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'PAZORRHUS'

	 

	I AM no folklorist; I have merely dabbled in folklore as a branch of the great Egyptian Question, which includes also intricate problems of philology, ethnology, craniology, archæology, history, music, and what not besides. But for twenty years I have been trying to interest folklorists in Gypsy folk-tales. Vainly so far; and during those twenty years there have died Dr. Paspati, Dr. Barbu Constantinescu, Dr. Franz von Miklosich, Dr. Isidore Kopernicki, M. Paul Bataillard, and John Roberts, the Welsh-Gypsy harper: with them much has perished that folklorists should not have willingly let go. Meanwhile, however, a Rómani Grimm has arisen in Mr. John Sampson, the librarian of University College, Liverpool. With unparalleled generosity he has placed his collections at my free disposal--I trust I have not made too lavish use of them,--and has read, moreover, every page of the proofs of this volume, enriching it from the depths of his knowledge of 'matters of Egypt.' Another, a very old friend, to whom my debt is great, is the Rev. Thomas Davidson, author of the admirable folklore articles in Chambers's Encyclopædia; he has lent me scores of scarce works from his unrivalled folklore library. Others to whom I owe acknowledgments are: Mr. Tom Taylor, Mr. W. R. S. Ralston, Mr. W. A. Clouston, Dr. Hyde Clarke, Professor Bensly (all five also dead), Mrs. Gomme, Mr. H. Browne of Bucharest, Mr. Robert Burns, Lord Archibald Campbell, Mr. Archibald Constable, Mr. H. T. Crofton, Professor Dobschütz of Jena, Mr. Fitzedward Hall, Dean Kitchin, Mr. William Larminie, Mr. David MacRitchie, M. Omont of the Bibliothèque Nationale, Dr. David Patrick, Dr. Fearon Ranking, Mr. Rufus B. Richardson of Athens, Professor Sayce, and Dr. Rudolf von Sowa of Brünn. And, finally, I would thank in advance whoever may send me corrections, additions, or suggestions on the subject of Gypsy folk-tales.

	FRANCIS HINDES GROOME.

	137 WARRENDER PARK ROAD,
    EDINBURGH.
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Publishers Note


	 

	In FHG’s original work are fifty-eight introductory chapters giving a detailed background and history of the Gypsy peoples from around the world. 

	As our objective was to produce a volume of Gypsy folk tales, which would be just that, we have elected to include only three of those introductory chapters as background information. 

	Also, the original work contained seventy-six Gypsy folk stories. In order to keep the work to a more manageable and affordable size, we have elected to spilt the original volume into two volumes, each containing thirty-six stories.

	John Halsted

	Abela Publishing

	A
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Introduction

	Distribution of Gypsies.

	 

	No race is more widely scattered over the earth's surface than the Gypsies; the very Jews are less ubiquitous. Go where one will in Europe, one comes upon Gypsies everywhere--from Finland to Sicily, from the shores of the Bosporus to the Atlantic seaboard. Something under a million is their probable number in Europe; of these Hungary claims 275,000, Roumania 200,000, Servia (Serbia) 38,000, and Bulgaria 52,000. How many Gypsies there are in Great Britain I have not the vaguest notion, for there are no statistics of the slightest value to go by.1  But I have never lived for any length of time in any place--and I have stayed in most parts of both England and Scotland--without lighting sooner or later on nomadic or house-dwelling Gypsies. London and all round London, the whole Thames valley as high at least as Oxford, the Black Country, Bristol, Manchester, Liverpool, and Yarmouth, it is here I should chiefly look for settled Gypsies. Whilst from study of parish registers, local histories, and suchlike, and from my own knowledge, I doubt if there is the parish between Land's End and John o’ Groats where Gypsies have not pitched their camp some time or other in the course of the last four centuries.

	Asia has untold thousands of these wanderers, in Anatolia, Syria, Armenia, Persia, Turkestan, and Siberia, perhaps also India and China; so, too, has Africa, in Egypt, Algeria, Darfûr, and Kordofan. We find them in both the Americas, from Pictou in Canada to Rio in Brazil; nor are New Zealand and Australia without at least their isolated bands.

	To-day at any rate the sedentary Gypsies must greatly outnumber the nomadic: in Hungary only 9000, or less than one-thirtieth of the entire number, are returned as 'constantly on the move.' Still the race has always been largely a migratory race; its wide distribution is due to bygone migrations. Of these the most important known to us is that of the first half of the fifteenth century, whose movements have been so lovingly and laboriously traced by the late M. Paul Bataillard in his Dè l’Apparition et de la Dispersion des Bohémiens en Europe (1844), Nouvelles Recherches (1849), and 'Immigration of the Gypsies into Western Europe in the Fifteenth Century' (Gypsy Lore Journal, April 1889 to January 1890, for pages).

	 

	Story-Telling a living Gypsy art.

	A tree can never be quite dead as long as it puts forth shoots; I fancy the very latest shoot in the whole Yggdrasil of European folk-tales is the episode in 'The Tinker and his Wife', where the tinker buys a barrel of beer, and says, 'Now, my wench, you make the biggest penny out of it as ever you can,' and she goes and sells the whole barrel to a packman for one of the old big pennies. That episode cannot be earlier than the introduction of the new bronze coinage in 1861; it looks as though it must itself be a recent coinage of Cornelius Price, or of Nebuchanēzar, his uncle. But, there, I have known a Gypsy girl dash off what was almost a folk-tale impromptu. She had been to a pic-nic in a four-in-hand, with 'a lot o’ real tip-top gentry'; and 'Reía,' she said to me afterwards, 'I'll tell you the comicalest thing as ever was. We’d pulled up, to put the brake on and there was a púro hotchiwítchi (old hedgehog) come and looked at us through the hedge, looked at me hard. I could see he 'd his eye upon me. And home he'd go, that old hedgehog, to his wife, and "Missus," he'd say, "what d’ ye think? I seen a little Gypsy gal just now in a coach and four bosses"; and "Dábla!" she 'd say, "sawkúmni ’as vardé kenáw"' (Bless us! every one now keeps a carriage).

	 

	Theory.

	To recapitulate, my theory, then, is this:--The Gypsies quitted India at an unknown date, probably taking with them some scores of Indian folk-tales, as they certainly took with them many hundreds of Indian words. By way of Persia and Armenia, they arrived in the Greek-speaking Balkan Peninsula, and tarried there for several centuries, probably disseminating their Indian folk-tales, and themselves picking up Greek folk-tales, as they certainly gave Greek the Rómani word bakht, 'fortune,' and borrowed from it paramísi, 'story,' and about a hundred more terms. From the Balkan Peninsula they have spread since 1417, or possibly earlier, to Siberia, Norway, Scotland, Wales, Spain, Brazil, and the countries between, everywhere probably disseminating the folk-tales they started with and those they picked up by the way, and everywhere probably adding to their store. Thus, I take it, they picked up the complete Rhampsinitus story in the Balkan Peninsula, and carried it thence to Roumania and Scotland; in Scotland, if John MacDonald was any sort of a Gypsy, they seem to have picked up 'Osean after the Feen.'

	It is not so smooth and rounded a theory as I hoped to be able to present to folklorists, or as I might easily have made it by suppressing a little here and filling out somewhat there. But at least I have pointed out a few fresh parallels; I have, thanks to Mr. Sampson's generosity, enriched our stock, not of English folk-tales, but of folk-tales collected in England and Wales; and I have, I hope, stimulated a measure of curiosity in the strange, likeable, uncanny race, whom 'Hans Breitmann' has happily designated 'the Colporteurs of Folklore.' I let my little theory go reluctantly, but invite the fullest argument and discussion. There is nothing like argument. I was once at a meeting of a Learned Society, where a friend of mine read a most admirable paper. Then uprose another member of that Learned Society, and challenged his every contention. In a rich, sonorous voice he thus began: 'Max Müller has said (and I agree with Max Müller), that Sanskrit in dying left twins--Chinese and Semitic.'

	F.H.G.




	




	CHAPTER I

	TURKISH GYPSY STORIES

	 

	No. 1.- The Dead Man's Gratitude

	 

	A KING had three sons. He gave the youngest a hundred thousand piastres; he gave the same to the eldest son and to the middle one. The youngest arose, he took the road; wherever he found poor folk he gave money; here, there, he gave it away; he spent the money. His eldest brother went, had ships built to make money. And the middle one went, had shops built. They came to their father.

	'What have you done, my son?'

	'I have built ships.'

	To the youngest, 'You, what have you done?'

	'I? every poor man I found, I gave him money; and for poor girls I paid the cost of their marriage.'

	The king said, 'My youngest son will care well for the poor. Take another hundred thousand piastres.'

	The lad departed. Here, there, he spent his money; twelve piastres remained to him. Some bandits dug up a corpse and beat it.

	'What do you want of him, that you are beating him?'

	'Twelve piastres we want of him.'

	'I'll give you them if you will let him be.'

	He gave the money, they let the dead man be. He arose and departed. As the lad goes the dead man followed him. 'Where go you?' the dead man asked.

	'I am going for a walk.'

	'I'll come too; we'll go together; we will be partners.'

	'So be it.'

	'Come, I will bring you to a certain place.'

	He took and brought him to a village. There was a girl, takes a husband, lies with him; by dawn next day the husbands are dead.

	'I will hide you somewhere; I will get you a girl; but we shall always be partners.'

	He found the girl (a dragon came out of her mouth).

	'And this night when you go to bed, I too will lie there.'

	He took his sword, he went near them. The lad said, 'That will never do. If you want her, do you take the girl.'

	'Are we not partners? You, do you sleep with her; I also, I will sleep here.'

	At midnight he sees the girl open her mouth; the dragon came forth; he drew his sword; he cut off its three heads; he put the heads in his bosom; he lay down; he fell asleep. Next morning the girl arose, and sees the man her husband living by her side. They told the girl's father. 'To-day your daughter has seen dawn break with her husband.'

	'That will be the son-in-law,' said the father.

	The lad took the girl; he is going to his father.

	'Come,' said the dead man, 'let's divide the money.' They fell to dividing it.

	'We have divided the money; let us also divide your wife.'

	The lad said, 'How divide her? If you want her, take her.'

	'I won't take her; we'll divide.'

	'How divide?' said the lad.

	[image: 01 - The dead man's gratitude page 13]

	Out of her mouth fell a dragon

	The dead man said, 'I, I will divide.'

	The dead man seized her; he bound her knees. 'Do you catch hold of one foot, I'll take the other.'

	He raised his sword to strike the girl. In her fright the girl opened her mouth, and cried, and out of her mouth fell a dragon. The dead man said to the lad, 'I am not for a wife, I am not for any money. These dragon's heads are what devoured the men. Take her; the girl shall be yours, the money shall be yours. You did me a kindness; I also have done you one.'

	'What kindness did I do you?' asked the lad.

	'You took me from the hands of the bandits.'

	The dead man departed to his place, and the lad took his wife, went to his father.

	



	


No. 2.- Baldpate


	In the old days there was a man who built a galleon; he manned her; he would go from the White Sea to the Black Sea. He landed at a village to take in water; there he saw four or five boys playing. One of them was bald. He called him. 'Where's the water?' he asked. Baldpate showed him; he took in water.

	'Wilt thou come with me?'

	'I will, but I've a mother.'

	'Let's go to your mother.' They went to her.

	'Will you give me this boy?'

	'I will.'

	The captain paid a month's wages; he took the lad. They weighed anchor; they came to a large village; they landed to take in water.

	The king's son went out for a walk, and he sees a dervish2 with a girl's portrait for sale. The king's son bought it; it was very lovely. The girl's father had been working at it for seven years. The king's son set it on the fountain, thinking, Some one of those who come to drink the water will say, 'I've seen that girl.' The captain came ashore; he took in water; he lifted up his eyes, and saw the portrait. 'What a beauty!' He went aboard, and said to his crew, 'There's a beauty yonder, I've never seen her like.'

	Baldpate said, 'I'm going to see.'

	Baldpate went. The moment he saw the portrait, he burst out laughing. 'It's the dervish's daughter. How do they come by her?'

	Hardly had he said it when they seized him and brought him to the palace. Baldpate lost his head the moment they seized him. But two days later they came to him: 'This girl, do you know her?'

	'Know her? why, we were brought up together. Her mother is dead; she suckled both her and me.'

	'If they bring you before the king, fear not.'

	He came before the king.

	'This girl, do you know her, my lad?'

	'I do, we grew up together.'

	'Will you bring her here?'

	'I will. Build me a gilded galleon; give me twenty musicians; let 

	me take your son with me; and let no one gainsay whatever I do. Then I will go. I shall take seven years to go and come.'

	They took their bread, their water for seven years; they set out. They went to the maiden's country. At break of day Baldpate brought the galleon near the maiden's house; the maiden's house was close to the sea. Baldpate said, 'I'll go upon deck for a turn; don't any of you show yourselves.' He went up; he paced the deck.

	The dervish's daughter arose from her sleep. The sun struck on the galleon; it struck, too, on the house. The girl went out, rubs her eyes. A man pacing up and down. She bowed forward and saw our Baldpate. She knew him: 'What wants he here?'

	'What seek you here?'

	'I've come for you, come to see you; it is so many years since I've seen you. Come aboard. Your father, where's he gone to?'

	'Don't you know that my father has been painting my portrait? He's gone to sell it; I'm expecting him these last few days.'

	'Come here, and let's have a little talk.'

	The girl went to dress. Baldpate went to his crew. Hide yourselves; don't let a soul be seen; but the moment I get her into the cabin, do you cut the ropes; I shall be talking with her.'

	 

	[image: 02 - Baldplate page 17]

	Three Birds perched on the galleon

	She came into the cabin; they seated themselves; they talk; the galleon gets under way. He privily brought in the king's son.

	'Who is this?' said the girl. 'I am off.'

	'Are you daft, my sister? Let's have some sweetmeats.' He gave her some; they intoxicated the girl.

	'A little music to play to you,' said Baldpate.

	He went, brought the musicians; they began to play. The girl said, 'I'm up, I'm off; my father's coming.'

	'Sit down a bit, and let them play to you.' They play their music; she hears not the departure of the galleon.

	'I'm off,' said the girl to Baldpate.

	She went on deck and saw where her home was. 'Ah! my brother, what have you done to me?'

	'Done to you! he who sits by you is the son of the king, and I'm come to fetch you for him.'

	She wept and said, 'What shall I do? shall I fling myself into the sea?' No, she went and sat down by the king's son. Plenty of music and victuals and drink. Baldpate is sitting up aloft by himself; he is captain. They eat, they drink; he stirred not from his post.

	Two or three days remained ere they landed. At break of dawn three birds perched on the galleon; no one was near him. The birds began talking: 'O bird, O bird, what is it, O bird? The dervish's daughter eats, drinks with the son of the king; she knows not what will befall them.'

	'What will?' the other birds asked.

	'As soon as he arrives, a little boat will come to take them off. The boat will upset, and the dervish's daughter and the king's son will be drowned; and whoever hears it and tells will be turned into stone to his knees.'

	Baldpate listens; he is alone.

	Early next morning the birds came back again. They began talking together: 'O bird, O bird, what is it, O bird? The dervish's daughter and the king's son eat, drink; they know not what will befall them. As soon as they land, as soon as they enter the gate, the gate will tumble down, it will crush them and kill them; and whoever hears it and tells will be turned into stone to the back.'

	Day broke; the birds came back. 'O bird, O bird, what is it, O bird? The dervish's daughter eats, drinks; she knows not what will befall her.'

	'What will?' the other birds asked.

	'The marriage night a seven-headed dragon will come forth, and 

	he will devour the king's son and the dervish's daughter; and whoever hears it and tells them will be turned into stone to the head.'

	Baldpate says, all to himself, 'I shan't let any boats come.' He arose; he came opposite the palace; some boats came to take off the maiden.

	'I want no boats.' Instead he spread his sails. The galleon backed, the galleon went ahead. One and all looked: 'Why, he will strand the galleon!'

	'Let him be,' said the king, 'let him strand her.'

	He stranded the galleon.

	Baldpate said to the king, 'When I started to fetch this girl, did I not tell you you must let me do as I would? No one must interfere.'

	He took the girl and the prince; he came to the gate. 'Pull it down.'

	'Pull it down, why?' they asked.

	'Did I not tell you no one must interfere?'

	They set to and pulled it down. They went up, sat down, ate, drank, laugh, and talk.
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