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VER MANY CENTURIES, in Russia, relig-
ious literature was the only kind
deemed worthy of being written down
for posterity. All other kinds were pre-
served merely by word of mouth. It
was not until the 17th century that
poetry and “polite” fiction began to
be printed. And it was not until two
centuries later that the Russians actu-

, UL IELONE?Y  ally began to record on paper some of
their vast hoard of folklore.*

Thus for a long time after the folk and fairy tales of other Euro-
pean countries had been written down and were being read, the
Russian tales continued, always and only, to be told and heard.
(One might even say they were performed, like playlets or vaude-
ville skits, with each skillful teller contributing his own flourishes
and embellishments as the story went through countless retell-

* The first—and for almost two centuries, the only—collection of Russian
folk tales was made by an Englishman, Dr. Samuel Collins, who served as
court physician to Tsar Aleksei Mikhailovich in the 1660’s. His modest sheaf
of Russian tales was published in London in 1671.
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ings.) Nor has the art of viva voce storytelling yet completely died
out in Russia, although the trained teller of Russian tales, like the
Irish shanachie, is rapidly (and unfortunately) becoming a rarity.

It is this word-of-mouth tradition that accounts, more than
anything else perhaps, for the differences between the Russian
tales and those more familiar to us. On the one hand, it accounts
for the loose structure and meandering in such fairy tales as “’Ivan
the Merchant’s Son.” Or the lapses in “The Magic Ring,” wherein
Zhurka the dog and Vaska the cat are introduced to the reader
and then forgotten completely until they are needed again to help
Martin out of his predicament. This kind of sloppiness is seldom
if ever found in the stories of a literary artist like Hans Christian
Andersen. But the tellers of these tales were not literary artists:
they were, and are, much more like the “stand-up” comics of our
day, excellent not in literary compositions of large design but in
miniatures. Hence the perfection of the short “merry tales,” with
their rapid-fire dialogue (sharpened, as in a vaudeville skit, by
many a retelling), and their insets of humorous verse within the
prose context of the narrative. One example of such embellish-
ment is the patter introducing “The Crane and the Heron.”
Another is the ludicrous rhymes in “The Falcon Under the Hat”:
’He made a kow-tow / a low, humble bow / to the sow.” And
there are many, many others, including the famous formula for
ending a story: ”’I was there, and I drank beer, but it ran down
my mustache and didn’t get into my mouth.” By which, of course,
the storyteller means he’s thirsty now, so will his listeners please
give him a glass of something.

Another result of the oral tradition is the existence of a be-
wildering number of different versions of one and the same basic
story. There are, of course, many variants of almost all well-

known folk tales—even those which have long been fixed in
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writing. For instance, in “Little Red Riding Hood,” as it was first
told by Charles Perrault in the 17th century, the little girl was
eaten by the wolf. But this seemed too cruel to some of the trans-
lators of Perrault’s story, so they changed things around, and
had Little Red Riding Hood saved by the woodcutters. Aristotle
said that storytellers always want to improve on the story they
are telling. And if this is true of those who rewrite stories (or
poems, like Robert Lowell), it is even more true of those who
retell them aloud—especially, it would seem, of the Russians, who
have elaborated hundreds of different versions.

Now, in putting together a collection of folk tales, the question
always arises: Should I simply choose the one version of each
story that I like best? Or should I take the best parts of all the
different versions and combine them into a new whole? My own
decision, for this collection, was to choose my favorite version—
leaving myself free, however, to borrow a detail here and there.
Thus in "“The Fox and the Wolf” I took the basic story from one
source and the verse at the end from another. And in "“The
Shrewish Wife”” I exercised my prerogative as a storyteller and
added a detail or two from personal experience—the green rasp-
berries, for one thing.

I

The Russian tellers of tales, as I have remarked, excel in their
recitation of the short “merry tale,” as opposed to the “fairy”
tale.* (Indeed, there are about twice as many merry tales as fairy
tales in Russian folklore, and this proportion has been preserved
in the present collection.) The differences between the two types

* The Russians have no special designation for what we mean (or so I take
it) in English by “fairy tale’”: a story involving faérie, or enchantment,
serious in intent, which most often has a happy ending.
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are many and interesting. Most interesting of all, it seems to me,
is the one I would like to touch on by way of concluding this
introductory note: the difference in the treatment of female char-
acters.

In the merry tales, the woman is for the most part stupid, in
contrast to the American family comedies on television and radio
wherein the wife is the smart one and the husband and father,
nine times out of ten, is a likable simpleton. But the Russian fairy
tales are something else again. In this realm of enchantment and
seriousness, it is the woman who has the brains—and the magic
power, to boot—be she a princess or the old witch, Baba-Yaga.
The so-called hero is usually nothing more than a decent chap
who has the good sense to do what the woman tells him to do.
Also, in many of these tales, he is kind to animals who later on
help him out of a bad scrape—and in so doing show themselves
to be far more clever than he. Sometimes, it is true, he does per-
form heroic feats; but even then it is usually upon instructions
from the woman, who aids him with her magic and her superior
brains. In the Russian byliny, or folk epics, the hero performs
great feats all on his own. But in the Russian fairy tale, it is the
woman who is both puissant and wise.

One might easily make a joke of this, and say that fairy tales
are by definition stories of wishful thinking: wouldn’t it be won-
derful if women really were strong and wise? But fairy tales, we
must remember, are basically serious. Nor, in Russian literature,
is the cult of female strength and intelligence confined to their
province. That cult is to be found almost everywhere in the works
of the greatest Russian writers, be the women good or evil: in
the novels of Turgenev, Dostoevski, and Tolstoy; and, in our day,
in the poetry of Yevtushenko and Voznesensky.

This exaltation of woman (in the serious stories, not the comic
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HERE WAs an old peasant woman who
had two sons. One of them died,
and the other soon after went off on
a long trip. A few days after he had
left, a soldier on furlough passed
through the village and stopped at
the old lady’s door.

”Grandma,” said he, “can you
give me a place to sleep tonight?”

“To be sure,” said she. “Come
right on in. What is your name and where are you from?”

“I’'m the Soldier Semyén from the Great Beyond.”

“Ah!"” the old lady cried. “My darling son died just a short
time ago. Did you see him Up There where you come from?”

“I most surely did. We were bunkmates, Grandma.”

“Well, I never! What does he do there, pray tell?”

“He herds birds.”

"He what?”

”He herds birds, Grandma—and cranes in particular.”

”Ach! That sounds like hard work. The poor lad must get very
tired.”

15
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“It’s hard work, all right. The cranes, you see, are always get-
ting into the brier patches.”

“You don’t say! Then the poor lad’s clothing must be nearly
in shreds!”

“Oh, yes! He’s in nothing but rags and tatters.”

“My poor boy! I'll tell you what, Semyén. I've got forty yards
of cloth here in the house. Would you be so kind as to take it up
to my son?”

“Gladly.”

”And while you're at it, you might take him some money. I'll
give you ten rubles—all I have left.”

“I'll make sure that he gets it, Grandma.”

The next morning the soldier went happily on his way. Some
time after that—maybe a long time, maybe a short one—the old
woman’s other son, Fedka by name, came home.

“Well, and how didst thou fare while I was away, Mother
mine?” he asked.

“I had a visitor,” said she proudly. “It was Soldier Semyon
from the Great Beyond. He told me all about my dear son, thy
brother. They were bunkmates Up There. So 1 gave him some
cloth and ten rubles to take back to my boy.”

“Thou didst? Then, Mother mine, I'll be saying good-by. I'll
go, now, and wander through the wide world. If I find any greater
fool than thyself, I'll come back and take care of thee for the rest
of thy life. If I find no such fool, thou canst fend for thyself!”
Then he turned on his heel and set off.

When he had wandered a ways, he came to a big manor house
and stopped by the barnyard. There he saw an old sow with her
little pigs all around her. Fedka got down on his knees and made
a kow-tow—a low, humble bow—to the sow.

The barinya, or lady of the manor house, saw him from a win-
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dow, and said to her maid, ’Go on out there and ask that peasant
what makes him bow to a sow.”

The maid ran out and asked Fedka, “Peasant, my mistress
would like to know why you kow-tow to a sow?”

“You can tell your mistress for me,” he replied, “that her
spotted sow is my sister-in-law-to-be. We're getting married to-
morrow, the sow’s sister and me, and I came to ask her to the
wedding. I'd like her to be the bridesmaid—with your mistress’
permission. Also, could she please let the piglets come to join in
the wedding procession?”

When her maid told her this, the lady said, “What a fool!
Imagine asking a sow to a wedding—and the baby pigs, too! Well,
it’s time all you servants had some amusement, so here’s what we'll
do. Put my fine fur coat on the sow and have two horses hitched
to the carriage. It wouldn’t be proper for them to walk to the
marriage.”

The coach was brought up, and the sow, in the lady’s fine coat,
together with all her piglets, was put inside. Then Fedka climbed
up on the coachman’s seat, and off he went.

When the barin, the lord of the manor house, came home from
his hunting, he was met by his lady, laughing as though she
would burst. “I'm so glad you're back, my dear!” said she. "Now
[ have someone to laugh with me! A peasant came by and made
a kow-tow to our sow. "Your spotted sow,” said he, “is my sister-in-
law-to-be.” He asked her to come to the wedding and act as brides-
maid. And he asked the piglets to come and hold up the bride’s
train.”

”And of course you gave him the sow.”

“Yes, I let her go off with him, my dear. I put my fur coat on
her, and lent them a coach and pair.”

“Where is the peasant from?”

17
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THE FALCON UNDER THE HAT

“Why, I don’t know, dovey. Why should I?”

““Because it turns out that it’s not the peasant who is a fool—
it’s you!”

The barin was furious that his wife had been tricked. He rushed
out of the house, jumped on a fast horse, and went off in pursuit
of Fedka.

Fedka heard him coming. Quickly he drove the coach into the
thick woods. Then he came back, sat down at the roadside, took
off his hat, and set it on the ground beside him, brim-side down.

“I say there, you with the beard!” the barin cried. “"Have you
by any chance seen a peasant driving a coach with a sow and her
little pigs inside?”

“How could I forget such a sight?”” Fedka replied. “"He went
past a long time ago.”

“Which way? How can I catch up with him?”

“Why, just keep going, and don’t give in. But there’s many a
side road—Iots and lots. The first thing you know, you’ll find
you're lost.”

“Then come along, fellow, and show me the way. Catch that
peasant for me. Could you do that?”

“Oh, no, I couldn’t, I'm sorry to say. You see, I've got a falcon
here under my hat.”

“I'll stay here and guard him for you.”

“All right. But be careful and don’t let him get away. He’s a
valuable bird. If he got loose, and my master found out, there’d
be the devil to pay!”

“How much is he worth?”

’Oh, three hundred rubles, more or less.”

“Well, if he gets away, I'll pay. All right?”

“Not quite. You're making a promise now. But how do I know
that you'll stick to it—how?”

19
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“Fie! You don’t trust any man—I can see from your face. Well,
here’s three hundred rubles, just in case.”

So Fedka took the money, got on the fast horse, and went gal-
loping off through the woods, while the barin stayed there guard-
ing the hat with nothing under it.

He stayed there a long time. Finally the sun began to set, and
the bearded peasant was not back yet.

The barin said to himself, “I’ll just take a quick look. It’s prob-
ably no falcon—only a rook.”

So he very cautiously lifted the brim. But you and I know
what he saw beneath: nothing at all.

“Something fishy here!” he growled. “Something shady! I'll bet
that’s the same rogue who cozened my lady!” Then he spat in
disgust at himself and at life, and went crawling back home to
face up to his wife.

But Fedka, for his part, was already home. To his mother he
said, “Mother mine, have no fears; thou canst live here with me.
Thou art a fool, but this world has other fools bigger than thou.
And two of those fools, just now, gave me—absolutely free—
three hundred rubles, a coach and three horses, plus a litter of
pigs and the sow.”
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N OwL wenT WINGING through the air
—a She-Owl she was, and a silly
. thing. She flew to a tree, and there
~ she sat; she wiggled her tail and
. looked this way and that; and then
once again she took wing. She flew
to a tree, and there she sat; she
wiggled her tail, and looked this
way and that. . . . This is only a

flourish—a tum-tee-tum; the story
_ . itself is yet to come.

A Crane and a Heron lived in a swamp; each one had built
himself a little hut at the opposite end of the swamp from the
other. The Crane became bored with living alone and decided he
would get married. "I think I'll go and propose to the Heron,” he
said to himself.

So off he flew—flap, flap. He flew for five miles across the
swamp and came to the Heron’s hut.

“Is Miss Heron at home?”

“I am she.”

“Will you marry me?”

21






THE CRANE AND THE HERON

”No, Mr. Crane, I will not. Your legs are too long, and your
coat is too short. Besides that, your flying is poor. And you
couldn’t support me, I'm sure. So be off with you, Spindleshanks!”

Back home went the Crane, having got nothing for his pains.

But later on the Heron had second thoughts. "’I'd be better off
marrying the Crane,” she said to herself, “than living here all
alone.”

So she went to see the Crane. ”’Mr. Crane,” said she, ““take me
to wife.”

’No, Miss Heron, I have no need of you. I don’t want to get
married. I won’t marry you. Go away!”

The Heron shed tears of mortification and went back home.

The Crane began thinking things over again and said to him-
self, ”It was stupid of me not to take Miss Heron to wife. After
all, I'm tired of living alone. I'll go right this minute and marry
her!”

So he went to see her and said, "Miss Heron, I’ve decided to
marry you. Will you be my wife?”

’No, Mr. Crane, I will not be your wife.”

Back home again went the Crane. Then the Heron once more
changed her mind. “Why did I turn him down?” she thought.
“Why should I live alone? I'd do better to marry the Crane.”

So she came to him and proposed, but the Crane was not so
disposed.

And to this'very day they keep going back and forth, proposing
to each other. But they’ll never get married!
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HERE was once an old man whose wife
was a terrible blabbermouth. She
couldn’t keep a thing to herself. If you
told her something one minute, the
next minute the whole town would
know about it.

One day when he was out in the
woods checking his traps, the old man
\ found a buried treasure. When he had
Y dug it up, he said to himself, “What
shall I do with this treasure? If [ take it home now, my old woman

will tell everybody about it. And when the barin finds out, he’ll
claim it as his own, because it was found on his land. I'll have to
think of something.”

So he buried the treasure again, marked the place, and started
for home, thinking and thinking.

On the way back, he checked his fishnet and found a pike in
it. He took the pike out, dropped the net back in the river, and
went on.

Next he checked his rabbit trap and saw he had caught a rabbit.
He took the rabbit out and put the pike in its place. Then he took
the rabbit back to the river and put it in the fishnet.

When he got home that evening, he told his wife, “Old Woman,
light up the stove and bake us some pancakes.”

“What are you saying? Whoever bakes pancakes at night?”
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“Never mind. Just do what I tell you.”

So the old woman made a fire in the stove and started baking
pancakes and serving them to her husband. He would eat one and
then, while her back was turned, put two or three into his knap-
sack. She kept on baking and the pancakes kept on disappearing.
Finally she asked him, “Why are you eating so many? You'll eat
us out of house and home!”

“I'll tell you why,” he said. “Today I found a buried treasure
in the woods. We have to go there tonight and bring it home. It’s
a long walk, so we’ll need plenty of food in our stomachs.”

The old woman was so overjoyed she could hardly eat her own
plateful of pancakes.

They set out to get the treasure. The old man walked well ahead
of his wife, and every now and then he would take a pancake out
of his knapsack and hang it on the branch of a tree.

As soon as the old woman saw one of the hanging pancakes,
she called, “Come back here! Come back and see what I’ve found!

'II

A pancake hanging from a tree

The old man came back and looked. “What’s so odd about that?
Didn’t you notice that pancake cloud moving ahead of us, just
touching the treetops?”’

“No,” said she, “I didn’t. Most of the time I was looking down
at the ground, so I wouldn’t stumble in the dark.”

They walked on a good long way, and then the old man said,
“Let’s go over here and take a look at the rabbit trap I set this
morning.” When they got to the trap, he reached down and took
out the pike.

“Well, I never!” exclaimed the old woman. “How do you sup-
pose that fish ever got into your rabbit trap?”’

“What’s so odd about that? Didn’t you know that some fish
walk on the ground?”

“Never in my life did I hear of such a thing! I would never have
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believed it, except that I’ve seen it now with my own two eyes.”

They came to the river, and the old woman said, “Your fishnets
are somewhere hereabouts. Let’s take a look at them.”

The old man pulled up a net, and there was a rabbit!

“Well, bless my soul!” exclaimed the old woman. “What
strange goings-on tonight! Imagine a rabbit caught in a fishnet!”

“What's so odd about that? You mean to say you never saw a
water rabbit?”’

“Never once in my life!”

“Well, you've seen one now.”

Soon they came to the place where the treasure was buried. The
old man dug it up, put the money in his knapsack, and they
started for home.

As they were going past the barin’s sheep farm, they heard a
loud “Meh-eh-eh-eh! Meh-eh-eh!”

The old woman was scared half out of her wits. “What’s that?”
she cried. “That horrible yelling and wailing?”

“That’s the barin. The Devil is beating him. Come on! Let’s run!
We don’t want the Devil to catch us, too!”

So they ran home and got there all out of breath. When they
had rested a bit, the old man took the treasure and hid it under
the floor of the hut. “Now remember, Old Wife,” he said, “you
mustn’t tell a soul that we have all this money.”

“Of course not! What makes you think I'd do that?”

Late the next morning, the old woman took her bucket and
went to the village well for some water. “Good morning, Tatiana,”
a neighbor woman greeted her. “Why have you come so late?”

“Oh, we were up most of the night. You see, my man found
a buried treasure. We had to go to the woods last night to dig it
up. You never saw so much money in all your life!”

That same day the whole village heard about the treasure. The
barin heard about it, too, and sent for the old man.
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“Why didn’t you tell me you had found a treasure?” he de-
manded.

”A treasure? I don’t know anything about any treasure.”

“Don’t you try to conceal things from me!” the barin shouted
at him. I know all about it, anyway. Your wife has told every-
body.”

“But my old woman is not quite right in the head. She tells
things that never happened and never will.”

“Well, we’ll see about that!” And the barin sent for the old
woman.

When she got there, he asked, “’Did your husband find a buried
treasure?”’

“Yes, sir, he did.”

“And did you go with him to dig it up?”

“Yes, sir, I did.”

“Tell me everything that happened.”

“Well, first we went through the woods where the pancakes
were hanging from the trees.”

“What? What pancakes?”

“Why, the pancakes from the pancake cloud, silly! Then we
came to the rabbit trap and took out a fish. Next we came to the
fishnet and took out a rabbit. Then we got to where the treasure
was and dug it up. On our way back home, we went past your
farm, sir, just when the Devil was beating you.”

“What's that? What are you saying, you old idiot?”” The barin
was furious and all red in the face.

“You see?” said the old man. “My old woman says things that
just can’t be believed.”

“Yes, I see, all right!”” said the barin, still red in the face. “Run
along home, both of you, and don’t bother me ever again.”

So the old man went happily home with his wife. And to this
day, whenever he thinks of the barin, he laughs to himself.
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HERE WAS a certain woman who had a
daughter by the name of Masha. One
day Masha and her girl friends went
for a swim. The girls took off their
smocks, laid them down on the bank,
and jumped into the water.

Out of the water a big snake came
crawling. He coiled himself up on
Masha’s smock. A little while later
the other girls came out, put on their

clothes, and hurried home. When Masha went to get her smock and
saw the big snake lying on it, she picked up a stick and was about
to drive him off. But the snake lifted up his head and began to talk
to her in a croaking kind of human voice.

““Masha, Masha! Promise you will marry me,” he said.

Masha began to cry. “Give me back my smock,” she said, ““and
[ will do anything.”

“Will you marry me?”

“Yes, I will,” Masha said.

The snake crawled off the smock and went back into the water.

Masha dressed and ran home. When she got there, she said to
her mother: “Mama, a snake was lying on my smock. And he told

* A fairy tale by Leo N. Tolstoy.
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me, ‘Marry me, or [ won’t give you back your smock.” So I prom-
ised I would.”

Her mother just laughed and said, “That was something you
dreamed.”

A week later a whole army of snakes crawled up to Masha’s
house.

When Masha saw them she became frightened. “Mama,” she
said, "“the snakes have come after me.”

Her mother did not believe her. But when she saw the snakes,
she herself became frightened. She locked the gate at the end of
the passageway and she locked the door of the hut. The snakes
crawled under the gate and along the passageway, but they
couldn’t get into the hut. So they crawled back again, rolled them-
selves up into one big ball, and threw themselves at the window.
They broke the window and fell through onto the floor of the
hut. They crawled along the benches and the tables and up onto
the stove, where Masha was hiding in a corner. There they found
her and dragged her away and took her to the water.

The mother cried and ran after them. But she could not catch
up with them: the snakes had plunged into the water and taken
Masha with them.

The mother wept for her daughter, thinking that surely she
was dead.

Then one day, years later, as she was sitting by the window
looking out toward the street, she suddenly saw Masha walking
toward her, leading a little boy by the hand and carrying a baby
girl.

The mother was filled with joy. She began to kiss Masha and
ask her where she had been and whose children these were. Masha
said that the children were hers, that the snake had taken her for

his wife and she was now living with him in the watery kingdom.
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The mother asked her whether she liked living in the watery
kingdom. Masha said Yes, she liked it much better than on land.

Her mother asked her to stay with her, but Masha said No, she
had promised her husband she would come back.

“” And how are you going to get back home?”” her mother asked.

“I'll go and I'll call, “Osip! Osip! Come out and get me!” And
he’ll come out on the bank and take me away.”

“All right,” said her mother. “But you can at least spend the
night with me.”

Masha went to bed and fell asleep. Then the mother took an
ax and went to the water’s edge. “Osip! Osip!” she called. “Come
on out!”

The snake swam up to the bank. Then the mother hit him with
the ax and cut off his head. The water turned red with blood.

When her mother got back home, Masha woke up and said,
“I'm going home, Mama. I don’t feel right.” Then she picked up
her little girl and took her son by the hand and left.

When she came to the water’s edge she called out, “Osip! Osip!
Come out to me!” But nobody came.

She looked at the water and saw that it was red. And a snake’s
head was floating on it.

Then she kissed her daughter and her son and said to them,
“You have no father, and soon you won’t have a mother. You,
my daughter, be a little swallow and fly over the water. You, my
son, be a young nightingale and sing at twilight. And I'll be a
cuckoo and cry for my husband who has been killed.”

And they all flew off in different directions.
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pEAsANT planted a field of rye, and it
grew wondrous well—so thick and
high he could hardly harvest it all.
When he had brought in the last of
the sheaves and threshed them, his
granary was bulging full. “There!” he
said to himself. "“I'll have a good life
for a change!”

But a little Mouse and a Sparrow

took to visiting his granary. Four or
five times every day, each of them would come to the granary,
take some grain, and go back home with it—the Mouse back into
his hole, and the Sparrow back up to his nest.

So the two of them had a good life for three whole years, eating
their fill every day. Then the time came when the grain was almost
gone. Noticing this, the Mouse decided to play a trick on the
Sparrow and get the last of the grain for himself.

That night, while the Sparrow was asleep, the Mouse came to
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the granary, gnawed a big hole in the floor, and pushed all the
remaining grain down through the hole. When the Sparrow came
the next morning for his breakfast, he found the bin quite empty.
Hungry and angry, he flew away, saying to himself, “I've been
insulted and cheated by that Mouse! I'll go to his King, the Lion,
and make a complaint. I'll demand a fair trial of the case.”

So off he flew to see the Lion. “O King of Beasts,” he said to
him, bowing low, “I have a complaint. For three years I lived in
friendship with one of your beasts, a long-toothed Mouse. During
all that time we ate from the same bin of grain, and never once
did we quarrel. But then, when the grain began to run out, the
Mouse played a trick on me. He gnawed a hole in the granary
floor and took all the rest of the grain for himself, leaving me to
go hungry. O King, please hear our case and judge justly! If not,
I will fly to our King, the Eagle, and seek punitive justice.”

“Well, fly along,” said the Lion. “I don’t care.”

So the Sparrow flew to see the Eagle. After making a low bow,
he told the Eagle his sad story: how the Mouse had filched the
“grain from him, and how the Lion had refused to prosecute the
Mouse.

The Eagle waxed wroth. He immediately sent a herald to the
Lion, with this message: ““Gather all of your beasts together
tomorrow. I will assemble all of my birds, and on such-and-such
a field we will do battle.”

The Lion had no choice. He sent out a call to all of his subject
beasts, telling them to gather together to make war. He assembled
a great many beasts—such a huge army of them that you couldn’t
see from one end of it to the other. As soon as they reached the
field, the Eagle with all his subject birds descended upon them
like a huge dark storm cloud, and the battle began.

They fought for three days and three nights, and the Eagle
won; the field was piled high with the bodies of the dead beasts.
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The Eagle dismissed all his subject birds, saying they could all go
back home now. Then he himself flew off to the deep forest and
perched in the top of a tall oak tree, wounded and exhausted. As
he perched there, he pondered and pondered how to regain his
lost strength.

Now, all this happened in ancient times. And in those same
times there lived a young merchant and his wife, who had no
children. One morning when the young merchant got up, he said
to his wife, "I had a bad dream last night. I dreamed that a huge
bird came to stay with us. He ate as much as a whole ox at once,
and drank as much as a whole tubful of mead. There was no
getting rid of him; we had to keep feeding him. Well, I think I'll
go for a walk in the woods to cheer myself up.”

He took his rifle and went into the woods. He went maybe a
long way, maybe a short one, and came to the oak tree where the
Eagle was perched. When he saw the Eagle, he took aim with his
rifle.

But the Eagle cried out in a human voice, “Don’t shoot me,
brave fellow! You wouldn’t gain much by that. Instead, take me
home and feed me for three years, three months, and three days.
If you do, my wings will mend, my strength will return, and I
will repay you handsomely.”

But the young merchant thought, “How can an Eagle repay
anyone?” And again he raised his rifle.

The Eagle pleaded with him a second time, and a second time
he lowered his gun. But after a moment, he once again took aim.

“Don’t shoot me, brave fellow!” the Eagle said for the third
time. “Feed me for three years, three months, and three days. If
you do, my wings will mend, my strength will return, and I will
repay you handsomely.”

At this, the young merchant finally felt pity for the Eagle
and took him home with him. He had an ox butchered, and a tub
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filled with mead, and gave them to the Eagle. “There!”” he thought.
“That should last him for a while!” But the Eagle ate and drank
everything in a trice.

The merchant was having a hard time of it with his uninvited
guest, who was eating him out of house and home. Seeing this,
the Eagle said, “Master, if you will go out to the open fields, you
will find a great many beasts there, killed or wounded. Take from
them their valuable furs and sell them in the city. With the pro-
ceeds you get, you can feed both me and yourself and still have
money to spare.”

The young merchant went out to the open fields, where he
found a great number of beasts, killed or wounded. He flayed
them, took their valuable hides into town, and sold them for a
large sum of money.

When one year had gone by, the Eagle told his host to take
him to that part of the forest where the tall oaks stood. When they
got there, the Eagle soared up into the sky, then came plunging
down, and crashed breast-first into an oak tree. The tree split in
two.

“WEell,” said the Eagle, "“it seems I have not yet recovered my
strength. Feed me for another whole year.”

A second year went by, and again they went out to the great
oaks. The Eagle soared up into the dark clouds, plummeted down,
and crashed breast-first into a mighty oak tree. The tree broke into
small pieces.

“Well,” said the Eagle, "it seems I have still not recovered my
strength. Feed me for another whole year.”

When three years, three months, and three days had gone by,
they went to the tall oaks again. The Eagle soared up higher than
ever before, then swooped down on the biggest oak tree, and
smashed it into tiny bits, from its tip to its roots, making the
whole forest shake.
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“Thank you, brave fellow,” the Eagle said. “Now I have all my
old strength back. Leave your horse here and get up on me. I'll
take you to my own country and repay you for all your kind-
nesses.”

The young merchant got on the Eagle’s back and up they went
—high into the sky, far above the blue sea.

“Look down at the blue sea below,” the Eagle said. ""Does it
look big to you?”

”About as big as a wheel,” said the merchant.

The Eagle gave a shake of his wings and let the merchant fall.
Down, down he fell, and was filled with the fear of death. But
before he fell into the sea the Eagle snatched him and soared up
again. Up, up they went, even higher this time.

“Look down at the blue sea below,” the Eagle said. “"Does it
look big to you?”

““About the size of a hen’s egg.”

The Eagle gave a shake of his wings and let the merchant fall
again. Down, down he fell. But a second time the Eagle snatched
him and soared back up. Up, up they went, higher than ever
before.

“Look down at the blue sea below,” the Eagle said. “Does it
look big to you?”

“About the size of a poppy seed.”

For a third time the Eagle gave a shake of his wings, and the
merchant found himself falling. Down, down he fell, and was
filled with the fear of death. But at the last moment the Eagle
snatched him from above the waves.

“Well, my brave fellow,” he asked, “now do you know what
the fear of death is?”

“Now I know,” the young merchant said. “'I thought I would
surely die.”
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“Well, just remember: I had the same thoughts when you aimed
your gun at me.”

The Eagle carried the merchant across the sea and straight to
the Copper Kingdom. "My oldest sister lives here,” he said.
“While entertaining us as her guests, she will offer you gifts. But
don’t take any of them. Instead, ask for the copper casket.”

Having said this, the Eagle flew down, struck the ground, and
turned into a goodly youth. Then he and the young merchant
entered the big courtyard of the sister’s palace.

When she saw them, the sister was overjoyed. “Ah, brother
mine! What wind blew thee here? It has been more than three
years since I saw thee last! I thought thou hadst vanished com-
pletely. Well, tell me. What can I offer thee to eat and to drink?”

”Ask not of me, sister mine, for I need nothing. But ask that
brave fellow there. He gave me food and drink for three years and
kept me from dying of hunger.”

The sister seated both of them at an oaken table bedecked with
a finely embroidered cloth and gave them to eat and to drink.
Afterward she took them to her treasure room and showed them
wealth beyond measure. To the young merchant she said, “Here
is gold and silver and precious stones. Take whatever your heart
desires.”

But the brave young merchant replied, “I need neither silver
nor gold nor precious stones. Give me the copper casket.”

“I should say not! That’s a shoe that wouldn’t fit the likes of
you!”

At this, her brother grew angry. He turned himself into an
Eagle, that swift-flying bird, snatched up the merchant, and rose
from the earth.

“Brother mine! Dearest brother!” his sister cried out. “Come

back! I'll give him the copper casket!”
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“It’s too late now, sister mine!”” And the Eagle soared into the
heavens.

“Take a look, my brave fellow, and say what you see behind
us and ahead of us.”

The young merchant looked, and said, “Behind us I see a fire.
And ahead of us flowers are blooming.”

“That fire is the Copper Kingdom burning. And ahead, flowers
are blooming in the Silver Kingdom—the home of my second
sister. While entertaining us as her guests, she will offer you gifts.
But don’t take any of them. Instead, ask for the silver casket.”

The Eagle flew down to the ground, struck the damp earth, and
turned into a goodly youth.

’Ah, brother mine!” his second sister greeted him. “Whence
hast thou come? What befell thee? It has been a long time since
thou wast here. And what can I offer thee to eat and to drink?”

”Ask not of me, sister mine, for I need nothing. But ask that
brave fellow there. He gave me food and drink for three years
and kept me from dying of hunger.”

The second sister seated both of them at an oaken table be-
decked with a fine, embroidered cloth, and gave them to eat and
to drink. Then she took them to her treasure room. “Here is gold

’

and silver and precious stones,” she said to the young merchant.
“Take whatever your heart desires.”

“I need neither gold nor silver nor precious stones. Give me the
silver casket.”

”No, brave young fellow, that mouthful is not for you! You
might choke on it!”

At this, her brother grew angry. He turned himself into an
Eagle, that swift-flying bird, snatched up the merchant, and rose
into the air.

“Brother mine! Dearest brother! Come back! I'll give him the
box!"*
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“It’s too late, sister mine!” And once again the Eagle soared
up into the heavens.

“Take a look, my brave fellow, and say what you see behind
us and ahead of us.”

“Behind us I see a fire. And ahead, flowers are blooming.”

“That fire is the Silver Kingdom burning. And those flowers
are blooming in the Golden Kingdom—the home of my youngest
sister. While entertaining us as her guests, she will offer you gifts.
But don’t take any of them. Instead, ask for the golden casket.”

The Eagle came down to the earth, struck it, and turned into a
goodly youth.

““Ah, brother mine!” the youngest sister exclaimed. “Whence
comest thou? What befell thee? Why hast thou not come to see
me in such a long time? Well, what can I offer thee to eat and to
drink?”

“Ask not of me, sister mine, for I need nothing: I'm my own
man. But ask that brave fellow there. He gave me food and drink
for three years and kept me from dying of hunger.”

The youngest sister seated them at her table, as the two older
sisters had done before her. When they had eaten and drunk their
fill, she took them to her treasure room and offered the young
merchant gold and silver and precious stones. “I don’t need any
of those things,” he replied. “Just give me the golden casket.”

““Here, take it for good luck,” said she. “You gave my brother
food and drink for three years and kept him from dying of hun-
ger. And, for my brother’s sake, there is nothing I would spare.”

So the young merchant stayed there in the Golden Kingdom,
feasting and making merry, until the time came for him to set out
for home.

““Farewell,” the Eagle said to him. ‘‘Please don’t think ill of me.
And remember: Don’t open the casket until you are home.”
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The young merchant set out. He traveled maybe a long way,
maybe a short one, and felt a need to rest.

He stopped in a meadow which happened to be in the realm
of the King of the Unbaptized Brow. There he took out the golden
casket and looked at it. He looked and looked. Finally, his curi-
osity became too much for him, and he opened it.

At once, a great palace rose up in front of him, cunningly orna-
mented. And a throng of servants appeared, asking, “What is
your wish, Sire? What are your commands?”

The merchant, that brave young fellow, ate and drank his fill,
and then went to bed.

When the King of the Unbaptized Brow saw the great palace
on his lands, he sent envoys. “Find out,” he instructed them,
“who is this fool who has come to my realm and built a palace
without my permission. Then tell him to depart in good time,
while his skin is yet whole!”

When the young merchant heard these dire words he began
to puzzle and ponder how to get the palace back into the casket.
He thought long and hard but could not figure it out.

“l would be glad to move away,” he told the envoys, “but I
can’t figure out how to do it.”

The envoys went back to the King of the Unbaptized Brow
and reported what the merchant had said.

“Tell him,” said the King, ““to give me that which is in his home
unbeknownst to him, and I will put the palace back in his casket.”

The young merchant had no choice. He solemnly promised to
give the King of the Unbaptized Brow that which was in his
home unbeknownst to him. Immediately, on the King’s orders,
the palace disappeared into the golden casket. The merchant
picked up the casket and went on his way.

After a short time, or maybe a long one, he arrived home. “Wel-
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come home, my love,” said his wife. “Where hast thou been?”
“"Wherever I was, I'm not there now.”
I have a surprise for thee. While thou wast away, God gave us
a baby boy.”
“So!” thought the merchant. “That’s what was in my home

'Il

unbeknownst to me!” And he began to grieve and to sorrow
deeply.

“What can be the matter?”” asked his wife. “Art thou not glad-
dened at being home?”

”The matter is something else,” he replied. Then he told her
of what had happened, and both of them wept and grieved
together. :

But one cannot weep for a lifetime. After a while, the merchant
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