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	The hawk alighted on the floor and was instantly transformed into a handsome youth.


	He came to a plain whereon a numerous army, with weapons broken and scattered, lay dead and dying.


	A multitude of tents, from the finest of which the lovely Maria Morevna came forth.


	Koschei put his horse to a gallop and easily overtook Tsarevich Alexis.


	They sighted something afloat on the sea-ocean.


	The hut of the old Baba Yaga, turning round on hens’ legs.


	When the sun was setting, a bird woke him by pecking at his sleeve.


	Baba Yaga in her mortar, driving with a pestle.


	He took her on the saddle and rode off at full speed.
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[image: ]any years ago, far behind the blue sea-ocean, beyond the void places, in a city set in the midst of pleasant meads, there lived a Tsarevich whose name was Alexis, and he had three sisters: Tsarevna Anna, Tsarevna Olga and Tsarevna Helena. Their mother had long been dead; and when it came the father’s time to die, he called the Tsarevich to him and put the three sisters in his care.


“Heed thou, my dear son, my counsel and command,” he said. “Keep not thy sisters overlong with thee, nor delay their marriage, but whoever may be first to ask the hand of either of them, to that one, if she consent, give her to be wed.”


So the father died and was buried, and the Tsarevich and his sisters sorrowed, as was right, until time had dulled their grief. Before the Palace there was a fenced garden, where, in the cool of the day, they used to walk together; and often, as they walked, the Tsarevnas would recall their father’s words and would say one to another: “I wonder which will be the first to be wed and what manner of lover will come wooing her.”


One day as they strolled under the green trees, plucking red poppies, a great cloud, black as ink and shaped like a hawk, suddenly rose in the sky. “Let us hasten indoors, little sisters,” said Tsarevich Alexis, “for a dreadful storm is about to break.” They quickened their steps, and just as they entered the Palace, a crash of thunder sounded, the roof split in two and a bright hawk came flying in. It alighted on the floor and was instantly transformed into a handsome youth.
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