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Summary: "Fairies and Witches: Fairytales and Mysteries of the Supernatural" is a collection of enchanting and mysterious fairy tales that delve into the realms of magic, folklore, and the supernatural. Filled with captivating narratives, these tales transport readers to fantastical worlds where brave protagonists face daunting challenges, encounter mythical creatures, and navigate through extraordinary adventures. With elements of wonder, love, and the eternal battle between good and evil, this collection offers a glimpse into the timeless allure of fairy tales and the enduring fascination with the mystical and otherworldly.
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Immerse yourself in a world of enchantment and wonder with these captivating fairytales that will transport you to magical realms and ignite your imagination.

To those who live their lives full of wonder.
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Welcome to "Fairies and Witches: Fairytales and Mysteries of the Supernatural." In this enchanting collection, Karel Weinfurter shares a series of captivating fairytales that delve into the realms of fairies and witches, allowing readers to immerse themselves in the magical narratives created by this renowned Czech mystic.

As an English translation of these timeless tales, it is my great pleasure to present these stories to you. I sought to bring these enchanting fairytales from the original Czech to English, so that readers around the world can enjoy the wonders woven by the world-renowned Czech mystic, Karel Weinfurter.

Within the pages of "Fairies and Witches," you will find a collection of fairytales that have been cherished for generations. Through these stories, Weinfurter unravels the mysteries surrounding fairies and witches, exploring their significance in folklore, spirituality, and human imagination. While his focus is primarily on sharing the tales themselves, his profound understanding of the subject matter adds an extra layer of depth to each narrative.

As you embark on this journey through the mystical realms, be prepared to be transported to worlds where fairies dance under the moonlight and witches weave spells under the starry skies. These tales, meticulously crafted by Weinfurter, capture the essence of folklore, spirituality, and human imagination.

While the focus of this book is primarily on sharing the fairytales themselves, Weinfurter's profound understanding of the subject matter adds an extra layer of depth to each story. Through his vivid storytelling, he unravels the mysteries surrounding fairies and witches, allowing readers to explore their significance in folklore and their enduring place in the human imagination.

It is my hope that this English translation of "O vílách a čarodějích" originally published by in Prague by Alois Hynek in 1920, will ignite your imagination, inspire a sense of wonder, and allow English readers to connect with the enchantment that Weinfurter masterfully weaves within each story.

Enjoy your journey through the realms of fairies and witches and may the magic within these pages stay with you long after you have finished reading.

–Kytka Hilmarová
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The Devil and the Peasant
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Once upon a time, in a bygone era when devils still roamed the earth, there was a devil who found himself lost in a distant land. Unable to return to hell that day, he wandered aimlessly, growing increasingly famished without a clue of his whereabouts. Tormented by hunger, he desperately sought nourishment and stumbled upon a meager portion of food placed on a bench outside a humble cottage—a meager alms intended for beggars. Though well aware that he was forbidden from partaking in alms, his hunger gnawed at him so relentlessly that he succumbed to temptation and devoured the offering.

Soon after, a searing pain gripped his stomach, causing him to writhe in agony and unleash anguished screams. He was tortured for what seemed like an eternity, and when the pain finally subsided, he ascended into the air and hurtled back to hell headfirst. But upon his arrival at the gate, he was met with a disheartening sight—it stood closed, unyielding to his pleas. Finally, a voice echoed from behind the gate, belonging to another devil:

"Our master decrees that you shall not enter, for you have consumed alms meant for the destitute. As punishment, you must venture into the mortal realm and serve there for a span of seven years!"

"Thank you very much!" thought the devil, but he had no choice but to obey. So he returned to the earth and embarked on a quest to find employment. He roamed far and wide, yet everywhere he went, he faced rejection. The farmers had an abundance of workers, and in places where labor was scarce, no opportunities could be found. Eventually, news reached the devil of a peasant in need of a helping hand, so he approached him earnestly, beseeching to be taken into service.

"I have no need for a farmhand," the peasant replied. "I possess only two weary horses, spent from serving the lord, and I can barely manage them. My field is meager, providing just enough sustenance for our meager existence. How could I possibly support an additional burden such as yourself?"

"Master," implored the devil, "please consider accepting me! I will toil as if I were three men, and when the harvest thrives, there shall be plenty for all!" He persisted with his pleas until, finally, the peasant relented and agreed to take him on as a farmhand. Yet, deep down, the peasant harbored doubts, convinced that the young farmhand would soon flee due to hunger. The following day, the new farmhand approached the peasant in the living room and inquired, "Master, I have already tended to the horses. What tasks await us today?"

The peasant, having a small amount of grain in the field, informed the farmhand that they would proceed to harvest and thresh it without delay. They sat down for breakfast, and after satisfying their hunger, they made their way to the field. As the farmhand loaded the wagon, the peasant, observing the increasing weight, interjected, "That shall suffice, for the horses can bear no more!"

"Nay, they can manage," retorted the farmhand confidently, proceeding to load the remaining grain. Surprisingly, the horses pulled the burden as if it were weightless. Astonished, the peasant marveled at the strength displayed by his supposedly feeble steeds but refrained from commenting. Upon their return home, as the farmhand unharnessed the horses and led them to the stable, the peasant joined the other workers in the threshing field. Meanwhile, the farmhand climbed onto the wagon and commenced tossing the sheaves with such vigor that grains spilled out in every direction. The peasant, curious, approached and picked up a sheaf, finding it unusually light. Examination revealed not a single grain within. This discovery held true for each sheaf. All appeared to have been meticulously threshed. The peasant couldn't contain his astonishment, yet he refrained from questioning the farmhand.

In the following days, the farmhand's diligent work and attentive care transformed the horses into the finest in the entire region. The overall productivity of the farm flourished, and within a year, the peasant not only possessed outstanding equine companions but also acquired a substantial plot of land. The harvests were bountiful, and prosperity smiled upon him. He purchased two cows, renovated the cottage, and his newfound success did not go unnoticed by the neighboring farmers. They witnessed the remarkable turn of events since the arrival of the enigmatic farmhand and sought to entice him away to their own lands. Yet, the farmhand declined all offers, firmly committed to improving the life of the peasant. Whenever wages were mentioned, the farmhand dismissed the notion, proclaiming, "We shall settle it later. Time is aplenty!"

There existed but one peculiarity that troubled the peasant. On Sundays, when the community gathered for worship, the farmhand would also depart, yet never was he seen within the church. Perplexed, the peasant hesitated to question his companion, fearing offense might drive the farmhand away. Meanwhile, news of the peasant's newfound fortunes and his magnificent horses reached the ears of the castle's lord—a prince known for his cruelty and penchant for tormenting his subjects. One day, a servant arrived from the castle bearing an order for the peasant to appear before the prince the following morning. Obediently, the peasant arrived at the castle, cap in hand, and was ushered into the presence of the prince.

"I have heard of your fine horses and the strength of your farmhand," the prince declared. "To verify these claims, I hereby command you to transport a rock to the castle courtyard by tomorrow morning—the very rock that stands beneath the mill."

Startled, the peasant mustered his courage and implored, "Your Grace, I beseech you to reconsider. The rock is of immense size—no wagon can bear its weight, nor can any horses pull it!"

But the prince remained resolute. "You will carry out my command!" he retorted before dismissing the peasant.

Dejected, the peasant returned home, weighed down by the realization that the task assigned to him was insurmountable. As he arrived at his doorstep, he encountered the farmhand, who inquired, "What ails you, Peasant? Why do you wear such a crestfallen countenance?"

Reluctantly, the peasant shared the order he had received and bemoaned the misfortune that had befallen him. "Oh, dear lad, it seems impossible to fulfill the prince's demand," sighed the peasant, his spirits low.

Fear not," reassured the farmhand with a smile. "The rock shall arrive in the castle courtyard as the prince desires."

The peasant's eyes widened in disbelief. "Are you out of your mind?" he exclaimed. "Even if we gathered an army of people and harnessed the strongest horses, no wagon could withstand the weight!"

Unperturbed, the farmhand chuckled softly and replied, "Worry not, peasant. All shall be accomplished. Rest now, and you shall witness the fulfillment of the prince's command."

Though filled with doubt, the peasant couldn't resist the flicker of hope ignited by the farmhand's words. Throughout the night, his mind swirled with questions, yet something held him back from seeking answers.

At dawn, the farmhand rose early, tending to the horses with meticulous care. The peasant joined him, mounting one steed while the farmhand took the other. Together, they embarked on their journey to the castle. As they neared the bridge, the prince appeared at an open window, eagerly anticipating their arrival. Upon reaching the castle courtyard, they discovered a carriage already prepared. With swift efficiency, they harnessed the horses, and the prince entered the carriage. The farmhand positioned himself on the driver's seat, while the peasant settled on the back seat for the footmen. And so, their peculiar journey commenced.

The horses surged forward, their hooves barely touching the ground as they galloped with remarkable speed. Suddenly, a gust of wind swept off the peasant's hat, sending it flying behind them. Distressed, he cried out, "Wait, farmhand, my hat has been lost!"

But the farmhand merely glanced back and chuckled, "Peasant, your hat has already journeyed to the seventh kingdom. You shall find it upon your return."

Bewildered, the peasant marveled at the fleeting sense of time as they continued their rapid progress. After a while, they arrived at a wide river, spanning across it a magnificent black bridge. Crossing the bridge, they entered an expansive green plain, devoid of any trees, stretching as far as the eye could see. Halting their carriage on this verdant expanse, the prince promptly disembarked, and the farmhand swiftly joined him. Sensing the impending significance of the moment, the peasant maneuvered the carriage, preparing for their return journey. It was then that a large black bird materialized before him, stirring a recollection of the farmhand's instructions. With trepidation, the peasant turned his gaze backward, and terror washed over him. Whipping the horses into action, he followed the bird's lead, for behind them, a maelstrom of flames, billowing smoke, and trembling earth threatened to consume everything in its path.

As the journey unfolded, the bird guided their path, and the peasant glimpsed his lost hat lying on the road. Days turned into weeks, yet he remained grateful for his foresight in bringing sufficient provisions. Eventually, they returned to familiar lands, where the peasant shared his incredible adventure, leaving everyone in awe. However, the prince and the enigmatic farmhand were never seen again.
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The Princess on the Fiery Mountain
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Long ago, there ruled a powerful king in a distant land, but he had no children, which saddened him greatly. The queen, too, was unhappy that God had not blessed them with an heir. One day, while she was walking in the royal garden, praying to God to grant her wish, a beautiful golden bee started flying around her head.

The queen noticed it, and the bee suddenly landed on her shoulder, buzzing sweetly. Then it flew a short distance and returned to sit on the queen's shoulder again. The queen found it remarkable, so she followed the bee, which flew ahead of her. Soon, the golden bee led her to a thicket. When the queen parted the bushes, she found a beautiful baby boy lying on the moss. She realized that God had sent her this child, so she took him and brought him to the castle.

When the king saw the beautiful child, he was overjoyed and adopted him as his own, naming the boy Vítězmir. But on the very first night, the queen woke up to find three women standing by Vítězmir's crib: one dressed in black and the other two in white. The queen was terrified and unable to move because she recognized them as powerful fairies.

The black fairy said, "When the child turns one year old, I decree that he shall be stolen by an evil dwarf and taken to an inaccessible forest!"

Then the second fairy in white spoke, saying, "And I grant him fearlessness and the greatest strength of all the heroes in the world!"

Finally, the third fairy, also in white, spoke and said, "And I bestow upon him the gift that when he turns twenty, he shall win the most beautiful bride in the world!"

After saying this, all three fairies disappeared, and the room grew dark. The queen couldn't sleep for a long time, pondering over this event. When she woke up in the morning, she believed it was all just a dream.

And so, twelve months passed, and one day, while Vítězmir was lying in the royal garden, surrounded by maids and nurses in his golden cradle, a thick fog suddenly enveloped them, rendering the maids unable to see anything. When the fog dissipated, Prince Vítězmir had vanished with it. Despite the king's orders to search diligently, the prince could not be found. There was great sorrow in the royal castle; the king and queen mourned despairingly, and the entire court and staff were filled with sadness because everyone loved the beautiful Vítězmir, for there was no child more adorable under the sun.

Meanwhile, Prince Vítězmír was abducted by the evil dwarf and taken into a dense forest. He had to lie on moss, and the dwarf fed him with deer's milk, strawberries, blueberries, roots, and took care of him without causing him harm. Vítězmír grew bigger and stronger, and when he turned six, the dwarf brought an enormous bear into the cave, which he had caught in the forest. He held the bear by the ears and led it.

Vítězmír said, "Eat him! Eat him! Little bear!" He provoked the bear against the frightened foster parent. However, when the bear tried to run, Vítězmír caught it by the ears and pulled it back as if it were a kitten. Then he drove the bear out of the cave and mocked the frightened foster parent.

Since then, the dwarf was extremely afraid of Vítězmír, but he still desired revenge and pondered how to achieve it. He decided to send Vítězmír to various parts of the forest where he knew ferocious wildlife resided, hoping they would be his demise. However, Vítězmír remained undaunted and fearlessly defeated every predator he encountered. Time passed until the prince's twentieth year drew near. Vítězmír yearned for adventure, but he lacked one essential thing—a proper sword.

Commanding the dwarf, Vítězmír declared, "Forge me a proper and sharp sword. Fail, and I will strangle you!"

Knowing he had no choice, the dwarf summoned all his magical skills to craft a sword that met Vítězmír's expectations. After several days of relentless effort, he presented the sword to the prince.

"Good. I shall test it immediately to ascertain its worthiness," Vítězmír proclaimed. He swung the sword above his head and struck it against the anvil, but to his disappointment, the blade broke. Furious, he threw the broken pieces at the dwarf's feet. "Do you dare to give me such a feeble piece? Forge me another sword, and it must be superior. Otherwise, I will strangle you!"

With fear coursing through his veins, the dwarf set to work once more. He poured all his skill and magic into forging a sword that surpassed the previous one. Finally, he presented it to Vítězmír.

"Good. I shall test it to determine if it suits me," Vítězmír declared. He swung the sword with full force, but once again, the blade shattered into fragments.

"You dare to offer me such a flimsy piece once more!" Vítězmír exclaimed angrily. He seized the broken pieces and cast them at the dwarf's feet. "If you fail to forge me a better sword, I will strangle you!"

Trembling with fear, the dwarf stammered, "Vítězmír, Vítězmír, it is futile. I cannot forge a better sword. However, I can share with you a secret. Deep in the heart of the forest stands a thousand-year-old oak tree, in which the renowned sword of the king of all wizards is embedded up to its hilt. If you possess the strength to draw that sword, you will wield the best blade in the world."

"Lead me to that oak," Vítězmír commanded resolutely.

And so, they embarked on their journey, traversing treacherous ravines and rugged terrain, pushing through dense thickets until they reached the towering oak tree. In the ancient oak, the sword of the legendary wizard was firmly lodged. With his mighty right hand, Vítězmír grasped the handle and effortlessly pulled it from the tree, a testament to his immense strength.

Returning home, Vítězmír tested the sword, striking the anvil with a single blow, splitting it in two. Yet, the sword remained unscathed.

"Now, I possess the sword I desired!" Vítězmír exclaimed triumphantly. "Tomorrow, I shall venture into the world and accomplish heroic deeds!"

"Go forth, Vítězmír!" the dwarf replied. "And I shall offer you advice for your first grand quest, one that will earn you great renown."

"Speak, then, dwarf," said Vítězmír.

"If you travel along the river for two days, you shall come upon the underground lair of an enormous dragon that guards a vast treasure. Within lies a ring imbued with the power to grant invulnerability and a helmet that renders its wearer invisible. However, the only way to access the treasure is by slaying the fearsome dragon. With your newfound sword, you may have a chance, if you are not afraid!"

"Fear? What is that?" Vítězmír questioned, his brave spirit unwavering.

Little did Vítězmír know, the old wizard and the dwarf harbored malicious intentions, confident that the dragon would devour him the moment he neared its lair. Undeterred, the following day, Vítězmír set forth on his grand adventure. He walked along the river's edge, his heart brimming with cheerfulness, occasionally breaking into song or playing a lively tune on his forest horn for amusement.

Finally, after days of unwavering determination, he arrived at the lair of the underground dragon, marked by the remnants of past victims strewn about. The dragon slumbered within its den, oblivious to the approaching threat. Vítězmír settled himself near the lair and patiently waited.

As time passed, a magnificent bird descended and perched upon a nearby tree, filling the air with its melodious song. Enthralled by the bird's music, Vítězmír sought to imitate its enchanting melody. He fashioned a whistle from reeds but found it unsatisfactory, discarding it in frustration. Turning to his trusted horn, he played his favorite tune with a resounding blast.

The sound reverberated through the air, reaching the ears of the slumbering dragon below. Stirred from its rest, the mighty creature emerged, sniffing the air for the scent of a human presence. Gradually, it appeared, its fiery eyes filled with anger.

"I was merely seeking a drink, but it seems I have stumbled upon a delectable morsel!" the dragon growled, preparing to pounce upon Vítězmír.

However, with unparalleled swiftness and unwavering determination, Vítězmír approached the dragon, his sword gleaming in the sunlight. In one swift motion, he thrust his blade into the dragon's heart, causing the colossal beast to collapse in defeat. The dragon's blood splattered onto Vítězmír's hand, and in a moment of instinct, he licked the crimson liquid. A surge of understanding coursed through him, allowing him to comprehend the language of all creatures.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
FAIRIES AND
WHCH

THE SUPERNATURAL IN CZECH TALES

Karel Weinfurter
Translated By Kytka Hilmarovd





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png
'((((W

0"






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





