[image: image1.png]EAC"_ A
Education, Audiovisual & Culture
Executive Agency



[image: image2.png]Education

and

Training
S




[image: image3.png]Z

Education and Culture DG
Lifelong Learning Programme




This project has been carried out with the support of the European Community and the Life Long Learning Programme. The content of this project does not necessarily reflect the position of the European Community, nor does it involve any responsibility on the part of the European Community.

[image: image1.png]

My Poor Child Vasilis
Cyprus
Once upon a time there was a farmer called Vasilis.  He was living in a small cottage, with his wife and their little daughter. Their cottage was in the middle of a farm, next to the well.

The farmer was taking care of his plants all day long and his wife was cooking, washing, and taking care of their little daughter. When he looked at his wife and daughter, he felt very proud of them. 
One day, while his wife was combing her daughter’s hair, she noticed the tall grapevine hanging over the well. She thought this was very dangerous and started crying with sobs. Her little daughter, who was six years old, asked her: “Why are you crying mummy?” And her mother answered: “Oh my daughter, if you get married, and if you have a son, and if your son is called Vasilis, and if Vasilis climbs on the grapevine to get grapes, and if he falls down into the well, and if he drowns, then what shall we do? Oh, my poor poor child Vasilis!” Hearing this, the little girl also started crying: “Oh, my poor poor child Vasilis!” And they were both quite upset.
The farmer heard their crying and quickly run home to them, leaving his work at once. He was very worried when he arrived home. He ran around the house and found his wife and daughter crying by the well and saying: “Oh, my poor poor child Vasilis! Oh, my poor poor child Vasilis!”
- Why are you crying? He asked them.

- Vasilis, look at the grapevine, his wife said. If our daughter gets married, and if she has a son, and if her son is called Vasilis, and if Vasilis climbs on the grapevine to get grapes, and if he falls down into the well, and if he drowns, then what shall we do? Oh, my poor poor child Vasilis! Oh, my poor poor child Vasilis!
The farmer could not understand how they could be crying over this. He thought they were being very strange. Finally, he said:
- I will go on a journey. If I meet any people who act even more strange than you two, then I will come back. If I don’t, I will never return! 
He traveled around the world, looking for other strange people. He walked and walked. He traveled to the east and he traveled to the west. He met a lot of people and saw a lot of places. He traveled for many years. One day, he arrived at a village. There, he saw a lot of people running up and down, asking for help. In the middle of the village square there was a young boy. The boy had put his hands in a large jug filled with walnuts. His hands glided easily into the jug when they were empty, but now he couldn’t pull his hands out because he didn’t want to leave the walnuts he was holding!

The priest came by and started praying for the evil to go away. After that, the butcher came with a knife and was getting ready to cut off the little child’s hands. The midwife arrived in a hurry, bringing oil with her to make the hands more slippery. The mayor said they should break the jug. And all of them were crying and shouting and the little boy was crying the most, especially after seeing the knife in the butcher’s hand.

The farmer looked at them and whispered: “There are indeed people who are stranger than my wife and daughter.” Then he went to the little boy and talked sweetly to him. When the boy stopped crying, he whispered to him: “Let go of the walnuts. Let them go and your hands will be free.” That was all! The little boy left the walnuts and his hands came out of the jag. The village people thought this was a miracle. They wanted to thank the farmer and told him to marry one of the village girls and stay in the village for ever. But the farmer decided to return to his wife and daughter. He understood now that all people are strange, one way or another.

When he returned, he found that his daughter was all grown up and very very pretty. She would soon get married. He trimmed the grapevine, so that its branches did not hang over the well. His wife and daughter were glad. And they lived happily ever after.
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