Traditional tales of wickedness from around the world
Compiled & Edited by
Praveen Dabré
SMASHWORDS EDITION
* * * * *
PUBLISHED BY:
Praveen Dabré on Smashwords
Folktales of Vice
Copyright © 2010 by Praveen Dabré
All rights reserved. Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book.
This is a compilation of traditional folklore from across the world. By definition these are in the public domain and free of copyright. However, the author acknowledges the trademarked status and trademark owners of those tales that are so copyrighted and have inadvertently been included in this collection.
Smashwords Edition License Notes
This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the author's work.
Other Books in the Series
As a special offer to you, my reader, I would like to gift you a copy of any three of the above titles. Mail me at praveendabre@gmail.com indicating three titles of your choice and the format you’d like them in, and I will promptly send across gift coupons that will enable you to access your free copies from Smashwords.
* * * * *
Tradition of wickedness from around the world
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ONCE THERE was a man who left his fiancée after she happened to fart.
Later, when he passed by her house, he saw her outside searching through a pile of garbage. He asked her what she was looking for.
“I’m looking for a pin,” she answered. “You’ll never be able to find it,” he said.
“Well, I’m as likely to find a pin in a pile of garbage as you are to find a wife who never farts.”
He considered this, and took her back.
– Sweden
ONCE A servant girl who had gone away to service came home to visit. Looking very handsome and acting in a high and mighty manner, she stepped into the small, low-ceilinged cottage just as her mother was in the midst of baking and raking coals out of the oven.
Of course the mother was happy to see her, and they chatted on and on, and that’s when the mother noticed that the maid had started talking fancy. After her mother had finished raking out the oven and placed the rake, head down, beside the oven, the girl went up to the rake and acted as if she didn’t even know what an odd thing like that was called.
As she stood there speculating and wondering and pretending to have forgotten all about it, she accidentally stepped on the head of the rake so that the shaft flew up and struck her, and then she yelled, “Ouch, the devil of a rake shaft attacked me!” When she got mad, she had no trouble remembering its name!
– Sweden
ONCE THERE was a farm family who had an only daughter. One day there came calling a young man, who the mother believed had come to propose to her daughter. When she learned this for sure, she wanted to show how clever her daughter was, and she pointed to the spinning wheel, which stood ready with a full head of flax.
“My daughter spins three of those a day,” she said.
The suitor thought that that was fine, but he still wanted to see for himself how skilful she was. When he was alone in the room for a moment, he took a key from a chest and hid it at the bottom of the head of flax.
After three weeks he visited again. This time he was told that after his last visit they’d lost the key to the chest and hadn’t been able to find it anywhere. Now he knew just how clever the spinner, who the mother had said could spin three heads a day, really was, and he made sure not to propose to that girl!
– Sweden
A VERY long time ago a farmer pushed his mean old wife into a pit in a big swamp near their farm, and she never came back up again.
The farmer started to miss her, and spent about three years braiding a rope, which he then lowered into the hole to help her up. Instead of the woman, the Evil One came crawling up the rope.
“Did you happen to see an old woman down there?” asked the farmer.
“I sure did!” answered the Evil One. “About three years ago an old woman came tumbling down, but she was so mean that I couldn’t stand being with her. I had to get out of the house, so I grabbed the rope you dropped down and started climbing up. The old woman climbed after me, of course, but I cut the rope behind me, and she tumbled back down again. Whatever you do, don’t make another rope; if she comes up, neither you nor I will have another happy day.”
And so the farmer gave up the idea of rescuing the old woman.
– Sweden
ONCE THERE was a farmer who was so stingy that he wouldn’t even let a small bird eat its fill. The bird got angry and flew away, but one day when the farmer was ploughing his field, it came back and alighted on the horn of one of the farmer’s oxen. It started to peck at the ox, saying, “I’ll peck a hole in it, I’ll peck a hole in it!”
The farmer picked up a rock and threw it at the bird, but killed his ox instead. Then the bird alighted on the horn of the other ox and started calling out and pecking in the same way. The farmer got even angrier, and threw another rock at the bird. Now he’d killed his other ox!
When he got home, he wanted to wash away his anger with a glass of beer, but the bird was sitting before him on the beer barrel. The farmer asked his wife to go fetch him a sledgehammer, and with it he smashed not the bird but the barrel, and all the beer ran out.
Later, when the farmer was about to eat dinner, there sat the bird on the edge of the butter pitcher, covered with butter. The farmer grabbed the rascal and was about to kill it, but first he wanted to lick off the butter. The bird slipped right into the farmer’s stomach, and that was the end of that cheapskate of a farmer.
– Sweden
ONCE THE father of a girl whose mother had died remarried, and so she got a stepmother. The stepmother also had a daughter, whose name was Malena. But the stepmother wanted to get rid of her stepdaughter, so one day she put a lot of good things into a heavy chest and told her, “This is all for you, if you get in with it.”
When the girl got in, the stepmother dropped the lid of the chest and squeezed the girl to death. Afterward, she cooked the girl and gave her to her father to eat. Malena collected all the bones and carried them outside.
A few days passed. One day, when the father was walking home from the forest, he saw a bird sitting on the roof, singing. The bird sang as people speak. It sang:
“My mother set a trap for me, My father ate me up,
My sister Malena collected my bones
And put them in a silk scarf
And carried them under the juniper bush.”
Then the bird threw a gold bell down to the father and flew away.
When the stepsister went outside, the bird sang the same song, and it threw down a gold chain for her.
When the stepmother saw the fine presents, she too went outside, but this time the bird threw down a rock and killed her.
– Sweden
The Crocodile, the Brahman, and the Fox
A CROCODILE beseeched a Brahman to carry it to Benares, so it could live in the Ganges. Touched with compassion, the Brahman put the crocodile into his bag and carried it to the holy river.
However, just as he was about to release the crocodile into the water, the latter seized him, and was about to kill him. The Brahman accused his captor of ingratitude, who in turn replied that virtue and custom allowed one to eat the person who had sustained him.
The Brahman insisted that three impartial judges should decide the case, and declared himself willing to abide by their decision.
They turned first to a mango tree, whom the Brahman asked if it were permitted to repay a good deed with evil. The mango tree replied that such was the treatment he and his kind always received from humans. “They partake of our fruits and of our shade, and then uproot us,” it said.
Next they turned to an old cow. She too said that humans had abandoned her after she was of no more use to them. Any moment she expected to fall prey to a wild animal.
They still needed a third judgment, and for this they turned to a fox. He too seemed inclined against the Brahman, but before finalizing his decision, he wanted to see how the two had journeyed together. To demonstrate, the unsuspecting crocodile crept back into the Brahman’s bag. Acting on a cue from the fox, the Braham struck the now helpless crocodile dead with a stone, and the fox ate it up.
– India
THERE WAS a farmer in a village. He was very ambitious. He wanted to make more and more money. In the spring time, when it was rainy, he called out to God, “If it were sunny, I would sow some wheat.” The next day, it became sunny, and the farmer sowed some wheat.
After that, he called out to God, “If it were rainy, it would be useful for my wheat.” The following day, it rained.
The farmer called out to God, “If you gave more rain, my wheat would grow more.” The following day, it rained again.
Then, in summer time, he harvested his wheat and collected it in a heap. The farmer called out to God, “If you had given more rain, my wheat harvest would have been bigger.”
He asked God, “Why didn’t you give me more rain and more wheat?” Then God made it pour heavily, and all of the farmer’s wheat floated away with the water.
– Turkey
ONCE THERE was a farmer who was so stingy that he wouldn’t even give his wife enough food to eat. When she realized this, she was careful never to eat when he was around. This satisfied the old man all right, but it so happened that one day he got quite sick. Now the woman didn’t try to hide anything from her husband anymore. She ate her fill with him looking on.
The old man was beside himself. “I’ll be ruined!” he thought.
“She’ll eat me out of house and home!” When he tried to speak, however, all that came out was ‘house and home’. And so that’s what he kept shouting. The old woman went to get her neighbours and told them that her old man was terribly sick, and that he wanted to make his will.
“He wants me to have house and home,” she said.
“House and home,” the old man kept moaning when the neighbours arrived.
“Yes, we hear you! Your wife will get your house and home,” they said.
This made the old man so furious that he died right on the spot, and the old woman got his house and home, and everything else too.
– Sweden
IN FRANCE an old king, weak with age, gave his kingdom and all his lands to his son, who in return promised to personally care for him. Soon afterward the son took himself a wife, who did not like the father.
Spitefully she said, “The old man is always coughing at the table until it takes away all my pleasure in eating.”
So to please her, the son gave his father a place to lie beneath the stairs. For many years he lay there on a bed of hay and straw like one they would make for the dogs.
The queen gave birth to a son, who grew into a proud and virtuous lad. Recognizing the situation, he brought whatever food and drink he could find to his grandfather. One day the grandfather asked for an old horse blanket to protect him from the cold, and the virtuous youth ran off to fulfil his wish.
In the stall he found a good horse blanket. He took it from the horse and ripped it in two. Seeing him, his father asked him what he was doing with the horse blanket.
“I am taking half of it for your father’s bed,” he said. “The other half I’ll save for you when you are sleeping there where you now have your father locked in.”
– Germany
A long, long time ago, the Evil One used to snoop around looking for sinners because he didn't have enough of them back home in the Smoky Place. One he day to visit a tailor and asked him, “Will you sell your soul to me? I'll give you a big bundle of money. I'm very rich.”
He pulled out a fistful of coins from his pants pocket and showed them to the tailor. But even though the tailor had no desire to sell his soul to Horn John, he had nothing against the money, so he mulled it over a long while before he answered. Finally, he said, “If you can beat me in a sewing contest, you can have me when you want. But if you lose, I’ll take the money you just showed me."
The Evil One agreed.
“Now, when we have our sewing contest,” the tailor said, “we must sit on the church roof. There we’ll have enough room not to get in each other’s way as we swing our arms around.”
“That’s fine with me,” said the Evil One.
“And we’ve got to use long threads in our needles, so that we don’t have to thread them so often when we get going,” the tailor said.
“That’s terribly good advice,” replied the Evil One, and proceeded to unwind nearly a whole spool of thread and to thread it through his needle. The tailor just pretended that he’d taken a long piece of thread.
When they started to sew, the Evil One had to crawl down from the church roof and walk far out into the graveyard for every stitch he pulled through the fabric; he’d let the tailor fool him into taking such a long piece of thread! He hustled and bustled and ran up and down as fast as he could, but he lost anyway, and he had to give the tailor the fistful of money.
– Sweden
THE STORY is told of a soldier who—under penalty of death—had been ordered to keep watch over the corpse of a distinguished gentleman who had been hanged.
The gallows stood near a graveyard where the body of a widow’s husband lay buried. Following his burial this woman came to the grave several nights in a row, where she wept and pitifully bemoaned her husband’s death. The soldier heard her cries and came to console her.
Upon his return, however, he discovered that the hanged man he was supposed to be guarding had been stolen. Quickly he ran back and said, “What can I do, pious woman? While I was consoling you, someone stole my thief from the gallows, and now I’ll be hanged in his place.”
“Be comforted, soldier! Will you marry me if I can solve your problem?”
“Of course. You have my promise!”
“Then hurry and help me. We will dig up my dead husband and hang him on the gallows in the place of the stolen corpse.”
With the soldier’s help the dead man was dug up, but then the soldier said, “He doesn’t look like the stolen corpse. His teeth are too long.”
“We can fix that,” said the widow, whereupon she picked up a stone, knocked out her dead husband's teeth, and then helped hang him up.
Afterward she asked the soldier to marry her, as he had promised.
“No,” said the soldier. “You can go to the devil. After the way you treated your dead husband, how would you treat me, your living husband?”
– Germany
IJAPA THE tortoise was not always bald. He used to have hair on his head, however, due to unfortunate circumstances, which the tortoise brought literally ‘upon his own head’, he lost it all.
The dog and his family had prepared a feast of yam porridge. The aroma reached the tortoise who immediately followed his nose which led him to the dog’s home. The tortoise went in and saw that a big pot of yam porridge was cooking.
Wanting all of it for himself, he called out to the dog and told him that he had brought a message from from the king. “The king wishes to see you and all your family in the palace,” the tortoise said. The dogs immediately left to see the king leaving the tortoise with the big simmering pot of yam porridge. The tortoise began to eat as fast as he could. He knew that the dogs would be back soon because the king was not even at the palace.
And soon, he heard the dogs approaching. There was still a lot of porridge left in the pot. The tortoise wanted to take some home with him and looked around for something he could put some porridge in. The dogs by now were almost at the door. As he was running out of time, the tortoise pulled off his cap, filled it with the porridge and put it back on so nobody would know he was carrying porridge. He planned to hurry off immediately because the porridge on his head was quite hot.
When the dogs came in, the tortoise told them he would be leaving. They dogs asked him to stay with them for lunch as they had some porridge cooking. The tortoise tried to make excuses to leave immediately, but the dogs kept him, trying to convince him to stay.
Eventually, the porridge was so hot that the tortoise just had to pull off his hat. Everybody was shocked when he pulled of his hat to reveal steaming hot porridge. The porridge had burned his scalp so badly that all his hair fell off and in fact, never grew back again.
– Yoruba, Nigeria
TWO FISH lived in a pond. Their names were Satabuddhi (having the understanding of a hundred) and Sahasrabuddhi (having the understanding of a thousand). The two of them had a frog for a friend, whose name was Ekabuddhi (having the understanding of one).
For a time they would enjoy friendly conversation on the bank, and then they would return to the water. One day as they were prattling on, some fishermen came by just as the sun was setting. They were carrying nets in their hands and many dead fish on their heads.
When the fishermen saw the pond, they said to one another, “There seem to be a lot of fish in this pond, and the water is very low. Let us come back here tomorrow morning!” After saying this, they went home.
These words struck the three friends like a thunderbolt, and they took counsel with one another. The frog said, “Oh, my dear Satabuddhi and Sahasrabuddhi, what shall we do? Should we flee, or stay here?”
Hearing this, Sahasrabuddhi laughed and said, “Oh, my friend, don't be afraid of words alone! They probably will not come back. But even if they do come back, I will be able to protect myself and you as well, through the power of my understanding, for I know many pathways through the water.”
After hearing this, Satabuddhi said, “Yes, what Sahasrabuddhi says is correct, for one rightly says: ‘Where neither the wind nor the sun’s rays have found a way, intelligent understanding will quickly make a path. And also: ‘Everything on earth is subject to the understanding of those with intelligence.’ Why should one abandon the place of one’s birth that has been passed down from generation to generation, just because of words? We must not retreat a single step! I will protect you through the power of my understanding.”
The frog said, “I have but one wit, and it is advising me to flee. This very day I shall go with my wife to another pond.”
After saying this, as soon as it was night, the frog went to another pond.
Early the next day the fishermen came like servants of the god of death and spread their nets over the pond. All the fish, turtles, frogs, crabs, and other water creatures were caught in the nets and captured, also Satabuddhi and Sahasrabuddhi, although they fled, and through their knowledge of the various paths escaped for a while by swimming to and fro. But they too, together with their wives, fell into a net and were killed.
That afternoon the fishermen happily set forth toward home. Because of his weight, one of them carried Satabuddhi on his head. They tied Sahasrabuddhi onto a string and dragged him along behind.
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