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PREFACE

Until the fall of the Soviet Union, Russia was considered a strange and distant land.

hidden behind "the iron curtain." and cloaked in mystery. Cold War policies maintained

and exacerbated the image. Only a privileged few Americans were permitted entry to the

Soviet Union, either as tourists, scholars on exchange programs, or diplomats and state

department workers. Even these favored individuals were allowed only a peek behind the

iron curtain, for they were limited in the possibility of arranging contacts with Russians

and could travel only forty kilometers from the area stipulated in their visas. Foreigners

were closely watched by the KGB and its informants (stukachi).

In 1975. I visited Russia as a participant in the IREX (International Research and

Exchanges Board) Summer Exchange of Language Teachers. I lived in Moscow and at-

tended Moscow State University. Leonid Brezhnev ( 196-4—1982) was in power, and it was

the height of zastoi (stagnation). The Soviet Union and its citizens seemed frozen in time,

asleep in a petrified kingdom untouched by the flow of information and progress. Before

our group left the United States, a State Department representative w arned us not to frat-

ernize with the Russians, an order that seemed somehow to defeat the purpose of a cul-

tural exchange. Our Soviet hosts received similar orders from their government.

I met Alia Vasil"evna Kulagina. who served as advisor for this book, in the summer
of 1975 when I attended her folklore seminar at Moscow State University. Our ensuing

friendship and collaboration bear witness to the fact that governments cannot separate kin-

dred spirits. I approached folklore through my interest in children's literature. My Moscow
adventures, the seminar, and my exposure to folklore texts and recordings from the uni-

versity archives marked a new stage in my academic career. I decided to specialize in the

study of Russian folklore. Folklore, in turn, led me straight to the heart and spirit of the

people of Russia, with whom I have had a long-standing love affair.

In 1978-1979. I returned to the Soviet Union and to Moscow State University

(MGU). thanks again to IREX. to work on my dissertation. "Typological Models of the

Heroine in the Russian Fairy Tale"' (The University of North Carolina. 1983). In those

days research was controlled and restricted, but I was determined to do some fieldwork

in addition to perusing material in the Lenin Library. My naive suggestion that I accom-

pany MGU students on a folklore expedition into the countryside astounded Nikolai I.

Kravtsov. then Chair of the Department of Folklore. Nevertheless. I was permitted to audit

a class conducted by Professor Vladimir Prokop'evich Anikin. Surreptitiously. I began the
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forbidden task of collecting urban folklore, which consisted of popular ditties called chast-

ushki and anecdotes, a few of which appear in the introduction to this book.

Alia V. Kulagina and I kept in touch throughout the passing years. In 1985, when I

participated in another teachers' exchange, located this time in Leningrad, Alia traveled

from Moscow to Leningrad with her small son Sasha to visit. Not one hotel in the city

would accommodate a woman with a child, nor was Alia permitted to use the extra space

in my room for fear of having her internal passport confiscated by hotel personnel. She

and Sasha had to return to Moscow the same day on the "Red Arrow" train.

Although I returned several times to the Soviet Union under the auspices of the Amer-

ican Council of Teachers of Russian (ACTR), it was not until 1991, the year that com-

munism fell, that I finally was able to do fieldwork in Russia. The following year, in 1992,

Alia made her first visit to the United States. We worked together on a bilingual folklore

text that is in production at Moscow State University.

In subsequent years, I taught English at the School for Global Education in St. Pe-

tersburg (formerly Leningrad) and at the American Academy of Foreign Languages in

Moscow. I was able to witness the process of democratization and the development of an

intriguing cowboy capitalism. One of my most unnerving and Kafkaesque experiences

was teaching English to Russian businessmen under armed guard. Personal, armed body

guards were present to protect the businessmen from assassination and violence.

These assignments have allowed Alia and me to continue our collaboration, of which

this collection of folktales is a product. It is our desire to introduce American children,

parents, teachers, and lovers of folklore to some of Russia's most beloved tales, known
to every Russian child. In addition, we have added a type of tale known as the bylichka

(memorate), which has been neglected by Soviet scholarship and has only recently begun

to receive the attention it deserves. We believe that this collection fills a gap in the liter-

ature, and we hope that you will enjoy reading and sharing the stories as much as we have

enjoyed finding them.
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INTRODUCTION

Geography

Russia is an impressive country, it" only for its sheer vastness. When Russia was the

Union of Soviet Socialist Republics ( 1922-1991 ). it occupied one-sixth of the earth's sur-

face. Even after losing the breakaway republics on its borders, the nation still encompasses

an area almost twice the size of the United States. Eleven time zones pass through its bor-

ders. Russia stretches from Finland. Latvia. Estonia. Lithuania. Belarus, and Ukraine in

the west through Siberia to the Pacific Ocean in the east. It extends from the Arctic Ocean

in the north to Mongolia. China. Kazakhstan. Azerbaijan, and Georgia in the south. In

terms of geographic area, it is the largest country in the world.

The Ural Mountains divide European and Asian Russia, so that Russia extends over

two continents and is part of both Europe and northern Asia. West of the Urals lies the

Eastern European Plain. Siberia lies between the Ural Mountains and the Pacific Ocean.

Rivers and bodies of water have played an important role in Russia's history and

economy. The most famous river in Russia is the Volga. This mighty river flows 2,290

miles into the Caspian Sea. an inland saltwater sea located between Europe and Asia.

Other important rivers in Russia include the Don. Ob. Yenisei, and the Lena. Lake

Baikal—the deepest lake in the world—can be found in southeastern Siberia.

No description of Russia is complete without mention of its two most important

cities. Moscow and St. Petersburg. Moscow is the capital city and serves as the seat of

government. It is Russia's cultural and intellectual center, although St. Petersburgers

would take issue with that statement and point to grander days when St. Peterburg was

Russia's capital and the heart of its intellectual ferment and progress. Moscow is located

in the Eastern European Lowlands between the Smolensk Hills to the north and the Cen-

tral Russian Plain to the south. Its population is over nine million. 1 At its heart is the

Kremlin, a walled fortress that at one time enclosed the entire city. The Kremlin contains

palaces, government buildings, the State Armory, towers, and churches.

St. Petersburg is Russia's second largest city and one of Europe's most beautiful. Re-

ferred to as the "Venice of the North." it has come full circle in its change of name. It

was founded in 1703 by Peter the Great and was named St. Petersburg after him. During

World War I its name was changed to Petrograd. Later, it was named Leningrad after
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A Leningrad courtyard in rubble in 1990, just before the fall of

the Soviet Union, stands as a svmbol of failed communism.

Vladimir Ilyich Lenin, the founder of Soviet communism. After communism fell in 1991,

the name reverted to St. Petersburg.

Russia's landscape is as varied as its size might suggest. In the far north we find the

Arctic permafrost and tundra. Despite the extreme cold, this area sustains life. The moss,

bushes, and lichen of the tundra give way to pines and birches in its southern reaches.

Below the tundra stretches the taiga, or boreal coniferous forest, with its magnificent ever-

greens. South of the taiga lies the steppe. There, forests combine with grasslands and even-

tually give way to flat land with feather grass.

History

Russian historj is full o( dramatic, sometimes tragic, events that make it a colorful

and absorbing story. The following overview is not intended to provide a thorough his-

toi \ of the country, but to give readers a basic understanding of the country's past, and

to offer them a glimpse of a mysterious and exciting part of the world.
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Origins and Kievan Russia

The first mystery one encounters when studying Russian history involves the origins

of the Slavs. Russians belong to the Slavic braneh of the Indo-European ethno-linguistic

group. Scholars have theorized that the homeland of the Slavs lies in the valley of the Vis-

tula River and in the Carpathian Mountains. According to this theory, in the sixth century

a.d. the Slavs split into three groups: the East Sla\s. who migrated north to lands where

people of Finnic and Lithuanian origin lived and inhabited the Eastern European Plain;

the West Slavs, who became the modern Poles. Czechs, and Slovaks; and the South Sla\ s,

who settled in modern Bulgaria and the Balkans. This theor\ has come under criticism

and been rejected by most scholars because of recent archeological findings that indicate

that the Slavs existed much earlier, during Scythian times. :

The Kievan state (860-1240) emerged as a Slavic center of power and culture. Its

inhabitants were called Rus*. The name "Russian" evolved from the word Rus".

The Russian Primary Chronicle, an anna] that contains a description of important

historical, religious, and political events, states that the Scandinavian Rus* (Vikings) were

invited to rule the Slavs in the year 862. Although the Primary Chronicle is not a reliable

historical source, but rather a compilation of legends, folklore, lives of the saints and

princes, and history, where fact and fantasy are combined, it is our chief source of infor-

mation on early Russian culture. 3

In 987. during the reign of Prince Vladimir I (978-1015). the Kievan Rus" were con-

verted to Christianity. The Primary Chronicle relates that Prince Vladimir embraced

Greek, or Eastern. Orthodoxy because his envoys told him that being in the ornate and

beautiful Orthodox Church made them feel as if they were in heaven. Indeed, the Rus-

sian Orthodox Church was modeled after the Greek model, with an impressive dome, fre-

quently blue in color, that transports the worshipper in thought to heaven, thereby

providing a welcome contrast to stark reality.

The lack of a clear line of succession resulted in the Kievan state's break up into sev-

eral principalities, each with its own prince. Disagreements and conflicts weakened the

state and made it vulnerable to invaders.

In 1240. Mongols of the Golden Horde. Central Asian nomads under the leadership

of Genghis Khan, conquered Kiev. From 1240 to 1480 Kievan Russia and its extended

principalities languished under Mongol and Tatar rule. The Rus" were forced to pay trib-

ute to the Horde and to serve in the Mongol army.

It was not until 1380. when Moscow Prince Dmitrii Donskoi defeated the Mongols

in the Battle of Kulikovo Field, that the tide turned back in favor of the Russians. Yet an-

other hundred years passed before Ivan III of Moscow was able to completely renounce

Russian servitude to the khan.

Tsarist Russia

Ivan IV ( 1530-1584). known as Ivan the Terrible, expanded Russia into Siberia. Ivan

the Terrible declared himself the "Tsar and Grand Prince Ivan of all Russia."'
4
In folklore

Ivan IV is generally depicted as a caring protector of his people, although in fact he had

a cruel nature. His reign was marked by violence, and thus he acquired the nickname of

the Terrible {groznyi). With his dreaded elite unit, the oprichina, he terrorized the coun-

Introduction



try and killed every suspected enemy, including his son and heir Ivan Tsarevich, leaving

the country without a competent successor upon his death.

From 1598 to 1613, a period of political upheaval called the Time of Trouble

(Smutnoe vremia) ensued. When Ivan the Terrible's weak son Feodor I proved to be in-

competent, Feodor's brother-in-law Boris Godunov took over; and upon Feodor's death

he became ruler. Godunov was suspected of having killed Tsarevich Dmitrii, Feodor's

brother. Pretenders to the throne, supported by Poland and pretending to be Dmitrii, began

appearing. Both peasants and boyars, members of the privileged aristocracy, were un-

happy, and a civil war that lasted almost a decade ensued. Upon Godunov 's death, the

false Dmitrii was made tsar, only to be rapidly replaced by boyar Vasilii Shuiskii, who
was in turn overthrown.

It was not until the Romanov dynasty came to power that Russia regained stability.

This dynasty ruled Russia from 1613 to 1917. The first of the line was Mikhail Romanov
(1613-1645).

Peter I (1672-1725), or Peter the Great, was one of the most notable Romanovs. He
was even offered the title of Emperor. Peter I expanded the empire and moved the capi-

tal from Moscow to St. Petersburg. Despite the resistance of many members of the aris-

tocracy, he modernized Russia, reforming the government with Western models in mind

and traveling to Europe to learn how to do so. He improved the army and navy so that at

Peter's death Russia had one of the largest armies in Europe. 5 He forced men to shave

their beards, encouraged foreign study, and gave his court lessons in social etiquette. In

1722 he created a Table of Ranks for the military and civil servants. By the end of the

Great Northern War (1700-1721) and Russia's victory over Sweden. Russia was firmly

entrenched in the Baltic.

Not long after the death of Peter I, another important ruler came to power—Cather-

ine II (1729 to 1796), also known as Catherine the Great. Catherine II ruled from 1762

to 1796. Her reign was long and she became legendary, but her personal beliefs conflicted

with her policies. Ultimately, her captivating image is more important than her actual ac-

complishments. 6 Although Catherine II purported to believe in progressive, revolutionary

ideas, she placed the church under state control and she was merciless in quelling rebel-

lions, such as that of Don Cossack Emelian Pugachev, whom she had executed in 1775.

She extended serfdom to areas in Ukraine where the system had not previously existed;

and by drawing up the Charter of the Nobility, she created a class system that decreased

the peasants' powers. Nevertheless, by promoting French culture and language and

strengthening education, she ushered in an age of Russian Enlightenment.

After Catherine the Great died, her son. Paul I (1754-1801), who despised his

mother, purposely reversed her policies. Catherine had intended to join Austria against

the French revolutionary government, but Paul I abandoned her plans. The situation wors-

ened until June 1812 when, during the reign of Alexander I (1777-1825). Napoleon in-

vaded Russia. Napoleon's soldiers had inadequate supplies and suffered from poor

morale. 7 Russian peasants willingly burned their homes and crops rather than aid the

French by supplying them with food. Ultimately, Napoleon had no choice but to retreat,

but he made the unfortunate choice of October as the departure date. During the severe

Russian winter, his army of 600.000 was reduced to somewhere between 30.000 to 50.000

men. 8

The next Russian leader. Nicholas I ( 1796-1855). was noted tor his repressive con-

servatism. On December 26. 1S25. as he was assuming power, the Decembrists, a group
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of liberal members of the military and aristocracy, revolted against Alexander I's in-

creasingly regressive policies. The event is important because it was a revolutionary

protest against the regime perpetrated not by peasants, but by the upper classes.

In 1853, the Ottoman Empire declared war on Russia and was joined by England

and France. Known as the Crimean War, it ended in 1856 during the reign of Alexander

II, Nicholas's son, in a resounding defeat for Russia. In the subsequent Treaty of Paris.

Russia lost her southern territory. In the course of his reign, Alexander II (1818-1881)

made liberal reforms, the most notable of which was the emancipation of the serfs in 1861.

Nevertheless, the emancipation was considered inadequate by members of the People's

Will, whose assassination of Alexander II in 1881 ironically resulted in the death of Rus-

sia's most liberal tsar.

Nicholas II (1868-1917), Alexander II's son, was a personable family man who was

incapable of ruling Russia. His wife Alexandra became the real power behind the throne.

She was aided by a peasant named Gregorii Rasputin, whose whimsical advice ruined the

last Romanovs. Two events contributed to malcontent among the people. The first event

was Bloody Sunday (1905). during which a group of workers, led by Father Gapon and

carrying the tsar's portrait, walked toward the Winter Palace and were massacred. The

second event was World War I. in which Russia suffered heavy losses. On March 15, 1917,

the incompetent Nicholas II was persuaded to abdicate. He and his family were exiled by

the Bolsheviks to Yekaterinburg, where they were subsequently executed.

The Russian Revolution

After the abdication of Nicholas II, the Provisional Government, which supported

democracy, was established with Alexander Kerensky as Prime Minister. But later that

year, on November 7. 1917, the Provisional Government was defeated by a revolutionary

coup of the Bolshevik (Communist) Party, led by Vladimir Ilyich Lenin (1870-1924).

Lenin's motley band of soldiers, sailors, and workers stormed the Winter Palace in Pet-

rograd (St. Petersburg). Influenced by the philosophy of Karl Marx, Lenin ordered the

seizure of land and factories for impoverished workers and peasants, resulting in the na-

tionalization of property with the government as owner.

The Soviet Era

Communism and the so-called "dictatorship of the proletariat" lasted for seventy-

four years, from 1917 to 1991. In 1922, Russia became known as the Union of Soviet So-

cialist Republics. The government was centralized, which resulted in the creation of a

slow, ineffective bureaucracy. Religions were prohibited, and atheism was proclaimed. In

reality, what evolved was a pseudo-religion with Lenin as god. Edicts were enforced cru-

elly and violently by a maniacal CHEKA (All-Russian Extraordinary Commission to

Combat Counter-Revolution and Sabotage), precursor to the KGB, led by the dreaded

Felix Dzerzhinsky. The anecdote below makes a subtle criticism of the regime and an al-

lusion to the fear in which it was held.
9 Open criticism resulted in imprisonment.

Scientists found out how to reanimate the dead and resurrected Lenin. Lenin re-

quested that he be given three days to inspect the country's situation. He was given the

three days and disappeared without a trace. Then the scientists resurrected Dzerzhin-

sky and sent him in search of Lenin. Suddenly. Dzerzhinsky received a telegram from
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Former KGB building and pedestal of a monument that was toppled in 1991. The
monument had been erected to honor Felix Dzerzhinsky (1877-1926), head of the Soviet

CHEKA and OGPU (Unified State Political Administration).

Switzerland. It said:

Lenin." 10

'Fly here right away, and we'll start over from the beginning.

The Civil War, War Communism, and the New Economic Policy

From 1918 to 1921 Russia experienced a civil war in which Reds, who supported

Lenin and the revolution, battled and conquered Whites, supporters of tsarism and the old

regime. Under the policies of War Communism, the urban worker and poor peasant were

favored over other members of society, such as merchants, intellectuals, and wealthy peas-

ants (known as kulaks). Well-to-do peasants were divested of food at fixed prices so that

the Red Army could be fed. In 1921 a famine swept the country. Many people died, and

others moved to the country in hopes of feeding their families off the land. In 1921 Lenin

instituted a compromise to capitalism, called the New Economic Policy, on a temporary

basis. It represented a relaxation of policies that resulted in a much-needed economic im-

provement.

Stalin, the Five-Year Plans, and World War II

After Lenin's death in 1924, Joseph Stalin (1879-1953 > seized power after ruthlessly

murdering his rivals. He set up an absolute dictatorship. So-called "enemies of the state"

were "purged." i.e.. executed, exiled, or sent to labor camps. Free expression was pro-

hibited. During the Great Purges of the 1930s, neighbors spied on one another seeking

phantasmagoric enemies, as the anecdote below demonstrates.

A Soviet citizen informed the K(iH (Committee of State Security) that his Jewish

neighbor in the apartment next door wanted to emigrate. The K(iH agent interrogated

the Jew and asked him win he wanted to leave the country.
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"There are two reasons I want to leave the Soviet I 'nion," he said.

"What are they?" asked the KGB agent.

"The first reason is that my neighbor keeps saying the Soviet regime will fall."

"Thai's ridiculous!" said the agent. "Why do von pay any attention to him? The

Soviet regime will never fall."

"That's the second reason I want to emigrate," said the Jew.

Under Stalin, the Soviet Union underwent a transformation to an industrialized so-

ciety that rivaled the United States. With his Five-Year Plans. Stalin set goals for indus-

trial and military growth. Unwilling peasants were herded into collectives and state farms

(sovkhozy), all at the cost of great human suffering. Writers, artists, scientists, architects,

composers—professional people—were enlisted in the service of building communism
and spewed stereotypical nonsense to please the state. Real talent often went unnoticed,

or worse, punished.

In 1939 the Soviet Union signed nonaggression and neutrality treaties with Nazi

Germany and Japan. Nevertheless. Hitler invaded Russia in the summer of 1940 and de-

clared war a year later. In 1941 the Soviet Union joined the allies against the German axis,

and World War II. known in Russia as the Great Patriotic War, resulted in staggering

losses.

The Cold War Era

During World War II. the Soviet Union and the West formed an alliance, but as time

passed differences resulted in distrust and hostility. The Cold War era set in. After the

death of Stalin in 1953. a period of thaw brought hope when Nikita Khrushchev (1894-

1964) assumed power as First Secretary and gave an anti-Stalin speech at the Twentieth

Party Congress in 1956. However, intellectuals were disappointed with the amount of artis-

tic expression allowed, and they noted that not a great deal had changed, as the anecdote

below shows.

Question: What would happen ifyou cried out in Red Square. "Nikita [Khrushchev] is

a fool"?

Answer: You 'd get twenty-five years in prison—five years for criticizing Khrushchev and

twenty years for revealing a state secret.

Satellite nations, which the Soviet Union had forced into its camp, began rebelling

and were brutally suppressed (Hungary in 1957 and Czechoslovakia in 1968). The coun-

try's energy focused on military and space achievements."

Khrushchev was replaced by a series of ineffectual leaders, bureaucrats at heart, who
attempted to hold back change. Leonid Brezhnev, who ruled from 1964 to 1982, was one

of the Soviet Union's more memorable leaders. Under his rule, the living standards of

the ordinary Soviet citizen improved without any real reform. During his final days, his

mental deterioration became so apparent that anecdotes accentuating his senility began

circulating.

Brezhnev asked his ghostwriters to compose a twenty-minute speech. He was

handed a pile ofpapers, and he started reading. The reading lasted three hours. Angry,

he called his writers and scolded them for writing a three-hour speech when he had re-

quested a twenty-minute speech.
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His amazed writers said, "We gave you the speech and eight copies of the speech.

You have read the same speech nine times."

It was not until Mikhail Gorbachev became General Secretary in 1985 that reform

was effected and democratization and freedom finally came to the Soviet Union. Gor-

bachev advocated glasnost' (openness), which allowed freedom of expression and reli-

gious freedom, and perestroika (restructuring of the country and the Soviet system) to

save the country from economic ruin and from ethnic unrest. Initially supported for his

policies by the liberal segment of the population, Gorbachev eventually caused disen-

chantment among the people. Liberals criticized him for taking halfway measures and

moving slowly, and conservatives opposed his reforms and the speed with which he in-

stituted them. The more people suffered economically, the more disgruntled they grew.

Ultimately, Gorbachev was more popular in the West than in his own country.

The Fall of the Soviet Union and the Post-Soviet Era

In 1991 Gorbachev resigned following a failed coup led by Prime Minister Valentin

Pavlov, Vice President Gennadii Yanev, and other hard-line conservatives. After seventy-

four years of Soviet rule, the Soviet Union ceased to exist. When Russia, Ukraine, and

Kazakhstan declared their independence, followed by the Baltic republics, Belarus, Geor-

gia, Azerbaijan, Turkmenistan, Uzbekistan, Moldova, Armenia, Kyrgyzstan, and Tajik-

istan, it became a loose confederation of republics named the Commonwealth of

Independent States.

President Boris Yeltsin, who led Russia from 1992 to 2000, defended Gorbachev dur-

ing the coup, and he later became the first democratically elected leader. Yeltsin's regime

was fraught with crises and problems. His attempts at rapid reform resulted in a growing

opposition. That opposition escalated when Yeltsin dissolved the parliament on Septem-

ber 22, 1993, and a bloodbath ensued when Russian citizens defended conservative par-

liament members, who had barricaded themselves in the parliament building. It is

estimated that 140 people were killed in the ensuing struggle. 12

In 1994 Russian troops, grossly underpaid and demoralized, were sent to Chechnya

to quell the Chechens' independence movement. The war ended in 1997, but in the years

that have followed, trouble in this area has continued. In recent years, Chechen rebels

have employed terrorist tactics against Russia and they have claimed responsibility for

several bombings in Moscow. Yeltsin faced other ethnic crises when the autonomous re-

gions in Russia began demanding independence in the mid-1990s.

The country was also beset with economic woes. In 1998. Russia defaulted on all

payments, and the bank system was frozen. The ruble. Russia's monetary unit, retained

only twenty-five percent of its value. Yeltsin's health deteriorated, and he underwent by-

pass surgery. Shortly thereafter, he began dismissing his prime ministers and cabinet mem-
bers. Russia and the United States disagreed over the war in Kosovo, with Russia

supporting the Serbs. Yeltsin was also challenged by a powerful Russian Maria that had

managed to infiltrate the government and business. The Matia became notorious for as-

sassinating bankers and lor demanding protection money (krysha) from businesses.

On December 31, 1999. Yeltsin resigned, naming Vladimir Putin as his replacement.

In March 2000 Putin was elected president. Putin has grappled with the continuation of

the economic and ethnic problems of Yeltsin's regime. Although Russia gained control of

Grozny, the Chechen capital, in February 2000. Chechen terrorist tactics have not ceased.
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A memorial outside the Parliament building to a young

protester who was killed during the near-civil war that erupted

in 1993. It reads: Mama, forgive me. They killed me for loving

m\ native land.

On October 23. 2002. Chechen terrorists took over a Moscow theater during a musical

performance and. threatening to bomb the building, held hostage an audience of over 800

people. In rescue maneuvers by the Russian army. 116 people died.
13

Russian Life

Russia's total population has been given variously as 147 million (in 1995) accord-

ing to ACTR"s Cultural Handbook to the New Independent States; as 148.179.000 (in

1999) in Minton F. Goldman's Russia, the Eurasian Republics, and Central/European Eu-

rope: and as 144.978.573 in the 2003 World Almanac and Book of Facts. Not only does

the last figure indicate no population gain, but it also indicates an actual loss of popula-

tion. Men living in Russia have an average life expectancy of 62.3 years and women live

on the average to 73. according to the 2003 World Almanac and Book of Facts. That is

an improvement over what the World Almanac recorded two years earlier. In 2001 it gave

59.06 as the average lifespan of men and 71.8 as the average lifespan for women. These

statistics apply to all 108 peoples living in Russia, of which ethnic Russians, whose folk-

tales we will explore, form the majority (81.5 percent).
14

Russian, a Slavic language, is written in Cyrillic letters. The ancestor of the Russian

alphabet was created by Greek missionaries, brothers Cyril and Methodius. Therefore,

many letters resemble Greek ones.

The Russian's nature is warm, straightforward, expansive, and accepting of fate. Tra-

ditionally. Russians have shown concern about others, even strangers on the street, and

are very helpful. They form lasting friendships. The ordinary Russian is not wealthy. Ac-

cording to the 2003 World Almanac the per capita income is equivalent to $7,700 a year.

Most pensioners receive less than SI 00 a month. 1 "" Many Russians have a summer house

(dacha), where they grow vegetables to supplement their food supply. The poverty of most
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Russians contrasts with the extreme wealth of the New Russians, an emerging class of

businessmen and Mafia bosses, as the anecdote below demonstrates.

Two New Russians arrived at an automobile dealership to buy two Mercedes-600s.

First New Russian: "Stop. I'll pay for both our cars."

Second New Russian: "But why should you pay?"

First New Russian: "Well, after all. you treated me to a meal in a cafe yesterday.

It's my turn to treat you."

Older Russians often complain that capitalism is slowly eroding the Russian char-

acter, and that young people have less concern about their fellowmen than do members

of the older generation. They claim that young people are focused on themselves and get-

ting ahead, whereas under communism the collective good took precedence over the needs

and desires of the individual.

Russians today still enjoy gathering at friends' homes around a table laden with food.

They are capable of sitting until dawn conversing, telling anecdotes, singing songs, and

reciting four-lined ditties called chastushki. The typical ritual consists of eating appetiz-

ers (zakuski) while drinking vodka. Numerous toasts are made. The toast has developed

into an art form. Appetizers are followed by soup, such as cabbage soup (shchi) or borsch.

The meat dish might be chicken cutlets {kotlety). shashlik. or beef stroganoff, accompa-

nied by various salads. Desert might consist of sponge cake (keks). ice cream, or

napoleons.

Russians enjoy walking through the forest and vacationing at resorts (kuroty). Vaca-

tions were free in Soviet times, but under communism the ordinary Russian was not al-

A round a Russian table.
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Mumming (dressing up in costumes and masks) is part of the

New Year's tradition.

lowed to travel freely to other countries, and it is only within the past decade that Rus-

sians have begun to explore the world.

In the past, New Year's Eve was the most celebrated Soviet holiday, and it remains

a very important day. Guests arrive to the traditional table, and an all-night party ensues.

When the Kremlin bells chime, everyone toasts the new year. There is a New Year's tree

(elka) and gifts are exchanged, albeit on a smaller scale than in the United States at Christ-

mas, the western holiday most closely resembling the Russian New Year. Grandfather

Frost (Ded Moroz) and his helper, the Snow Maiden (Snegurochka), appear at the chil-

dren's New Year Party, during which the children encircle the tree and dance and sing.

Now that religious beliefs are no longer discouraged as they were in communist

times, Christmas (January 7) and Easter are growing in popularity. The night before Easter,

worshippers bring eggs, kulich (cylindrical bread), and paskha (a kind of cheesecake) to

church to be blessed. At midnight the priest leads a procession around the church, sym-

bolically reenacting Mary Magdelene's search for Jesus's body. After the return to church,

symbolizing the opening of the tomb, the priest announces that "Christ is risen!" The con-

gregation replies, "He is truly risen!" After church, fasting is broken and followed by a

long, celebratory feast.

Independence Day (June 12) is a new holiday that celebrates the creation of the new
Russian state. There are parades and fireworks. November 7. Russian Revolution Day,

which was never a very happy holiday, has lost its significance and is largely ignored. On
March 8. International Women's Day, men give women gifts and flowers. Unlike our

Mother's Day. women do not have to be mothers to be recognized and appreciated. Men
are remembered, although not as widely, on Army and Navy Day (February 23).
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May Day festivities in Moscow, 1993.

May 1, International Workers* Day, was always an enjoyable holiday, a celebration

of spring, and it remains so.

The Tales

History of Russian Folklore

After the Christianization of Russia in 987, the clergy fought pagan beliefs and oral

traditions. Nevertheless, religious scribes made chance references to these traditions in

church literature and annals, which remain to this day the source of our knowledge about

pagan gods, rituals, beliefs, legends, songs, and tales. Only in the seventeenth century did

the recording of folklore begin, when two Englishmen. Richard James and Samuel Collins,

compiled historical songs and folktales from the Archangelsk area.
16

In the eighteenth century, the Russian nobility overtly regarded oral literature as in-

ferior and declasse. However, among the peasantry it flourished. In contradiction to their

expressed disdain for folk traditions, the nobility, too. was involved in staging theatrical

presentations featuring peasant songs and peasant actors, and was entertained b\ folktales.

Poet Aleksandr Pushkin, for example, credited his beloved nurse Arina Rodionovna with

instilling in him a love of poetry and the folk with her taletelling. By the late eighteenth

eentuiN Vasilii A. Levshin published ten volumes of Russian Talcs. Containing the Most
Ancient Narratives of the Renowned Knights, Popular Tales, and Others Surviving

Through the Retelling ofAdventures < 1780-1783). The lower classes were entertained b\

the inexpensive lubok, a chapbook with little text and large woodcut prints.
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In the nineteenth century, a worldwide interest in folklore arose in connection with

the emergence of the Romantic Movement, with its emphasis on nature, feeling, creativ-

ity, idealism, the common man, and national spirit. In Germany, the brothers Wilhelm

(1787-1859) and Jakob (1785-1863) Grimm collected and published tales, thereby pro-

moting the idealization of German traditions. In Russia, Aleksandr N. Afanas'ev ( 1 826—

1871) played a role similar to that of the Grimm brothers, and his name is synonymous

with the concept of Russian folklore. His multivolume collection of Russian Folk Talcs

(Narodnye russkie skazki) was published between 1855 and 1863. Other collections he

published include Russian Legends (Narodnye russkie legendy, 1859) and Russian Secret

Tales (Russkie z.avetnxc skazki. 1872).

Afanas'ev and the Grimms espoused the theories of the mythological school, which

linked folklore to myths. The mythological school represented the beginning of the sci-

entific study of folklore in Russia, to which Afanas'ev contributed an influential volume

entitled The Poetic Views of the Slavs on Nature (Poeticheskie vozzreniia slavian na

prirodu, 1865-1869) describing and comparing pagan beliefs with nineteenth-century tra-

ditions.

Other tale collectors followed in Afanas'ev's footsteps. They include Dmitrii N.

Sadovnikov. who published tales he collected in the Samara area in 1884; N. E. Onchukov,

whose Northern Tales came out in 1909; and D. K. Zelenin, whose tales from the Perm

and Vyatka areas were published in 1915. That same year Boris and Yurii Sokolov pub-

lished Tales and Songs of the Belozerskii Region. A.M. Smirnov was responsible for the

publication in 1917 of tales that had accumulated in the archives of the Russian Geo-

graphical Society after the publication of Afanas'ev's collection.

The German scholar Theodor Benfey formed the theory that tales are borrowed

among various peoples. This theory emphasized the similarities of stories found in vari-

ous cultures due to borrowings, particularly from the East. In Russia, this theory was pop-

ular with the Orientalists and students of Siberian and Eastern folklore. Its major

proponents were Aleksandr Nikolaevich Veselovskii (1837-1906), who was interested in

cultural connections and who broadened Benfey's work, and V.J. Miller, who studied the

heroic epic (bylina).

Related to Benfey's theory of borrowings is the Finnish School. In Scandinavia

Kaarle Krohn (1863-1933) began what became known as the Finnish School. The folk-

lorists of this school tackled the task of creating a subject index of tales, in which folk-

tales were classified according to their traits and motifs. They hoped to create a system

with which folklorists could trace the routes by which tales migrated from country to

country. Krohn's student Antii Aarne published just such a tale-type index in 1910 (Verzei-

chnis der Mdrchentypen tnit Hiilfe von Fachgenossen ausgearbeitet von Antii Aarne). In

1929 in Russia. N.R Andreev translated into Russian and enlarged Aarne's index; and in

1961 in the United States, Stith Thompson translated into English and enlarged Aarne's

index. This index has been, and continues to be, an invaluable tool for the study of the

folktale. Nevertheless, in 1936 at a Leningrad conference of the Academy of Sciences,

the works of N. P. Andreev and the Finnish School were publicly discredited by puppets

of the Communist Party.

The concrete and literally minded historical school, which emphasized the dating,

geographical location, and actual facts connected to specimens of oral literature, arose in

reaction to idealistic and effusive romanticism. The historical school remained in vogue

until the Russian Revolution of 1917. Although the historical school took into consider-
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ation the content of folk creations, it largely ignored their artistic aspects. This school fell

into disfavor with the Soviets because of its so-called "sociological speculations." i.e.. its

insistence on the aristocratic origin of folklore because folktales and epic poems (byliny)

were peopled with tsars and tsarevnas. nobles, wealthy merchants, and the like. Folklorist

Yurii Sokolov fell victim to criticism on this score. These ideas ran afoul of the Soviet

government's plan to use folklore to promote communism and to glorify the common
man—the worker and the peasant—at the expense of the upper classes—the wealthy, cul-

tured, and educated.

Adherents of the anthropological school, such as Bronislaw Malinowski and Franz

Boas, studied primitive, isolated cultures and pointed out that there were as many differ-

ences as similarities between tales from different cultures. Yet another view was taken by

adherents of the Freudian school, who read psychological meanings connected to sexual

dysfunction into folktales. Others with a psychological bent favored the theories of Carl

Jung (1875-1961) concerning the collective unconscious in the study and interpretation

of folktales. Russian philologist N. la. Marr created a method of "paleontological analy-

sis." He applied this method to linguistic data while integrating the findings of related

fields, such as ethnography, archeology, and folkloristics. As a result, he was able to

demonstrate the weakness of Indo-European comparative linguistics.

All of the above-mentioned schools were discredited by the Soviets, whose empha-

sis on the importance of the national and collective concept in work and scholarship was

not served by the study of folktales from other cultures and in isolation, as the anthropo-

logical school advocates. Nor could Soviet doctrine sanction Freud's emphasis on sex and

the internal life of the individual, while Jung's theories were virtually unknown to Soviet

scholars. Even students of the respected Marr were criticized for narrowness of concept

in their search for "survivals" of ancient times in folklore texts and for their alleged at-

tempt to reduce all folklore to these "survivals."

The formalist school arose in opposition to the historical and anthropological schools.

Despite the bleak climate for thought. Russian scholarship shone on the international hori-

zon when Vladimir Propp, who emphasized the formal and artistic aspects of folktales,

published his findings. He claimed that all fairy tales may be morphologically deduced

from the basic one involving the abduction of the heroine by the villain.
17 However, the

formalists, too, fell into disfavor in the Soviet Union because their focus on text, devices,

structure, and aesthetics, rather than on the text as it relates to man, was considered an

empty, idle "bourgeois" contemplation. At an Academy of Sciences conference in 1936,

Propp was criticized for having formalistic principles. Indeed, the term "formalist" be-

came pejorative and was used to censure any artist, scholar, or writer who went astray

and deviated from the Soviet norm, which was known as socialist realism.

That norm involved using folklore and literature to further Communist Party values,

ideals, and goals. Folklore became the handmaiden of the Party in service to communism.
The situation was complicated because folklore itself was in transition. Formerly, collec-

tors focused mainly on folktales and folk songs (especially the bylina). As these longer

genres became less suited to the pace ol' life, and as hooks, radio, television, movies, and

the like replaced tale-telling as a form of entertainment, as literacy grew, new genres be-

came popular, such as the four-line chastushka, the modern joke, and the anecdote. The
definition ol' folklore became blurred and man) genres were studied that were not folk-

lore at all. but instead were what American folklorist Richard M. Dorson referred to as
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"fakelore." Thus, workers and peasants began creating stories about Lenin and Stalin that

were accepted as legitimate folklore. Soviet folklorists focused on themes concerning the

beneficial influence of communism, country life, the economy, and the military as they

were depicted in popular culture. So\ Let folklorist K. V. Chistov took an extreme stance

and advocated an all-inclusive definition of folklore that accepted the productions of am-

ateur choirs and theaters, materials ol~ propaganda brigades, works by semiliterate authors,

war songs, the material of so-called "industrial folklore." and other popular art forms. 18

Needless to say. the rest of the world did not adopt this broad definition of folklore.

In the thirties, adherents of the various schools of thought, such as the Finnish and

formalist schools, terrified by the atmosphere of dread created by Stalin, began recanting

their theories and confessing to "vulgar sociologism." It is difficult to assess the loss to

the science of folkloristics caused by this climate of terror. Many folklorists changed their

orientation. Vladimir Propp. as an example, no longer delved into the morphology and

structure of the folktale. Instead, in The Historical Roofs of the Fairy Talc (Istoricheskie

korni volshebnoi skazki, 1946). he attempted to connect fairytale structure to initiation

and funeral rites. On April 1. 1948. at Leningrad State University, A.G. Dement'ev ac-

cused Propp of basing his work on the works of foreign scholars, thereby robbing the Rus-

sian fairy tale of its national character. Accused o( cosmopolitanism and depriving the

Russian fairy tale of its national character, once again Propp was forced to recant or lose

his teaching post at Leningrad State University, or face an even worse punishment. In-

deed, the role of folklore was a nationalist one—to engender a patriotic love of the Mother

Land and a deep respect for the working class.

The formalist school did not quite disappear. It produced disciples, a younger gen-

eration of folklorists who created the structural-semiotic school of folklore. Like the for-

malists, they explore the structure and semiotics of texts. The most important figure among

them is Eleazar Meletinskii. who developed a methodology that expanded Propp's con-

sideration of form to create a model of the folktale that included context.
14 Other mem-

bers of this school include S. Nekliudov. D. Segal, and E. Novik. This group gained respect

internationally. They have survived Soviet repression to prosper.

In addition, the collecting of folklore flourished in Soviet times and was encouraged

by the government. Collectors continued to make contributions to the archives of the Rus-

sian Geographical Society. Moscow State University, the Academy of Arts and Sciences,

and other repositories of folklore. In the thirties. M. K. Azadovskii collected tales in

Siberia, and I.V. Karnaukhova collected northern tales and legends. Particularly note-

worthy are collections of the repertoires of individual tellers, such as F. P. Gospodarev.

I.F. Kovalev. M.M. Korguev. A.N. Korol'kova, N.O. Vinokurova, and others.

Despite the challenging climate, expeditions to collect folklore (especially in the Far

North. Siberia, and Volga River areas), classification of materials collected, and the de-

positing of these materials in archives continued. After the Soviet Union fell, the repub-

lication of out-of-print works began. More importantly, the publication of previously

forbidden genres, which had lain for years in archives (including personal archives),

began. Collections of political jokes, indecent anecdotes, erotic folklore, and memorates

(bylichki) began appearing on the shelves of bookstores and in the kiosks beside the sub-

way entrances and on the city streets.

It is an exciting time to study Russian folklore. After the Soviet years of stagnation,

a rebirth has occurred, and new knowledge is available.
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Tellers and Tales

The folktale is an account of magical happenings and the wonderful adventures of

heroes and heroines who, after many tests and battles, are rewarded for their courage and

goodness. Goodness always wins over evil. A blend of fantasy and reality, the folktale is

a source of popular wisdom, optimism, creativity, and poetry, handed down initially by

word of mouth and later in written form.

In Russia, stories were recounted by soldiers, craftsmen, exiled prisoners, wander-

ing pilgrims, loggers, and the like, for the entertainment of the folk. In return for food

and a night's lodging, soldiers used to tell tales like "The Enchanted Princess," in which

the soldier-hero accomplishes impressive deeds and earns the hand of the beautiful

princess. At the end of a hard day's work, loggers used to gather around the fire and tell

tales to while away the evening hours. Fishing artels frequently invited storytellers to ac-

company them on fishing expeditions and entertain them with stories. In ways such as

these, rural life promoted the development of the folktale genre. Storytellers offered hard-

working people whose existence was difficult a brief escape from reality.

The storyteller was always a welcome guest whose performance was like a theatri-

cal presentation. The teller might change his or her voice to depict a specific story char-

acter, or gesticulate and act out a part. As a result, there was an emphasis on dialog with

bare description, for storytellers relied upon gestures and props, instead of description, to

demonstrate their point.

In later years, after the tales had been recorded, writers filled in the bare sections

with descriptions of their own so that children and the general public, who were without

the benefit of observing the teller, might enjoy the tales, too. As stories passed from per-

formance to written text, the requirements for the creation of well-told stories changed

along with the medium.

Several devices are used in the telling of tales, whether oral or written. Folktales may
begin or end with formulas. For example, the story "The Fool and the Birch Tree" ends

with the following couplet:

Regale me with ale

For telling my tale.

This verse is a reference to the custom of rewarding the storyteller with drink and food.

Epithets are also commonly found in folktales. For example, Emelia. hero of "At the Pike's

Command," is referred to as Emelia the Fool. The sea is referred to as "the blue sea."

Terms of endearment are often used. For example, the tsarevna who loves Emelia refers

to him as Emiliushka. the diminutive and endearing form of his name. Poetry may inter-

rupt the story, as it does in "Kolobok, the Runaway Bun" and "The Silver Saucer and the

Red Apple." These devices render color and rhythm to the stories.

Folktales have served as the basis of the works of writers like Aleksandr Pushkin,

who used folklore motifs in his long poem "Ruslan and Liudmila." Nikolai Gogol incor-

porated Ukrainian folklore into his Evenings on a Farm Scar Dikanka. Aleksandr Ostrov-

skii's dramatic tale The Snow Maiden and Pavel Bazhov's stories based on the folklore

of the Ural Mountains represent just a few examples of writers influenced b\ this genre.

Folktales have inspired the writers and readers oi Russia alike, and undoubtedly they will

continue to inspire future generations.
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Classification of Folktales

Russian folklorists divide folktales into three types—animal tales (skazki o zhivot-

nykh), fairy or magie tales {yolshebnye skazki), and tales of everyday life (bytovye

skazki).
20 This division is convenient and has been used here.

As mentioned previously, Stith Thompson in the United States and N. P. Andreev in

Russia constructed tale type indexes based upon that of Antii Aarne. In some cases, tales

may consist of more than one tale type. In other cases, there is a discrepancy between

Thompson's and Andreev's descriptions of the same type. "Cheeky the Goat," for ex-

ample, is Type 212 in both indexes. However, Thompson names Type 212 "The Lying

Goat" and describes a goat that declares it has had nothing to eat when taken to pasture.

Andreev names Type 212 "The Fleeced Goat" and describes a goat that steals a rabbit's

home and is ousted with the help of other animals. The version chosen is true to both de-

scriptions, but any single description is inadequate. "The Bubble, the Straw, and the

Lapot' " (story Type 295) is categorized by both Andreev and Thompson as an animal

tale, apparently because its structure is similar to that of an animal tale. However, since

not a single animal appears in the tale, its classification flies in the face of logic. Here,

the tale entitled "The Bubble, the Straw, and the Lapot' " has been placed under "Tales

of Everyday Life" because the character-objects are common to peasant daily life. In short,

no system is perfect, and I alone am responsible for category placement in this volume.

Animal Tales

Animal tales represent an ancient genre. They reflect concepts of animism, totemism.

and anthropomorphism, tempered by satire and humor. Animals are known for specific

traits. For example, the fox is sly and persuasive. In "Governor Kotofei Ivanovich, the

Dreadful Cat," Elizaveta the Fox uses her cunning to elevate her cat husband above the

other animals and to instill fear in them. The fox of "Kolobok, the Runaway Bun" charms

and tricks the bun in a tale reminiscent of "The Gingerbread Boy." The goat is known for

its stubbornness. Cheeky the Goat in the story of the same name sticks so stubbornly to

her lies that she is found out and punished. The rabbit is cowardly. In the story entitled

"Tails," the rabbit's cowardice prevents his leaving his hole to select a tail. The wolf is

depicted as being slow-witted, and he usually receives a beating for his simplicity, as does

the antihero-wolf of "The Wolf and the Old Man's Daughters." The bear is clumsy and

not very clever. The bear often ends up inadvertently destroying something, as he does in

"The Mansion-House" when he sits on the jug and crushes it. The antics of the animals

in these stories model proper and improper behavior.

Fairy Tales

The fairy tale is more complex than the animal tale and involves several episodes.

Frequently, the hero or heroine sets out on a journey, during which he or she is tested

many times or has to do battle with an enemy, such as the wicked stepmother in "Father

Frost" or the cannibalistic monster in "The Puff Monster." In the Russian Cinderella tale

entitled "Pigskin." it is the stepfather who is the villain.

Baba Yaga is a central figure in Russian folklore. She appears in the fairy tale as a

frightful figure living in the forest in a hut on chicken legs, which is located between the
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kingdom of the living and the dead. She is a nature spirit who flies through the air in a

mortar, which she steers with a pestle while sweeping away her tracks with a broom. She

may be good or evil in accordance with her mood, so she alternates between helper and

villain in relation to the hero. She appears in the story "Teryoshechka" in her evil guise,

imitating the voice of Teryoshechka's mother to lure the boy into her clutches.

Assisted by innate goodness and by human or animal helpers, the hero or heroine

defeats evil and is transformed by misfortune into a wiser adult who experiences the pre-

dictable happy ending. Thus, Teryoshechka defeats Baba Yaga and returns matured to his

parents. The heroic soldier of "The Enchanted Princess" receives a bride as a reward for

his bravery in freeing the princess from a magic spell. Alyonushka of "The Silver Saucer

and the Red Apple" is rescued from a cruel death inflicted by her sisters when a kind

woman gives her father a flask containing the water of life. Alyonushka confronts the issue

of sibling rivalry and emerges victorious. Goodness prevails, but for those who are not

good and behave badly, the fairytale ending is quite different. Thus, the loutish stepsister

of the tale entitled "Father Frost" pays with her life for her surliness.

Tales of Everyday Life

Russian folklorists often place the word "social" (sotsial'no) before the designation

"tales of everyday life," thereby emphasizing the social satire aspect of the genre. Tales

of everyday life evolved more recently than animal or fairy tales and are closer to real-

ity. Lives of common people are depicted, and the characters are less exotic than those

who inhabit the fairy tale. The heroes are peasants, priests, and soldiers—familiar, every-

day people. The situation these characters face is frequently humorous and their approach

to solving predicaments absurd. For example, the peasant couple and the priest's family

in "The Egg" react to the accidental breaking of an egg as if it were a grave tragedy. In

the story entitled "Magic Water," the old woman actually believes that the quarrels with

her husband have stopped because of the magical properties of the water she is holding

in her mouth, rather than because she is keeping her mouth shut. The wily common man
is frequently the hero of tales of everyday life. Thus, the soldier of "A Copeck a Drop"

who outwits his miserly hostess so that he can have oil in his soup is an example. So. too.

is the con man of "The Sorcerer." who is able to solve the case of the disappearance of

the tsars ring with cunning and luck.

Tales of Spirits and the Supernatural

Tales of spirits and the supernatural are known as bylichki, and they constitute a

unique genre. In the Soviet era, the study of this genre was discouraged. American folk-

lorists call these stories memorates. They are related by the person who actually experi-

enced the event or are told as having happened to a friend or family member of the teller.

The narrator tells of his or her encounter with a supernatural being, such as a werewolf,

house spirit (domovoi), mermaid, wood goblin (leshii). or the like. These creatures are na-

ture spirits who are part of the Russian pagan belief system. The wood goblin (leshii) is

the master of the forest. He has a had habit of frightening people with his evil laugh and

leading them astray. In "The Wood Goblin Godfather." however, the little wood goblin

protects a small child. The house spirit (domovoi) guards the Family and livestock of the
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house in which he lives. In the past, when a peasant family moved, a member of the

household scooped up ashes from the hearth and transported the house spirit, who was

believed to be in the ashes, to the new domicile. The family believed that if it failed to

do so, it would have bad luck. The spirit of the bathhouse (bannik) is especially evil and

vicious. He lives in the bathhouse, which is associated with rituals attending birth and

death, waiting for an unsuspecting soul to break one of the bathhouse rules so that he can

smother and skin alive the transgressor.

About Tale Selection and Translation

In selecting the stories, I searched for ones that were told by talented tellers. In so

doing. I turned mostly to retellings and literary renditions by Russian writers, rather than

to authentic recordings from the mouths of the folk. I made my selections from well-

known collections and retellings, which have appealed over the ages to Russian children,

parents, teachers, and librarians, as well as to my students and storytelling audiences. In

a few instances, I have added flourishes of my own if elaboration or explanation was re-

quired. It is well known that the greatest of Russian tale collectors. Aleksandr Afanas'ev,

doctored bare tellings to some extent, so there is a precedent for what I have done.

Afanas'ev is just one of the collectors and taletellers upon whose work my renditions are

based. Others include Aleksei N. Tolstoi. Etna V. Pomerantseva, and Vladimir R Anikin.

The latter two are well-known Russian folklorists. Chair of the Department of Folklore

at Moscow State University after Nikolai I. Kravtsov retired. Vladimir P. Anikin was my
teacher and Russian dissertation adviser.

There are many splendid collections of Russian folktales in English. They include

those of Aleksandr Nikolaevich Afanas'ev, Arthur Ransome, Jeremiah Curtin, Virginia

Haviland. William Ralston, and James Riordan, to name a few. It would be difficult in-

deed to improve on their work. My intent is to complement these collections with con-

textual information about Russia's history, geography, and cultural traditions, and to

introduce the reader to commonly beloved folktales that have appeared in school readers

for decades. Thus, every Russian child is familiar with "Kolobok. the Runaway Bun." "The

Mansion-House." "Father Frost." "At the Pike's Command." "The Egg." and many other

tales represented here. Although most of the stories selected are well known in Russia and

have been published there over and over again, some innovative additions have been made,

such as the tale entitled "The Puff Monster," which was told by twelve-year-old Alek-

sandra Pozniakova. To my knowledge, tales of spirits and the supernatural (bylichki) have

never appeared before in an English collection, although translations have appeared in

some scholarly works, such as Linda J. Ivanits' Russian Folk Belief.

Although w ith some exceptions I have used the Library of Congress System of

Transliteration, no attempt was made to unify or standardize spellings from various En-

glish sources to fit within that scheme. Some spellings have been modified from that sys-

tem to facilitate pronunciation. The photographs are my own. They were taken from 1989

to 2001.

The world of the Russian folktale is a fascinating one. No one can venture into this

domain without being richly rewarded in enjoyment and in the acquisition of knowledge.

Long after the book has been closed, the reader will remember the brave and clever he-

roes and heroines who faced the unknown and conquered both their fears and the enemy.
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KOLOBOK, THE
RUNAWAY BUN

Once upon a time, there lived an old woman and an old man. One day the old man
said to the old woman. "Go to the grain bin and see if you can scrape together enough

flour to make a bun."

The old woman swept out the grain bin with a hen's wing and managed to scrape

together two handfuls of flour. She mixed the flour w ith sour cream and made a bun. Then,

she fried the bun in oil and put it on the window sill to cool.

Kolobok. the little bun. lay there so long that it got bored. Then, it began to roll

—

from the window sill to the bench, from the bench to the floor, and from the floor to the

door. It jumped across the threshold and into the hall. It rolled from the hall to the porch,

from the porch into the yard, from the yard to the gate, farther and farther away.

The little bun rolled along the road until it came upon a rabbit. The rabbit said, "Little

bun. little bun. I am going to eat you up!"

Kolobok. the runaway bun. answered. "If you promise not to eat me up, Mr. Rabbit.

I will sing you a little song.

I am a runaway bun.

I was scraped from a grain bin

And mixed with sour cream

And fried in oil

And cooled on a w indow sill.

I ran away from an old woman

And a little old man.

And I can run aw a\ from you

Even more easily. I can!

Then, the runaway bun rolled down the road while the rabbit looked on helplessly.

Kolobok. the bun. rolled on until it met a wolf. The wolf said. "Little bun, little bun.

I am going to eat you up!"
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The runaway bun answered, "If you promise not to eat me up, Mr. Wolf, I will sing

you a little song.

I am a runaway bun.

I was scraped from a grain bin

And mixed with sour cream

And fried in oil

And cooled on a window sill.

I ran away from an old woman

And a little old man

And a rabbit,

And I can run away from you

Even more easily. I can!"

And the runaway bun began rolling down the road again while the wolf looked on

in bewilderment.

Kolobok, the bun, rolled along the road and came upon a bear. The bear said. "Little

bun, little bun. I am going to eat you up!"

The runaway bun answered, "Indeed? You think you can eat me up, you clumsy oaf?

I am a runaway bun.

I was scraped from a grain bin

And mixed with sour cream

And fried in oil

And cooled on a window sill.

I ran away from an old woman

And a little old man

And a rabbit

And a wolf,

And I can run away from you

Even more easily. I can!"

And the runaway bun began rolling again while the bear looked on and scratched his

head.

Kolobok, the bun. rolled on until it met a fox. The fox said. "Little bun. little bun,

where are you rolling?"

The runaway bun answered. "I am rolling down the road."

The fox said. "Little bun. little bun. sing me a song."

Kolobok. the bun, sang:

"I am a runaway bun.
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I was scraped from a grain bin

And mixed with sour cream

And fried in oil

And cooled on a window sill.

1 ran awa\ from an old woman

And a little old man

And a rabbit

And a wolf

And a bear.

And it will be easy for me

To run away from here!"

The fox said. "Oh. what a pretty song! But I can"t hear it very well. Little bun. little

bun. sit on my nose and sing it again, a little louder this time, please."

Kolobok, the runaway bun. jumped up on the fox's nose and sang its song in a louder

voice.

The fox pretended that she could not hear. She said to Kolobok. '"Little bun. little

bun. sit on my tongue and try singing just once more."

Kolobok. the runaway bun. jumped onto the fox's tongue and—snap! The fox ate the

runaw ay bun all up.
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THE MANSION-HOUSE

A peasant was riding along with a cartload of crockery when one of the jugs fell

from the top of the cart and rolled to the side of the road. The peasant, not noticing that

he had lost one of his wares, traveled on.

Sorrowful the Fly was flying by, and she caught sight of the jug. "Whose mansion-

house is this?" she asked. "Who lives here?"

No one answered. There was no one at home, so Sorrowful the Fly flew into the jug

and set up housekeeping.

The next day Whiner the Mosquito flew up to the jug and asked, "Whose mansion-

house is this? Who lives here?"

"I do, Sorrowful the Fly. And who are you?"

"I am Whiner the Mosquito."

"Why not come in and live with me?" asked Sorrowful the Fly.

Whiner the Mosquito accepted the invitation gladly, and the two insects began liv-

ing together in peace and harmony.

Nibbles the Mouse was taking a stroll when she spied the jug. "Whose mansion-

house is this?" she asked. "Who lives here?"

A tiny voice answered, "We do. Sorrowful the Fly and Whiner the Mosquito. And
who are you?"

"I am Nibbles the Mouse."

"Come live with us. Nibbles."

Nibbles the Mouse went inside, and all three creatures began living together.

The next day Croaker the Frog came hopping up to the mansion-house. She asked,

"Whose mansion-house is this? Who lives here?"

"I do, Sorrowful the Fly."

'"I do. Whiner the Mosquito."

"And I do. Nibbles the Mouse. And who are you?"

"I am Croaker the Frog."
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*'Do come live with us. Croaker," said the inhabitants of the jug.

The frog hopped into the jug happily, and the four of them began living together.

Soon afterwards Skipper the Rabbit hopped past the jug. He caught sight of it and

asked, "Whose mansion-house is this'.' Who lives here?"

"I do. Sorrowful the Fly."

*'l do, Whiner the Mosquito."

"I do. Nibbles the Mouse."

"I do. Croaker the Frog. And who are you?"

"I am Skipper the Rabbit."

"Come join us, friend!" said the inhabitants of the jug.

The rabbit skipped into the jug, and all five friends began living together.

Soon, along came Sister Fox. She knocked on the side of the jug and asked, "Whose
mansion-house is this? Who lives here?"

"I do. Sorrowful the Fly."

"I do. Whiner the Mosquito."

"I do. Nibbles the Mouse."

"I do. Croaker the Frog."

"I do. Skipper the Rabbit. And who are you?"

"I am silver-tongued Sister Fox."

"Come live with us. Sister Fox," said the inhabitants of the jug.

The fox climbed into the jug, and all six friends began living happily together.

That night Gray-legs the Wolf came by. He looked into the opening of the jug and

asked, "Whose mansion-house is this? Who lives here?"

"I do. Sorrowful the Fly."

"I do. Whiner the Mosquito."

"I do. Nibbles the Mouse."

"I do. Croaker the Frog."

"I do, Skipper the Rabbit."

"I do. Sister Fox. And who are you?"

"I am Gray-legs the Wolf."

"Well, come live with us. Gray-legs!"
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The wolf climbed into the jug. Although it was becoming a little crowded to say the

least, all seven friends began living together in happiness and harmony. They sang songs

and made merry all day long.

One day Fumble Paws the Bear heard singing coming from the jug. He stopped short

and roared with all his might. "Whose mansion-house is this? Who lives here?"

"I do. Sorrowful the Fly."

"I do. Whiner the Mosquito."

"I do, Nibbles the Mouse."

"I do, Croaker the Frog."

"I do, Skipper the Rabbit."

"I do. Sister Fox."

"I do. Gray-legs the Wolf. And who are you?"

"I am Fumble Paws the Bear."

"Come live with us, Fumble Paws."

'Why, thank you," said the bear. He tried to crawl into the jug. He pushed, and he

pushed. He snorted and groaned, but he could not squeeze into the jug.

"I had better sit on top of the jug." he decided.

Fumble Paws the Bear climbed onto the top of the jug. No sooner did he sit down
than smash—he squashed the jug to pieces!

As the jug was falling apart, there was barely enough time for Sorrowful the Fly,

Whiner the Mosquito, Nibbles the Mouse. Croaker the Frog. Skipper the Rabbit, Sister

Fox, and Gray-legs the Wolf to escape unharmed. All of the creatures living in the jug ran

off to the forest, where they searched for a new home.
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TAILS

A rumor circulated in the forest that tails would be given out to ever) creature. The

talkative magpies flew to every corner of the forests, glades, and meadows, and announced

to creatures great and small. "Come to the big glade tomorrow to receive your tail."

The animals and the birds became excited. "'Tails.' What tails? Why tails?"

"Whatever the) ma) be. we should take them since they are being given away," said

Sister Fox. "We'll tigure out what the) are for later."

Beginning earl) in the morning, a line of creatures stretched to the big glade. Some
came running, others came hopping, and still others came flying. All of them wanted to

receive a tail.

A little rabbit wanted to go. too. He poked his head out of his hole. He saw that a

hard rain was falling, so hard that it whipped his snout.

The rabbit got scared. "The rain will beat me and hurt me.'" he said, and he hid deep

in his rabbit hole.

While he was sitting there, he heard "stomp, stomp, stomp." The earth was shaking.

and the trees and bushes were creaking and crackling. A bear was passing by.

The rabbit poked his snout out of the hole. "Grandfather Bear, when they give out

tails, grab a tail for me. please." said the rabbit.

"All right." the bear said, "if I don't forget. 1*11 grab one for you."

The bear left, and the little rabbit grew thoughtful. "The bear is old. He"ll forget

about me. I'd better ask someone else."

Suddenly, he heard "trip. trip, trip." A wolf was passing by.

The rabbit poked out his snout and said. "Uncle Wolf, when you receive your tail,

pick out one for me. please."

"All right." said the wolf. "I'll bring one if there are any left." And he ran off.

The rabbit sat in his hole listening to the grass rustling and swaying. Suddenly, a fox

came running. "I should ask the fox to bring me a tail." thought the rabbit.

"Sister Fox. when you are receiving your new tail, bring a tail for me. please." said

the rabbit.
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"All right," said the fox, "I'll bring you a tail." Then, the fox ran off.

Many creatures went to the glade where tails were hanging from tree branches. There

were tails of every type—fluffy ones and others in the shape of fans or brooms, smooth

ones and others in the shape of a stick or a pretzel or a curl, long and short ones—in short,

there were all kinds of tails.

The fox was the first to arrive. She chose a fluffy, soft tail. She went home very

pleased with her choice. She twisted her tail around, admiring it.

The horse ran up and chose a tail with long hair. What a tail it was! He had only to

flap it, and it extended to his ears. It would serve him well to drive away flies. The horse

left quite satisfied indeed.

The cow approached. She selected a tail that was long, like a stick, with a broom on

the end. The cow was happy. She waved her tail along her sides to drive away the insects

that clung to her.

The pig approached. She could not raise her head very high, so she had to take the tail

that hung the lowest. It was smooth, like a rope. She did not like it at first. But she twisted

it into a ring. How beautiful it seemed then! She decided that it was the best of all tails.

The elephant came tramping and tromping. He had damaged his feet by tramping

too much. Only one tail remained. It was like a cord with a bristle on the end. The ele-

phant did not like it, but there was nothing he could do. He had no other choice.

The bear was late because on the way he had come upon a beehive. When he ar-

rived, there were no tails left. He found a piece of hide with fur on it. He took the hide

and wore it like a tail. It was good that it was black, the same color as his fur.

After they had selected their tails, the animals went home.

The rabbit sat in his hole waiting anxiously for someone to bring him a tail. He heard

the bear approach. "Grandfather bear, did you bring me a tail?" he asked.

"How could I bring you a tail? I barely managed to grab a scrap of tail for myself."

said the bear. Then, he left.

The rabbit heard the wolf running by. "Uncle wolf, did you bring me a tail?" asked

the rabbit.

"I wasn't thinking of you, squint eyes. I hardly managed to select a thick, fluffy tail

for myself," said the wolf, and he ran away.

The fox came running. "Sister Fox, did you bring me a tail?" asked the rabbit.

"Oh, I forgot," said the fox. "But see what a magnificent tail I selected for myself!" The

fox began twirling her tail in every direction. The rabbit was offended. He almost burst into tears.

Suddenly, the rabbit heard a noise, the sound of hissing and barking. The cat and dog

were fighting about whose tail was better. They quarreled and quarreled and fought until

the dog had gnawed off the end of the cat's tail.

The rabbit grabbed the scrap of cats tail and stuck it onto his backside. The rabbit

was very pleased with the result. It was a small tail, but it was a tail all the same.
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THE ROOSTER AND
THE HEN

Once upon a time there lived an old woman and an old man. They had a rooster and

a hen. The rooster and the hen liked to go to the forest to pick nuts.

One day the rooster and hen begged. "Granny, please let us go to the forest to pick nuts."

"Go ahead." the old woman said.

So the rooster and the hen walked to the forest. They walked on and on until they

came upon a big. leafy hazelnut tree.

"Fly up into the hazelnut tree." the rooster said to the hen.

"No, I won't, rooster. Fly up into the tree yourself."

The rooster flew—flap, flap—into the air. He flew onto a tree limb. There he sat

cracking nuts.

"Oh, rooster, throw some nuts down to me," said the hen.

The rooster threw down a nut. but he did not throw it far enough. He threw another

nut. but it fell too far away. He threw a third nut. and it hit the hen in the eye. The hen

sat by the forest path crying.

An old man came walking down the path. When he saw the hen crying, he asked.

"Little hen. why are you crying?"

"Why wouldn't I cry?" said the hen. "The rooster has poked out my eye."

The old man went to the rooster. "Rooster, why did you poke out the hen's eye?"

"I poked out the hen's eye because the hazelnut tree tore my trousers and caused me
to aim badly." said the rooster.

The old man addressed the hazelnut tree. "Hazelnut tree, why did you tear the

rooster's trousers
.'"

"I tore the rooster's trousers because some goats came by and picked my leaves, mak-

ing my branches bare and sharp so that they tore the rooster's trousers."
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The old man went after the goats, who were running from tree to tree gleaning a

leafy feast. "Goats, why did you pick the leaves off the hazelnut tree?"

"We picked the leaves off the hazelnut tree because the shepherd didn't take us to pas-

ture."

The old man went to the shepherd. "Shepherd, why didn't you take the goats to pas-

ture?"

"My wife didn't give me any pancakes to eat, so I didn't have the strength to take

the goats to pasture," the shepherd replied.

The old man went to the shepherd's wife. "Oh, shepherd's wife, why didn't you make
pancakes for your husband?"

"I didn't make pancakes because the pig turned over the bowl of pancake dough and

spilled it onto the ground," said the shepherd's wife.

The old man went into the yard and walked up to the pigpen. "Pig, why did you spill

the mistress's pancake dough?"

"I knocked over the pancake dough while I was chasing the wolf, who carried away

my piglet."

The old man walked down the road until he met up with the wolf. "Wolf, why did

you carry off the pig's piglet?" he asked.

"I carried off the piglet because I was hungry. I wanted to eat," the wolf replied. The
wolf was the only one who did not attempt to justify or rationalize his behavior.

36 Part 1: Animal Tales



VASKA THE CAT

Once upon a time a cat, a goat, and a ram lived in the barnyard. They lived together

in friendship. If they had a wisp of hay, they always divided it equally.

If one of them occasionally got a pitchfork poked into his side, it was always Vaska

the Cat. He was a terrible thief and bandit. He was on the hunt every moment, poking his

nose where it did not belong.

One day the goat and the ram were lolling about talking. Suddenly, they spied the

gray forehead of the purring Vaska. The cat approached, whining pitifully.

"Oh, Vaska. kitty cat with the gray forehead, why are you crying? Why are you hop-

ping on three legs?" asked the goat and the ram.

"Why wouldn't I cry?" replied the cat. "The old woman beat me and pulled my ears.

She hurt my leg and squeezed me as if she were a boa constrictor."

"Why did such a misfortune befall you?" asked the goat and the ram.

"The old woman was mean to me because I accidentally licked up the sour cream,"

whined the cat. Again, he burst into tears.

"Vaska. kitty cat with the gray forehead, what else are you crying about?"

"How could I not cry? The old woman beat me and said. 'Now where will I get sour

cream when my son-in-law comes to visit? Instead of serving him sour cream, I'll have

to slaughter the goat and the ram and serve them for dinner.'

"

After hearing these words, the goat and the ram set up a fearful howl. "Oh. you slow-

witted gray cat. you are the ruin of us."

The three animals began thinking about what they could do. All three of them de-

cided to run away.

"Brother Ram. is your forehead strong?" asked the cat. "Try pushing open the gate."

The ram took a flying leap and butted the gate with his forehead. The gate shook,

but it did not open.

Then. Brother Goat had a go at it. He took a flying leap, butted the gate, and the gate

flew open.
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Away ran the goat and the ram. A column of dust rose into the air. The grass was

trampled to the ground. Vaska, the gray cat, followed them, hopping along on three legs.

Soon, the cat grew tired. "Brother Ram and Brother Goat, don't leave your little

brother to be eaten by wild beasts," Vaska begged.

The goat put the cat on his back. They rushed over hills and down dales and across

quicksand. They ran day and night until they had no strength at all left in their legs.

Finally, they came to a mown field. Stacks of hay were standing in the field. The

goat and the ram stopped to rest.

The night was cold. "Where can we get a fire?" thought the goat and the ram.

The purring Vaska already had gathered some birch bark. He turned the goat's horns

so that they were facing the ram's horns and ordered the goat and the ram to bump fore-

heads.

The goat and the ram hit foreheads so hard that they created sparks. The cat used the

sparks to set the birch bark afire.

"Good," said Vaska, the gray cat. "Now, we'll get warm." He set a stack of hay on

fire.

The three friends gathered around the fire. They barely had gotten warm when they

looked around and saw an uninvited guest approaching—Mikhailo Ivanovich. the bear.

"Let me get warm and rest a bit, brothers," said the bear. "I don't feel well."

"Welcome, Mikhailo Ivanovich. Where have you come from?"

"I went to the beehives in search of honey. But I got into a fight with some men
there. That's why I'm sick. I'm on my way to the fox to be doctored."

The four animals began whiling away the night. The bear settled beneath the haystack.

The purring cat climbed to the top of the haystack. The goat and the ram chose a place by the

fire.

Soon the bear, the goat, and the ram were asleep. While they were dozing, the purring

cat alone did not sleep. Instead, he kept watch. Suddenly, he noticed seven gray wolves

and one white wolf approaching. The wolves were headed right for the fire.

"Aha, what kind of folks do we have here?" the white wolf asked the goat and the

ram. "Let's fight! We'll see who's stronger!"

The goat and the ram began bleating, but Vaska said. "Hey, there, white wolf, you

must be the head wolf. Don't anger our chief. He has a vile temper. When he flies off the

handle, it's bad for everyone. Can't you see his beard? That's w here his strength lies. He
kills wild animals with his beard and uses his horns to skin them. You would do well to

approach him with respect. Ask him if you might play with his younger brother, who is

lying beneath the haystack."

The wolves bowed to the genu. Then, they surrounded Mikhailo the Bear and began

playing with him.
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The bear had rested long enough to get his strength baek. He struck a wolf with his

paw. The wolf began howling. Then, his brother wolves began howling, too. They put

their tails between their legs and ran away as fast as they could.

The goat and the ram grabbed Vaska the Cat. The goat put him on his back, and they

ran home at top speed.

"We've had enough of wandering around aimlessly," they said. "We have no need of

misfortunes and misadventures."

When the animals arrived home, the old woman and the old man were very happy

indeed to see them. Thereafter, Brother Goat, Brother Ram, and Vaska the Cat stayed

home. They never ran away again.
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THE WOLF AND THE OLD
MAN'S DAUGHTERS

One day an old man, who had three daughters, prepared to go to the field to plow.

Before leaving, he said to his daughters, "I am going to the field to plow. I'm not taking

my lunch with me. You girls bake some bread and make me a lunch. Then, bring the

lunch to me."

"Where can we find you, Dad?" asked his oldest daughter.

"I'm going to the strip of field I began plowing yesterday. I'll throw wood shavings

along the path that I take so that you can find me."

The old man set out, dropping wood shavings along the way.

A wolf came along and gathered up all the shavings. Carefully, the wolf put the shav-

ings on the path that led to his lair.

The oldest daughter sent her youngest sister to the field. "Go take Dad his lunch."

she said.

The youngest girl grabbed the lunch. "Sister, where can I find Father? Where should

I take his lunch?"

"He has strewn wood shavings along the path that he took. Follow the wood shav-

ings, and you will find him." said the oldest girl.

The youngest daughter set out down the path following the wood shavings. She came
to the wolf's lair and went in.

Soon the wolf appeared. "My, oh my, the Lord has sent me a wife," he declared when

he saw the girl.

The youngest daughter was afraid. She did not run away, but sat in the corner of the

wolf's lair.

When the old man returned home that evening, he asked. "Why didn't you bring my
lunch, daughters.'""

The oldest daughter replied. "Our youngest sister left to bring \our lunch to you. but

she hasn't come home."

Sadly, the old man and his daughters went to sleep without the youngest girl.
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In the morning the old man got out of bed and harnessed the horse. Before setting

out for the Held, he said. "M\ clever daughters, come to the held and briny me lunch.

Today I'm going to do the harrowing. I'm going to lex el the soil in the held to prepare it

for planting."

"Dad. please take us with you." his daughters begged.

"No. daughters, you must stay home to bake the bread." the old man replied.

"Very well. then, we'll bake the bread. Where can we find you?"

"When I went to the held yesterday. 1 threw wood shavings along the path I took.

This time I'll make two rows of wood shavings, so that you will certainly find me."

As the old man walked along, he dropped two rows of wood shavings, side b\ side.

The wolf came along and gathered up the shavings. Then, the wolf dropped the shavings

along the path that led to his lair.

This time the middle daughter set out to bring her father his lunch. She followed the

wood shavings to the wolf's lair, and there she found her younger sister.

Soon, the wolf came home. When he saw the old man's middle daughter, he said.

"Aha. the Lord has given me two wives."

In the evening the old man prepared to go home. He had eaten neither lunch nor din-

ner. Believing that his daughters had forgotten him. he wept and sang sad songs.

When he arrived home, he said to his oldest daughter. "Oh. my dear daughter. m\

clever daughter, why didn't you bring m\ lunch? Why didn't you come to the field'.
1
"

"Why. Dad. yesterday I sent my youngest sister to you. and today I baked a pie and

sent my middle sister to you. She set out with the pie. but she hasn't returned home."

"What a misfortune." the old man declared. "You sent your foolish sisters, instead

of going yourself. This time I'll make three rows of wood shavings on the path to the

field."

The next day the old man made three row s of wood shavings along the path, but once

again the wolf gathered up the shavings and strewed them along the path leading to his

lair.

This time the oldest daughter set out with her father's lunch. She found the wood
shavings and followed them to the wolf's lair. She entered the lair and found her two sis-

ters there.

When the wolf returned home, he said. "Aha. now I have three wives!" From that

da\ on the wolf kept the three girls deep inside his lair.

One day the oldest sister said to the wolf. "Oh. husband, take this little present to

Father. I've baked him a pie."

But the oldest sister had not baked a pie. Instead, she had tied her youngest sister in

a sack and she placed the sack on the wolf's back.

"Take this gift to Father, gray wolf." she said.
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The wolf grabbed the sack and set out carrying it. He had not gone very far when it

seemed to him that the sack was rather heavy. "I'll just sit on this tree stump for a little

while, and I'll have a piece of the pie," he said aloud.

The girl in the sack answered, "Don't sit on the tree stump, and don't eat the pie.

Take Father his present."

"Ai, wife, how can you hear me?" asked the wolf.

The wolf continued on his way. He brought the sack to his father-in-law's yard. The

dogs caught sight of him and ran after him. They grabbed hold of his pants with their

teeth and ripped them off.

The wolf ran home. "Wife!" he cried.

"What do you want, gray wolf?" asked the oldest sister.

"My brothers-in-law invited me to visit," he said.

"Why didn't you spend the night with them?"

"I lost my trousers there," said the wolf.

The next morning the oldest sister said, "Gray wolf, take this gift to Father."

"Give it to me," said the wolf.

Once again the oldest sister had failed to bake a pie. Instead, she had placed her

middle sister into the sack.

"Here, take this pie to Father," she ordered.

The wolf set out. This time the sack seemed even heavier. "I'll just sit on this tree

stump for a while," he said, "and I'll eat a little piece of pie."

The girl in the sack said, "Don't sit on the tree stump. And don't eat the pie!"

"Ai, wife, how can you hear me?" asked the wolf.

The wolf came to his father-in-law's yard. He hopped over the fence. The dogs began

tearing him to pieces. He barely escaped alive and arrived home trembling.

"Wife, my brothers-in-law invited me to visit, and they almost skinned me alive"

said the wolf.

"Gray wolf, tomorrow take Father a present from me and spend the night with your

brothers-in-law." said the oldest sister.

This time she got into the sack herself. The wolf grabbed the sack and dragged it to

his father-in-law's.

When he arrived at his father-in-law's home, the dogs began tearing him to pieces

The wolf did not know where to run. The dogs chased him and tore him to shreds. They
dragged him to the field and left him there.

The old man was delighted to have all of his daughters at home again, safe and sound.

After their adventure, the lather and his daughters lived a long and happy life.
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GOVERNOR KOTOFEI
IVANOVICH, THE
DREADFUL CAT

A peasant once owned a cat. The cat was a scamp, and he gave the man a great deal

of trouble. In fact, he pestered the life out of him. The peasant thought and thought about

what he should do. Finally he grabbed the cat, put him into a sack, and took him to the

forest. When he got to the forest, he threw the sack as far as he could, and it disappeared.

The peasant returned home, happy to be rid of the cat once and for all.

Meanwhile, finding himself in a huge forest, the cat walked on and on until he came

upon a little cottage. He climbed into the attic of the cottage and rested. Soon he grew

hungry, so he returned to the forest to catch some mice and birds. When he had eaten his

fill, he went back to the attic, not caring a bit about where he was or the fact that he was

all alone in the world.

One day when the cat was taking a stroll, he met a fox named Elizaveta. The fox

looked at the cat and marveled.

"I have lived a good many years in the forest, but never before have I seen an ani-

mal like you! Who are you, my good man? How did you happen to come here, and what

is your name?"

The cat bristled and answered, "Just call me Governor Kotofei Ivanovich. I was sent

from the Siberian forests to be governor of your province."

"Oh, Governor Kotofei," said Elizaveta, "I hadn't heard anything about your com-

ing. Well, please do stay with me as my guest."

So the cat went with the fox. She led him to her den and treated him to various wild

game and delicacies. Then, she asked him, "Kotofei Ivanovich, are you married, or are

you a bachelor?"

"I am a bachelor."

"I am unmarried myself. Why don't you ask me to be your wife?"

The cat agreed, and they began to celebrate their marriage with feasting and merry-

making.

Governor Kotofei Ivanovich, the Dreadful Cat 43



The next day, Elizaveta went out to get something to eat while the cat stayed home.

She caught a duck and was carrying it back to her den when she met Levon the Wolf.

"Stop, fox!" said the wolf. "Give me that duck!"

"No, I won't!"

"I'll take it away from you!"

"If you do, I will tell Governor Kotofei Ivanovich, and he will have you put to death."

"Just who, pray say, is Governor Kotofei Ivanovich?"

"Haven't you heard? He was sent from the Siberian forests to serve as governor of

our province. I used to be an old maid, but now I am a governor's wife."

"No, I hadn't heard about that, Elizaveta. May I have a look at him?" asked Levon

the Wolf.

"My Kotofei is very cross and cranky. He eats anybody he doesn't like right on the

spot. If you wish to see him, you must prepare a sheep and bring it to him as a gift. Put

the sheep in a place where it can be seen easily. Then hide so that the governor doesn't

see you, for if he does, Brother Levon, you'll have a bad time of it."

The wolf ran off to catch a sheep, and Elizaveta started home again. On the way, she

met Mikhailo the Bear. "Stop, fox! Where are you taking that duck? Give it to me!" de-

manded the bear.

"Step aside, Mikhailo, while you are still in one piece, or else I'll tell Governor

Kotofei Ivanovich. He'll have you put to death."

"Just who is Governor Kotofei Ivanovich?" growled the bear.

"He has been sent from the Siberian forests to be our governor. Before he came, I

was an old maid. But now I am the wife of our governor."

"May I have a look at him, Elizaveta?" the bear asked the fox.

"My Kotofei is very cross and cranky. He eats anybody who looks at him the wrong

way. If you wish to see him, you must prepare an ox and bring it to him as a gift. See

that you put the ox in a place where it can be found easily. Then, hide so that the gover-

nor doesn't see you, or else you'll have a bad time of it."

Mikhailo the Bear ran off to hunt for an ox, and Elizaveta went home.

By this time, Levon the Wolf had found a sheep and skinned it. He was standing

there, lost in thought, when Mikhailo came by, dragging the ox behind him.

"Hello. Mikhailo!" the wolf greeted the bear.

"Hello. Brother Levon. Have you seen Elizaveta's new husband?" asked the bear.

"No, 1 haven't, Mikhailo. but 1 am waiting impatient!) to meet him."

"Go. call him," the bear said to the wolf.
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"No, I won't. Mikhailo. I'm too awkward. You had bettor call him yourself."

"Nothing doing. Brother Levon. I am rough and clumsy at whatever I do."

Suddenly, as it" he had appeared out of nowhere, a rabbit hopped by.

The wolf and bear shouted at him. "Come here. Squint Eyes!" The frightened rab-

bit, his ears pressed close to his head, crouched down and slunk forward.

"You are nimble and quick on your feet, rabbit. Run over to the fox and tell her that

Mikhailo the Bear and Levon the Wolf have been ready for quite some time now and are

awaiting her and her new husband, whom they wish to honor with a sheep and an ox."

The rabbit hurried to Elizaveta the Fox as fast as his legs would carry him. Mean-

while, the bear and the wolf looked around for a place to hide.

"I'll climb up this pine tree." said Mikhailo the Bear.

"What will I do? I can't scramble up a tree. Hide me." Levon the Wolf begged the bear.

Mikhailo hid the wolf in some bushes and heaped dry leaves on top of him. Then,

the bear climbed up to the very tiptop of a pine tree and watched for Kotofei Ivanovich

and Elizaveta the Fox.

The rabbit ran up to the fox's den and said, "Mikhailo the Bear and Levon the Wolf

have sent me to say that they have been waiting for quite some time now to honor you

and your husband w ith an ox and a sheep."

"Go away. Squint Eyes. We'll be there in a minute." a gruff voice answered from in-

side the den. Then, out came the cat and the fox.

When the bear saw them, he said to the wolf, "How tiny our governor is!"

His hair all ruffled. Kotofei Ivanovich rushed over to the ox. He began tearing the meat

apart w ith his teeth and claws, snarling "meow, meow "
all the while as if he were angry.

The bear spoke to the wolf again. "He's just tiny, but he eats like a pig. We couldn't

eat a fourth of that. Yet. it's little enough as far as he's concerned. Maybe he'll decide to

eat us afterward if it isn't enough for him."

Levon the Wolf wanted to see what Governor Kotofei Ivanovich looked like, but he

couldn't see through the bushes. He began pushing the leaves aside ever so quietly.

The cat heard the leaves rustling and thought a mouse was moving about. He jumped

right at the wolf and grabbed Levon's snout w ith his claws.

The wolf was frightened. He leaped up and ran for his life.

Catching sight of a fierce wolf instead of the mouse he had expected. Kotofei Ivanovich

became frightened, too. and climbed up the very tree in which the bear was sitting.

"Oh. oh." thought Mikhailo. "now he sees me!" The bear looked around, but there

was no place to climb. So Mikhailo slid down the tree to the ground, scraping his belly

all the way. Then, he jumped up and took to his heels.
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Elizaveta the Fox shouted after him, "Run, run, or Kotofei will give you a thrashing!"

The cat and fox lived an easy life that winter with their large store of meat. In fact,

they are living an easy life to this very day. Mikhailo the Bear and Levon the Wolf spread

the news of the new governor's bad temper throughout the entire forest. Since that time,

all of the animals have been afraid of the dreadful Kotofei Ivanovich. They go out of their

way to leave him and his wife Elizaveta in peace.
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THE WINGED, HAIRY,
AND BUTTERY FRIENDS

At the edge of -the forest in a warm little cottage, there once lived three friends—

a

winged sparrow, a hairy mouse, and a buttery pancake called a blin. The three had met

and become friends after the sparrow flew in from the field, the mouse escaped the cat,

and the blin ran away from the frying pan.

The sparrow, the mouse, and the blin lived together in friendship, never hurting one

another's feelings. Each one did his work and helped the others. The sparrow brought his

friends food. He brought grain from the fields, mushrooms from the forest, and beans

from the garden. The mouse chopped wood, and the blin cooked cabbage soup and a por-

ridge called kasha.

So, the three friends lived in harmony. Their routine was like this. After the sparrow

returned home from hunting for food, he would wash up with well water and sit on the

bench to rest. The mouse would drag in the wood, set the table, and count the painted

spoons. Ruddy and fluffy, the blin would stand beside the stove salting the cabbage soup

and testing the kasha.*&

When the friends sat down to eat, they could not praise the blin enough. The sparrow

would say. "Oh, what wonderful cabbage soup. It's fit for nobility, so tasty and rich it is."

The blin would reply. "I am a buttery pancake. I plunged into the pot and climbed

out again. That is why the cabbage soup is rich."

The sparrow would eat the kasha, praising it, too. "Oh, what splendid kasha this is.

It is piping hot."

The mouse would say. "I brought in the wood. I gnawed it into tiny pieces, threw it

into the stove, and scattered it around with my tail. That caused it to burn well in the

stove. That's why the kasha is hot."

"I was Johnny-on-the-spot, too," the sparrow would say. "I gathered the mushrooms

and brought in the beans. That's why you're not hungry."

Thus they lived, praising themselves and one another, and taking no offense.

One day the sparrow became thoughtful. "I fly around the forest all day long," he

thought. "I beat my legs and wear out my wings. And what are my friends doing? The blin

lolls on the stove all morning luxuriating, and sets about making dinner only toward
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evening. In the morning the mouse carries in wood and gnaws it. Then, she hops up on the

stove and turns over on her side and sleeps until dinnertime. But I hunt for food from

morning till night. It's hard work. There is no harder work."

The more the sparrow thought, the angrier he got. He stamped his feet, flapped his

wings, and began crying, "Tomorrow we'll exchange jobs."

That is just what they did. The blin and the mouse understood that it could not be

helped, so they decided to swap places. The next morning the blin went hunting for food.

The sparrow went to chop wood, and the mouse was to cook dinner.

The blin rolled off to the forest. It rolled down the road singing:

Hip-hop. hip-hop.

I am buttery sides,

And I can't stop.

I'm mixed with sour cream

And fried in butter.

Hip-hop. hip-hop,

I am a butterball.

And I can't stop.

He ran on and met up with Patrikeevna the Fox.

"Where are you rushing, little blin?"

"I'm going hunting."

"What was that song you were singing, little blinT

The pancake hopped in place and began singing:

Hip-hop, hip-hop,

I am buttery sides,

And I can't stop.

I*m mixed with sour cream

And fried in butter.

Hip-hop, hip-hop,

I am a butterball.

And I can't stop.

"You sing very well," said Patrikeevna the Fox as she drew closer to the blin. "You
say you were mixed with sour cream?"

"With sour cream and sugar." the blin answered.

Hip-hop, you say?" asked the fox. Then she leapt and gave a snort. She snapped

her teeth down on the pancake's butter) side.
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"Let me go so that I can go to the deep woods to fetch mushrooms and beans," cried

the blin. "Let me go hunting tor i'ood."

"No. I won't let you go." said the fox. "I'll eat you up, gobble you down, sour cream,

butter, sugar, and all."

The blin struggled and struggled, and scarcely managed to break away from the fox.

A piece of its side remained in the fox's teeth, but the rest of the blin ran home.

Meanwhile, at home the mouse was cooking cabbage soup. Whatever she put into

the soup, whatever she added, made no difference. The soup was not rich, nor tasty, nor

buttery.

"How did the blin cook cabbage soup?" wondered the mouse. "Oh, yes, now 1 re-

member. It dove into the pot and swam around. Then the soup became rich."

The mouse flung herself into the pot. She was scalded terribly. She barely hopped

out alive. Her fur coat fell off, and her little tail trembled. She sat on the wooden bench

and wept streams of tears.

The sparrow went after wood. He fetched the wood and dragged it home. Then, he

began pecking at it in an attempt to break it into tiny pieces. He pecked and pecked until

his beak turned to the side. He sat on the zavalinka, which is a mound of earth piled

around a Russian peasant cottage to protect against severe weather, and wept streams of

tears.

The blin came running home and saw the sparrow sitting on the zavalinka with his

beak twisted to one side and weeping.

The blin ran into the cottage and saw the mouse sitting on the bench without her fur

coat and with her tail trembling. When the mouse saw that the blin's side was eaten away,

she wept all the louder.

"This is what happens when one lays blame on another and doesn't want to do his

own work." said the blin.

In shame, the sparrow took refuge beneath the wooden bench.

Nothing was to be done. The friends wept and grieved. Then, they began living again

in the old manner. The sparrow fetched the food. The mouse chopped the wood. The blin

prepared the cabbage soup and kasha.

Thus they live to this day. gnawing on honey cakes, drinking mead, and remember-

ing you and me.
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THE LION, THE PIKE,
AND MAN

Once upon a time a pike and a lion were conversing. The lion stood on the riverbank

while talking to the pike, who was frolicking in the river. A man came along and stood a

distance away listening to their conversation.

When the pike saw the man, she immediately went off deeper into the river.

The next day when the lion saw the pike again, he asked, "Why did you go away

yesterday?"

"I saw Man."

'•Well, what of it?"

"Oh, Man is a cunning creature."

"Man is nothing," said the lion. "Give him to me and I'll eat him up. I'm going to

look for him to do just that."

Then, the lion set out in search of Man. He met a little boy. "Are you Man?" he asked

the child.

"No, I'm not a man yet. I'm a little boy. Someday I'll be a man."

When the lion learned that the boy was not Man, he did not touch him, but traveled

on. He came upon an old man. "Are you Man?" the lion asked.

"No, Father Lion. What kind of man would I make? I was a man once, though."

The lion did not touch the old man. "How puzzling," he said. "I can't rind Man
anywhere."

The lion walked on and met a soldier carrying a rifle and a saber. "Are you Man?"
asked the lion.

"I'm Man," the soldier replied.

"Well, I'm going to eat you up!"

"Very well, but wait just a moment," said the soldier. "Move back away from me,

and I'll leap right into your jaws. Open your mouth as wide as you can."
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The lion moved back, opening his mouth wide. The soldier took aim with his rifle,

and there was a bang. Then, he ran up to the lion with his saber and cut off the lion's ear.

The lion took to his heels.

He ran to the river. The pike came swimming and asked, "Well, did you see Man'.'"

"You were right," said the lion. "Man is cunning. I couldn't rind him right away. One
creature said that he had been Man, and another said he would become Man. When I fi-

nally met Man. it was no joy. He ordered me to stand back and open my jaws. Then, he

spit into my mouth, and my mouth is still stinging. Next, Man stuck out his tongue and

licked off my ear."

"Didn't I tell you that Man is cunning?" asked the pike.
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CHEEKY THE COAT

There once lived a woman and a man. The woman had a daughter, and the man had a

daughter.

One day the man bought a goat and ordered the woman's daughter to take the goat to

pasture.

The woman's daughter stayed all day in the pasture with the goat. Toward evening,

she gave the goat some water and drove her home.

The man was waiting for the girl at the gate. "Did you get enough to eat and drink, my
dear little goat?" he asked.

The goat answered like this:

No, sir, I neither ate, nor drank.

While running across a little bridge,

I grabbed a maple leaf. Just think,

While running across a little dyke,

I sipped a drop of water; it was rank.

That's all I ate. all I drank.

The man was angry with the woman's daughter and he scolded her severely.

The next day he sent his own daughter. "Take the goat to the field, daughter, and see

that she is well fed and watered."

The man's daughter stayed in the pasture with the goat all day long. Toward evening

she gave the goat some water to drink and drove it home.

The man was waiting by the gate. "Did you get enough to eat and drink, my dear little

goat?" he asked.

Once again the goat said:

No, sir, I neither ate, nor drank.

While running across a little bridge.

I grabbed a maple leaf. Just think.

While running across a little dyke,
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I sipped a drop of water: it was rank.

Thafs all I ate. all I drank.

The man got angry and he scolded his daughter.

The third day, the man decided to go himself. He drove the goat into the field. The

goat stayed in the pasture all day long. In the evening, the man gave the goat some water

and drove her home.

The man ran home ahead of the goat and stood hy the gate waiting for her. When the

goat returned, the man asked. "Goat, my dear little goat, did you get enough to eat and drink?"

Once again the goat sang her little song.

No. sir. I neither ate. nor drank.

While running across a little bridge.

I grabbed a maple leaf. Just think,

While running across a little dyke,

I sipped a drop of water: it was rank.

That's all I ate. all I drank.

"Liar! So that's what you're like!" exclaimed the man. He grabbed the goat by the

horns and disciplined her.

The goat broke away from the man and ran into the forest. She ran on without look-

ing back. She came upon a rabbit's cottage in the forest. The goat ran inside. The rabbit

was not at home, so the goat locked the door and got up on to the stove, where it was

warm and where only the sick and elderly are allowed to lie.

A little later the rabbit came home. He grabbed the door handle with his paw, but

the door was locked. "Who's there?" asked the rabbit.

The goat sang from the stove:

I'm Cheeky the Goat.

I cost three half-copecks.*

On one side I'm fleeced.

I'll stamp with my feet.

Butt with my horns.

Kick with my feet.

Flail with my tail.

Until you are gone.

When he heard what the goat said, the rabbit was afraid. Some strange beast was

staying in his little cottage. The rabbit sat under a birch tree and wept.

A gray wolf who was passing by asked, "Why are you crying. Rabbit?"

*Copecks were to the ruble what a penny is to the dollar.
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"How could I not cry? Cheeky the Goat has settled into my home, and she has locked

the door. Now I have nowhere to live."

"Don't cry, Rabbit," said the wolf. "I'll drive away that beast for you."

The wolf went up to the rabbit's little cottage and asked, "Who is staying in Rab-

bit's cottage?"

The goat sang out from her comfortable, warm spot atop the stove.

I'm Cheeky the Goat.

I cost three half-copecks.

On one side I'm fleeced.

I'll stamp with my feet,

Butt with my horns,

Kick with my feet,

Flail with my tail,

Until you are gone.

When he heard the goat's threats, the wolf took to his heels. Once again the rabbit

sat down beneath the birch tree and wept.

Then, a bear came by. "Why are you crying, Rabbit?" he asked.

"Why wouldn't I cry? Cheeky the Goat has settled in my cottage and locked the door.

I have nowhere to live now."

"Don't cry, Rabbit," said the bear. "I'll drive away that beast."

The bear went up to the little hut and roared, "Who is staying in Rabbit's cottage?"

The goat sang out from her perch atop the stove.

I am Cheeky the Goat.

I cost three half-copecks.

On one side I'm fleeced.

I'll stamp with my feet,

Butt with my horns,

Kick with my feet,

Flail with my tail,

Until you are gone.

The bear took fright. He had never heard of such a beast. He had never seen such a

beast. He ran away into the forest.

Once again, the rabbit sat down beneath the birch tree and wept bitterly.

A bee came flying. "Why are you crying. Rabbit?'*

The rabbit told the bee about his misfortune.
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"Don't grieve. Rabbit. I'll help you," said the bee.

"How can you help me, bee? The wolf tried to drive away the goat, and couldn't.

The bear tried to drive her away, and couldn't. How can you get rid of the goat?"

The bee did not answer. Instead, she flew up to the rabbit's little cottage and asked,

"Who is living in this little cottage?"

The goat sang out from atop the stove.

I am Cheeky the Goat.

I cost three half-copecks.

On one side I'm fleeced.

I'll stamp with my feet,

Butt with my horns.

Kick with my feet,

Flail with my tail.

Until you are gone.

The bee was not afraid. She began flying around the cottage, peeking into all the

chinks. She buzzed and buzzed until she found a little hole. She crawled through the hole

and entered the cottage. Then, she flew up to the goat and stung her on the side that had

been fleeced.

The goat rushed to the door and ran off into the forest, so fast that she could not be

seen for greased lightning.

The rabbit rejoiced. He ran into his cottage and lived there happily ever after.
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THE SNOW MAIDEN

There once lived an old woman and an old man. They lived in harmony and friend-

ship. Everything would have been tine, had it not been for a great sorrow—the old couple

had no children.

One winter, so much snow fell that the snowdrifts formed up to one's waist. Village

children spilled out onto the street to play. Through the window, the old woman and the

old man watched them playing, and they sadly thought about their longing for a child.

"What about it. old woman, let's make a daughter out of snow.'* the old man proposed.

"Let's." the old woman replied.

The old man put on his hat. The couple went into the garden and began fashioning

a daughter out of snow. They rolled a large snowball and placed little arms and little legs

on it. Then, they stuck a head made of snow on top. The old man fashioned a nose, a rose-

bud mouth, and a chin.

As they looked at their creation, the Snow Maiden's lips grew rosy and her eyes

opened. She looked at the old couple and smiled. Then, she began nodding her head and

moving her arms and legs. She shook off the snow, and a living girl walked out of the

snowdrift.

The old couple rejoiced. They took the Snow Maiden into their cottage. They kept

looking at her, and their eyes and hearts could not get their rill of looking.

The little girl grew not by days, but by hours. With the passing of each day. she be-

came more beautiful. Her light-brown braid hung to her waist. She had no color at all. for

she was white as snow.

The old people doted on their daughter. They had not expected that she w ould have

a soul, since she was made of snow, after all. But their daughter grew to be wise and

thoughtful and merry. She was kind and friendly to everyone. Whatever the Snow Maiden

undertook went well. When she sang a song, everyone stopped to listen, so beautifully

did she sing.

Winter passed, and the spring sun began warming the earth. Green grass appeared

on the patches of earth where the snow had melted. The larks began singing. Suddenlv

the Snow Maiden grew sad.

"What is wrong. Daughter?" asked the old couple. "Wh\ have you become so melan-

choly? Aren't you feeling well?"
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"It's nothing. Father. It's nothing, Mother. I am well," the girl said.

Finally, the last of the snow melted. The flowers were blooming in the meadows, and

the birds were flying overhead.

With each passing day, the Snow Maiden became sadder and more silent. She hid

from the sun. She preferred the cool shade, and she was particularly happy when it rained.

One day a black cloud approached and spilled large balls of hail onto the earth. The

Snow Maiden rejoiced over the hail, which looked like pearls raining down.

When the sun peeked out again and the hail melted, the Snow Maiden burst into

tears. She wept bitterly, as a sister weeps over the loss of a brother.

After the passing of spring, summer came. The girls of the village got ready to walk

to the forest. They called to the Snow Maiden. "Come with us, Snow Maiden, to stroll in

the forest and to sing songs and dance."

"Go ahead, Daughter. Have a good time with your friends," said the old woman.

The Snow Maiden and her friends went to the forest. They picked flowers and wove
wreaths. They sang songs and danced the khorovod, which is a round dance. Only the

Snow Maiden was melancholy.

When it grew dark, they gathered some twigs and made a bonfire. They began jump-

ing, one after another, over the fire. The Snow Maiden stood behind the others, last in

line.

When it was the Snow Maiden's turn, she began running. She ran quickly and jumped
over the fire, and—suddenly she melted, turning into a soft white cloud.

The white cloud drifted and rose high into the sky. As the cloud flew away, the Snow
Maiden's friends heard a plaintive moaning behind them, which sounded like "oh!"

The children turned around and began looking in the direction whence the moan had

come, but the Snow Maiden was nowhere to be seen.

They called and called. "Halloo, halloo! Answer us. Snow Maiden!'*

But only the echo of their voices resounding throughout the forest was heard.
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TERYOSHECHKA

There once lived an old woman and an old man who had no children. They had lived

for a long, long time, but still do child was born, no matter how hard they wished.

Finally, they carved a little boy out of a log. They put a diaper and swaddling clothes

on the wooden figure. Then they began rocking the log as they sang a lullaby.

Sleep, little Teryoshechka, sleep.

The swallows are asleep.

The martens make no peep.

The foxes, too. are sleeping.

And they wish for small Teryoshechka

A good sleep, sound and deep.

They kept rocking the log and singing lullabies to it until one day they looked in the

cradle and there was no log at all. The log had become a real little boy. and he was ever

so handsome.

The boy grew in stature and reason. One day the old man made a canoe for his little

son. He painted the canoe white and the oars red.

The old man took the canoe to the lake. Little Teryoshechka sat in the canoe and

commanded. "Canoe, sail on!"'

The canoe sailed far from shore to the middle of the lake. Little Teryoshechka began

fishing in the lake.

His mother brought him milk and cottage cheese for lunch. She stood on the shore and

called. "Teryoshechka. my son. sail ashore. I've brought you something to eat and drink.'"

Teryoshechka heard his mother's \oice from afar. He sailed ashore. His mother took

the fish he had caught and gave him the cottage cheese and milk. She changed his shirt

and let him go back to his fishing.

Baba Yaga. the Russian witch, found out about Teryoshechka. She came to the shore

of the lake and called in a terrifying voice. "Teryoshechka. my son. sail ashore. I've

brought you something to eat and drink."

Teryoshechka knew right away that it was not his mother's voice. "Canoe, sail far

away. That is not Mother calling me." he said.
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Baba Yaga decided to trick Teryoshechka. She ran to the blacksmith and ordered him

to forge her a new throat so that her voice would become like the voice of Teryoshechka's

mother, gentle and sweet.

The blacksmith forged the witch a new throat. Baba Yaga rushed to the shore of the

lake and began singing in a voice exactly like that of Teryoshechka's mother.

"Teryoshechka, my son, sail ashore. I've brought you something to eat and drink."

Teryoshechka recognized his mother's voice and sailed ashore. Baba Yaga grabbed

the boy. She put him in a sack and set off running.

She brought him to her cottage on chicken legs. There, she ordered her daughter.

Alyonka. to heat the oven hot and to roast Teryoshechka for dinner.

Baba Yaga left them and rushed off to find more victims.

Alyonka heated the oven ever so hot. "Lie down on the wooden oven shovel that I use

for loading and unloading loaves of bread, so that I can put you into the oven," she ordered.

Teryoshechka sat on the shovel. He spread out his arms and legs so that he could not

fit into the oven.

"Don't lie like that," said Alyonka.

"But I don't know how to lie. Show me," said Teryoshechka.

"Lie there like cats and dogs lie when they are sleeping," said Alyonka.

"You lie down and show me," said the boy.

Alyonka sat on the shovel, and Teryoshechka pushed the shovel into the oven and

shut the oven door. Then, he went out of the cottage and climbed into a tall oak tree.

Baba Yaga came home. She opened the oven and pulled out Alyonka. However, she

did not know it was her daughter, so she ate her up and swallowed even the bones.

Then, she went into the yard and began rolling in the grass. As she rolled, she said.

"I'm rolling in the grass after having eaten Teryoshechka's meat."

"Roll all you want, but it is Alyonka's meat that you have eaten." Teryoshechka said

from his perch in the oak tree.

"Could that be the leaves rustling?" asked Baba Yaga.

Then, she took up her former chant. "I'm rolling in the grass after eating

Teryoshechka's meat."

Teryoshechka. too. intoned. "Roll all you want, but you have eaten the meat of your

own daughter. Alyonka."

The witch glanced up and saw Teryoshechka high up in the oak tree. Enraged, she

set about gnawing the tree. She gnawed until she broke her two upper front teeth.

She ran to the blacksmith. "Blacksmith." she cried, "forge me two iron teeth."

The blacksmith did as she ordered, and Baba Yaga returned to gnaw on the oak tree

again. She gnawed until she broke her two lower front teeth.

62 Part 2: Fairy Tales



Again, she rushed ott to the blacksmith. "Blacksmith, forge me another two iron

teeth."

The blacksmith made two lower teeth for her. BabaYaga returned to the oak tree and

started gnawing. As she gnawed, chips of wood flew. The oak began shaking and sway-

ing.

What could little Teryoshechka do? He saw some swan-geese flying overhead.

"Swan-geese, please take me on your wings and carry me to Mother and Father," he

begged.

"Honk, honk." answered the swan-geese. "Other geese are following us. They will

take you."

The witch gnawed on. She stopped to glance at Teryoshechka and smacked her lips.

Then, she set about gnawing again.

Another flock of swan-geese came flying. "Swan-geese, please take me on your

wings and carry me to Mother and Father." Teryoshechka begged.

"Honk, honk," answered the swan-geese. "Pincers the Swan-Goose is following us.

He'll take you."

The witch had only a little bit more to gnaw. The oak was already beginning to fall.

Pincers the Swan-Goose came flying.

"Swan-goose, please take me on your wings and carry me to Mother and Father,"

Teryoshechka begged.

Pincers the Swan-Goose took pity on Teryoshechka. He seated the boy on his back.

Then he beat his wings and flew off, carrying Teryoshechka home.

Pincers flew to Teryoshechka's cottage and landed on the grass.

The old woman was cooking pancakes in preparation for a memorial service in mem-
ory of Teryoshechka. whom the old couple thought was dead. "Here's a pancake for you,

old man. and this one's for me."

"And where's my pancake?" asked Teryoshechka, who was sitting beneath the win-

dow.

The old woman heard his voice. "Old man. go find out who is asking for a pancake."

she said.

The old man went out and saw Teryoshechka sitting there. He brought the boy to the

old woman. When the old woman saw her son. there were many kisses and hugs and much
happiness and rejoicing.

Pincers the Swan-Goose was given food and drink, and then set free. From that day

on. Pincers flapped his w ings proudly. He flew at the beginning, rather than the end, of

the formation. Remembering his adventure with Teryoshechka. he grew strong and brave

and became the leader of the flock.
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FATHER FROST

There once lived a man who had married for the second time. His second wife had

a daughter of her own, and he had a daughter of his own.

Everyone knows what it is like to live with some stepmothers. Whichever way one

turns, whatever one does, one is scolded and disciplined. Whatever the stepmother's own
daughter does, she is patted on the head and called "clever girl."'

The little stepdaughter fed and watered the cattle. She carried wood and water into

the cottage. She started the fire in the stove and swept the cottage. And she did everything

before dawn.

Yet, she could not please her stepmother. Nothing was as her stepmother wanted

—

everything was wrong. Even if the wind began making a noise while blowing and then

immediately grew silent, the mean stepmother would become disagreeable and ask when

the wind was going to calm down.

One day the woman decided to cause her stepdaughter's death. "Take her! Take her

away, old man," she said to her husband. "Take her wherever you wish, just so that I never

lay eyes on her again. Take her to the forest, to the bitter frost, to freeze to death."

The old man began grieving. He burst into tears, but nothing could be done. He could

not outargue the woman. So, he harnessed the horse to the sleigh. "Get into the sleigh,

dear daughter," he said.

The old man took his daughter to the forest. He put her down in a snowdrift under

a big fi r tree and left her there.-

Shivering, the girl sat beneath the fir tree. A cruel chill penetrated her clothing. Sud-

denly, she heard Father Frost crackling through the fir trees, leaping and snapping among
the branches, not far away.

He came up to the fir under which the girl was sitting and from the top of the tree

he asked. "Are you warm, little maiden?"

The little girl did not want to complain to Father Frost. She thought that it would be

impolite. "I'm warm. Father Frost. I'm warm." she answered.

Father Frost descended and came closer, crackling and snapping all the more. "Now
are you warm, little maiden? Are you warm, my little beauty, or are you turning red from

the cold?"
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The girl could scarcely take a breath. "It's warm. Father Frost, it's warm," she said.

Father Frost descended and drew even closer. He began crackling and snapping even

more. "Now are you warm, girl? Are you warm, my little beauty? Are you warm, my little

darling?"

The little maiden had begun to turn to stone. She could barely move her tongue, but

she did not lose patience with Father Frost. "Oh, I'm warm, dear Father Frost."

Then, and only then, did Father Frost take pity on the little maiden. He wrapped her

in warm fur coats and warmed her with down-filled quilts.

Meanwhile, the stepmother, thinking that her stepdaughter was dead, was cooking

pancakes (Jbliny) for the girl's wake. "Go get your daughter, you old fogey, and bring her

back to be buried," she said to the old man.

Sadly, the old man went to the forest. He came to the spot where he had left his daugh-

ter. Merry and rosy-cheeked, she was sitting beneath the big fir tree adorned in silver and

gold jewelry and wearing a sable coat. A chest tilled with luxurious gifts stood nearby.

The old man rejoiced. He placed his daughter's gifts in the sleigh. Then, he lifted

the girl into the sleigh and took her home.

At home the old woman was making pancakes as the little dog lay under the table. "Bow-

wow, the old man's daughter is coming all adorned in silver and gold," said the little dog. "She

will make a beautiful bride, but no one wants to marry the old woman's daughter."

The old woman threw a pancake (hlin) to the dog. "Don't bark such nonsense. Say

that the old woman's daughter will marry, but that only the bones of the old man's daugh-

ter will be brought home."'6J

The dog ate the pancake. Once again, the dog began barking. "Bow-wow! The old

man's daughter is coming adorned in silver and gold. She will make a beautiful bride, but

no one wants to marry the old woman's daughter."

The old woman threw some more pancakes to the dog and scolded her, but the dog

kept repeating one and the same thing.

Suddenly, the gate creaked. The door opened and the stepdaughter entered the cot-

tage. She was radiant and adorned in silver and gold. The old man followed, carrying a

deep and heavy chest.

The old woman looked at the little maiden and threw up her hands. She saw how
beautiful her stepdaughter was and how many gifts she had brought home, and she was

envious. She wanted the same for her own daughter. "Old fogey, harness the other horse,"

she ordered. "Take my daughter to the forest and put her down at the same spot."

The old man lifted the old woman's daughter into the sleigh. He took her to the for-

est, to the very same spot. He placed her in a snowdrift beneath the tall fir tree and left.

The old woman's daughter sat there, her teeth chattering. Father Frost came crack-

ling through the forest, leaping from tree to tree and snapping the branches.

He looked at the old woman's daughter. "Are you warm, little maiden?" he asked.
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"Oh, it's freezing!" she replied. "Don't crackle and crunch so, Father Frost."

Father Frost descended from the treetop and drew nearer. He crackled and snapped

all the more. "Are you warm, little maiden?" he asked. "Are you warm, my little beauty?"

"Oh, my hands and feet are frozen. Go away, Father Frost," whined the stepsister.

Father Frost descended and came even nearer. He crackled, snapped, and struck all

the harder.

"Now are you warm, little maiden? Are you warm, my little beauty?"

"Oh, I'm freezing cold! Don't crackle and crunch, Father Frost."

Father Frost descended even lower. He crackled and snapped even more. 'Wow are

you warm, little maiden? Are you warm, my little beauty?"

The stepsister lost all patience with Father Frost. "Oh, I'm completely frozen," she

complained. "Get out of my sight! Get lost! Curse you, Father Frost!"

Father Frost became angry. He grabbed the old woman's daughter and held her until

she froze to death.

At the crack of dawn, the old woman said to her husband, "Harness the horse quickly,

old fogey, and go fetch my daughter. Bring her to me adorned in silver and gold."

The old man set out. The little dog lying under the table barked, "Bow-wow! The

old man's daughter will marry, but the bones of the old woman's daughter will be brought

home in a sack."

The old woman threw a pie to the dog. "Don't bark such nonsense. Say, The old

woman's daughter will be brought home adorned in silver and gold.'

"

But the dog kept barking, "Bow-wow! The bones of the old woman's daughter will

be brought home in a sack."

The gate creaked, and the old woman rushed to greet her daughter. She turned over

the matting on the floor of the sleigh. Her daughter was lying there dead. The old woman
began wailing and crying, but it was too late—she had lost her daughter.
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Children in the town of Orel, in the heart of Russia, pose for the photographer.

A grandmother displays her handiwork.



Spinning yarn on a distaff (prialka), a staff on Children in a playhouse constructed to look like

which fibers are wound before being spun into the hut on chicken legs of Baba Vaga. the Russian

thread. witch. Pine Forest Tourist Center (Sosnovyi bar),

near Kostroma.

Playmates Vaska the Cat and hen friend outside a countn home.



A six-year-old girl chants chastushki, four-line

rhymed verses.

A dancer at the "Festival Landmarks" (Vekhi)

in the Kostroma Museum of Folk Architecture

and Folk Life (1993).

Young folk dancers performing in the village of Nerekhta, near Kostroma.



The Russian stove can occupy as much as

a fifth of a room.

A decorative Russian samovar. A teapot con-

taining a concentrated tea brew (zavarka) is

placed on top of the samovar. A small amount
of the brew is poured into a glass with a holder

(podstakannik). Finally, water is poured from

the spout to dilute the tea.

A collection of nesting dolls (matrioshki). From left to right, the first two dolls

are traditional in style. The third doll was made b\ I dmurts. The fourth and

fifth dolls have religious motifs. The doll on the far right depicts Boris Yeltsin,

President of Russia from 1992-2000.



Hand-woven /apfi, bast shoes or sandals made from the

fibers of the linden tree.

Sliding down an icy knoll outside a Moscow apartment building.



Young admirers of Western culture relaxing on the Arbat in Moscow.

V St. Petersburg bazaar.



Eighteenth-century Church of the Savior from Modern dacha (summer house) outside Moscow,

the village of Fominskoe. The church is now lo-

cated in the Kostroma Museum of Folk Archi-

tecture and Folk Life.

The older section of the \illage of Lopatino. unchanged h\ modern progress.



St. Basil's Cathedral in Moscow is a unique and whimsical

cathedral. It was built in 1555-1561 by Ivan the Terrible to

commemorate the taking of Kazan.

The Moscow Kremlin. The original meaning of the word krcmlin ikreml') indicated a fortress

surrounding a town.



PIGSKIN

There once lived a prince who had a stepdaughter named Nastasia. The girl and her

mother, the princess, were alike as two peas in a pod hoth in looks and in behavior. When
the princess died, the prince decided to marry his stepdaughter.

"Nastasia, dear." he said. "I'm going to marry you!"

Nastasia did not want to marry her stepfather, the prince, so as a condition to their

marriage she thought up a difficult task for him. "If you wish to marr\ me." she said,

"you must buy me a dress sprinkled with stars and constellations. If you don't find a dress

like that. I won't marry you."

The prince found a dress resplendent with stars and constellations, just as Nastasia

had described, and he bought it for her. When Nastasia put on the dress, she was so beau-

tiful that the prince wanted to marry her all the more.

"Let's get married. Nastasia," he said.

The girl thought for a while. Then, she said. "Buy me a dress with the moon on the

back and a beautiful sun on the front. Only then will I marry you."

The prince bought Nastasia the dress she had described and once again asked her to

marry him.

Nastasia was still unwilling to marry her stepfather. She considered how she might

escape the distasteful union. Finally she said. "Order that a pigskin be made for me."

The prince ordered that the pigskin be made. As soon as the prince's servants brought

Nastasia the pigskin, she put it on. When the prince saw how ugly Nastasia looked in the

pigskin, he spit on her and drove her from his palace. He did not give her even a crust of bread

for the road.

Nastasia went out the gate and set out in w hichever direction her nose led. She walked

for one day. two days, three days—until she came to a foreign land.

Suddenly, storm clouds drew near and a thunderstorm arose. Where could Nastasia

hide from the rain?

Nastasia noticed a tall oak tree. She climbed up and sat among its thick branches.

Meanwhile. Prince Ivan was in the forest hunting. As he was passing the oak tree,

his dogs rushed to the tree and began barking. Prince Ivan was curious to learn why his

dogs were barking at the oak tree. He sent his servant to have a look.
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The servant returned and said, "A beast is sitting in the oak tree. It's not really a

beast, but some sort of miraculous creature."

Prince Ivan approached the tree. "What kind of wonder are you? Do you speak?" he

asked.

"I am Pigskin," answered Nastasia.

The prince called a halt to the hunt and seated Pigskin in his carriage. "I'll take her

home to Mother and Father," he thought.

When they saw Pigskin, the king and queen "oohed" and "aahed" and marveled at

the extraordinary wonder. Then, they sent Pigskin off to the kitchen to sit behind the stove.

After some time had passed, the king began preparing for a ball. All of the courtiers

were invited to the ball to make merry and to enjoy themselves.

"May I stand by the door and watch the dancing?" Pigskin asked the king's servant.

"Why on earth would you want to do that, Pigskin?" replied the servant.

Nastasia paid no heed to the servant's words. She walked to the open field and ar-

rayed herself in her shining dress that was decorated with stars and constellations. She

gave a whistle and a shout, and a carriage appeared from nowhere. She got into the car-

riage and set out for the ball.

Immediately upon arrival, she began dancing. Everyone was amazed and wondered

where such a beauty had come from. Nastasia danced the evening away.

After dancing to her heart's content, she changed into her pigskin and hid. She re-

turned to her spot behind the stove.

The next morning Prince Ivan came to her and asked jokingly, "Wasn't it you last

night. Pigskin? Weren't you the beautiful maiden who danced all evening?"

"It wouldn't do for me to dance in my pigskin. I just stood by the door." she an-

swered.

At the king's palace, they prepared for a second evening of dancing and merrymaking.

Once again Pigskin asked the king's servant if she might watch the festivities. Once

again the servant answered, "Why on earth would you want to do that. Pigskin?"

Nastasia went to the open field, as she had done before. She gave a whistle and a

shout, and a carriage appeared. Nastasia shed her ugly pigskin and put on the dress with

the moon glowing on the back and the sun shining on the front.

She went to the ball and began dancing. Once again, she hid after she had danced

her fill.

Prince Ivan noticed the absence of the transformed Pigskin. "What shall we do?" he

asked. "How can I find out who that beautiful maiden is?"

He came up with an idea. He ordered that the first step of the palace staircase be

tarred so that the unknown maiden's slipper would stick to it.
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When Nastasia arrived at the ball on the third evening, she seemed even more beau-

tiful to everyone there. She danced the evening away, but when she started to leave the

palace, her slipper stuck to the tar.

Prince Ivan took the slipper and began searching tor the person it tit. He traveled

around his entire kingdom, but the slipper fit no one.

Then, he had an idea. He went home to the palace and searched for Pigskin. When
he found her, he ordered. "Show me your feet."

Nastasia showed him her feet. Prince Ivan measured the slipper to her foot—and saw

that it was just right. He grabbed a knife and slit the pigskin, which he threw away.

Then, he took Nastasia's white hand and led her to his mother and father, whose per-

mission he asked to marry Nastasia. His parents gave the couple their blessing.

Nastasia and Prince Ivan were married. After they married. Prince Ivan asked, "Why
did you wear a pigskin?"

"My stepfather wanted to marry me. But when I put on the pigskin, he no longer de-

sired me. I kept wearing it because it kept him away from me," Nastasia explained.

From then on Nastasia and Prince Ivan lived in happiness. The evil stepfather never

bothered them aeain.
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THE SILVER SAUCER AND
THE RED APPLE

There once lived a peasant and his wife. They had three daughters, and all three were

beautiful. However, the two older girls were lazy and vain. They spent all their time primp-

ing and preening. The third and youngest daughter, Alyonushka, was a good girl and a

hard worker. She was the most beautiful of them all.

Alyonushka took care of everything. She tidied the cottage and prepared the meals.

She weeded the garden and fetched the water. She was kind to her parents and friendly

to her neighbors. Her mother and father loved her dearly. That made her older sisters

jealous.

One day the mother and father went to the field to mow hay. While they were gone,

a poor old woman came to the cottage begging for bread. The older sisters did not want

to talk to her, but Alyonushka gave the old woman a bun and walked a short way past the

gate with her.

"Thank you, fair maiden,"' the old woman said. "I will repay you for your kindness

with some good advice. When your father goes to the fair, ask him to buy a silver saucer

and a red apple for you to play with. Roll the apple on the saucer and repeat:

Roll, roll, little apple.

Round my silver saucer.

As I watch,

Let there be

Towns and fields,

Woods and seas,

Mountains high.

And rosy skies.

If ever you should be in need, fair maiden, I will help you. Just remember that I live

in the deep, dark forest. It takes exactly three days and three nights to reach my cottage."

Having spoken these words, the old woman disappeared among the trees.

After some time had passed, the peasant got ready to go to the fair. "What gifts shall

I buy you?" he asked his daughters.

70 Part 2: Fairv Tales



"Buy me some red calico so that I can make myself a sarafan,* Father," the eldest said.

"Buy me some cotton with a pretty design," the middle daughter requested.

When Alyonushka's turn came, she said, "My dear father, buy me a silver saucer and

a red apple."

The peasant promised to fulfill his daughters' wishes and set out for the fair. When
he came back, he gave his daughters their gifts. He had bought cotton with a pretty de-

sign for the middle daughter, red calico for his eldest daughter, and a silver saucer and a

red apple for Alyonushka. The older sisters rejoiced over their gifts and laughed at Aly-

onushka, waiting to see what she would do with the silver saucer and red apple.

Alyonushka did not eat the apple. Instead, she sat in a corner and rolled the apple

round and round the saucer, while repeating:

Roll, roll, little apple.

Round my silver saucer.

As I watch.

Let there be

Towns and fields,

Woods and seas,

Mountains high.

And rosy skies.

The apple rolled around the saucer, its red skin reflected in the silver dish. When
Alyonushka looked into the saucer, she saw tiny villages bordering wide fields, ships on

blue seas, towns, high mountains, and rosy skies. The bright sun and the silvery moon
whirled round and round. Stars gathered and danced in a ring. Everything was more mar-

velous than a story could tell or a pen could describe.

Her sisters stared in wonder at the magic saucer, and they were envious. They wanted

to persuade Alyonushka to give the saucer and apple to them, but Alyonushka would not

swap her treasure for anything.

Then, the sisters schemed to take away the saucer and apple by trickery and force. "Dear,

dear Alyonushka, let's go to the forest. We'll pick some strawberries there," they coaxed.

Alyonushka agreed. She gave the saucer and apple to her father for safekeeping and

went with her sisters. As she picked berries, Alyonushka wandered through trees and

bushes. Her sisters led her farther and farther away from home. They took her into the

deepest part of the forest, and there they fell upon her and killed her. The evil girls buried

Alyonushka under a birch tree and returned home to their mother and father late that night.

"Alyonushka ran away from us and got lost," they lied. "We combed the entire for-

est, but we couldn't find her. The wolves must have eaten her."

*A sarafan is similar to a long pinafore or jumper.
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Alyonushka's mother and father shed bitter tears. The sisters begged their father for

the silver saucer and the red apple. "No," he said sadly. "I won't give the saucer and apple

to anyone. They will be a reminder to me of Alyonushka, my beloved daughter." Then he

put the magic apple and saucer into a small chest and locked it.

One day at dawn, a long time afterward, a shepherd was driving his flock of sheep

past the deep forest. A little lamb lagged behind and ran off among the trees. As the shep-

herd was walking through the forest in search of his lamb, he came upon a slender, white

birch. Under it was a little mound. On top of the mound and all around it were scarlet

and azure flowers. A thin reed was growing high above the flowers.

The shepherd cut the reed and made himself a little pipe. Miracle of miracles and

wonder of wonders, the pipe began playing a song of its own. It sang:

Play, play, little shepherd.

Play softly.

Play sweetly.

Unhappy am I

So early to die.

They've killed me

And laid me

Beneath the birch tree.

They wanted my saucer

And apple, you see.

As the shepherd approached the village, the pipe kept singing its song. The villagers

listened in wonder and began asking the shepherd questions about the meaning of the song.

"Good people." said the shepherd, "I know nothing. I was searching for my lamb in

the forest when I noticed a little mound. There were flowers on the mound, and growing

high above the flowers was a reed. I cut the reed and made myself a pipe. The pipe plays

and speaks by itself." •

Alyonushka's mother and father happened to be among the crowd. They listened to

the shepherd's story. The mother grabbed the pipe, and it started singing. It said:

Play. play, darling mother.

Play softly.

Play sweetly.

Unhappy am I

So early to die.

They've killed me

And laid me

Beneath the birch tree.

They wanted my saucer

And apple, you see.
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The pipe's words broke the hearts of Alyonushka's parents. "Shepherd, take us to the

plaee where you cut the reed," said the father.

The shepherd led Alyonushka's mother and father into the forest, and the villagers

followed. They saw the birch and the little mound covered with scarlet and azure flow-

ers. When they dug into the mound, they found the murdered Alyonushka.

The parents recognized their beloved daughter and wept inconsolably. "Good people,

who killed her?" they asked.

Alyonushka's father took the pipe, and it started singing. It said:

Play, play, dearest father.

Play softly.

Play sweetly.

Unhappy am I

So early to die.

My sisters

Have laid me

Beneath the birch tree.

They wanted my saucer

And apple, you see.

The pipe told Alyonushka's father to go into the deep forest and keep walking until

he came to a wooden cottage where the kind old woman who had befriended Alyonushka

earlier lived. According to the pipe's instructions, she would give him a flask filled with

the water of life. He had only to sprinkle Alyonushka with the water, and she would wake

from her deep sleep of death.

Alyonushka's mother and father set out on their journey through the deep, dark for-

est. They walked for exactly three days and three nights and finally came to a cottage. An
old. old woman came out onto the porch, and Alyonushka's parents asked her for the water

of life.

"I will help Alyonushka," said the old woman. "I will help her because she has a

kind heart."

The old woman gave the couple a flask filled with the water of life and said, "Pour

a handful of your native soil into the flask. Without it, the water has no power."

Bowing down to the ground in front of the old woman, the mother and father thanked

her. Then, they returned the way they had come.

When they got to the village, they poured a handful of their native soil into the flask,

just as the old woman had ordered. They took the evil sisters with them and went into the

forest. The people of the village followed them.

The father sprinkled the water of life on Alyonushka. and she came alive. The evil

sisters were frightened. Their faces turned white, and they confessed to everything. Their

neighbors grabbed them, tied them up. and took them back to the village.
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People gathered around. They decided that the sisters should be given a terrible pun-

ishment for what they had done. They sent the evil girls away from their home and or-

dered them never to return. Alyonushka began living with her mother and father as before,

and they loved her more than ever.
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THE PUFF MONSTER

There once lived a woman and a man who had two children. The girl's name was

Manya, and the boy's name was Vanya.

One day the couple got ready to go to town. Before leaving, they gave the fol-

lowing instructions. "Don't go to the cellar, children. If you do, the Puff Monster will

eat you up."

After their parents had left, Vanya said, "Manya, I'm going to the cellar. Dad keeps

lots of turnips down there. I love turnips. We'll get some and cook them for lunch."

No sooner had Vanya gone down into the cellar than the Puff Monster emerged from

a dark corner. "I am the Puff Monster. Are you Vanya who has come to get some turnips?

Shall I eat you up? Shall I gobble you down?

"Gobble, gobble!" said the Puff Monster, and he ate up Vanya. After eating the boy,

the Puff Monster grew to twice his normal size.

When Vanya failed to return, Manya went to the cellar to get him.

The Puff Monster came out of his dark corner. "I am the Puff Monster," he said. "Are

you Manya who has come for Vanya, who came to get turnips? Shall I eat you up? Shall

I gobble you down?

"Gobble, gobble," said the Puff Monster, and he ate up Manya. The Puff Monster

grew to three times his normal size.

The children's parents came home and found that the children were gone. Manya and

Vanya's mother went to the cellar in search of the children.

The Puff Monster came out of his dark corner. "I am the Puff Monster," he said. "Are

you Mother who has come for Manya, who came for Vanya, who came to get some

turnips? Shall I eat you up? Shall I gobble you down?

"Gobble, gobble." said the Puff Monster, and he ate up Mother. Now the Puff Mon-

ster was four times his normal size.

Finally, Father went to the cellar to see what had happened to Mother.

The Puff Monster came out of his dark corner. "Are you Father who has come for

Mother, who came for Manya, who came for Vanya, who came for some turnips? Shall I

eat you up? Shall I gobble you down?
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"Gobble, gobble," said the Puff Monster, and he ate up Father.

The Puff Monster had gobbled up so many people that he had grown to be enor-

mous. After eating Father, he became five times his normal size. The Puff Monster

stretched and stretched. Suddenly, he split open.

Everyone came tumbling out of the Puff Monster—Vanya, Manya, Mother, and Fa-

ther. From that day on the family went to the cellar without fear, for the Puff Monster was

gone forever.
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THE ENCHANTED
PRINCESS

In a faraway kingdom a soldier served in the Guards. The soldier served faithfully and

loyally for twenty-five years, which was the amount of time a peasant was required to serve

in the military. For his service, the king ordered that he be discharged. As a reward, he was

given the horse he rode while serving in his regiment, as well as its harness and saddle.

The soldier bade his comrades farewell and set out for his native land. He rode one

day, two days, three days. Eventually, an entire week went by, then a second, and a third

week. The soldier had no more money, and he had nothing with which to feed himself or

his horse. Home was still far, far away. He was very hungry, indeed, and he realized that

he was in serious trouble.

Looking around, the soldier noticed a large castle. "Well, I might as well go there,"

he said. "Maybe they'll let me serve for a while so that I can earn some money."

The soldier rode in the direction of the castle. After he entered the courtyard, he teth-

ered his horse and fed it. Only then did he go into the castle. Inside the castle a table was

set. Wine and food, whatever the heart desired, was on the table. The soldier ate and drank

his fill. "Now," he thought. "I can take a nap."

Suddenly, a bear entered the chamber. "Don't be afraid of me, kind lad. It is good

that you came here," the bear said. "I am not a vicious bear, but a beautiful maiden, an

enchanted princess. If you spend three nights here and stand your ground, then the spell

placed on me will be broken. I will become a princess again, and I will marry you."

The soldier agreed to stay. The bear left, and the soldier remained alone. Such a deep

melancholy fell on him that the soldier felt he could not face the world. With the passage

of time, his melancholy became even deeper.

On the third day. the soldier's melancholy grew so burdensome that he decided to

abandon his plans and run out of the castle. However, no matter how hard he tried or how
hard he beat the walls, he could not find an exit. He had no choice but to stay. So he spent

the third night in the castle.

In the morning a princess of indescribable beauty appeared before him. She

thanked him for the good turn he had done her and ordered that preparations be made

for their wedding. They were married and began living together without having a sor-

row in the world.
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After some time had passed, the soldier began thinking about his native land. He
wanted to go back there.

The princess tried to dissuade him. "Stay here, dear. Don't leave. Don't you have

everything you need right here?"

But however hard she tried, she could not dissuade her husband. He was determined

to go. Reluctantly, the princess said good-bye. Before he left, she gave her husband a sack

full of seeds.

"Whichever road you travel, throw some seeds on both sides of the road," she said.

"As soon as the seeds hit the ground, trees will grow from them. The trees will be deco-

rated with expensive fruits. Birds will sing songs on their boughs, and exotic cats from

over the seas will tell fairy tales beneath the trees."

The good lad mounted his horse and set out down the road. Wherever he went, he

threw seeds on both sides of the road. Forests arose behind him, as if they had crawled

out of Damp Mother Earth.*

The soldier rode on for a day. then another, and yet another. On the third day, he

came upon a caravan standing in an open field. Not far from the caravan, merchants were

sitting on the grass playing cards. Beside them, a kettle was hanging. Although there was

no fire beneath the kettle, a broth was bubbling over.

"What a miracle!" the soldier thought. "No fire is visible, yet a broth is bubbling in

the kettle. Let's have a closer look."

He turned his horse in the direction of the kettle and approached the merchants.

"Hello, honorable gentlemen!"

It never occurred to him that these were not merchants, but in reality devils. "A nice

trick you are playing—a kettle boiling without a fire under it! But I have a better trick."

He took a single grain out of his sack and threw it onto the ground. At that moment,

there sprung up on the spot a centuries-old tree, adorned with precious fruits and singing

birds. And exotic cats from over the seas were telling fairy tales beneath it.

The devils recognized him immediately. "Aha," they said, "he is the one who saved

the princess. Because he did so, let's give him a potion, brothers, that will make him sleep

for half a year."

The devils began regaling the soldier with food and drink, and then they gave him

the magic sleeping potion. Immediately, the soldier fell onto the grass and went into a

deep sleep. The merchants, the caravan, and the kettle disappeared.

Soon afterward, the princess went to the garden to take a stroll. She looked up and

saw that the tops of the trees had withered. "This is not good." she thought. "Apparently,

something bad has happened to my husband. Three months have passed. It is time that he

returned, yet he isn't here."

*Damp Mother Earth is a pagan deit\ and nature spirit.
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When her husband tailed to return, the princess prepared to go in search of him. She

rode down the same road the soldier had taken. Forests were growing on both sides. Birds

were singing, and exotic cats from over the seas were meowing fairy talcs.

She came to a spot where trees were no longer growing. The road wound through an

open field. "Where is he?" she thought. "He couldn't have fallen through the earth!"

Then she saw one of the miraculous trees standing alone. Her dear husband was lying

beneath it.

She ran up to him and pushed him in an attempt to waken him, but he did not re-

spond. She began pinching him. She poked his sides with pins. She poked and poked, but

he felt no pain. He lay as if dead, without stirring.

The princess grew angry. In a fit of temper, she uttered a curse. "May the wild wind

grab you, you sleeping good-for-nothing, and carry you off to unknown lands."

No sooner had she uttered the words, than suddenly winds began whistling and roar-

ing. In a moment the soldier was seized by a wild wind and was borne away from the

princess's gaze.

Now the princess thought better of the words she had spoken, but it was too late.

Weeping bitter tears, she returned home. There, she began living a lonely existence.

Meanwhile, the poor soldier was carried far away. He was borne beyond three times

nine lands into the thirtieth kingdom at the end of the world, where he was thrown down
onto a spit between two seas. He fell onto the narrowest wedge. If he had turned either

to the right or to the left in his sleep, he would have fallen right into the sea.

The good lad slept half a year without moving a finger. When he awoke, he jumped

up and looked around. Waves were breaking on either side, and he could see no end to

the broad sea. Standing in perplexity, he asked, "By what miracle did I come here? Who
dragged me here

?"

He walked along the spit and came to an island. On that island was a high, steep

mountain with a summit that rose to the clouds. A large stone was lying on the mountain.

The soldier approached the mountain and came upon three devils fighting so fiercely

that pieces of cloth and hair were flying in all directions.

"Stop that! Why are you fighting?" he asked.

"Our father died three days ago, you see. He left three wondrous things—a flying

carpet, fast-running boots, and a cap of invisibility. We can't agree on how to divide our

inheritance."

"Oh. for goodness sake, how ridiculous it is to fight over such nonsense. Would you

like me to divide the inheritance? Everyone will be satisfied, and no one will be offended,"

said the soldier.

"Please do divide our inheritance for us. fellow countryman." the devils replied.

"All right. Run quickly to the pine forest and collect 100 poods, which is equal to

3.600 pounds, of pine pitch and bring it here."
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The devils rushed to the pine forest, collected three times that amount of pitch and

brought it to the soldier.

"Now go fetch the biggest cauldron you can find in Hell." said the soldier.

The devils went down to Hell and dragged back a very large cauldron, indeed: it held

forty barrels of liquid. They put the pitch into the cauldron.

The soldier made a fire and placed the cauldron over it. As soon as the pine pitch

melted, he ordered the devils to drag the cauldron up the mountain and to pour hot pine

pitch down the mountain. In the blink of an eye. the devils fulfilled the command.

"Now," said the soldier, "give that stone a shove so that it rolls off the mountain.

Then, all three of you must chase the stone. Whoever catches up to it first may choose

any of the three miraculous objects. Whoever is second to reach the stone gets second

choice. The third and last miraculous object belongs to whoever gets there last.

The devils shoved the stone off the mountain. It rolled stiffly down the mountain-

side. All three devils gave chase. One of the devils reached the stone and grabbed hold of

it. The stone immediately rolled back onto him and pushed him onto the pitch. The sec-

ond devil caught up. and the third. The same thing happened to them. They all stuck ever

so fast to the pitch.

The soldier donned the fast-running boots and placed the cap of invisibility under

his arm. Then, he sat on the flying carpet and flew off in search of his own kingdom.

Whether he flew a long or a short time is not known, but eventually he came to a hut

on chicken legs. He entered the hut. There sat Baba Yaga. the old. toothless, bony-legged

Russian witch.

"Hello, grandma. Tell me what to do. How should I search for my beautiful

princess?" the soldier asked.

"I don't know, my dear. I have never seen, nor heard of her. You must travel beyond

many seas and beyond many lands to the land where my middle sister lives. She knows

more than I do. Perhaps she will be able to tell you."

The soldier sat on the flying carpet and flew off. He traveled around the world. If he

wanted to eat or drink, he put on the cap of invisibility and alighted in a town. He went

into the shops and took whatever he needed. Then, he flew away on his flying carpet.

Eventually, the soldier came to a second hut on chicken legs. There sat a second Baba

Yaga, old. toothless, and bony-legged like her sister. "Hello, grandma, do you know where

I might find my beautiful princess ?" asked the soldier.

"No, my dear. I don*t know. Travel beyond many seas and many lands to the land

where my older sister lives. Perhaps she knows."

"Oh. silly woman! You have lived so many years that all your teeth have fallen out.

yet you know nothing of any use to me." he said.

The soldier mounted the flxinii carpet and flew off to Baba Yaga's older sister. He
wandered for a long time. He saw main lands and main seas. Finally, he flew to the end

of the world. At the end of the world stood a hut on chicken legs, but there was no road
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beyond the hut. There was only pitch-black darkness so that nothing could be seen. "Well,"

thought the soldier, "if I can't get any sense out of anyone here, there's nowhere left to

fly."

He entered the hut. There sat a third Baba Yaga—old, toothless, and bony-legged like

the others. "Hello, grandma! Tell me where to search for my princess.'"

"Wait a second, and I'll call on the winds and ask them. They blow all over the world,

so they must know where your princess is living."

The old woman went onto the porch. She cried in a loud voice and whistled a sur-

prisingly youthful whistle. Wild winds arose and blew in from all directions. The hut

shook. "Quiet, quiet!" shouted Baba Yaga.

As soon as the winds had gathered, she said. "My dear wild winds, you blow around

the whole wide world. Have you seen the soldier's beautiful princess anywhere?"

"No, we haven't seen her," the winds answered in one voice.

"Is everyone present'.'"

"Everyone, except the South Wind."

The South Wind came flying up a little later. "Where have you been?" the old woman
asked. "We have been waiting for you."

"I'm not to blame, grandma. I visited a new kingdom where a beautiful princess lives.

Her husband disappeared without a trace, so now tsars and tsareviches, kings and princes,

are courting her.

"Is it far to this new kingdom?"

"It is thirty years distant if one goes on foot. It would take ten years to fly there. But

I blow there in three hours."

The soldier asked the South Wind to take him to the new kingdom.

"I will take you there, if you please," said the South Wind. "Just give me permission

to go on a spree for three days and three nights after we arrive in your kingdom."

"Go on a spree for three weeks, if you like!"

"Very well. then. I will rest for a day or two to gather my strength. Then, we'll set out."

The South Wind rested. When it had gathered its strength, it said to the soldier, "Well,

brother, get ready. Let's set out right away. Don't be afraid. You'll get there in one piece."

Suddenly, a strong whirlwind began blowing and whistling. It grabbed the soldier up

into the air and bore him into the clouds, over mountains and seas. After exactly three

hours had passed, he was in the kingdom where his beautiful princess lived.

"Good-bye. good lad." the South Wind said. "I have taken pity on you. I don't want

to go on a spree in your kingdom."

"Why not'.'"

"Because if I had gone on a spree, not one house in town, not one tree in the gar-

dens would have remained standing. 1 would have turned everything topsy-turvy."
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"Well, good-bye then. Thank you!" said the soldier. He put on the cap of invisibil-

ity and walked toward the white-stoned palace.

While the soldier had been gone, the trees in the gardens stood as if dead, with dry

leaves. As soon as he entered the palace, they came to life and began blooming.

The soldier entered a large room. Tsars and tsareviches, kings and princes, were sit-

ting at a table. They had come to court the beautiful princess. They sat drinking sweet

wines. Whenever a suitor poured a glass of wine and held it to his lips, the soldier would

hit the glass with his fist so that it broke. The guests were amazed. But the beautiful

princess guessed right away what was happening. "My dear husband must have returned,"

she thought.

She looked out the window into the garden and saw that the tops of the trees were

blooming. She posed a riddle to her guests. "I had a golden thread and a golden needle.

I lost the needle and had not hoped to find it. Now I have found the needle. Whoever can

answer the riddle will be my husband."

The tsars and tsareviches, kings and princes, racked their wise brains for a long time,

but they could not answer the riddle.

The princess said, "Show yourself, my dear husband."

The soldier took off the cap of invisibility. He took the princess's white hands in his

and kissed her sweet lips.

"Here is your answer," said the beautiful princess. "I am the golden thread. My faith-

ful husband is the golden needle. Wherever the needle goes, the thread follows."

So, the suitors had no choice but to go home. They set out in different directions for

their courts. The princess and her soldier husband lived happily ever after, enjoying wealth

and harmony.
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AT THE PIKE'S COMMAND
The massive Russian clay stove (or pec"/ was a focal point of the peasant cottage.

It played a significant role as a source of warmth, nourishment, and family social life.

It retained its warmth for a long time. Foodfor both humans and animals was prepared

in it. The young, the old. and the sick enjoyed the privilege of sleeping on its warm shelf

while the rest of the family slept on benches or on the floor. Lazy Emelia, the hero of
this story, selects the stove as the most desirable and comfortable place to ensconce

himself.

Note: You can see a picture of a Russian stove in the color plate section.

There once lived an old man. He had three sons. Two sons were clever, but the

youngest. Emelia. was a fool. The clever brothers worked hard, but Emelia lolled on the

stove all day long, not caring to do anything or to know anything. The clever brothers had

wives, but Emelia had no one.

One day the brothers went off to market. Their wives began sending Emelia on er-

rands. "'Emelia. go fetch some water!"

"I don*t want to.*' Emelia groaned from his warm bed atop the stove.

"Do it. Emelia. or else when your brothers return from market they won't bring you

any presents."

"Well, all right, then." Emelia replied. He climbed down from the stove. He put on

his shoes, got dressed, took two buckets and an ax. and set out for the river.

He chopped a hole in the ice and scooped up some water with the buckets. He set

the buckets down and stared into the hole in the ice. Emelia spied a pike in the hole. He
managed to catch the pike with his bare hands.

"The pike will make a tasty fish soup." he thought.

Suddenly, the pike spoke to him in a human voice. "Emelia. set me free. Throw me
back into the water, and one day I will be of use to you."

Emelia just laughed. "How could you be of any use to me? No. I'm taking you home.

I'll have my sisters-in-law make fish soup with you. The soup will taste good."

Once again, the pike begged. "Emelia. Emelia. set me free. Throw me back into the

water, and I'll do anything you wish."
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"Very well, then, but first prove to me that you aren't deceiving me. Then I'll let you go."

"Emelia, Emelia, just tell me what you are wishing this very moment," the pike said.

"I am wishing that the buckets would go home of their own accord without any water

splashing out of them."

'Remember my words," the pike said. "When you want something, you have only

to say, 'At the pike's command, and by my desire."

"

Emelia repeated, "At the pike's command, and by my desire, take yourselves home,

buckets."

No sooner had he uttered these words than the buckets started going up the hill by

themselves. Emelia released the pike into the hole in the ice, and he followed the buck-

ets back to the house.

As the buckets went through the village, the people stared, amazed at the sight.

Emelia walked behind the buckets chuckling. The buckets went into the cottage and placed

themselves on a bench. Emelia climbed back up onto the stove.

After some time had passed, his sisters-in-law said. "Emelia. why are you lolling

about? Go chop some wood."

"I don't want to." Emelia groaned.

"If you don't chop some wood, your brothers won't bring any gifts for you when
they return home from market."

Emelia did not want to climb down from the stove. He remembered the pike and said

quietly. "At the pike's command, and by my desire, go chop wood, ax. And wood, bring

yourself into the cottage and put yourself into the stove."

The ax jumped up from under the bench. It went into the yard and began chopping

wood. The wood went into the cottage and climbed into the stove on its own.

After some more time had passed, the sisters-in-law said once again. "Emelia. we
have no more wood. Go to the forest and chop down some trees

"

"What on earth for?" Emelia asked from atop the stove.

"What do you mean—'What on earth for'? Is it our work to go to the forest for wood?"

"I don't want to." groaned Emelia.

"Well. then, there won't be any gifts for you."

It could not be helped. Emelia climbed down from the stove. He put on his shoes

and got dressed. Taking a rope and an ax. he went into the yard and got into the sleigh.

"Women, open the gate!" he commanded.

"What are you doing, fool?" his sisters-in-law asked. "You have seated yourself in

the sleigh without harnessing the horses to it."

"I don't need horses."

The sisters-in-law opened the gate.
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"At the pike's command, and b\ m\ desire, go into the forest, sleigh" Emelia said

quietly.

The sleigh went through the gate hy itself, and so quickly that horses could not have

caught up with it.

To get to the forest. Emelia had to ride through town. In the process, he trampled

and hit many people. "Hold him!*' people shouted. "Catch him!" But Emelia paid no at-

tention; he simply urged the sleigh onward.

When Emelia came to the forest, he said, "At the pike's command, and by my de-

sire, chop some dry wood, ax. And wood, you stack yourselves up in the sleigh and tie

yourselves to it."

The ax began chopping away. It chopped down some dry trees, and the wood stacked

itself up in the sleigh and bound itself with a rope.

Then Emelia asked the ax to make a club for himself, so large that it would be dif-

ficult to raise it. He sat down on top of the load of wood and said. "At the pike's com-

mand, and by my desire, go home, sleigh."

The sleigh dashed home. Once again Emelia rode through town, where recently he

had trampled and hit many people. Angered, they were waiting for him. They grabbed

Emelia. dragged him off the wagon, and scolded and beat him.

He saw that it was bad business, but he remembered his club. "At the pike's com-

mand, and by my desire, strike out on all sides, club." he said quietly.

The club hopped up and began battering everyone. People rushed away in all direc-

tions. Emelia went home and crawled back onto the stove.

Sooner or later, the tsar heard about Emelia's antics and sent an officer to fetch him

—

to find him and bring him to the palace.

The officer came to the village and entered the cottage where Emelila lived. "Are

you Emelia the Fool?"

"What's it to you?" Emelia asked from atop the stove.

"Get dressed quickly. I'm taking you to the tsar."

"I don't want to go." groaned Emelia.

The officer got angry and slapped Emelia on the cheek.

"Club," Emelia said quietly, "at the pike's command, and by my desire, hit every part

of his body."

The club sprang to action. It struck the officer so hard that he ran away only with

difficult}..

The tsar was amazed that his officer could not manage Emelia. This time he sent his

greatest grandee. "Bring Emelia the Fool to my palace, or I'll chop off your head." said

the tsar.

The very great grandee bought raisins, plums, and honey cakes. When he arrived in

the village, he entered the cottage and asked the sisters-in-law what Emelia was fond of.
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"Our Emelia likes it when people ask him for favors affectionately and when they

promise him a red caftan.* Then, he'll do anything they ask of him."

The very great grandee gave Emelia the raisins, plums, and honey cakes. Then, he

said, "Emelia, Emelia, why are you lolling on the stove? Let's go to the tsar."

"I am warm here."

"Emelia. Emelia. the tsar will give you food and drink. Please, let's go!"

"I don't want to."

"Emelia, Emelia. the tsar will give you a red caftan, a cap. and boots."

Emelia gave the grandee's comments some thought, then said, "Well, all right. You

go ahead, and I'll follow you."

The grandee left. Emelia kept lying where he was while saying, "At the pike's com-

mand, and by my desire, go to the tsar, stove."

The corners of the cottage began splitting. The roof began to sway. The walls flew apart,

and the stove began going down the road on its own. It was headed straight for the tsar's.

The tsar looked out the window and marveled. "What wonder is this?"

The very great grandee answered. "That is Emelia coming to see you on his stove."

The tsar went onto the porch. "Emelia, I have complaints against you. You have tram-

pled many people."

"Then why did they crawl under the sleigh?"

At that moment, the tsar's daughter, Tsarevna Mar'ia, looked out the window at Emelia.

Emelia saw her looking out the window and said quietly, "At the pike's command,
and by my desire, may the tsar's daughter fall in love with me."

Then, he said, "Take me home, stove."

The stove turned around and went home. It entered the cottage and stood in its pre-

vious place. Once again. Emelia lolled about on top of it.

Meanwhile, in the tsar's palace, there were screams and tears. Tsarevna Mar'ia

missed Emelia, and she said she could not live without him. She asked her father to give

her hand in marriage to Emelia.

The tsar grieved and spoke again to his very great grandee. "Go bring Emelila to

me, dead or alive, or else I'll chop off your head," he said.

The very great grandee bought sweet wine and tasty hors d"oeu\res (zakuski). He
went to the village, entered the cottage, and began treating Emelia to the goodies he had

brought.

Emelia ate and drank his fill. He got tipsy and lay down to sleep. Then the grandee

put him into his carriage and brought him to the tsar.

\ long robe or coat
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Immediately, the tsar ordered that a big barrel with iron hoops be brought. Emelia and

Tsarevna Mar'ia were placed in it. Then, the barrel was tarred and thrown into the sea.

After a long or short time. Emelia awoke. He noticed that it was dark and cramped.

"Where am I?" he asked.

A voice answered. "It's boring and tedious here. Emeliushka. :i: They tarred us into

this barrel and threw us into the blue sea."

"And who are you?"

"I am Tsarevna Maria."'

"At the pike's command, and by my desire, roll the barrel onto the dry shore, wild

winds. Roll it onto the yellow sand," said Emelia.

The wild winds blew. The sea became agitated. The barrel was thrown onto the dry

shore, onto the yellow sand. Emelia and Tsarevna Mar'ia got out.

"Emeliushka. where will we live? Build a little cottage for us."

"I don't want to." Emelia said.

Tsarevna Mar'ia began begging even harder.

Finally, Emelia said, "At the pike's command, and by my desire, build a palace made
of white stone with a golden roof."

He had no sooner uttered the words than a palace constructed of white stone with a

golden roof appeared. A green garden with blooming flowers and singing birds surrounded

the palace. Tsarevna Mar'ia and Emelia went into the palace and sat near a window.

"Emeliushka, can't you become handsome?" asked Tsarevna Mar'ia.

Emelia gave little thought to it before saying, "At the pike's command, and by my
desire, make me a fine young man who is indescribably good looking."

Emelia became more handsome than any story could tell or any pen could describe.

At that moment the tsar was hunting. While hunting, he came upon a palace where

there had never been one before. "Who built a palace on my land without my permission?

What lout did this?" he asked.

The tsar sent one of his men to find out who lived there. His emissaries ran up to

the palace. They stood beneath a window and asked who lived there.

"Ask the tsar to visit me. and I'll tell him myself," Emelia said.

The tsar came to visit. Emelia met him and led him into the palace. He invited him

to sit at the table. They began feasting together.

The tsar ate and drank and did not cease being amazed. "Who are you, fine lad?"

"Do you remember Emelia the Fool who came to visit you on a stove and whom you

ordered to be tarred into a barrel with your daughter and thrown into the sea? Well, I am
that Emelia. If I want. I can burn down and destroy your entire kingdom."

*The diminutive form of Emelia.
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The tsar took fright and began begging Emelia's pardon. "Marry my daughter,

Emeliushka. Take my kingdom. Just don't destroy me."

A feast was held to which the entire kingdom was invited. Emelia married Tsarevna

Mar'ia and began ruling the kingdom.

This is the end of the tale. Whoever listens to it is a fine fellow.
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THE SUN, THE MOON,
AND RAVEN VORONOVICH

Once upon a time, there lived an old woman and an old man. The couple had three

daughters of marriageable age who were very dear to them.

One day the old man went to the barn to get some grain. He poured the grain into a

sack and began carrying the sack home. He failed to notice that there was a hole in the

sack, so little by little the grain fell out of the sack onto the pathway.

When the old man arrived home, his wife asked, "Where is the grain?"

"It must have fallen out on the way home," the old man replied.

"Go gather it up," the old woman ordered.

The old man retraced his steps. He picked and picked at the tiny kernels of grain

until it grew dark and he was very tired. "Oh," he moaned, "if only the Sun would shine

and the Moon would glow and Raven Voronovich would help me gather the spilled grain!

In return I would give them my daughters in marriage. I would give my oldest daughter

to the Sun, my middle daughter to the Moon, and my youngest daughter to Raven

Voronovich."

No sooner had the old man uttered these words than night became day and the Sun

began shining. Raven Voronovich flew up and worked all day long gathering grain. At

night the Moon began glowing, and Raven Voronovich continued gathering all the grain

down to the last kernel.

When the old man returned home, he said to his oldest daughter, "Put on your best

dress and go out onto the porch. Your bridegroom is waiting for you."

The oldest daughter dressed up and stepped out onto the porch. The Sun, who was

waiting for her. carried her away.

The old man ordered his middle daughter to put on her best dress and go out onto

the porch. The Moon grabbed her and took her away.

Then, the old man ordered his youngest daughter to do the same. Raven Voronovich

grabbed her and spirited her away, too.

After their daughters had gone, the old people grew lonely. One day the old man
said, "I miss my daughters. I think I'll go visit them." And he set out.
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He walked on and on until he had worn out his birch-bark shoes. Finally, he came

to the home of the fiery Sun.

The Sun and his wife greeted him. "Father, how can we entertain you?" they asked.

"Well, I would like to eat some pancakes. Fm hungry," the old man replied.

"Then pancakes it will be," said the Sun. "Mix the dough, wife."

The old man's oldest daughter mixed the dough. Then, the Sun sat down on the floor

and said, "Well, wife, start cooking the pancakes."

The Sun's wife put a frying pan on the Sun's head and cooked the pancakes.

The old man was amazed. After he had eaten his fill, he went home. There, he or-

dered the old woman to prepare some pancake dough.

The old woman mixed the dough and went to light the stove, but the old man would

not allow it. He sat down on the floor and ordered his wife to put the frying pan on his

bald spot.

"The pancakes won't cook on your head," the old woman protested.

"Yes, they will. You'll see," the old man insisted.

It could not be helped. The old woman obeyed. She put the frying pan on the old

man's head. The frying pan sat there all day long, but the pancakes did not cook up.

Finally, the old woman lit the stove and grumbled as she cooked the pancakes the

usual way. Her husband said not a word and ate his fill.

The next day, the old man set out to visit his middle daughter. He walked on and on

until he arrived at the home of the bright Moon.

The Moon and his wife greeted him happily. They, too, asked, "How can we enter-

tain you, Father?"

"I am full," the old man said, "but I would like to steam away the dirt from my jour-

ney in the bathhouse."

"The bathhouse will be ready in a moment. Father."

After the bathhouse had been heated, the Moon led the old man into it and said.

"Well, Father, wash and steam to your heart's content."

"It's dark in here." the old man complained.

"Just a minute," the Moon replied. "I'll fix that. It will be light in a moment." He
stuck his finger into a chink in the wall, and a light began glowing inside the bathhouse.

The old man steamed to his satisfaction. Then, he went home.

As soon as it got dark, he sent the old woman out to heat up the bathhouse. "But

can't you see that it's dark out'.' How can we steam ourselves in the dark?"

"It's all right. There will be light."

The old woman heated the bathhouse and said. "Go on in."
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"No," replied the old man, "you go first. I'll give you a light."

The old woman went into the bathhouse. The old man had observed how the Moon
had given him a light, and he did the same for the old woman. He stuck his finger into a

chink in the wall and asked. "Is it light now?"

"It's as dark as if someone had poked out my eye," the old woman answered.

The old woman began grumbling. She got a lantern and went back into the bath-

house to wash up.

The next day, the old man said, "Well, now I'll go visit my youngest daughter." He
set out.

When he arrived at the home of Raven Voronovich, his youngest daughter was very

happy to see him, as was her husband.

They did not know where to put the old man or how to entertain him. When they

asked what they could do for him, the old man said, "You had better put me to bed. I am
very tired."

Raven Voronovich led the old man to his roost. He placed a ladder beneath it and

said, "Climb up. Father. Now all of us will go to sleep."

The old man climbed up onto the roost. Raven Voronovich put him under one wing,

and he put his wife under the other wing. All three fell into a sweet sleep.

In the morning, the old man got ready to go home.

"Why are you leaving so soon?" asked Raven Voronovich.

"It's time for me to go. The old woman is probably tired of waiting for me."

The old man returned home. When evening came the old woman started making the

bed. Her husband would not allow it. "We'll sleep on the roost tonight with the chick-

ens." he announced.

This time the old woman lost her patience. "You sleep on the chicken roost if you

want, but our bed is just fine for me!"

The old man went to the hen coop, climbed up onto the roost with the hens, and

dozed off.

No sooner had he fallen asleep than he fell—kerplunk—off the roost. He got a lump

on his forehead, tore his shirt and pants, and frightened the chickens almost to death.

The foolish old man picked himself up off the floor of the hen coop. Moaning and

groaning, he trudged back to the cottage to sleep in his own bed. He climbed into bed

quietly so that he would not awaken the old woman.
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THE EGG

There once lived an old woman and an old man. They had a hen named Speckles.

One day Speckles laid an egg under the floor. The egg was beautiful. It was multicolored,

bright, and smooth as ivory. It was a very unique egg, indeed.

The old couple found the egg. The old man inspected it. He hit the egg, and wonder

of wonders—the egg did not break. The old woman hit the egg, too, but it did not break.

Then, a little mouse ran by and in so doing flicked its tail against the egg. The egg rolled

onto the floor and broke into smithereens.

The old man cried, and the old woman wept. Grief-stricken. Speckles the hen cack-

led. As if sympathizing with them, the gate squeaked and the shingles came loose on the

cottage roof and flew into the air.

The priest's daughters, who were passing on their way to the village well to fetch

water, asked the old couple. "Why are you crying?"

"Why wouldn't we cry?" the old woman answered. "We have a hen named Speck-

les. She laid an egg under the floor. The egg was multicolored, bright, and smooth as

ivory. It was a very unique egg. indeed. The old man hit it. and it didn't break. I hit it.

and it didn't break. Then, a little mouse ran up to the egg and flicked its tail. The egg

rolled onto the floor and broke into pieces."

After the priest's daughters heard what had happened, they threw their buckets to the

ground, broke the yokes used for carrying the buckets, and returned home empty-handed,

so grief-stricken were they.

"Oh, Mother." they said to the priest's wife, "you have no idea what is going on in

the world. An old woman and an old man have a hen named Speckles. She laid an egg

under the floor. The egg was multicolored, bright, and smooth as ivory. It was a very

unique egg, indeed. The old man hit it, and it didn't break. The old woman hit it. and it

didn't break. Then, a little mouse ran up to the egg and flicked its tail. The egg rolled onto

the floor and broke into pieces. Now the old man is crying and the old woman is weep-

ing. Speckles the Hen is cackling. The gate squeaked in sympathy, and the shingles came

loose from the cottage roof and flew into the air. We were on our way to the village well

to fetch water when we heard about the great misfortune. We threw down our buckets and

broke the yoke used for carrying the buckets'"
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At that moment the priest's wife was kneading dough. When she heard that the old

man was crying, the old woman was weeping, and that Speckles the Hen was cackling,

she overturned the dough trough and the dough dropped onto the floor.

The priest came through the cottage door with a book.

"Oh, little Father," the priest's wife said to him, "you know nothing of what goes on

in the world. An old woman and an old man have a hen named Speckles. She laid an egg

under the floor. The egg was multicolored, bright, and smooth as ivory. It was a very

unique egg, indeed. The old man hit it, and it didn't break. The old woman hit it, and it

didn't break. Then, a little mouse ran up to the egg and flicked its tail. The egg rolled to

the floor and broke into pieces. Now the old man is crying, and the old woman is weep-

ing. Speckles the Hen is cackling. The gate squeaked in sympathy, and the shingles came

loose from the cottage roof and flew into the air. Our daughters, who were on their way
to the village well to fetch water, threw down their buckets and broke the yokes used for

carrying the buckets. I was kneading dough, and because of my great sorrow. I dropped

the dough onto the floor."

The priest, too, grieved and sorrowed. In his grief, he tore his book to shreds. All of

these misfortunes were caused by one little egg.
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A COPECK A DROP

A hungry soldier went to a cottage where a greedy woman lived. "Please feed me
with whatever God has given you. whatever you have." he said to the woman.

"With pleasure, soldier," said the woman. "But don't take offense. The only food I

have is plain cabbage soup (shchi)."

"What do you mean by 'plain' cabbage soup?"

"The soup has only cabbage in it and nothing else."

"Isn't there any oil in it?"

"Of course not. soldier. Oil is very expensive."

"How expensive?"

"It costs a copeck* a drop."

"All right." said the soldier. "Give me some oil. and I'll pay for it."

The old woman ladled out a bowl of cabbage soup. She took a pot of heated oil

from the stove and dribbled one tiny drop into the bowl. The golden drop sparkled in

the soup.

"Give me another." said the soldier.

The woman dribbled another drop into the cabbage soup. The second golden drop

sparkled in the soup.

"Give me another." the soldier said.

The woman dribbled yet another tiny drop into the cabbage soup.

It was not enough for the soldier. He took the pot out of the woman's hand and

splashed its entire contents into the bowl of soup.

*At one time comparable to our penny. There are 100 copecks in a ruble. The ruble is Russia's basic mone-

tary unit.
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Five, ten, twenty—a countless number of golden droplets began sparkling in the cab-

bage soup. Suddenly, they merged into one large drop.

"I see only one drop in the soup," the soldier said to the woman.

He gave the stingy woman a single copeck for the large drop of oil and ate his soup

in peace.
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MAGIC WATER

There once lived a husband and a wife. In their youth, they had lived in harmony.

However, in old age it was as if someone had substituted them for a completely different

quarrelsome old couple.

In the morning, no sooner would the old man dangle his legs down from the shelf

above the stove, where he slept, than a squabble would break out between him and his

old wife. He would say a word to the old woman, and she would reply with two words.

He would say two words, and she would reply with five words. He would utter five words,

and the old woman would retort with ten words. And so it went. It was as if a whirlwind

were spinning round between them. Anyone who heard them wanted to run out of the

house as soon as possible.

When they began trying to figure out who was to blame for the discord, it appeared

that either no one was at fault or the other one was at fault.

"Why are we like this, old woman?" the old man would ask.

"It's all your fault, old man. It's all you!" the old woman would reply.

"Enough! So, it's me? What about you with your long tongue?"

"It's not me. It's you!"

"No, it's you, not me!"

And they would start going at it again.

A neighbor listened to the couple quarreling daily until she grew quite tired of hear-

ing them. She offered a suggestion. "Maremianushka," she said, for Maremianushka was

the old woman's name, "why don't you get along with your husband? You should go to

the witch who lives on the outskirts of the village. She'll chant over a healing potion for

you. She helps people, and who knows, she may be able to help you."

"She's right," thought the old woman. "I'll go to the witch."

When she came to the witch's cottage, she knocked on the window. The witch came

out. "What do you want, old woman?" the witch asked.

"Here's the situation." Maremianushka answered. "My old man and I fight all the

time."
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"Wait a moment," the witch said, and she went back into her cottage. She brought

out some water in a wooden ladle and whispered a spell over it. Then, she poured the

water into a glass vessel and gave it to Maremianushka.

"After you arrive home," the witch said, "whenever your old man starts making a

fuss, take a spoonful of water. Don't spit it out or swallow it. Just hold it in your mouth

until he calms down, and everything will be fine."

Maremianushka bowed to the witch and took the vessel of water home.

She had no sooner crossed the threshold of her home than the old man flew at her.

"Oh. you women are chatterboxes! A man comes home, and it's as if his wife has

disappeared. The tea should have been brewed long ago, but you have forgotten it. And
where did you vanish to?"

Maremianushka took a spoonful of water from the glass vessel. She did as the witch

had commanded. She neither spit it out, nor swallowed it. Rather, she held it in her mouth.

The old man, noticing that his wife did not answer, grew silent too. The old woman
was happy. "It's plain to see that this is magic healing water." she thought.

She set down the vessel of water and busied herself setting up the samovar* to make

tea. The chimney of the samovar rattled as she placed it into the center.

The old man heard the noise she was making and said, "What a clumsy paws! You're

sticking the wrong end of the chimney into the samovar."

The old woman wanted to give him a smart answer back, but she remembered the

witch's instructions. Again, she took a spoonful of water. She held the water in her mouth.

The old man noticed that the old woman was not uttering a single contrary word. He
was amazed, and he too grew silent.

From that day on, everything went perfectly. Once again, the old couple lived in har-

mony as they had when they were young. People thought that they were a lovely sight to-

gether. Whenever the old man started making a fuss, Maremianushka went straight for the

magic water. Such was the water's power!

*A metal urn used to heat water for brew mg tea.
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THE DEVIL LOANS MONEY

A tanner fell on bad times. To get out of his situation, he needed money. But he had

none. "Where ean 1 get some money?" he asked himself. Finally, he came up with the

idea of going to the devil and asking him for a loan.

He went to the de\il and said. "Devil, how about giving me a loan?"

"Wh\ do you want a loan?" asked the devil.

'To get out of debt." the farmer replied.

"How mueh do you want 1
"

"A thousand rubles

"When do you have to pay off your debt
?"

"Tomorrow."

'Ill give you the money with pleasure." said the devil, and he counted out a thou-

sand rubles. "But remember." he warned, "that you must give back both the money and

\our soul as well for interest."

The next day the devil came to the farmer's home to collect what the man owed.

"Come back tomorrow." the farmer told him.

The day after, the devil came to the farmer to collect the debt.

"Come back tomorrow." the farmer said once again.

For the third time the devil came to the man to collect the money owed him.

Again, the farmer ordered him to come back the next day. So it went for several days.

One day the farmer said to the devil, "Why should you have to come to me so often.

It is a great inconvenience for you. 1*11 hang a board on my gate, and 1*11 write on it when

you should come to collect the debt."

"All right." the devil agreed, and he left.

The farmer wrote. "Come tomorrow"" on a board, and he hung the board on the gate.

The devil came once, twice—but the same inscription was always on the board.

"Russia's basic monetan unit, once similar in concept to the American dollar.
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"Let's see what happens if I don't go tomorrow," the devil thought. The next day he

did not bother going to collect his money.

The day afterward he went to the farmer. Another inscription was on the gate. It read:

"Come yesterday."

"Oh, dear, I'm done for," thought the devil. "I didn't go to collect my money and the

farmer's soul yesterday, so apparently I've lost the opportunity to do so."

The devil decided to forgive the farmer his debt.
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RABBIT DREAMS

A poor man was walking through a field when he caught sight of a wild rabbit hid-

ing under a bush.

"Here is my chance to get rich and have my own house to live in," the man said. "I

will catch that rabbit and sell him for twelve copecks.*

"With the money I receive from the sale of the rabbit, I'll buy a pig. The pig will

give me twelve piglets.

"When the piglets grow up, each piglet will have twelve more piglets. Then, Til sell

them. I'll buy a house with the money so that I can get married.

"My wife will bear me two fine sons, whom I'll call Vaska and Vanka. They will

plow the field while I sit on a bench under the window making sure that everything is

done right.

" "Look here, Vaska and Vanka.' I'll shout. "Don't make the hired hands work so hard.

Use a little elbow grease yourselves!'

"

In his excitement the man shouted so loud that the rabbit took fright and ran away.

Everything else disappeared with the rabbit—the house with all its wealth, the wife, and

the two children Vaska and Vanka.

*There are 100 copecks in a ruble. At one time a copeck could have been compared to a penny, but today its

value is insignificant.
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THE SORCERER

There once lived a poor, but crafty, little man by the name of Beetle. One day he

stole a piece of canvas from a woman and hid it in a haystack. Then, he began bragging

that he was a master sorcerer. The woman from whom he had stolen the canvas came to

him and asked him to find out what had happened to the piece of cloth.

"What will you give me for my efforts if I find it?" asked Beetle.

"I'll give you a pood* of flour and a pound of butter," the woman answered.

"All right!" Beetle agreed.

The sly little man began his psychic reading. He cast a spell and told the woman
where the canvas was hidden. Naturally, she was amazed to find it in the haystack, ex-

actly where Beetle had said it would be. She sang Beetle's praises to anyone who would

listen. News of Beetle's success spread throughout the village.

After two or three days had passed, the stallion of Beetle's neighbor, a wealthy

landowner, disappeared. Beetle had led the stallion into the forest and had tied it to a tree.

The landowner sent for the sorcerer.

Beetle cast a spell. "Go to the forest quickly," he said. "You will find the stallion tied

to a tree."

It happened just as Beetle had said. The stallion was led out of the forest. The

landowner gave Beetle a hundred rubles. t Soon the sorcerer's fame had spread through-

out the kingdom.

Shortly thereafter, the tsar's wedding ring disappeared. The tsar searched and

searched, but the ring was nowhere to be found. The tsar sent for the sorcerer and asked

that he be brought to the palace as soon as possible. Beetle was placed in a carriage and

brought to the tsar.

"Now I'm done for." thought Beetle. "How on earth should I know what happened

to the tsar's ring
'.'"'

"Hello, sorcerer." said the tsar. "Cast your spell for me. If you guess where my ring

is. Ill reward you with a great deal of money. If you don't guess correctly, it's off with

your head!"

•Approximately thirty -six pounds

tThe ruble is Russia's basic monetary unit.
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The tsar ordered that the sorcerer be taken to a special room. "Let him cast spells all

night long so that he'll be ready with the answer in the morning."

The sorcerer sat in the room and thought, "What answer will I give the tsar? I'd bet-

ter wait until midnight and run in whatever direction my nose points. When I hear the

third cock crowing, I'll run away."

In actuality the tsar's ring had been stolen by three courtiers—the footman, the coach-

man, and the cook.

"What will we do, brothers?" they asked one another. "If that sorcerer finds out about

us, our death is inevitable. Let's eavesdrop at his door. If he doesn't know anything, we'll

keep silent. But if he's found us out, then it can't be helped—we'll have to beg him not

to inform the tsar."

First the footman eavesdropped at the door.

Suddenly, the cock crowed. Beetle muttered, "There's one. Now I just have to wait

for the other two." He meant that one cock's crow had passed and that he had only two

more cock's crows to wait for until he made his escape.

The footman did not interpret it that way. After the footman heard Beetle's words,

his heart sank to his boots. He ran to his friends. "Oh, brothers," he cried. "He's found

me out. As soon as I went up to the door, he cried, 'There's one. Now I just have to wait

for the other two.'
"

"Wait, I'll go next," said the coachman, and he went to eavesdrop at the door.

The second cock's crow rang out. "There's the second one," said Beetle. "Now I just

have to wait for one more."

"Oh, brothers," cried the coachman. "He's found me out too."

"If he's found me out," said the cook, "let's go straight to him. We'll fall to our knees

before him and try to dissuade him from telling on us."

The cook went to Beetle's door to eavesdrop.

The third cock's crow rang out. "There's the third one," said Beetle.

Beetle rushed to the door. He wanted to run away. The thieves met him and fell to

their knees.

"Don't ruin us," they begged. "Don't tell the tsar. Here's the ring."

"Well, have it your way," said Beetle. "I forgive you."

Beetle took the ring. He lifted the floor covering and threw the ring under it.

In the morning the tsar asked, "Well, my dear man, how did you do'.' What did you

find out?"

"I cast my spells. They revealed that your ring has rolled under the floor covering in

my room."

The floor covering was raised, and the ring was found. The tsar rewarded the sor-

cerer generously and ordered that he be given food and drink until he was stuffed.
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Meanwhile, the tsar went to the garden to take a stroll. As he was walking down a

garden path, he spied a beetle. He picked it up and returned to the sorcerer.

"If you really are a sorcerer, tell me what I have in my hand," the tsar said.

The sorcerer took fright and said, "Well, you're caught now, Beetle. You've fallen

right into the tsar's hands."

"You're right!" declared the amazed tsar. "I've got a beetle in my hands." He re-

warded Beetle with more gifts and sent him home with honors and high regard.
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THE EXCHANGE

One day. while bathing in the river, a rich merchant fell into a deep hole. Because

he did not know how to swim, he began to drown. An old man. an ordinary peasant, heard

his cry for help. The old man jumped into the water and pulled out the merchant.

The merchant did not know how to thank the old man. He invited him to visit him

in town, where he entertained him royally. In addition, the merchant gave the old man a

piece of gold the size of a horse's head as a reward for saving his life.

The little old man took the gold and headed home. On the way he met a horse dealer,

who was driving a herd of horses.

"Hello, old man!" said the horse dealer. "Where have you come from?"

"From a rich merchant in town," the old man replied.

"What did the merchant give you?"

"A piece of gold the size of a horse's head."

"Give me the gold, and take my best horse in exchange." said the horse dealer.

The old man selected the best horse. He thanked the horse dealer, and went on.

Next, the old man met a herdsman driving oxen.

"Hello, old man!" said the herdsman. "Where have you come from?"

"From a rich merchant in town."

"What did the merchant give you?"

"A piece of gold the size of a horse's head."

"Where is it?"

"I exchanged it for a horse."

"Exchange the horse for any ox you like," proposed the herdsman.

The old man selected an ox. He thanked the herdsman, and went on.

Then, he met a shepherd driving a flock of sheep.

"Hello, old man!" said the shepherd. "Where have you come from
"
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"From a rich merchant in town."

"What did the merchant give you?"

"A piece of gold the size of a horse's head."

"Where is it?"

"I exchanged it for a horse."

"Where is the horse?"

"I exchanged it for an ox."

"Exchange the ox for any ram that takes your fancy," said the shepherd.

The old man selected the best ram. He thanked the shepherd, and went on.

The next person the old man met was a swineherd, who was driving his swine.

"Hello, old man!" said the swineherd. "Where have you come from?"

"From a rich merchant in town."

"What did the merchant give you?"

"A piece of gold the size of a horse's head."

"Where is it?"

"I exchanged it for a horse."

"And where is the horse?"

"I exchanged it for an ox."

"Where is the ox?"

"I exchanged it for a ram."

"Give me the ram, and instead pick out the best piglet," said the swineherd.

The old man selected a piglet. He thanked the swineherd and went on.

Soon afterward the old man met a peddler with a basket on his back.

"Hello, old man!" said the peddler. "Where have you come from?"

"From a rich merchant in town."

"What did the merchant give you?"

"A piece of gold the size of a horse's head."

"Where is it?"

"I exchanged it for a horse."

"Where is the horse'.'"

"I exchanged it for an ox."
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"And where is the ox?"

"I exchanged it for a ram."

"Where is the ram?"

"I exchanged it for a piglet."

"Give me the piglet, and take any needle you like." proposed the peddler.

The old man selected a marvelous needle—shiny, strong, and straight. He thanked

the peddler and went on.

Finally, the old man arrived home. Unfortunately, as he was climbing over the wat-

tle fence, he lost the needle.

His old wife came running to meet him. "Oh, my dear. 1 was completely lost here

without you. Well, tell me, were you at the merchant's?"

"I was."

"What did the merchant give you?"

"A piece of gold the size of a horse's head."

"Where is it?"

"I exchanged it for a horse."

"Where is the horse?"

"I exchanged it for an ox."

"And where is the ox?"

"I exchanged it for a ram."

"Where is the ram?"

"I exchanged it for a piglet."

"Where is the piglet?"

"I exchanged it for a needle. I wanted to bring back the needle as a gift for you. But

as I was climbing over the wattle fence, I lost the needle."

"It's all right, dear. It's good that you got home safely," said his wife. "Now, come

into the cottage and eat your supper."

To this day the old woman and the old man are living together in joy and harmony.

They have no need of gold to be happy.
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THE FOOL AND
THE BIRCH TREE

Once upon a time, in a faraway kingdom, there lived an old man. The old man had

three sons. Two of the sons were clever, but the third son was a fool.

When the old man died, the sons divided his estate by casting lots. The clever sons

received most of the old man's property, and the fool received only an ox—and a skinny

one at that!

When market day came, the clever brothers got ready to go to market to sell their wares.

The fool noticed what they were doing and said, "Brothers, I think I'll go to market,

too. I think I'll sell my ox."

The fool hooked a rope around the ox's horns and began leading it to town. On the

way to town, he had to pass through a forest. An old, dry birch tree was standing in the

forest. The wind was blowing, and the branches of the birch were creaking.

"Why is the birch tree creaking?" wondered the fool. "Perhaps it wants to buy my ox."

"Hey, birch tree, do you want to buy my ox for twenty rubles?"* the fool asked the tree.

The birch tree did not answer. It only creaked all the more. The fool imagined that

it was asking to buy the ox on credit.

"All right, then. If you wish, I'll wait until tomorrow for payment. I'll leave the ox

here and return for my money tomorrow."

The fool tied the ox to the birch tree. Then, he took his final leave of the ox and went

home.

His clever brothers came home and began questioning him. "Well, did you sell your

ox, fool?"

"I sold it."

"Did you sell it for a lot of money?"

"I sold it for twenty rubles."

"Where's the money?"

*The ruble is Russia's basic monetary unit.
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"I haven't received the money yet. I'm supposed to go get it tomorrow."

"Oh, you simpleton!"

The next morning the tool got up, got dressed, and went to the birch tree for his

money. He went into the forest. As he approached the birch tree, it was swaying in the

wind. The ox was not there because wolves had eaten it during the night.

"Well, neighbor, give me the money. You promised that you would pay up today."

The wind blew, and the birch tree began creaking.

"Get out of here! What a disloyal friend you turned out to be! Yesterday you said,

'I'll give you the money tomorrow.' And now you promise to do the same. Well, let it be

as you wish. I'll wait one more day. But I won't wait longer than that. I need the money
myself, you know."

The fool returned home. Again, his brothers began badgering him. "Well, did you

receive the money?"

"No, brothers. I'm going to have to wait a little longer for the money."

"To whom did you sell the ox?"

"To the dry birch in the forest."

"What an idiot!"

The third day, the fool took an ax and set out for the forest. He approached the tree

and demanded his money. The tree just creaked and creaked.

"No, neighbor, if you constantly say 'tomorrow,' then I'll never receive anything from

you. I don't like jokes. I'll settle accounts with you quickly!"

The fool grabbed the ax and began chopping so hard that chips of wood scattered in

all directions. As it so happened, there was a hollow in the tree where robbers had hid-

den a kettle full of gold. When the tree split in half, the fool noticed the gold. He gath-

ered as much gold as he could from the bottom of the hollow and carried it home. He
showed it to his brothers.

"Where did you get so much money, fool?" they asked.

"The birch tree, my neighbor, gave it to me for my ox. But this is only half of it. I

couldn't drag the other half home by myself. Let's go get the rest, brothers."

The brothers went to the forest. They gathered up the rest of the money and carried

it home.

Regale me with ale

For telling my tale.
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THREE FANCY BREADS
AND A PRETZEL

A peasant was hungry, so he bought a fancy bread and ate it. After eating the fancy

bread, he was still hungry.

He bought another fancy bread and ate it. But. still he was hungry.

He bought yet another fancy bread and ate it. However, he was still hungry, and his

stomach was growling.

Finally, he bought a pretzel. After eating just one pretzel, he was full and satisfied.

The peasant hit his forehead with the palm of his hand and said. "What an idiot I

am! Why did I eat so may fancy breads when I had only to eat one pretzel to feel full?"
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THE BUBBLE, THE STRAW,
AND THE LAPOT

The lapot* (plural form is lapti), or bast shoe, was worn in summer by the Russian peas-

ant. The shoe was woven by the village lapti maker from linden tree fibers into a basket

weave design. It was a light, inexpensive footwear.

Note: You can see a picture of lapti in the color plate section.

There once lived three friends—a Bubble, a piece of Straw, and a Lapot'. It was the

friends' custom to journey together. On one of their trips, they came to a river and did

not know how to get across.

The Lapot' said to the Bubble, "Bubble, let me swim across the river on your back."

"No, Lapot'. it would be better for the Straw to stretch from shore to shore. Then we
could walk across on the Straw's back," replied the Bubble.

The piece of Straw stretched out from shore to shore. The Lapot' went first. It started

walking along the Straw's back. But the Straw broke, and the Lapot' fell into the water.

The sight so pleased the Bubble that it began laughing. It laughed and laughed until

it burst.

The Bubble, the Straw, and the Lapot' 1 13





PART 4

TALES OF SPIRITS AND
THE SU PE RNATU RAL

W





SPIRITS OF THE
BATHHOUSE

Peasants used to build one-room log huts a distance from the main house for the pur-

pose of bathing. The bathhouse contained a stove tor heating water, as well OS shelves

and benches upon which bathers sat to wash and steam.

It was thought that evil spirits (banniki) dwelt in the bathhouse, ft was considered

dangerous to be alone in the bathhouse, but it was especially dangerous in the bathhouse

at midnight. It was at midnight that the spirits ofthe bathhouse came out ofhiding to play

their evil tricks.

The Escape

There once was a girl who was not afraid to go to the bathhouse alone. "I'm going

to the bathhouse to do my sewing." she said one day. "I'll sew a new slip for myself there,

and I'll come right back home."

Taking some hot coals with her to light the darkness, she went to the bathhouse. She

sat down and blew on the coals. It was midnight. She began pinning the pieces of the slip

together. She looked at the pot holding the coals and saw little spirits of the bathhouse

(banniki) blowing on the coals and jumping about all around her.

She kept sewing. Quickly, she sewed the seams of the slip together. The spirits of

the bathhouse gathered around her. They hammered nails into the hem of her sarafan,

which was like a pinafore.

Little by little the girl let her sarafan fall to the floor. Simultaneously, she placed the

newly sewn slip over her head. Then, she jumped out of the bathhouse and ran home.

In the morning the family went to the bathhouse. There lay the girl's sarafan, ripped

to shreds.
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The Disappearance

One night a husband and wife went to the bathhouse. The husband washed up and

wanted to go back to the house. His wife did not want to leave. She wanted to relax—to

lie on the shelf and steam.

Suddenly, a spirit of the bathhouse began imitating a peacock's cry, and everyone

knows that the peacock's cry is a bad omen.

The husband ran out of the bathhouse quickly. When he was outside, he remembered

his wife. He ran back, but the spirit of the bathhouse, evil spirit that he was, would not

let the husband back in.

The spirit of the bathhouse threw the wife's skin out the window into the man's face.

"Give your wife a hug. Here's her skin for your mug," the spirit of the bathhouse shouted.

The man's wife had disappeared, and only her skin remained.

The Coffin

A fearless man once went to the bathhouse at night and did not come out for a long

time. His family went to the bathhouse door to call the man, but the spirits of the bath-

house would not let the family in.

Everyone began knocking on the bathhouse door, but they only made it worse for

the man.

"They are making a coffin for me," shouted the man.

The people outside could hear someone sawing and shaving wood. They heard the

sound of an ax chopping.

"Now they're nailing me into the coffin," the man shouted.

The family heard the sound of nails being hammered into wood.

In the morning the family went to the bathhouse. The door was no longer locked. In-

side, they found the man dead, lying in a coffin in the middle of the bathhouse.
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THE WEREWOLF

There once lived an old couple. They had an only son who tried to provide for them.

However hard the son worked, still they seemed to have nothing. The old people were

naked, hungry, and barefoot.

One day the old man died, and the old woman sat weeping. Her son came into the

cottage with a shovel.*6»

"Why are you carrying a shovel?" the old woman asked.

"I'm going to dig a place in the garden for Father. It costs a lot of money to hire a

priest, and we don't have anything. Burying him with or without a priest amounts to the

same thing." said the son.

The old woman began wailing. "I'd have done better to give birth to a wolf than to

give birth to such a son." she said. "What kind of son is it who wants to dig a grave for

his father in the garden, as if his father were a dog?"

No sooner had she uttered these words than her son became a wolf. The wolf put his

tail between his legs and ran away.

Whether he lived in the forest for a long or short time is not known, but the were-

wolf refused to eat uncooked meat. He would rip apart a sheep and look for the potatoes

the shepherds were roasting. Then, he would cook the meat on the hot coals of the shep-

herd's fire. No doubt he knew that if he ate raw meat, he would remain a werewolf for-

ever.

One winter's night he sought refuge beneath a haystack. He lay beneath the hay. shiv-

ering all over. A kind-hearted man was passing by. He caught sight of what he thought

was a dog, lying there shivering, but not barking.

The man took off his long robe, called a caftan, and covered the wolf with it. As

soon as the man's caftan fell onto the wolf's body, the werewolf became a man again.

The son went home and greeted his mother. His mother forgave him for his plan to

bury his father in the garden. Mother and son are living happily to this very day. As to

their identity. I will never tell you who they are.
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THE WOOD GOBLIN
GODFATHER

This story happened long ago in Tsavanga. In those days people used cradle sacks.

Rather than throw out old cloth, people sewed sacks and put the children in them. Then,

they could carry the children around with them wherever they went.

When haymaking time came, there was no one with whom to leave the baby, so people

took their babies with them to the field. The hayfield was nearby, only about a quarter of

a mile away. Nowadays there are no hayfields there. The hayfields have been cultivated

and made into gardens.

They used to tie the sack with the baby in it to the branch of a tree and go to mow
hay. If the baby started crying, the mother could nurse the child and return to the mow-
ing when she was done.

One woman mowed until evening. Then, she said to her husband, "I'll go fetch the

cows. They're in the forest. Don't forget to take the baby home with you."

Well, the husband kept mowing. Meanwhile, the baby was asleep. After working for

a long time, until it was so dark that he could no longer see the hayfield. the husband

went home. He forgot the child and left him hanging from the tree branch in the sack.

The wife came home with the cows. "Where's the baby?" she asked.

"Oh, I forgot." said the husband.

After hearing these words, the wife started running. She ran past the hill, past the

swamp, and past the mown grass. She saw a stranger sitting and rocking the sack.

He was rocking the sack so hard that it swung in every direction. The woman was

afraid to approach the stranger.

"If you are a man rocking the cradle, be a father to me. If you are a woman rocking

the cradle, be a mother to me." she said.

The unknown person rocking the cradle said to the baby. "Your mother has left you.

Your father has forgotten you."

The woman kept standing there, but the little person did not give her an answer.

"If you are a middle-aged man. be a cousin to me. If you are a middle-aged woman.
be a cousin to me.'" the child's mother said.
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The little figure kept rocking the sack, talking to the baby.

"If you are a young maiden, be a sister to me. If you are a young man. he a godfa-

ther to me." the child's mother continued.

Finally the little person spoke. "Go ahead, take the child." he said. "And I've ac-

quired the name o\ godfather. Ha. ha. ha! I'm your godfather'"

The mother took her child. By then, she realized that the strange little man was a

wood goblin (leshii), a spirit who dwells in the forest. The wood goblin likes to play tricks

on people who wander into his domain. However, this little wood goblin took pity on the

child and did not pla\ an\ tricks on him.

From that da\ on the woman's cattle wore never allowed to staj m the forest

overnight As soon as evening came, the little wood goblin dro\e the cattle home.

"Godchild's cows, go home!" he would say. Then, the cattle would head home, turn-

ing up their tails.

Whoever was mowing at the time would hear him sa\. "Godchild's cow. go home!'

This happened in the countr\ side, in the village of Tsavanga. My mother had some

fields there, and that is how I know about it.

In the old days, of course, the) believed that the wood goblin led people astray in

the forest and caused them to get lost. Nowadays people do not believe anything of the

sort. And the wood goblins don't lead people astray anymore.
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THE HOUSE SPIRIT

The house spirit (domovoi) protects the home, looking after the livestock and guarding

the hearth. He lives in a nook behind the stove.

Father was telling a story about how to get a glimpse of a house spirit. Of course,

the house spirit does not like to be seen. "If you want to see a house spirit," said father,

"take a clean comb and pour out a bucket of water. Make certain that the water is clean.

Throw the comb into the water. Three days later there will be a house spirit's hair in it.

"One time we did just that," continued Father. "After three days had passed, we
looked in the bucket. Sure enough, a hair was there, a gray-white hair.

"If you rub this hair in your hands, the light will be extinguished. It will go out, so

to speak. If you rub the hair, the house spirit will appear."

When I got home, I followed Father's instruction. I poured some clean water into a

bucket and threw a comb into it. Sure enough, three days later a house spirit's hair was

in the water. I rubbed the hair, but nothing happened.

The next day I rubbed the hair at night and saw an old man. He was kind of white.

He was naked with white and gray hair that was all overgrown. He had a long beard. In

short, he was a little old man.

I sat down at once and was so scared that I couldn't utter a single word. The house

spirit sat there for a while, and then—well, I never—I looked and he wasn't there. Just

like that, he wasn't there.

Later, in the morning, I told Father about it. "Well, it's lucky you saw him," Father

said. "It means that you'll live a happy life."
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THE BRIDE FROM THE
HAUNTED HOUSE

This story happened long ago when there were frights and mysteries. Of course,

nowadays there are no frights or mysteries anymore.

A man had an only son. When the son grew up, he would take walks in the village

on pleasant evenings. One of the houses he passed was empty. He passed it many times

and never heard any noise coming from it.

One day as he was passing the abandoned house, he heard someone crying, "Come
here! Your bride awaits you."

He returned home immediately and said not a word to his parents.

"Why did you come home so early today?" they asked.

The young man was silent. The next evening, as he was passing the abandoned house,

once again he heard a voice crying, "Come here! Your bride awaits you."

He returned home and lay on his bed. He kept silent and said not a word to anyone.

The third evening he went to the house, he heard the cry again. "Come today and

take away your bride. If you don't, you'll be sorry."

The young man rushed home and finally broke his silence. "Mama and Papa," he

said, "someone in the abandoned house has been crying for the third evening in a row.

They cry. "Come here! Your bride is waiting. Take her away, or you'll be sorry.'
"

His mother and father ran to get the boy's godfather. They took a holy icon with them

and went to the haunted house.

They entered the house and saw three maidens sitting inside. One girl winked at them.

The young man took her wink to mean that she was his intended bride. He pointed at her

to indicate that she was his. The godfather held the icon over her head. She remained, and

the other two maidens disappeared.

The girl said that an evil spirit had brought her there from a foreign land. He had

brought many young women to the house, where they made so much trouble for the spirit

that he began giving them away. The bride was very happy indeed to have escaped him.

The couple went straight from the haunted house to the church to be married. From

that day on they lived together in happiness.
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ACTIVITIES TO
ACCOMPANY THE STORIES

After reading these tales, try your hand at some Russian folk crafts, recipes, riddles,

and other activities linked to specific tales. There are not activities for all stories, but those

selected are listed in the order they appear in the Contents.

Kolobok, the Runaway Bun

Follow the recipe below, and make some runaway buns of your own.

Runaway Buns

Ingredients

1 eoo

Vz cup sugar

V3 cup sour cream

1 cup flour

V2 teaspoon baking soda

z/a teaspoon baking powder

Vi teaspoon salt

vegetable oil. for frying

powdered or maple sugar

Directions

Beat the egg. then add sugar: mix well. Stir in sour cream. Sift flour, bak-

ing soda, baking powder, and salt together. Add dry ingredients to the egg and

sour cream mixture. Place the dough in the refrigerator to chill.

Knead small pieces of dough on a floured board. Shape the dough into

small, round buns. Let the buns sit drying for 15 minutes.

Cook on both sides in hot oil. then place on a paper towel to absorb the

oil. Dust with powdered sugar or maple sugar. Makes 12-14 small, round

buns.
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Warning: Do not place the runaway buns on the windowsill, or they may roll

away!

Tails

Decorative hand-drawn or engraved folk prints were known as lubki (plural form).

They resemble comic books because more space is devoted to pictures than to text. The

lubok (singular form) was a bright, simply drawn sheet or chapbook that was sold at a

reasonable price. Consequently, it was available to the common folk. Typical themes of

the lubki were folktales and fairy tales, novels, songs, satires, history, and geography. Re-

ligious lubki originated in the latter half of the seventeenth century, and secular lubki ap-

peared at the beginning of the eighteenth century. By the end of the nineteenth century,

lubki were no longer created.

Initially, lubki were hand-drawn or carved by anonymous artists on wooden printing

blocks, from which prints were made. Later, pictures and texts were engraved on copper

plates. Finally, lubki were created using a more modern lithographic process in which

sheets were printed from flat stones.

Create your own lubok, or chapbook, by drawing a print representing each animal in

the story "Tails" and the tail it chose. Draw the fox with her fluffy tail, the horse with his

long tail, and the cow with her broom tail. Include pictures of the pig, the elephant, the

bear, the wolf, and the rabbit. Use bright watercolors, magic markers, or crayons to color

the animals.

Next write a caption under each of your pictures. For example, under the picture of

the fox, you might write, "See what a magnificent tail I selected for myself!" When your

book is completed, you will have learned about an old Russian folk art—the lubok.

The Winged, Hairy, and Buttery Friends

Bliny are an ancient Slavic dish. In pagan days, the ancient Slavs made round bliny

that looked like the sun, which they worshipped. Today Russians prepare bliny for wakes

or funeral feasts and for the Shrovetide carnival called maslenitsa.

In the story entitled "The Winged, Hairy, and Buttery Friends," a sparrow, a mouse,

and a buttery pancake (called a blin) are friends. Follow the recipe below to make bliny

(plural form). Once you have made your bliny, keep them at home; do not let them go to

the forest, or Patrikeevna the Fox may gobble them up.

Note: Bliny are traditionally made with buckwheat flour, but this lighter, more mod-

ern version will appeal to anyone who enjoys pancakes.

Russian Pancakes (bliny)

Ingredients

2-3 eggs

3 cups warm water

V2 teaspoon sail
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1 tablespoon sugar

V2 teaspoon baking soda

3% cups flour

V2 teaspoon lemon juice

1 cup water

vegetable oil, for fry ing

butter, sour cream, and jam for topping

Directions

Beat eggs into 3 cups of warm water. Add salt, sugar, and baking soda.

Then, beat the flour into the mixture until there are no lumps in the dough. Mix
the lemon juice into a cup of water. Pour it into the dough mixture and beat. Fry

the pancakes (bliny) in a frying pan to which vegetable oil has been added. Keep
the bottom o\ the pan covered with \egetable oil.

Serve the pancakes with butter, sour cream, and jam to be spread on top.

The Snow Maiden

Create a Snow Maiden out of snow.

Materials

Red food coloring, kerchief, large buttons for eyes and nose, red yarn for mouth,

shaw 1 for shoulders.

Directions

Make a snowball and roll it in the snow until a large ball has formed. Make a medium-
sized ball in the same manner and place it on top of the large ball. Now make a small ball

and place it on top of the medium ball: it will be the Snow Maiden's head.

Now decorate your Snow Maiden. Create button eyes and a button nose. Make a

mouth with the red yarn and curve it into a smile; place it on the Snow Maiden's face.

Color the cheeks with the red food coloring. Tie a kerchief around the Snow Maiden's

head and tie a shawl around the middle ball, which forms her shoulders.

Remember that should your Snow Maiden melt, you can repeat the process next year,

and the Snow Maiden will come back to vou.

Father Frost

Russians erect and decorate fir trees in their homes as part of the New Year's cele-

bration. At home and at school, during the New Year's children's party (utrennik), chil-

dren hold hands and dance around the tree while sineina.
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Make decorations for the fir tree beneath which the heroine of "Father Frost" sat after

her mean stepmother sent her off into the forest.

Equipment

Pencil, scissors, compass or jar cover (approximately 3 inches in diameter), and nee-

dle.

Materials

Multicolored construction paper, glue, thread, sequins, beads, trim, candies, and nuts.

Directions

Using the compass or jar cover, trace and cut out 3 circles, each approximately 3

inches in diameter, from construction paper.

Basket ornament: Cut a slit to the center of the circle and form the paper into a pyra-

mid basket. Glue the cut ends together. Cut a strip of construction paper 4 inches long

and V2 inch wide. Glue it to the basket to serve as a handle. Put candies or nuts into the

basket

Basket Ornament
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Pyramid ornament: Place two pyramids constructed as described above together so that

they are joined at the wide ends. Sew the pyramids together with thread at the wide ends.

Decorate the basket and the joined pyramids with heads, sequins, and trim. Fasten a

thread around the handle of the basket and loop a thread through the top of the joined

pyramids so that you can hang your ornaments on the tree.

Pyramid Ornament

The Puff Monster

Make a puff monster out of polyester fiberfill.

Equipment

Hot glue gun and scissors.

Materials

Glue sticks, polyester fiberfill, beads, sequins (stars and moons), glitter, pieces of

black and red yarn, and animal eyes or buttons.

Directions

Shape a large clump of polyester fiberfill into a large round ball. Use the hot glue

gun to glue on animal eyes, red yarn mouth, black yarn nose, and black yarn wrinkles
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onto the puff monster's face. Create as fierce an expression as possible. Now use the beads

and sequins to decorate your monster. Glue sequin stars and moons onto your monster,

or sprinkle glitter onto him.

The Enchanted Princess

In the nineteenth century Russian peasant women wore long shirts covered with a

sarafan, a long jumper. Men, too, wore a tunic-like shirt over their pants. In addition, the

peasants used towels, tablecloths, and bed linen, all white in color. To make the white

cloth more colorful, women embroidered it with cheerful motifs.

Draw and embroider the magic tree described in "The Enchanted Princess." To try

your hand at Russian embroidery, you will need the items listed below.

Equipment

Embroidery needle, embroidery hoop (optional), scissors, and pencil.

Material

Paper, piece of white cloth 12 inches in length and width, varied colors of embroi-

dery thread, beads, and sequins.

Directions

Draw the tree on paper. Cut out the drawing and trace with a pencil onto a 12 by 12

inch square of white cloth. Or, if you are a good artist, try drawing the tree in pencil right

onto the cloth. Now draw apples, pears, and singing birds in the tree branches.

You will need to know two embroidery stitches, the stem stitch and the satin stitch.

The stem stitch is used wherever you have drawn a line. Wherever you want to add body

and fill in with color, use the satin stitch. For example, you may want to use the stem

stitch in dark green to outline the leaves on the tree and the satin stitch in light green to

till in the leaves with color.

Stem Stitch

Stem Stitch

Satin Stitch
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The Egg

Russian folk artists paint fairytale scenes, churches, geometric designs, Sowers, ani-

mals, and similar motifs onto wooden eggs, which are lacquered afterward. Create your

own magic egg. Experiment with designing a peasant doll on a wooden egg. These can

be purchased at most craft stores.

Equipment

Hot glue gun. pen. and magic markers.

Materials

Wooden eggs, glue sticks, beads, sequins, and fancy ribbon trim.

Directions

Holding the egg on one side, draw a round circle (the face) with a pen or thin-

tipped magic marker on the upper (narrow) end of the side facing you. Draw smaller

circles around the round circle (the headdress). Draw a vertical line down the middle

of the egg from the doll's neck to the bottom of the egg (wide end). Glue, the fancy

ribbon trim onto this line. Draw eyes, a nose, and a mouth on the face with pen or

thin-tipped markers. Now decorate the doll's headdress and sarafan with beads and

sequins. The back of the egg. which is the back of the doll's sarafan, can be deco-

rated, too.

The Egg

A Copeck a Drop

Prepare cabbage soup {shchi) for the soldier in the story. Unlike the old woman,

you may be generous w ith the oil and pour as many drops as you like into the soup.
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Cabbage Soup (Shchi)

Ingredients

2 chicken legs

2 diced potatoes

1 shredded cabbage

1 grated carrot

1 diced tomato

1 diced onion

salt to taste

clove of garlic

sprig of dill and parsley

olive oil

Directions

Boil the chicken legs gently in salted water until the meat falls off the bone.

Separate the meat from the bone and throw it back into the stockpot. Discard

skin and bones. Throw in the diced potatoes, and let them boil. Saute the cab-

bage, carrot, tomato, and onion in olive oil. Add the mixture to the stockpot. Salt

to taste. Add a clove of garlic and dill and parsley to taste. When the potato is

cooked through and tender, the soup is ready to eat. Don't forget to add several

drops of olive oil. A dollop of sour cream may also be added to the soup before

eating it.

The Sorcerer

Beetle, the sorcerer, was apt at solving riddles, although his solutions were mainly

a matter of good luck rather than clairvoyance. Do you know the answers to the Russian

riddles below? Riddles are translated from V. R Anikin's collection entitled Chernyi kon'

skachet v ogon', Shkolnaia biblioteka (Moscow: Detskaia literatura. 1968).

1

.

What has no hands and no feet, but can tap-tap at the windowpane begging to

be let in?

2. What sits on a spoon and dangles its legs?

3. What has two bellies and four ears?

4. What flies about in a white coat that has no buttons?

5. I sit on a tree. I am round as a ball, red as blood, and sweet as honey. What am
I?

6. What is tied tight, yet dances around the room?

7. Fire cannot burn it. Water cannot drown it. What is it?

8. What has teeth but does not bite?

9. What spreads a net but does not catch fish?

10. What wears several dresses at the same time and still feels the cold.'
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Answers: 1. Wind 2. Noodles 3. Pillow 4. Snow 5. Cherry 6. Broom 7. Ice 8. Rake
9. Spider 10. Cabbage. (A cabbage has several layers of leaves and feels cold.)

The Fool and the Birch Tree

Russians have a special love o\' the birch tree. They compare the birch to a beautiful

maiden letting down her hair. Birch bark weaving is a traditional folk craft. It developed

in northern Russia. Baskets, round boxes, headbands, bast shoes (lapti), and water flasks

are made from birch bark. Designs are carved on the bark. It is said that anything stored

in a birch bark container, such as grain or water, takes on the healing properties oi the

tree and is good for one's health. Useful even in its demise, the dead birch o\' the story

entitled "The Fool and the Birch Tree" held a treasure in its hollow.

Equipment

Stapler or sewing needle, scissors.

Materials

Thread, birch bark, or reeds used in basket weaving.

Directions

Try your hand at making a headband of birch bark or reeds. First, cut the bark into

narrow strips long enough to encircle your head one and a half times, or use a reed of

equal length. Then, soak the strips in water until they are soft and pliable. Staple, or sew,

the ends of three birch strips together, and braid them while they are damp. If you can-

not find birch bark, use bark or wooden strips used in basket weaving. Size the braid to

your head. Cut off any excess. Staple or sew the ends of completed braid so that the braid

is circular. Then, wear your birch bark headband. Perhaps it will bring you health and

happiness.
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Alexander II. 7
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Alyonushka. See "The Silver Saucer and

the Red Apple"

Andreev. N.R. 15. 19
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Anikin. Vladimir P.. 21
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"The Lion, the Pike, and Man." 50-51
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"Yaska the Cat." 37-39

"The Winged. Hairv. and Butter\
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47-49
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"The Wolf and the Old Mans
Daughters." 40-42

Annal. 5. Sec also Primary Chronicle
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Apple. See "The Silver Saucer and the

Red Apple"
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Russia: The Soviet Union Included

Russia and Its Breakaway Republics
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"At the Pike's Command." 18. 21. 83-88

Austria. 6

Ax, 84, 111. 118
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"Teryosheehka." 61-63
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map of Russia: The Soviet Union
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"Governor Kotofei Ivanovich. the

Dreadful Cat." 43-46
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Belarus. 1, 10. See also Physical Map of

Russia; The Soviet Union Included

Russia and Its Breakaway Republics
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Black Sea. See Physical Map of Russia
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Bolsheviks. 7. See also Communism;
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Bride. See "The Bride from the Haunted

House"

"The Bride from the Haunted House," 123

Brother Goat. See "Vaska the Cat"

Brother Levon. See "Governor Kotofei

Ivanovich, the Dreadful Cat"
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Dreadful Cat." 43-46

"Vaska the Cat," 37-39
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Chechen independence movement, 10-11
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CHEKA (All-Russian Extraordinary
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Communist Party. 7. 15. See also

Communism
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chicken legs
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Cow. 126. See also "Tails"

Crimean War. 7

Croaker the Frog. See "The Mansion-

House"

Curtin. Jeremiah. 21
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1
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Dacha (summer house). 1 1. See also

Unnumbered photo section

Damp Mother Earth. 78n

Decembrists. 6-7

Democratization. 10-11
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"The Enchanted Princess," 77-82

"The Devil Loans Money" 101-102

Dictatorship, 8-10

Distaff (prialka). See Unnumbered photo

section

Dmitrii. Tsarevich, 6

Dog, 67

"Father Frost." 64—66
"Tails." 33-34

"The Wolf and the Old Man's

Daughters." 40-42
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1

Don River. 1. See also Physical Map of

Russia

Donskoi, Prince Dmitrii, 5

Dzerzhinsky, Felix, 7-8
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"The Egg." 20. 21, 95-96. 131

Elizaveta the Fox. See "Governor Kotofei

Ivanovich. the Dreadful Cat"
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Command"
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Command"
"The Enchanted Princess." 20. 77-82. 130
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(Gogol). 18
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"The Puff Monster." 75-76

"The Silver Saucer and the Red Apple,"

70-74

"The Snow Maiden." 59-60
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"Father Frost," 19. 20. 21, 64-66,

127-128

Father Lion. See "The Lion, the Pike, and

Man"
Feodor I. 6

Festival Landmarks (Vekhi). See

Unnumbered photo section

Finnish School. 15. 17

Fish soup, 83

Five-Year Plans. 9

Flying carpet, 79, 80

Folklore. 14-21: and literature, 18; and

nationalism. 17; and nobility. 14;

history of 14-17; Romantic

Movement, and folklore. 15

Folkloristics. 15-17

Folklorists. 15-17

Folktale. 18-21

Fominskoe. See Unnumbered photo

section
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Fool

"At the Pike's Command." 83-88

"The Fool and the Birch Tree."

110-111

"The Fool and the Birch Tree." 18.

110-111. 133

Formalist school. 16-17

Formulas, and folktales, 18

Fox, 19. 126

"Governor Kotofei Ivanovich, the

Dreadful Cat." 43-46

"Kolobok, the Runaway Bun." 27-29

"The Mansion-House." 30-32

"Tails." 33-34

"The Winged. Hairy, and Buttery

Friends/" 47-49

France, 6-7

Freudian school. 16
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Fumble Paws the Bear. See "The

Mansion-House"

Gapon, Father. 7

Genghis khan, 5

Georgia, 1, 10. See also Physical Map of

Russia; The Soviet Union Included

Russia and Its Breakaway Republics

Germany, Nazi, 9

Glasnost', 10

Goat, 19

"Cheeky the Goat." 52-55

"The Rooster and the Hen," 35-36

"Vaska the Cat," 37-39

Godfather, 120, 121. 123

Godunov, Boris, 6

Gogol, Nikolai, 18

Gold, 65, 66. Ill

Golden Horde, 5

Gorbachev. Mikhail (General Secretary),

10

Gospodarev, F. P., 17

"Governor Kotofei Ivanovich, the

Dreadful Cat," 19. 43-46

Grandfather Frost (Ded Moroz), 13

Gray-legs the Wolf. See "The Mansion-

House"
Great Northern War. 6

Great Patriotic War. 9

Great Purges, 8

Greek Orthodoxy, 5

Grimm. Wilhelm and Jakob. 15

Grozny. 10

Haviland. Virginia, 21

Herdsman. See "The Exchange"

The Historical Roots of the Fairy Tale

(Propp). 17

Historical school. 15-16

Holidays, 13-14

Hors d'oeuvres (zakuski). 12. 86

Horse, 126

The Exchange," 107-109

"Tails." 33-34

House spirit (domovoi), 20-21. See also

"The House Spirit"

"The House Spirit." 122

Hut on chicken legs. 19. 62. SO. See also

Unnumbered photo section

Income, 1

1

Independence Day, 13

International Woman's Day, 13

International Worker's Day, 14

Ivan III, 5

Ivan IV, the Terrible, 5, 6. See also

Unnumbered photo section

Ivan Tsarevich, 6

James, Richard, 14

Japan, 9. See also Physical Map of Russia

Jung, Carl Gustav, 16

Karnaukhova, I.V, 17

Kasha, 47, 49. See also "The Winged.

Hairy, and Buttery Friends"

Kazakhstan, 1,10. See also Physical Map
of Russia; The Soviet Union Included

Russia and Its Breakaway Republics

Kazan. See Unnumbered photo section

Keks (sponge cake). 12

Kerensky, Alexander (Prime Minister). 7

KGB (Committee of State Security), 7-9

Khowvod, 60

Khrushchev, Nikita (First Secretary). 9

Kiev, 5

Kievan Rus', 5

Kievan Russia, 5

King

"The Enchanted Princess." 77-82

"Pigskin," 67-69

"Kolobok, the Runaway Bun." 19. 21,

27-29, 125-126

Korguev, M.M., 17

Korol'kova, A.N.. 17

Kosovo. 10

Kostroma. See Unnumbered photo section

Kostroma Museum of Folk Architecture

and Folk Life. See Unnumbered
photo section

Kotlety (chicken cutlets). 12

Kotofei Ivanovich. See "Governor Kotofei

Ivanovich, the Dreadful Cat"

Kovalev. I.F.. 17

Kravtsov. Nikolai I.. 21

Kremlin. 1. 13. See also Unnumbered
photo section

Krohn. Kaarle. 15

Krysha (protection money). 10
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Kulaks, 8

Kulich (cylindrical bread), 13

Kulikovo Field, Battle of, 5

Kuroty (resorts), 12

Kyrgyzstan, 10. .Sec also The Soviet

Union Included Russia and Its

Breakaway Republics

Lapot' (lapti, plural), I 13. See also

Unnumbered photo section

Latvia, 1. See also Physical Map of

Russia; The Soviet Union Included

Russia and Its Breakaway Republics

Lena, 1. See also Physical Map of Russia

Lenin, Vladimir Ilyich, 4, 7-8, 17, 22nl0

Leningrad. 1,4, 17

Leshii, 20

Levon the Wolf. .Sec "Governor Kotofei

Ivanovich, the Dreadful Cat"

Levshin, Vasilii A., 14

Life expectancy, 1

1

Lion. See "The Lion, the Pike, and Man"
"The Lion, the Pike, and Man," 50-51

Lithuania, 1. See also Physical Map of

Russia; The Soviet Union Included

Russia and Its Breakaway Republics

Lopatino. See Unnumbered photo section

Lubok, 14, 126

Mafia, 10, 12

Magic objects

"At the Pike's Command," 83-88

"The Enchanted Princess," 77-82

"Pigskin," 67-69

"The Silver Saucer and the Red Apple,"

70-74

"Magic Water." 99-100

Malinowski, Bronislaw. 16

"The Mansion-House." 19, 21, 30-32

Manya. See "The Puff Monster"

Maremianushka. See "Magic Water"

Marr, N. la.. 16

Marx, Karl. 7

Maslenitsa. 1 26

Master of the Forest, 20

Matrioshki (nesting dolls). See

Unnumbered photo section

May Day. See International Worker's Day

Meletinskii. Eleazar. 17

Memorates. Sec Bylichki

Merchant, 78. Sec also "The Exchange"

Methodius, I I

Mikhailo Ivanovich

"Governor Kotofei Ivanovich, the

Dreadful Cat," 43-46

"Vaska the Cat," 37-39

Miller, V.J., 15

Moldova, 10. .See also The Soviet Union

Included Russia and Its Breakaway

Republics

Mongolia, 1. See also Physical Map of

Russia

Mongols, 5

Monster. 19. See also "The Puff Monster"

Moon, 67, 68, 7 1 . See also "The Sun, the

Moon, and Raven Voronovich"

Moscow, 1,14. See also Physical Map of

Russia; Unnumbered photo section

Mouse
"The Egg," 95-96

"The Winged, Hairy, and Buttery

Friends," 47-49

Mumming, 13

Mythological school, 15

Napoleon, 6, 22n7

Nastasia. See "Pigskin"

Nature spirit, 20, 78. See also Baba Yaga

Needle, 82, 109, 128. 130, 133

Nekliudov, S., 17

Nerekhta. See Unnumbered photo section

New Economic Policy. 8

New Russians, 12

New Year, celebration of, 13, 127-128

Nibbles the Mouse. See "The Mansion-

House"

Nicholas I, 6-8

Nicholas II, 7

Northern Tales (Onchukov), 15

Novik, E.. 17

Ob, 1. See also Physical Map of Russia

OGPU (Unified State Political

Administration), 8

Onchukov, N.E., 15

Oprichina, 5

Orel. See Unnumbered photo section

Ornaments: basket. 128; pyramid. 129
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Ostrovskii, Aleksandr, 18

Ottoman Empire, 7

Ox
"The Exchange." 107-109

"The Fool and the Birch Tree,"

110-111

"Governor Kotofei Ivanovich, the

Dreadful Cat," 43-46

Pagan beliefs and traditions, 14, 15,
'

20-21, 78

"Paleontological analysis," 16

Parliament, 10-11

Paskha (cheesecake), 13

Patrikeevna the Fox, 126. See also "The

Winged, Hairy, and Buttery Friends"

Paul I, 6

Pavlov, Valentin (Prime Minister), 10

Peasant, 20

"The Exchange," 107-109

"Governor Kotofei Ivanovich, the

Dreadful Cat," 43-46

"The Mansion-House," 30-32

"The Silver Saucer and the Red Apple,"

70-74

"Three Fancy Breads and a Pretzel," 112

Peddler, 108-109

People's Will, 7

Perestroika, 10

Permafrost, 4

Peter I, the Great, 1, 6

Petrograd, 1, 7

Physical Map of Russia, 3

Pig, 126

"The Rooster and the Hen," 35-36

"Tails." 33-36

Piglet

"The Exchange," 107-109

"The Rooster and the Hen," 35-36

"Pigskin," 67-69

Pike, 83

"At the Pike's Command." 83-88

"The Lion, the Pike, and Man." 50-5

1

Pipe. See "The Silver Saucer and the Red
Apple"

The Poetic Views of the Slavs on Nature

(Afanas'ev), 15

Poland. 6. Sec also Physical Map of

Russia

Poles, 5

Pomerantseva, Erna V., 21

Pood, 79, 104n

Population, of Russia, 1

1

Potion, 78, 99

Priest, 20. See also "The Egg"
Primary Chronicle, 5, 22n3

Prince Ivan. See "Pigskin"

Princess. See "The Enchanted Princess"

Propp, Vladimir. 16. 17

Provisional Government. 7

"The Puff Monster," 19, 21, 75-76,

129-130

Pugachev, Emelian, 6

Pushkin, Aleksandr, 14, 18

Putin, Vladimir. 10-11

Queen. See "Pigskin"

Rabbit, 19, 126

"Cheeky the Goat," 52-55

"Governor Kotofei Ivanovich, the

Dreadful Cat." 43-46

"Kolobok, the Runaway Bun," 27-29

"The Mansion-House," 30-32

"Tails," 33-34

Ralston, William, 21

Ram
"The Exchange," 107-109

"Vaska the Cat," 37-39

Ransome, Arthur, 21

Rasputin, Gregorii, 7

Raven Voronovich. See "The Sun. the

Moon, and Raven Voronovich"

Recipes, 125, 126, 127, 132

Recording, of folklore, 14. 17

Red Army, 8

Riddles. 125, 132-133

Riordan, James. 2

1

Rodionovna, Arina, 14

Romanov dynasty, 6

Romanov, Mikhail, 6

Rooster. See "The Rooster and the Hen"

"The Rooster and the Hen," 35-36

Ruble. 10. 97n. 101 n. l()3n. 104n. 11 On

Rus*. 5

"Ruslan and Liudmikf (Pushkin). 18

Russia: folklore. 14-17: folktales. 18-21

geography. 1-4: history. 4-11: life
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and culture. 1 1-14. See also Soviet

Union; The Soviet Union Included

Russia and Its Breakaway Republics

Russian Enlightenment. 6

Russian Geographical Society, 15, 17

Russian language. 1 1

Russian Orthodox Church. 5, 13

Russian people. 1 1—13

Russian Revolution. 7

Russian Revolution Day, 13

Russian Tales, Containing the Most

Ancient Narratives of the Renowned
Knights. Popular Tales, and Others

Surviving Through the Retelling of
Adventures (Levshin), 14

Sadovnikov. Dmitrii N.. 15

Samovar. lOOn. See also Unnumbered
photo section

Satin stitch. 130

Segal. D.. 17

Serfdom. 6

Serfs. 7

Shashlik. 12

Shehi. See Cabbage soup

Sheep

"The Exchange," 107-109

"Governor Kotofei Ivanovich. the

Dreadful Cat." 43-46

Shepherd. 36. 72. 107-109

Shrovetide. 126

Shuiskii. Vasilii. 6

Siberia. 5. 17. 44. See also Physical Map
of Russia

Sibling rivalry, 20. See also "The Silver

Saucer and the Red Apple"

"The Silver Saucer and the Red Apple."

20. 70-74

Sister Fox

"The Mansion-House." 30-32

"Tails." 33-34

Skazki o zhivotnvkh. See Animal tales

Skipper the Rabbit. See "The Mansion-

House"

Slavs, 5

Sleigh

"At the Pikes Command." 83-88

"Father Frost." 64-66

Smirnov. A. M.. 15

Snow Maiden (Snegurochka), 13, 127. See

also "The Snow Maiden"

"The Snow Maiden." 59-60

Social satire. 20. Sec also laics ol

e\er\da\ life

"Sociological speculations." 16

Sokolov, Boris and Yurii. 15, 16

Soldier. IS. 20

"A Copeck a Drop." 97-98

"The Enchanted Princess." 77-82

"The Lion, the Pike, and Man, 50-51

Songs. 14. 27-29. 48. 52-55. 61, 70-73

Sorcerer. See "The Sorcerer"'

The Sorcerer." 104-106. 132-133

Sorrowful the Fly. See "The Mansion-

House"

Sour cream. 27-29. 37. 48. 49. 125. 127.

132

South Sla\s. 5

Soviet Union. 1. 7-10: Civil War. War
Communism, and the New Economic

Policy. 8: Cold War Era. 9-10: fall of

the Soviet Union. 10: folklore,

16-17: Soviet Era. 7-8; Stalin, the

Five-Year Plans. World War II. 8-9.

See also The Soviet Union Included

Russia and Its Breakaway Republics

The Soviet Union Included Russia and Its

Breakaway Republics (map). 2

Sparrow. See "The Winged. Hairy, and

Buttery Friends"

Speckles the Hen. See "The Egg"

Spell. 100. 104. 105

Spirit of the bathhouse (hannik). 21. See

also "Spirits of the Bathhouse"

"Spirits of the Bathhouse" (hanniki).

117-118

Squint Eyes the Rabbit. See "Governor

Kotofei Ivanovich. the Dreadful

Cat"

St. Basil's Cathedral. See Unnumbered
photo section

St. Petersburg. 1. 4. 7. See also

Unnumbered photo section

Stalin. Joseph. 8-9, 17

State farms {sovkhozy), 9

Stem stitch. 130

Stepdaughter. See "Father Frost"

Stepfather. See "Pigskin"
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Stepmother, 19, 128. See also "Father

Frost"

Steppe, 4

Stepsister, 20. See also "Father Frost"

Storytellers, 14, 17, 18

Stove (pec'), 83, 117. See also

Unnumbered photo section

"At the Pike's Command," 83-88

"Spirits of the Bathhouse," 117-118

Structural-semiotic school, 17

Structure, of folktales. 16-17

Sun, 67, 68, 71, 89. 90. 126. See also

"The Sun. the Moon, and Raven

Voronovich"

"The Sun, the Moon, and Raven
Voronovich," 89-91

Swineherd, 108-109

Table of Ranks, 6

Taiga. 4

"Tails," 33-34, 126

Tajikistan, 10. See also The Soviet Union

Included Russia and Its Breakaway

Republics

Tale type indexes, 15, 19

Tales and Songs of the Belozerskii Region

(Sokolov, Boris and Yurii), 15

Tales of everyday life, 19, 20, 95-1 13

"A Copeck a Drop," 97-98

"The Bubble, the Straw, and the

Lapot'" 1 13

"The Devil Loans Money," 101-102

"The Egg," 95-96

"The Exchange." 107-109

"Three Fancy Breads and a Pretzel."

112

"The Fool and the Birch Tree," 110-111

"Magic Water," 99-100

"Rabbit Dreams," 103

"The Sorcerer," 104-106

Tales of spirits and the supernatural,

20-21. 117-123

"The Bride from the Haunted House."

123

"The House Spirit." 122

"Spirits of the Bathhouse." 117-118

"The Werewolf." 119

"The Wood Goblin Godfather,"

120-121

Tatar, 5

Terms of endearment, 18

Terror, 7-9, 17

Terrorism, 10-11

"Teryoshechka," 20, 61-63

Thompson, Stith, 15, 19

"Three Fancy Breads and a Pretzel," 112

Time of Trouble, 6

Tolstoi, Aleksei N., 21

Translation, of tales, 21

Treaty of Paris, 7

Trees: birch, 71, 72, 73, 110. Ill, 133; fir,

64, 65, 128; hazelnut, 35, 36;

miraculous. 78, 79, 82; oak, 62, 63,

67,68
Tsar

"At the Pike's Command." 83-88

"The Sorcerer," 104-106

Tsarevna Mar'ia. See "At the Pike's

Command"
Tsavanga, 120, 121

Tundra, 4

Turkmenistan, 10. See also Physical Map
of Russia: The Soviet Union Included

Russia and Its Breakaway Republics

Twentieth Party Congress, 9

Ukraine, 1,6, 10

Union of Soviet Socialist Republics. See

Soviet Union

United States, 1. 9, 11. 13. 15

Ural Mountains. 1.18. See also Physical

Map of Russia

Uzbekistan. 10. See also The Soviet

Union Included Russia and Its

Breakaway Republics

Vanya. See "The Puff Monster"

Vaska. See "Rabbit Dreams": "Vaska the

Cat"

"Vaska the Cat." 37-39

"Venice of the North." 1 . See also

Leningrad: St. Petersburg

Veselovskii. Aleksandr Nikolaevich, 15

Vikings. 5

Vinokurova. N.O.. 17

Vladimir I. Prince. 5

Volga River. 1.17. See also Physical Map
of Russia
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Volshebnye skazki. See Fairy tales

"Vulgar sociologism," 17

War Communism. S

Water of life, 73

Werewolf. 20. See also The Werewolf"

"The Werewolf." 1 I
1)

West Slavs. 5

Whiner the Mosquito. See "The Mansion-

House"

Whites. 8

"The Winged. Hairy, and Buttery

Friends." 47 49

Winter Palace, 7

Witch. See Baba Yaga; "Magic Water"

Wolf. 19. 126

"Cheeky the Goat. 52-55

"Kolobok, the Runaway Bun." 27-29

"The Mansion-House," 30-32

"Tails." 33-34

"Vaska the Cat." 37-39

"The Werewolf." 119

"The Wolf and the Old Man's

Daughters." 40-42

"The Wolf and the Old Mans Daughters,"

19.40-42

Wood goblin (leshii), 20. See also "The

Wood Goblin Godfather"

"The Wood Goblin Godfather." 120-121

World War I. 1. 7

World War II. 8-9

Yanev. Gennadi] (Vice President). 10

Yeltsin, Boris. 10 See Unnumbered photo

section

Yenisei. 1. See also Physical Map of

Russia

Yoke. 95. 96

Zakuski. 1 2. 86

Zavalinka, 49

Zavarka (tea brew). See Unnumbered
photo section

Zelenin. D. K.. 15
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