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his is the only comprehensive edition
l available in English of the classic Rus-
sian folk and fairy tales collected by
Aleksandr Afanasev, the Russian counterpart
to the brothers Grimm. Reissued thirty years
after its initial publication, it is also one of the
most popular volumes of fairy tales today.
“The tale is an invention; the song, a truth;
declares an old Russian proverb. This reper-
tory of tales both familiar and unfamiliar to
the Western world presents the Russian
people in all their manifold wealth. With fan-
ciful ornamentation and ceremonial style, this
collection introduces the Russian versions of
such universal fairy-tale figures as witches
and heroes, soldiers and fishermen, peasants
and kings, beggars and thieves, as well as such

unique Russian creations as Koshchey the
Deathless, Baba Yaga, the Swan Maiden, and
the splendid Fu'eblrd Rich and robust, these
lmmortal tales are a storehouse of psychologl-
cal and historical experience, opening a color-
ful new world of unagmatwe folklore for

young and old alike.
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THE WONDROUS WONDER,
THE MARVELOUS MARV EL

and precious goods, traveling with his wares every year

to foreign lands. One day he fitted out a ship, made
ready for his voyage, and said to his wife: “Tell me, my joy,
what shall I bring you as a gift from foreign lands?” The mer-
chant’s wife answered: “In your house I have all I want and
enough of everything! But if you want to gladden my heart,
buy me a wondrous wonder, a marvelous marvel.” “Very well.
If I find one, I shall buy it.”

The merchant traveled beyond thrice nine lands, to the
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thrice tenth kingdom, sailed into a great and wealthy port,
sold all of his cargo, bought a new one, and loaded his ship.
Then he walked through the city and thought: “Where shall
I find a wondrous wonder, a marvelous marvel?”” He met an
old man, who asked him: “What are you pondering about,
what makes you so sad, my good young man?” “How can I
help being sad?” answered the merchant. “l am looking for a
wondrous wonder, a marvelous marvel to buy for my wife,
but I do not know where to find one.” “Eh, you should have
told me that in the first place ! Come with me. I have a wondrous
wonder, a marvelous marvel, and since you must have it, I will
sell it to you.”

The old man led the merchant to his house and said: “Do
you see that goose walking in my yard?” *“I do.” “Now see
what’s going to happen to it. Hey, goose, come here!” And the
goose came into the room. The old man took a roasting pan and
again spoke to the goose: “Hey, goose, lie down in the roasting
pan.” And the goose lay down in the roasting pan. The old
man put it in the oven, roasted the goose, took it out, and set
it on the table. “Now, merchant,” said the old man, “let us sit
down and eat. Only do not throw the bonés under the table;
instead, gather them all into one pile.” So they sat at the table
and between them ate the whole goose. Then the old man took
the picked bones, wrapped them in the tablecloth, threw them
on the floor, and said: “Hey, goose! Get up, shake your wings,
and go out into the yard!” The goose got up, shook its wings,
and went into the yard as though it had never been in the oven!
“Indeed, my host, yours is a wondrous wonder, a marvelous
marvel,” said the merchant, and began to bargain with him
for the goose, which he finally bought for a high price. Then
he took the goose with him aboard ship and sailed back to his
native land.

He returned home, greeted his wife, gave her the goose, and
told her that with this bird she could have a roast every day
without spending a penny—*Just roast it, and it will come
to life again!” Next day the merchant went to his stall in the
bazaar and in his absence his wife’s lover came to see her. She
welcomed him with great joy, and offered to prepare a roast
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goose for him. She leaned out of the window and called:
“Goose, come here!” And the goose came into the room. “Goose,
lie down in the roasting pan!” But the goose refused. The mer-
chant’s wife grew angry and struck it with the roasting pan.
As she did so, one end of the pan stuck to the goose and the
other to her. It stuck so fast that she could not in any way pull
herself loose from it. “Oh, sweetheart,” cried the merchant’s
wife, “wrench me loose from this roasting pan! That accursed
goose must be bewitched!” The lover grasped the merchant’s
wife with his two hands to wrench her loose from the roasting
pan, but he himself stuck to her.

The goose ran out into the yard, then into the street, and
dragged them both to the bazaar. The clerks saw their plight
and rushed forward to separate them, but whoever touched
them stuck to them. A crowd gathered to look at this wonder,
and the merchant too came out of his stall. He saw that some-
thing was wrong. Who were all these new friends of his
wife’s? “Confess everything,” he said, “otherwise you will stay
stuck together like this forever.”” There was no way out of it,
so the merchant’s wife confessed her guilt. Then the merchant
pulled them apart, soundly thrashed the lover, took his wife
home and gave her a good hiding too, repeating with each blow:
“Here is your wondrous wonder, your marvelous marvel!”

THE FOX PHYSICIAN

NCE UPON A TIME there was an old man who lived with
his old wife. The husband planted a head of cabbage
in the cellar and the wife planted one in an ash bin.

The old woman’s cabbage withered away completely, but the
old man’s grew and grew till it reached the floor above the
cellar. Then the old man took an ax and cut a hole right over
the cabbage. Again the cabbage grew and grew until it reached
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the ceiling; again the old man took an ax and cut a hole right
above the cabbage. Again the cabbage grew and grew until 1t
reached the sky. How could the old man look at the top of his
cabbage now? He climbed and climbed up the stalk until he
reached the sky, cut a hole in the sky, and climbed out there.
He looked about him. Millstones were standing all around;
whenever they gave a turn, a cake and a slice of bread with sour
cream and butter appeared, and on top of these a pot of gruel.
The old man ate and drank his fill and lay down to sleep.

When he had slept enough, he climbed down to the ground
and said: “Old woman, old woman! What a good life one leads
in heaven! There are millstones there; each time they turn, one
finds a cake, a slice of bread with sour cream and butter, and on
top a pot of gruel.” “How can I get there, old man?” “Sit in the
bag, old woman; I will carry you there.” The old woman
thought for a while, then seated herself in the bag. The old man
took the bag in his teeth and began to climb to heaven. He
climbed and climbed—he climbed for a long time. The old
woman grew weary, and asked: “Is it still far, old man?” “It’s
still far, old woman.” Again he climbed and climbed, and
climbed and climbed. “Is it still far, old man?” *Still half way
to go!” And again he climbed and climbed, and climbed and
climbed. The old woman asked a third time: “Is it still far, old
man?” He was about to say “Not far,” when the bag dropped
out of his teeth. The old woman fell to the ground and was
smashed to bits.The old man climbed down the stalk and picked
up the bag, but in it there were only bones, and even they were
broken into little pieces.

The old man set out for home, weeping bitterly. On his way
he met a fox, and she asked him: “Why are you weeping, old
man?” “How can I help weeping? My old woman has been
smashed to pieces.” “Be quiet, I will heal her.” The old man
threw himself at the fox’s feet: “Heal her, I will give you any-
thing you ask in return.” “Well, heat up a bath, put out a bag
of oatmeal, and a crock of butter, and put the 0ld woman beside
it, and stand behind the door, but don’t look in.”

The old man heated a bath, brought what was called for,
and stood behind the door. The fox entered the bathhouse,
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latched the door, and began to wash the old woman’s bones.
Actually she did not wash them so much as lick them clean.
From behind the door the old man called: “How is the old
woman?” “She is stirring!” answered the fox. She finished
eating the old woman, gathered the bones together, piled them
up in a corner, and began to prepare a hasty pudding. The old
man waited and waited, and finally called: “How is the old
woman?” “She is sitting up,” answered the fox, and spooned
up the rest of the pudding. When she had finished eating she
said: “Old man, open the door wide.”” He opened it and the fox
leaped out of the bathhouse and ran home. The old man en-
tered the bathhouse and looked around. All he found of his
old wife were her bones under the bench, and even they were
licked clean; the oatmeal and the butter were gone. The old
man remained alone in his misery.

THE DEATH OF THE COCK

Suddenly the cock began to choke on a bean. The hen

was sorry for him, so she went to the river to ask for
some water. The river answered: “Go to the lime tree and ask
for a leaf; then I will give you some water.”

The hen went to the lime tree. “Lime tree, lime tree, give
me a leaf; I will take it to the river and the river will give me
water ; I will take the water to the cock, who is choking on a
bean—he cannot breathe and he cannot sneeze, he is lying like
one dead!” The lime tree answered: “Go to the dairymaid
and ask for some thread; then I will give you a leaf.”

The hen went to the dairymaid. “Dairymaid, dairymaid,
give me some thread; I will take it to the lime tree, and it will
give me a leaf; I will take the leaf to the river, and the river
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will give me water; I will take the water to the cock, who is
choking on a bean—he cannot breathe and he cannot sneeze,
he is lying like one dead!” The dairymaid answered: “Go to
the cow and ask for some milk ; then I will give you the thread.”

The hen went to the cow: “Cow, cow, give me some milk; I
will take it to the dairymaid, who will give me some thread; I
will take the thread to the lime tree, and it will give me a leaf;
I will take the leaf to the river, and the river will give me
water; I will take the water to the cock, who is choking on a
bean—he cannot breathe and he cannot sneeze, he 1s lying
like one dead!” The cow answered: “Go to the mowers and
ask them for some hay; then I will give you the milk.”

The hen went to the mowers: “Mowers, mowers, give me
some hay ; I will take it to the cow, who will give me some milk;
I will take the milk to the dairymaid, who will give me some
thread; I will take the thread to the lime tree, and it will give
me a leaf; I will take the leaf to the river, and the river will
give me water ; I will take the water to the cock, who is choking
on a bean—he cannot breathe and he cannot sneeze, he is
lying like one dead!” The mowers answered: “Go to the smiths,
bid them forge a scythe. Then we will give you the hay.”

The hen went to the smiths: “Smiths, smiths, forge me a
scythe; I will take it to the mowers, who will give me some
hay; I will take the hay to the cow, who will give me some
milk; I will take the milk to the dairymaid, who will give me
some thread ; I will take the thread to the lime tree, and it will
give me a leaf; I will take the leaf to the river, and the river
will give me water; I will take the water to the cock, who is
choking on a bean—he cannot breathe and he cannot sneeze,
he is lying like one dead!” The smiths answered: “Go to the
Laians* and ask them for some coal. Then we will forge you a
scythe.”

The hen went to the Laians: “Laians, Laians, give me some
coal ; I will take it to the smiths, who will forge me a scythe; I

*Inhabitants of the village of Laia—near the river Laia, a confluent
of the northern Dvina—who extracted coal for the smithies in the port

of Archangel.
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will take the scythe to the mowers, who will give me some hay;
I will take the hay to the cow, who will give me seme milk; I
will take the milk to the dairymaid, who will give me some
thread; I will take the thread to the lime tree, and it will give
me a leaf; I will take the leaf to the river and the river will
give me water; I will take the water to the cock who is choking
on a bean—he cannot breathe and he cannot sneeze, he is
lying like one dead!”

The Laians gave her some coal. The hen took the coal to
the smiths and the smiths forged her a scythe. She took the
scythe to the mowers and the mowers mowed some hay for
her. She took the hay to the cow and the cow gave her some
milk. She took the milk to the dairymaid and the dairymaid
gave her some thread. She took the thread to the lime tree
and the lime tree gave her a leaf. She took the leaf to the river
and the river gave her some water. She took the water to the
cock. But he was lying there quite still, neither panting nor
breathing. He had choked to death on a bean!




MISERY

brothers; one was poor and the other rich. The rich one

went to live in the town, built himself a big house, and
joined the merchants’ guild. But the poor one often had not
even a piece of bread in his house, and his little children some-
times wept and begged for something to eat. From morning till
night this peasant struggled like a fish against ice, but he never
could earn anything. One day he said to his wife: “I will go to
the town and ask my brother for help.” He came to the rich
man and said: “Ah, my own brother, help me a little in my
misery ; my wife and children are without bread, they go hungry
for days on end.” “Work in my house this week, then I will
help you.” What could the poor man do? He set to work, swept
the yard, curried the horses, carried water, and chopped wood.
At the end of the week the rich brother gave him one loaf of
bread. “This is for your work!” he said. “Thank you even for
that,” said the poor brother; he bowed low before the rich
man and was about to go home. “Wait a minute! Come to visit
me tomorrow and bring your wife with you. Tomorrow is my
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name day.” “Eh, little brother, I don’t belong here, you know
it well. Your other guests will be merchants in boots and fur
coats, and I wear plain linden bark shoes and a wretched gray
caftan.” “Never mind. Come; there will be a place for you.”
“Very well then, brother, I will come.”

The poor man returned home, gave the loaf of bread to his
wife, and said: “Listen, wife, we are invited to a feast tomor-
row.” “To a feast? Who has invited us?” “My brother. Tomor-
row is his name day.” “Very well, then, we’ll go.” Next morn-
ing they rose and went to the town; they came to their rich
brother’s house, congratulated him, and sat down on a bench.
Many prominent guests were already seated at the table. The
host served them all abundantly, but he forgot even to think
about his poor brother and sister-in-law, and did not offer them
anything; they just sat and watched the others eating and drink-
ing. The dinner was over, the guests began to rise from table,
and to thank the host and hostess. The poor man too rose from
his bench and bowed to the ground before his brother. The
guests went home, drunken and merry; they were noisy and
sang songs.

The poor man, however, went home with an empty stomach.
He said to his wife: “Let us sing a song too.” “Eh, you block-
head! The others are singing because they ate savory dishes and
drank their fill. What gives you the idea of singing?” “Well,
after all, I have been at my brother’s feast; I am ashamed to
walk without singing. If I sing, everyone will think that I too
had a good time.” “Well, sing if you must, but I won’t.”” The
peasant began singing a song and heard two voices. He stopped
and asked his wife: “Was it you who accompanied me in a thin
voice?” “What is the matter with you? I wouldn’t think of
singing a note!” “Then who was it?” “I don’t know,” said the
woman, “but sing again, I will listen.” He sang again, and
although he alone sang, two voices could be heard. He stopped
and said: “Is it you, Misery, who are singing with me?” Misery
answered: “Aye, master, I am singing with you.” “Well, Misery,
let us walk together.” “We shall, master. I will never desert
you now.”

The peasant came home, and Misery asked him to go to the
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tavern with him. The peasant answered: “I have no money.”
“Qh, little peasant! What do you need money for? I see you
have a sheepskin, but of what use is it? Summer will be here
scon, you will not wear it anyhow. Let us go to the tavern and
sell the sheepskin.” The peasant and Misery went to the tavern
and drank away the sheepskin. On the following day Misery
began to moan that his head ached from drinking, and he again
called upon his master to drink some wine. “I have no money,”
said the peasant. “What do we need money for? Take your
sledge and cart—those will do.”” There was nothing to be done,
the peasant could not rid himself of Misery ; he took his sledge
and cart, dragged them to the tavern, and drank them away
with his companion. The following morning Misery moaned
even more and called upon his master to go drinking again;
the peasant drank away his harrow and plow. Before a month
had gone by, he had squandered everything; he had even
pawned his hut to a neighbor and taken the money to the
tavern. But Misery again pressed him: “Come, let us go to the
tavern.” “No, Misery, do as you like, there is nothing more to
sell.” “Why, has not your wife two dresses? Leave her one, and
the second we will drink away.” The peasant took one dress,
drank it away, and thought: “Now I am cleaned out! I have
neither house nor home, nothing is left to me or my wife!”
Next morning Misery awoke, saw that the peasant had
nothing left to be taken away, and said: “Master!” “What is it,
Misery?”” “Listen to me. Go to your neighbor and ask him for
his cart and oxen.” The peasant went to his neighbor and said:
“Give me a cart and a pair of oxen for a short time ; I will work
a week to pay you for the hire of them.” “What do you need
them for?” “To go to the woods for some logs.” “Very well,
take them; but don’t overload the cart.” “Of course I won’t,
my benefactor!” He brought the pair of oxen, sat with Misery
on the cart, and drove into the open field. “Master,” said
Misery, “do you know the big stone in this field?”” “Of course 1
know it.” “Then go straight to it.” They came to the stone,
stopped, and climbed down from the cart. Misery ordered the
peasant to lift the stone. The peasant lifted it with Misery’s
help; under it they saw a ditch filled to the brim with gold.
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“Well, why do you stare?” said Misery. “Hurry up and get it
into the cart.”

The peasant set to work and filled the cart with gold. He
took everything out of the ditch, down to the last ruble; when
he saw that nothing was left, he said: “Have a look, Misery, is
there any money left?”” Misery leaned over the ditch. “Where ?”’
he said. “I cannot see anything.” “But it’s shining there in the
corner.” “No, I don’t see it.”” “Crawl into the ditch, then you
will see it.” Misery crawled into the ditch; he no sooner had
got in than the peasant covered him with the stone. “That way
it will be better,” said the peasant, “for if I take you with me,
miserable Misery, you will drink away all this fortune, even
though it will take a long time.” The peasant came home,
stored the money in his cellar, took the oxen back to his neigh-
bor, and began to consider how to establish himself in society.
He bought wood, built himself a large wooden house, and lived
twice as richly as his brother.

After some time, a long time or a short time, he went to the
town to invite his brother and sister-in-law to his name day
feast. “What an idea!” his rich brother said to him. “You have
nothing to eat, yet you are celebrating your name day.” “True,
at one time I had nothing to eat, but now, thank God, I am no
worse off then you. Come and you will see.” “Very well then,
I will come.” The next day the rich brother and his wife came
to the name day feast; and lo and behold, the once wretched
man had a large wooden house, new and lofty, such as not every
merchant has! The peasant gave them a royal feast, fed them
with all kinds of viands, and set various meads and wines be-
fore them. The rich brother asked him: “Tell me, please, how
did you become so wealthy?”” The peasant told him truthfully
how miserable Misery had attached himself to him, how he
had led him to drink away all his possessions, down to the last
thread, till nothing was left but the soul in his body, how Misery
had shown him the treasure in the open field, how he had then
taken the treasure and got rid of Misery.

The rich man was envious. He thought to himself: “I will
go to the open field, lift the stone, and let Misery out—Iet him
ruin my brother completely, so that he will not dare to boast of
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his riches to me.”” He sent his wife home, and rushed to the
field ; he drove to the big stone, turned it to one side, and stooped
to see what was beneath it. Before he could bend his head all
the way down, Misery jumped out and sat on his neck. “Ah,”
he shrieked, “you wanted to starve me to death in there, but
I’ll never leave you now.” “Listen, Misery,” said the merchant.
“in truth it was not I who imprisoned you beneath that stone.”
“Who then did it, if not you?” “It was my brother who im-
prisoned you, and I came for the express purpose of freeing
you.” “No, you are lying! You cheated me once, but you won’t
cheat me again!” Misery sat securely on the rich man’s neck;
the rich man carried him home, and his fortune began to
dwindle away. From early morning Misery applied himself to
his task ; every day he called upon the merchant to drink, and
much of his wealth went to the tavern keeper. “This is no way
to live,” thought the merchant. “It seems to me that I have suf-
ficiently amused Misery. It is high time I separated from him
—but how?”

He thought and thought and finally had an idea. He went
out into his broad courtyard, cleft two oaken spikes, took a
new wheel, and drove a spike into the hollow shaft that went
through the hub of the wheel. He came to Misery. “Why,
Misery, do you always lie on your side?” “What else shall I
do?” “What else? Come into the courtyard and play hide-and-
seek with me.” Misery was delighted with this idea. They
went into the yard. First the merchant hid; Misery found him
at once, and now it was Misery’s turn to hide. “Well,” he said,
“you won’t find me so soon. I can get into any hole, no matter
how small!” “You’re bragging,” said the merchant. “You can’t
even get into that wheel, let alone a hole.” “I can’t get into that
wheel? Just wait and see how I shall hide.” Misery crawled
into the hollow shaft; the merchant drove another oaken spike
into the other end of the hollow shaft, picked up the wheel,
and cast it together with Misery into the river. Misery drowned,
and the merchant lived again as of old.
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THE CASTLE OF THE FLY

to the castle the Crawling Louse. “Who, who’s in the

castle? Who, who’s in your house?” said the Crawling
Louse. “l, I, the Languishing Fly. And who art thou?” “I’m the
Crawling Louse.”

Then came to the castle the Leaping Flea. “Who, who’s in
the castle?”” said the Leaping Flea. “I, I, the Languishing Fly,
and I, the Crawling Louse. And who art thou?” “I’m the Leap-
ing Flea.”

Then came to the castle the Mischievous Mosquito. “Who,
who’s in the castle?”” said the Mischievous Mosquito. “I, I, the
Languishing Fly, and I, the Crawling Louse, and I, the Leaping
Flea. And who art thou?” “I’m the Mischievous Mosquito.”

Then came to the castle the Murmuring Mouse. “Who, who’s
in the castle?” said the Murmuring Mouse. “I, I, the Languish-
ing Fly, and I, the Crawling Louse, and I, the Leaping Flea,
and I, the Mischievous Mosquito. And who art thou?” “I’'m
the Murmuring Mouse.”

Then came to the castle the Wriggly Lizard. “Who, who’s
in the castle?” said the Wriggly Lizard. “I, I the Languishing
Fly, and I, the Crawling Louse, and I, the Leaping Flea, and
I, the Mischievous Mosquito, and I, the Murmuring Mouse.
And who art thou?” “I'm the Wriggly Lizard.”

Then came to the castle Patricia Fox. “Who, who’s in the
castle?”” said Patricia Fox. “l, I, the Languishing Fly, and I,
the Crawling Louse, and I, the Leaping Flea, and I, the Mis.
chievous Mosquito, and I, the Murmuring Mouse, and I, the
Wriggly Lizard. And who art thou?” “I’'m Patricia Fox.”

Then came to the castle Highjump the Hare. “Who, who’s
in the castle?”” said Highjump the Hare. “L, I, the Languishing
Fly, and I, the Crawling Louse, and I, the Leaping Flea, and I,
the Mischievous Mosquito, and I, the Murmuring Mouse, and
I, the Wriggly Lizard, and I, Patricia Fox. And who art thou?”
“I’'m Highjump the Hare.”

g FLY BUILT a castle, a tall and mighty castle. There came



Then came to the castle Wolf Graytail. “Who, who’s in the
castle ?”” said Wolf Graytail. “I, 1, the Languishing Fly, and I,
the Crawling Louse, and I, the Leaping Flea, and I, the Mis-
chievous Mosquito, and I, the Murmuring Mouse, and I, the
Wriggly Lizard, and I, Patricia Fox, and I, Highjump the Hare.
And who art thou?” “I’'m Wolf Graytail.”

Then came to the castle Bear Thicklegs. “Who, who’s in
the castle?”” said Bear Thicklegs. “I, I, the Languishing Fly,
and I, the Crawling Louse, and I, the Leaping Flea, and 1, the
Mischievous Mosquito, and I, the Murmuring Mouse, and I,
the Wriggly Lizard, and I, Patricia Fox, and 1, Highjump the
Hare, and I, Wolf Graytail. And who art thou?”

“I’m Rumbling Thunder! I’ll tumble you under! I'm Bear
Thicklegs!” And he laid his thick paw on the castle, and

smashed it!

THE TURNIP

it. He took hold of it and pulled and pulled, but he

couldn’t pull it out. Grandfather called grandmother;
grandmother pulled grandfather, and grandfather pulled the
turnip. They pulled and pulled, but they couldn’t pull it out.
Then their granddaughter came ; she pulled grandma, grandma
pulled grandpa, grandpa pulled the turnip; they pulled and
they pulled, but they couldn’t pull it out. Then the puppy
came; he pulled the granddaughter, she pulled grandma,
grandma pulled grandpa, grandpa pulled the turnip; they
pulled and they pulled, but they couldn’t pull it out. Then a
beetle came; the beetle pulled the puppy, the puppy pulled
the granddaughter, she pulled grandma, grandma pulled
grandpa, grandpa pulled the turnip; they pulled and they
pulled, but they couldn’t pull it out. Then came a second beetle.
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The second beetle pulled the first beetle, the first beetle pulled
the puppy, the puppy pulled the granddaughter, she pulled
grandma, grandma pulled grandpa, grandpa pulled the turnip;
they pulled and they pulled, but they couldn’t pull it out. (Re-
peated for a third beetle, and a fourth.) Then the fifth beetle
came. He pulled the fourth beetle, the fourtn beetle pulled the
third, the third pulled the second, the second pulled the first,
the first beetle pulled the puppy, the puppy pulled the grand-
daughter, she pulled grandma, grandma pulled grandpa,
grandpa pulled the turnip; they pulled and they pulled, and

they pulled out the turnip.

THE HEN

Lived a speckled hen.
She laid an egg one day;
The egg rolled down
From shelf to shelf
And in the end it found itself
In a little keg of aspen wood
Away in a corner under a bench.

A mouseran by too near the keg,
Wiggled his tail, and broke the egg!

I[N grandmother’s yard

At this great catastrophe

An old cripple began to cry,
An ugly crone let out a sigh,
A startled chicken rose to fly;
The gateposts shrieked,

All doors creaked,

The swilltub leaked;

The priest’s daughter,
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~ Lives a speckled hen.
She laid an egg today;
The egg rolled down
From shelf to shelf
And in the end it found itself
In a little keg of aspen wood
Away in a corner under a bench.
A mouse ran by too near the keg,

Wiggled his tail, and broke the egg!

“At this great catastrophe:
An old cripple began to cry,
An ugly crone let out a sigh,
A startled chicken rose to fly;
The gateposts shrieked,

All doors creaked,

The swilltub leaked;

Our dear daughter,

Carrying water,

Broke her buckets;

And I, your wife,

Dropped my dough to the floor.”

The holy father with a terrible look

Tore the pages out of his book
And scattered them on the floor.

RIDDLES

the tsar rode by, stopped near the peasant, and said:
“Godspeed, little peasant!” “Thank you, my good
man!” (He did not know that he was speaking to the tsar.) “Do
you earn much profit from this field?”” “If the harvest is good,

NEAR A HIGHWAY a peasant was sowing a field. Just then
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I may make eighty rubles.” “What do you do with this money ?”
“Twenty rubles go for taxes, twenty go for debts, twenty I
give in loans, and twenty I throw out of the window.” “Explain
to me, brother, what debts you must pay, to whom you loan
money, and why you throw money out the window.” “Support-
ing my father is paying a debt; feeding my son is lending
money; feeding my daughter is throwing it out of the win-
dow.” “You speak the truth,” said the tsar. He gave the peasant
a handful of silver coins, disclosed that he was the tsar, and
forbade the man to tell these things to anyone outside of his
presence: “No matter who asks you, do not answer!”

The tsar came to his capital and summoned his boyars and
generals. “Solve this riddle,” he said to them. “On my way
I saw a peasant who was sowing a field. I asked him what
profit he earned from it and what he did with his money. He
answered that if the harvest was good he got eighty rubles,
and that he paid out twenty rubles in taxes, twenty for debts,
twenty as loans, and twenty he threw out of the window. Te
him who solves this riddle I will give great rewards and great
honors.”” The boyars and generals thought and thought but
could not solve the riddle. But one boyar hit upon the idea of
going to the peasant with whom the tsar had spoken. He gave
the peasant a whole pile of silver rubles and asked him: “Tell
me the answer to the tsar’s riddle.”” The peasant cast a glance at
the money, took it, and explained everything to the boyar, who
returned to the tsar and repeated the solution of the riddle.

The tsar realized that the peasant had not abided by the
imperial command, and ordered that he.be brought to court.
The peasant appeared before the tsar and at once admitied that
he had told everything to the boyar. “Well, brother, for such
an offense I must order you put to death, and you have only
yourself to thank for it.” “Your Majesty, I am not guilty of
any offense, because I told everything to the boyar in your
presence.” As he said this, the peasant drew from his pocket a
silver ruble with the tsar’s likeness on it, and showed it to the
tsar. “You speak the truth,” said the tsar. “This is my person.”
And he generously rewarded the peasant and sent him home.
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THE ENCHANTED RING

peasant who was neither poor nor rich. He had a son,

and bequeathed to him three hundred rubles, saying:
“Here, my son. I give you my blessing, with three hundred
rubles when you come of age.” The son grew up, came to the
age of reason, and said to his mother: “I remember that my
deceased father gave me his blessing with three hundred
rubles; now give me at least one hundred of them.”

She gave him a hundred rubles, and he took to the road.
He met a peasant leading a flap-eared dog. He said: “Peasant,
sell me that dog.” The peasantsaid: “Give me a hundred rubles
for it.”” He gave his hundred rubles for the dog, led him home,
and gave him food and drink. Then he asked his mother for
another hundred rubles. The mother gave him another hun-
dred rubles, and he took to the road. Again he met a peasant,
this time a fellow leading a cat with a golden tail. He said:
“Peasant, sell me that cat.” The peasant answered: “Buy him!”
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“And what do you want for him?” The peasant answered:
“If you want him, give me a hundred rubles.” And he gave him
the cat for a hundred rubles. The young man took the cat, led
her home, and gave her drink and food. Then he again asked
his mother for a hundred rubles. The mother said to him:
“My beloved child, what do you spend the money on? Your
purchases are useless.” “Eh, mother, do not worry about the
money ; somehow it will come back to us.” She gave him the
third hundred, and he again took to the road.

So far, so good. Then, in a certain land, in a certain city, a
princess died, and on her hand was a golden ring; our youth
wanted badly to get this ring from her finger. He bribed the
sentries to let him come near the princess’ bier; he came very
close to her, took the ring off her finger, and went home to his
mother. No one had stopped him.

He lived at home for some time, a long time or a short time;
then he went out on the porch and moved the ring from one
hand to the other. Three hundred strong men and a hundred
and seventy knights jumped out of the ring and said: “What
work do you order us to do?”” “This is what I order you to do.
First, knock down my old hut and on the same spot build a
stone house, and let my mother know nothing about it.”” They
did this task in one night. His mother arose, and asked, sur-
prised: “Whose house is this?”” Her son answered: “Mother, be
not surprised, but pray to God. This house is ours.” And so
they lived in it for some time, a long time or a short time, until
the youth came to manhood and wanted to take him a wife.

In a certain kingdom in a certain land a certain king had a
daughter, and our young man wanted to marry her. He said to
his mother: “In such and such a kingdom, such and such a king
has a beautiful daughter. Woo her for me, mother.” The mother
answered him: “My beloved child, how can such as we get a
princess?” He answered her: “Mother, my good parent! Pray
to the Savior, drink kvass, and go to bed. The morning is wiser
than the evening.” The good youth himself went on the porch,
moved the ring from one hand to the other, and three hundred
strong men and a hundred and seventy knights jumped out and
asked him: “What do you order us to do?”” “Find for me things
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so precious that the king does not have them, and bring them
to me on golden trays; I must give presents to the king and his
daughter.” They straightway brought him such things, and he
sent his mother to the king to make the match for him.

The mother came to the king and he said with surprise: “0Old
woman, where did you get these things?” The princess came
out, looked at them, and said: “Well, old woman, tell your son
to build in one night in the king’s sacred meadow a new palace
more splendid than my father’s own, and to hang a crystal
bridge from one palace to the other, and to cover the crystal
bridge with all kinds of embroidered rugs. If he does all this
I will marry him. If he does not, there will be no pardon for
him, and he must lay his rash head on the block!”

The old woman went home in tears and said to her son:
“My beloved child, I told you not to seek the princess in mar-
riage. Now she has ordered me to tell you that if you want to
marry her, you must build a new palace in the sacred meadow
in one night, and it must be more splendid than her father’s
own, and a crystal bridge must lead from one palace to the
other, and this crystal bridge must be covered with all kinds
of embroidered rugs; and if you fail to do these things you
must lay your rash head on the block! Now what are you going
to do, my child?” He answered: “Mother, my parent! Have no
misgivings, pray to the Savior, drink kvass, and go to bed. The
morning is wiser than the evening.”

Our youth himself went on the porch, moved the ring from
one hand to the other, and three hundred strong men and a
hundred and seventy knights jumped out and asked: “What
do you order us to do?” He said to them: “My dear friends,
try in one night to build for me a new palace in the king’s sacred
meadow, and let it be more splendid than the king’s own, and
let a crystal bridge hang between one palace and the other,
and let this bridge be covered with all kinds of embroidered
rugs.” In one night the strong men and knights built everything
they were commanded to build. In the morning the king rose,
looked at his sacred meadow through a spyglass, marveled at
the new palace more splendid than his own, and sent a messen-
ger to tell the good youth that he could come to woo the princess
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and that the princess had agreed to marry him. So the match
was made, the wedding was celebrated, and a great feast was
held.

They lived together for some time, a long time or a short
time, and then the princess asked her husband: “Please tell me
how you accomplished such a thing in one night? From now
on we shall think together.” She flattered him, exhorted him,
and served him all kinds of liquors. She made him dead drunk,
and he told her what she wanted to know: “I did it with this
ring!” She took the ring from the drunken man, moved it from
one hand to the other, and three hundred strong men and a
hundred and seventy knights jumped out and asked her: “What
do you command us to do?” “This I command. Take that
drunkard and throw him on my father’s meadow, and carry
me with the whole palace beyond thrice nine and three lands,
beyond the tenth kingdom, to such and such a king.” In one
night they carried her to where she bade them.

In the morning the king arose, looked through the spyglass
at his sacred meadow, and there was no palace and no crystal
bridge; only one man was lying there, The king sent forth
messengers, saying: “Find out what man is lying there.” The
messengers went there, came back, and said to the king: **Your
son-in-law is lying there alone!” “Go and bring him to me.”
They brought him and the king asked: “What did you do with
the princess and the palace?” He answered: “Your Majesty,
I do notknow;itis as though I lost her while I was asleep.” The
king said: “I give you three months’ time to discover where
the princess is—else I will put you to death.” And he put the
good youth into a strong dungeon.

Then the cat said to the flap-eared dog: “Imagine it! Our
master is in prison. The princess deceived him, took the ring
off his finger, and went away beyond thrice nine lands, beyond
the tenth kingdom. We must get the ring; let us run together!”
They ran; whenever they had to cross a lake or a river, the cat
sat on the neck of the flat-eared dog, and the dog carried her to
the other side. After some time, a long time or a short time,
they ran beyond thrice nine lands, beyond the tenth kingdom.
The cat said to the dog: “If someone from the king’s kitchen
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sends for wood, do you run at once. I will go to the pantry, to
the housekeeper ; whatever she wants, I will serve.”

They began to live in the king’s palace. The housekeeper
said to the king: “In my pantry there is a cat with a golden tail;
whatever I want, she serves!” The cook said: “And I have a
flap-eared dog; when I send the boy for wood, he rushes out
and gets it.” The king answered: “Bring the flap-eared dog t<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>