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THERE WAS once a pretty young girl with no family and no relatives: they were all dead and gone. She lived alone in a hut at the end of the village interacting with no one.
One evening a wanderer came to door and cried, “I am a wanderer, and have been far in the world. I can go no further, so please let me rest.” The maiden said, “Stay here, I will give you a mattress to sleep on, and food and drink too.”
The wanderer soon lay down and said, “Now once again I sleep; it is long since I slept last.” “How long?” asked the girl; and he answered, “Dear maid, I sleep but one week in a thousand years.” The girl laughed and said, “Surely you’re joking, you rogue?” But the wanderer was sound asleep.
Early next morning he arose and said, “You are a pretty young girl. If it’s okay with you then I’d like to stay a week.” She gladly agreed, for already she loved the wanderer.
Once as they were sleeping, she roused him and said, “I dreamt such an evil dream. I dreamt you had grown cold and white, and we drove in a beautiful carriage, drawn by six white birds. You blew on a mighty horn and dead folk came up and went with us—you were their king.”
Hearing this, the wanderer arose straightaway and said, “Beloved, I must go, for not a soul has died this week in all the world.” But the girl wept and insisted he stay. “I must go,” he answered, “Good bye.” Then she said sobbing, “Tell me, my dear, who you are then.” “Who knows that dies,” said the wanderer, “you ask in vain.” Then the girl wept and said, “I will suffer everything, only tell me who you are.” “Good,” said the man, “then you come with me. I am Death.” The girl shuddered and died.
– Gypsy
ONE DAY a Gypsy was playing at cockshy—a throwing game, and he threw a stick through the window of a great house and broke the glass.
Soon a policeman came over and said, “You must pay for the glass.” But when they went into the house, they found the stick had killed a mad dog that was going to bite the child of the house. So the lady gave the Gypsy a gold watch and a good horse.
But every stick that breaks a window does not kill a dog.
– Gypsy, England
ONCE UPON on a time a Gypsy stole a turkey, and then met a policeman on the road.
“Where did you steal that turkey?” asked the policeman.
“It’s no turkey; it’s a goose that I bought in the town to give you.”
“True,” said the policeman, “it is the finest goose I ever saw. Where did you buy it?”
Yes, many’s the time the gypsy has given a shilling to a policeman just so he and his children could pitch my tent.
– Gypsy, Great Britain
ONCE UPON a time the cat went to see her cousin the hare. And while they were together, along came a hunter.
Seeing the hunter the cat scrambled up the hill, and further, up a tree, and there she found a bird’s nest, which she was quick to make a meal of.
The hare however, ran down the hill, far down into the country. And if hasn’t been caught by the hunter, is still probably running.
Bad luck sends a poor man further down, but it causes a great man to rise still more.
– Gypsy, Great Britain
ONCE UPON a time a poor Gypsy saw a lady stop before the door of a great house and then leave there a card.
The gypsy waited till she had left, and then asked the servant girl of the household what the card meant. The girl told him it was for her lady to know who had come to see her.
“Oh I see!” said the Gypsy; “so that is the way the Gorgios (the gypsy name for people who dwell in houses) leave their sign! We leave grass on the road.”
The horse leaves his track on the road, and the snake makes his trail in the dust.
– Gypsy, Great Britain
THERE ONCE lived a king who had three sons. When it came the time to decide on his successor the king was in a quandary.
The sons were asked to shoot for it with bow and arrows. The youngest son shot so far that his arrow appeared to be lost. And the prince went in search of it. He sought it for a long time, and at last found it sticking in a glass door.
When the prince entered he found himself in the home of the Queen of the Fairies, whom he married. After a while he returned home with his bride.
An old witch who lives in a park near the King’s castle incited the king to ask the fairy bride to fetch him a handkerchief which would cover the whole park. The Fairy Queen did as she was told, only to be told to then summon her brother.
The newlywed bride initially refused, but finally summoned him. The brother, when he came, was so huge and fearful that the king cowered in his presence. “What did you call me for?” he hollered, but the king was too frightened to answer coherently.
The fairy’s brother then slew the king and the old witch, and vanished. The newlyweds then live happily at the castle.
– Gypsy, Hungary
ONCE UPON a time a Gypsy made much money, and was very rich and a great gentleman. His coat was silk, and the buttons on his coat were of gold, and his horse’s bridle and reins were all silver.
One day this Gypsy gentleman was invited to dine with the king’s son, and they brought in a pheasant that smelt badly, but all the people said it was excellent.
“Bless me, God!” said the Gypsy gentleman softly whispering to his wife, “you and I have eaten dead meat—meat that died a natural death—many a time, my dear, but never smelt anything so bad as that. It stinks worse than a dead horse!”
Great men and small men sometimes agree on things which other people do not understand.
– Gypsy, England
ONE DAY a Royston rook went among the crows, and they asked him, “Where did you steal your white coat?” And he told them, “I stole it from a fool of a pigeon.”
Then he went among the pigeons and said, “How are you, brothers?” And they asked him, “Where did you get those black trousers and sleeves?” And he said, “I stole ’em from those wretches the rooks.”
Half-breeds call themselves Gorgio among Gorgios, and Gypsy among Gypsies.
* The Royston rook or crow has a greyish-white back, but is with this exception entirely black.
– Gypsy, Scotland
ONE DAY a hedgehog met a bird in the field, and the bird told him, “Do not go around by the right hand, or the hunters’ horses will trample you dead in the dirt; and if you go around by the left hand, there’s a Gypsy tent, and the Gypsies will eat you.”
Said the hedgehog, “I’d rather go with the Gypsies, and be eaten by folk that like me, than be trampled on by people that despise me.”
It is better for a real Gypsy to be killed by a Gypsy brother than to be hung by Gorgios.
– Gypsy, Wales
ONCE A poor man sat down to make three pence-worth of skewers for a butcher.
There came along a gentleman, who said, “Hold my horse, and I’ll give you a sixpence.”
While he held the horse a lady said to him, “Carry this basket to my house, and I’ll give you a shilling.” So he got a boy to hold the horse, and said to him, “You shall have half the money.”
Well, as he was carrying the basket and hurrying along fast across the road he saw a gentleman, who said, “If you’ll go to the house and bring my dog to me, I will give you half-a-crown.” So he got another boy to carry the basket for half the money, while he went for the dog.
Going along, he saw a rich farmer, who said, “Come and help me here to get my cow out of the ditch, and I’ll give you five shillings.” So he got it.
But at the end of the day, when he was counting his money, he said, “What a pity it is I lost the three pence I might have got for the skewers!”
– Gypsy, Scotland
ONCE A Gypsy went to a great farmhouse to beg, just as the man of the house sat at table eating. And as soon as the Gypsy looked away, the gentleman very quietly filled a cheese-cake with mustard and gave it to the Gypsy.
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