the ass went to the
shrine. The wolf took the ass’s suggestion and went off in
search of the sheep. But the flock was nowhere to be found,
so the wolf headed for the shrine as well. But the ass had
kicked the door shut.

The wolf shouted from the other side, “You sneaky old
ass! Now I see that you are very clever. But on the day
I catch you, I promise you will not have time to hear
another mass!”

The ass, in turn, replied from inside, “Ah, evil-minded
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9 : The Lame Burro and the Blacksmith Wolf

nce there was a burro grazing peacefully en a hill-

side, unaware that a wolf lay in ambush and was

creeping toward him. When the burro realized
his danger, he began to limp. The wolf drew closer and
inquired about the limp. The burro explained to the wolf
that he had lost a shoe, and that a remaining nail was the
cause of his suffering.

The wolf then announced, “Ah! Well, Ijust happen to be
an excellent blacksmith.”

Without hesitation, the burro crooked his leg, and the
wolfapproached to remove the bothersome shoe nail. The
burro took advantage of that moment to kick the wolf in
the mouth and knock all his teeth out.

Whining and complaining, the wolf lamented sadly, “It’s
my own fault for pretending to be a blacksmith when I'm

really a butcher.”
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10 : The Burro, the Dog, the Cat,
the Rooster, and the Ram

nce there lived a burro who was so old that he

was no longer able to work. A servant in the

household told his master to kill the burro right

away, and thereby save the food that the burro would eat.

The burro overheard the conversation, fled the hcusehold,

and started walking down the road. Along the way, he met
a dog.

“Why aren’t you barking?” asked the puzzled burro.

“How am I supposed to feel like barking,” replied the
dog, “if tomorrow they plan to kill me because I'm too old?”

“Come with me, then,” encouraged the burro.

Together they walked and walked, and as they walked,
they recounted their misfortunes. Suddenly, they spied a
cat meowing mournfully in the window of a house.

Their interest piqued, the burro and the dog asked, “What
has happened to make you so sad?”

“How can I not be sad when the lady of the house has
promised to kill me for stealing a piece of meat?”

The burro and the dog looked at each other in amaze-
ment. “What a coincidence!” they cried. “We are both in
similar predicaments. Join us, for it is always better to flee
than to die.”

So the three animals traveled together in perfect har-
mony for a long distance. It was just about noon when
they spied, under the thatched eave of a house, a brilliantly
colored rooster whose proud bearing contradicted his list-
less gaze and his silence, a silence uninterrupted by even
the most timid cock-doodle-doo. Spurred by curiosity, the
three animals approached the rooster and asked, “What
are you doing there under the eaves at this hour without

crowing?”
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“How can I sing, if a stew pot on the fire is awaiting me
tomorrow at this time?”

Once again, the animals extended their cordial invita-
tion. “Forget about the stew pot and come with"us, for a
risky life is better than certain death.”

So once again they started off; and once again they en-
countered a surprise—this time a ram who neither bleated
nor ate. They suspected at once that the poor animal had
gone through some crisis similar to their own. They asked
sympathetically, “What has happened to you to keep you
from being tempted to eat this fresh, tasty grass?”

“Yes, that is what those who brought me here had in
mind,” replied the ram. “I should fatten myself up so that
eight days from now, when the master’s daughter marries,
I can be served on the wedding banquet table.”

And, as in the earlier cases, the four animals pressed
the ram to join them in order to escape death. The poor
ram was worried, afraid that perhaps he would fall into the
hands of yet another master who would end up hurting
him. But at last he made up his mind and left with the
other four.

They traveled so far that, before they knew it, it was mid-
night. It was then, in the heart of the dark night, that they
noticed a light shining from the window of a den of'thieves.
Full of curiosity, the five animals approached the house.
Suddenly, the dog began to bark, and all of the animals hid
except for the ram, who battered at the door with his horns.

The thieves were overcome with terror for they thought
the attack came from a rival band, and they decided to go
upstairs and hide. Meanwhile, the ram persisted in his on-
slaught until he broke down the door. Then all the animals
converged on the house.

First, the burro blew out the light with a powerful breath.
Next, they took up strategic positions: the cat next to the
stove, the rooster in the chimney, the dog behind the door,
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and the ram beneath the staircase. The burro posted himself
beside the door to the stable.

Meanwhile, the thieves remained puzzled, not knowing
what caused the noises—so they decided to find out. They
drew straws to see who would go down to the kitchen.

The unfortunate winner of the draw entered the kitchen
and drew near the stove in a cautious exploration. Uninten-
tionally, he brushed against the cat who immediately leapt
upon him and clawed him severely. The thief barely had
time to pull himself together after the cat’s attack when the
rooster gouged him in the eye with his foot. When the thief
tried to flee that corner of the room, he felt the dog’s fangs
in his flesh. When he passed the staircase, the ram attacked
him with a series of butts that left him all black and blue.
The thief tried to hide in the stable, but waiting for him
there was the burro, who gave him a couple of kicks that
left him laid out on the floor.

When they realized that their companion was not coming
back, the other thieves feared for their lives and did not go
downstairs again. The five animals celebrated the absence
of the thieves by calmly eating the meal that they had left
behind.
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11 : Mari and the Fox

cunning fox had located his den carefully in the

forest so that, from its safety, he could easily see

everything that happened inside the windows of
Peru and Mari’s kitchen. And in this way, he knew the pre-
cise moment every morning when Mari put the milk on
to heat.

As soon as the milk was on the stove, the fox would imi-
tate the voice of a neighbor from Goiko-etze and cleverly
call to Mari, “Mari! The cow is eating the corn!”

Alerted by the fox’s warning, Mari would run worriedly
after the cows. Meanwhile, the fox would enter the house
and drink the milk at his leisure. When poor Mari returned
to the house, she always found the kettle empty, and she
never knew how to explain it to Peru.

Peruy, in turn, would blame her because he went without
breakfast every morning. That was a constant source of suf-
fering for unhappy Mari, and the cause of many arguments

between man and wife.
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12 : The War between the Animals

nce upon a time, a heavy animal—either a camel
or a horse, no one knows for certain—was graz-
ing in a meadow when he accidentally stepped
on a tiny beetle.

The unhappy beetle shouted his complaint, “Ayt Ay! Lift
your foot for you are crushing me beneath your hoof!” But
the animal played deaf.

“So that’s how it is, eh?” chattered the beetie nervously
as he worked his way out from under the trap of the
heavy foot.

Once free, the beetle called a clandestine meeting of all
creatures smaller than a fox. The outcome of the meeting
was unanimous and categorical. They decided to declare
war on all animals larger than a fox.

Once the challenge was officially announced, both sides
prepared for the attack. The large animals gathered on one
mountain and the small ones on another, and both warring
forces maintained their positions in the face of the opposi-
tion. The larger animals then agreed to send the fox behind
enemy lines as a spy to learn the number and type of the
enemy forces. The fox departed to carry out his mission,
but he had the bad luck of being discovered by the smaller
animals. The bees and mosquitoes immediately launched
an attack. They riddled the poor fox’s body with stings and
sent him fleeing, but not before he gave a tragic display of
aerial leaps and jumps.

On his way to the enemy’s mountain, the fox had carried
his tail proudly aloft, but now on his return to his own side
it was tucked shamefully between his legs, for he was hu-
miliated by the beating he had received. Once he reached
his own camp, his comrades asked impatiently, “Tell us,
how did it go?”
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13 : The Wolf, the Bear, and the Fox

nce upon a time, a wolf; a bear, and a fox were

working together, clearing the land and breaking

up the earth. Around noon, the fox went to pre-

pare their meal. He improvised the meal around an earthen

bowl of yogurt that he had stolen from a shepherd’s hut.

But it looked so appetizing that he could not resist the

temptation to taste it. He ate a little bit, and then a little

bit more, until half the yogurt was gone. Then he took the

remaining yogurt out of the bowl, filled the vessel halfway
up with cow dung, and spread the yogurt over the top.

The wolf and the bear came to eat, and the fox asked
them which they preferred—the top, the middle, or the
bottom.

The bear said, “I prefer the bottom.”

The wolf'said, “I prefer the middle.”

And the fox hastened to add, “Well, I prefer the top.” So
the fox ate the yogurt that was on the top and left the cow
dung for the others.

When the wolf and the bear recognized the contents of
the bowl, they began to chase the fox. The wolf managed to
seize the fox by one paw, and the fox said to him, “Let go
of that paw and grab me by the other.” As soon as the wolf
let go of the paw, the fox sped away like a shot.

They continued the chase until they reached a river,
which the fox jumped over in a single leap while wagering
with the others, “Let’s see who can pass gas the loudest
while we are jumping across!”

Of course, the fox won the bet.

At last, the fox reached the refuge of his burrow. The wolf
and the bear prepared a bonfire at the mouth of his den
with the intention of burning him alive. But the fox called
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14 : The Wolf, the Fox, and the Woodcutter

ne day a man was chopping firewood while a fox

and a wolf watched him from a small hill. The

wolf suggested to the fox, “We should kill that
man and eat him.”

The fox replied, “I don’t trust that man very much be-
cause he has blue hair.”

So the wolf went down to where the man was and ex-
pressed his desire to devour him.

“Iinvite you to eat fried ham with me instead,” said the
woodcutter, “but first we need to cut firewood to make
a fire.”

“That sounds fine to me,” said the wolf.

The man began to split a log and asked the wolf to put
his front legs in the crack of the log to make his job easier.
The wolf placed his front legs in the crack, and at that same
instant, the man pulled his axe free, leaving the wolf’s front
legs stuck in the log. The man then took that opportunity
to cut the wolf’s throat.
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Stories

hen it comes time to write about the story in

literature, we are bound by three distinct fron-

tiers whose lines are, nevertheless, difficult to
determine. On the one hand there is the difficulty of ex-
tracting from the story the historical roots that give it sub-
stance, roots whose presence has been veiled by the tangle
of fiction. Secondly, it is not an easy task to differentiate
the characteristics that define and clarify the fields of story
and legend. For some literary theorists, a story is any narra-
tion that sets down real or imaginary events, among which
reality or a strong sense of possibility prevails. Legend, on
the other hand, would be the telling of any event that con-
tains a supernatural element or the intervention of a figure
who is more than human.

For my uncle José Miguel de Barandiaran, a story is any
popular narration whose characters, location, and time
frame are undetermined, as in these popular introductory
phrases: Antzifian . . . (“In the old days . . .”); Etxe baten . . .
(“In a certain house . . .”); Aita bat iru semekin bizi ementzan . . .
(“They say a father lived here with his three sons . . .”).

On the other hand, in a legend the characters and the
location are specified. Furthermore, the Basque story has a
hallowed formula with which the tale often begins, as well
as a formulaic ending that brings the narration to a close.

In this collection, I have omitted such formulas in the
interest of greater clarity. However, I will give some ex-
amples of them here.

Formulas for beginning a story:

Munduan asko bezela . . . (“Like many in the world . . .”)
_(Used in Ataun)
Antxifien munduen asko lez . . . (“Like many in the world in

the old days . . .”) (Used in Elantxobe)
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Munduan asko lez, arto koxko lez . . . (“Like many in the world,
like an ear of corn . . .”) (Used in Kortézubi)
Formulas for ending a story:

Oi ala bazan,

sartu deilla kalabazan,

d’ata deilla

Bitoriko plazan.

(“If this was the way it happened, jump into a pumpkin
and jump out in the plaza of Vitoria.”) (Used in Atdun)

Ori alan ixen bazan

sartu deitela kalabazan

eta urten deyela

Derio’ko plazan.

(“If this was the way it happened, jump into a pumpkin
and jump out in the plaza of Derio.”) (Used in Bermeo)

Finally, we must affirm that in spite of the Basques’ sus-
tained devotion to their legends and stories, their surround-
ings cannot be definitively established as if the stories were
told only within the borders of the Basque Country. No
people can remain so isolated that they do not feel their
neighbors’ influence. And this is especially true when we
speak of the cultural influence of one people upon another.

Regarding this theme, my uncle writes, “A story cannot
rightly be considered exclusively Basque, or of Basque ori-
gin, just because it was collected among our people, until
after the necessary research we see that no similar story
exists or has ever existed elsewhere, or that the story was
produced here and later spread through other lands.”

Nor can we accept the criterion of those folklorists who
reject a popular story for the simple reason that its themes
have already been treated by Calleja or appeared in Ander-
sen’s collections. In this anthology, for example, there ap-
pear the stories of a Cinderella story and a female version of
Tom Thumb named Baratxuri, both of which are traditional

in any collection of this genre.
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1 : Makilakixki

father once lived in a house with his three sons.

The oldest son went far away to work as a servant.

After he spent a year in service to a certain house-
hold, he was given a burro as his salary. But this was a
unique burro: one had only to say, “Give me gold,” and the
burro would immediately defecate it.

One evening while returning to his father’s house, the
servant took a room for the night in an isolated inn. Before
retiring to his room, he warned the innkeeper, “Don’t even
think of saying ‘Give me gold’ to my burro.”

But as soon as the young man had shut himself in his
room, the innkeeper approached the burro to take advan-
tage of its secret. “Give me gold,” said the master of the
house, half curious and half greedy. And at that very instant,
the burro produced an abundance of gold. The shrewd inn-
keeper immediately hid the burro and replaced it with a
look-alike.

The following morning when the young man left his
room and saw the burro, he did not notice any change.
And so, in good spirits, he set off on the road toward his
father’s house.

As soon as he arrived home, he wasted no time in telling
his father and his brothers about the gold mine that he had
discovered in his burro. He immediately lay a sheet on the
floor and prepared to give them a demonstration, placing
the burro in the center of the sheet in such a way that it
could produce the desired gold.

“Give me gold,” said the young man to the burro, but the
burro did not produce gold. The young man persisted, re-
peating his formula to the burro, but instead of producing
the desired gold, the burro produced only manure.

Later, the second son went away to work as a servant. At
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the end of a year, his master gave him a table in payment
for his services. This table also had unique and mysterious
qualities. If he said, “Prepare dinner” to the table, it would
obey, and in doing so it offered a complete table service
along with the meal it prepared.

While returning to his father’s house, this young man
stopped to spend the night in the same inn where his
brother’s burro had been stolen. Before going to bed, he
warned the innkeeper, “Don’t even think of saying ‘Prepare
dinner’ to my table.”

But as soon as the young man retired for a good night’s
sleep, the innkeeper cautiously approached the table and
pronounced the magic words, “Prepare dinner.” At that
very instant the table offered up a succulent meal. As he
had done the time before, the innkeeper hid the table and
replaced it with a look-alike.

The following morning, the young man took the table
and set off on the road home. When he arrived, he could not
hide his excitement over acquiring his mysterious piece of
furniture, and he wanted to demonstrate its secret powers
to his family. He commanded the table, “Prepare dinner!”
But the table stood still and empty, and did not prepare any
kind of meal whatsoever. As you would expect, the poor
young man was saddened and shamed by his failure.

Finally, the youngest brother decided to go to work as
a servant. When he finished his year of service, his mas-
ter gave him a stick. But this stick had exceptional powers:
he had only to pronounce the word “Makilakixki” in the
presence of the stick, and it would begin raining blows on
everyone in its vicinity. The only one it would not strike
was its young owner.

As luck would have it, on his trip home the youngest son
also spent the night in the same inn where his brothers had
been robbed.

On this occasion as well, before going to bed the young
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man warned the innkeeper, “Do not address my stick by
the name ‘Makilakixki'.”

“Don’t worry,” the innkeeper assured him. But once
more, the owner of the inn betrayed the yourig man. He
approached the stick and shouted “Makilakixki!”

Obeying the voice that called to it, the stick began to beat
everything and everyone it encountered, beginning with
the innkeeper and moving on to his servants. There is no
need to describe the confusion caused by this mysterious
stick. The innkeeper ran in search of its young owner to ask
him to stop the punishing rod. It was then that the young
man demanded that the innkeeper return the burro and
the table stolen from the young man’s brothers or else the
stick would continue to hand out its punishment.

And that was how the rascally innkeeper returned the
burro and the table he had stolen. The youngest son re-
turned home happily with his stick, the table, and the
burro. And from that moment on, happiness dwelt in
the house.
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2 : The Unloved Daughter-in-Law

here was once a young married couple who lived

with the husband’s mother. One day, the husband

had to leave home and go on a long journey to
a distant land. Thus the daughter-in-law remained in the
mother-in-law’s home.

A few days after the husband’s departure, the daughter-
in-law gave birth to two babies, aboy and a girl. The mother-
in-law hated her daughter-in-law so much that she could
not bear to look at her. For that reason, when she notified
her son that his wife had given birth, she added maliciously
that the offspring were a dog and a cat. Terrified by this
news, the husband ordered his mother to throw his wife
out of their home. In fact, the mother-in-law ordered a
servant to conduct her daughter-in-law and the two chil-
dren to a remote mountain and kill the three of them.
Moreover, she demanded that the servant bring back her
daughter-in-law’s heart and both her hands.

And so the servant set off down the road with the
daughter-in-law, her two babes, and a little dog to keep
them company. When they arrived at the mountain, the
servant revealed his orders to the daughter-in-law. Sobbing
miserably, the unhappy woman begged him to kill her but
let her two children live.

The servant felt sorry for the daughter-in-law, but he was
afraid of the old woman. Then it occurred to him to cut off
the mother’s two hands and tear out the little dog’s heart.
In that way the mother and her two children would live.
And in fact, it was no sooner said than done. Afterward,
the servant hung two straw knapsacks from the mother’s
neck and placed one of the babes in the front and the other
behind. Then he left them alone on the mountain.

The poor mother wandered over the mountain with her
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little ones in their baskets. As she approached a river, the
babies cried, “Water! Water!” The mother knelt down at the
bank of the river so that her children could sip at the water,
but as luck would have it, the two children slipped from
their baskets into the water and drowned before her eyes.

The poor mother sat down on an outcrop of rock and
began to cry inconsolably. At that moment, an extraordi-
narily beautiful woman holding a small wand in her hand
appeared on the opposite bank of the river.

“What are you doing there?” she asked.

The mother recounted her misfortune.

“Put your right arm in the water,” said the beautiful
woman.

The unfortunate mother obeyed and a moment later
raised her arm from the water with her delicate hand at-
tached.

“Put your other arm in also,” the beautiful woman com-
manded again.

And once again the mother pulled her arm from the
water with her hand attached. Immediately, she plunged
both arms in the river and pulled her two babies out alive.

Then the beautiful woman told her, “Take this wand.
Carry it with you to that mountain. On top of the moun-
tain you will find a wide flat space. Trace a line with the
wand in the middle of that clearing, and you will instantly
have the house that you need.” Having said this, the woman
disappeared. She was, of course, the Virgin Mary.

Following her instructions, the mother climbed to the
top of the mountain and traced a line in the earth, and
to her astonishment a precious white house suddenly ap-
peared before her eyes. The mother and her children lived
there for many years. The boy and the girl both grew up to
be more beautiful than the sun.

Then one day three hunters appeared on the mountain.
When night fell they asked for lodging in the house on the
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summit. The lady of the house befriended them and took
them in.

Soon after the hunters had dined, one of them knocked
on the lady’s door and went in to her room. She then said
to him, “Close that window.”

The hunter closed the window, but no sooner had he
done so than it flew open again. And so, he spent the whole
night trying to close the window.

The next day the three hunters returned again to spend
the night at the house. That night the second hunter
knocked on the lady’s door, but he also spent the night
closing the window.

On the third night, the third hunter knocked on the
lady’s door, but she did not charge this fellow with closing
the window.

The next morning, the boy of the house approached the
third hunter with a pitcher in his hands and said, “Father,
here is some water to wash your face and hands.”

Next, the girl approached him and offered him a towel,
saying, “Father, take this towel to dry your hands and face.”

The hunter could not hide his surprise at hearing the
children speak those words, so he asked the lady of the
house for an explanation, and it was then that the woman
told him the disastrous story of her life.

The hunter realized the truth, then, that he had been ma-
liciously deceived by his mother, and at that very instant he
took his wife and his children home with him to his house.
As for the witch-like mother-in-law, he ordered her to be

burned in the middle of the town square.
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3 : Kastillopranko

n a certain town there lived a young man with a reputa-

tion for gambling. One night, as he left the casino after

losing all his money, he ran into a sturdy fellow on the
stairs. The two of them began a conversation.

“I am Kastillopranko,” the sturdy fellow introduced him-
self. “I promise you thatif tomorrow you come to my house
before I have my second boot on and do three things for
me that I will order you to do, you will recover the entire
fortune that you have lost.”

Having said that, Kastillopranko disappeared.

The young man began to inquire as to the whereabouts
of Kastillopranko’s house, but no one knew how to find it.
One person indicated that there was a shelter for animals
on a certain mountain and that, perhaps, one of the wild
beasts would have news of Kastillopranko.

The young man headed at once for the mountain shelter.
He knocked on the door and a crow appeared. He asked
the crow about the location of Kastillopranko’s house. The
crow answered that he did not know, but perhaps his
brother the winged lion could shed some light on it. So he
went to ask the lion.

“Yes,” answered the lion, “I know where Kastillopranko
lives, but the road is very long, and if you wish me to take
you there, you will have to provide me with an ox to eat
along the way.”

The yo