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JOHN AND THE AXE
Greece

Once upon a time there was a woman who had a daughter. When it was time for the girl to get married, her mother found a good young boy for her daughter and they got engaged. One night, while they were having dinner, they ran out of wine. 

- Come on daughter, go and get some wine for your future husband, said mother. 
The girl willingly went down to the cellar to get some wine from the barrel. As she leaned over the barrel, she noticed that the axe was hanging over it.

- Poor me! the girl started crying. I’m going to get married, I’m going to have a son, I’m going to call him John, he will come to take some wine out of the barrel, the axe will fall on him, and it will kill him. What a strike of bad luck! My little John, my boy, I’m losing you…
As she was late for dinner, her mother got tired of waiting for her and went down to the cellar, too. There, she saw her daughter crying, then she saw the axe and she also burst into tears.
- Oh, my little grandson John, I’m losing you! She cried…
Her son in law was waiting for them at the table but the two women would not come.

- I should go and see what has happened to them, he said and went down to the cellar, too. 
There he found them crying for the yet unborn John. 
- You are the silliest women I have ever seen, he shouted full of anger. I am going to leave for a foreign country. If I find someone who is more stupid than you, he told his fiancée, I will come back and marry you. But if I don’t find one, don’t wait for me. 
So he said and so he did. The next day he took his saddle bag and left for a foreign country. He reached a village. It was Sunday morning and he saw a lot of people outside the church of that village. 

- Why are you standing here? he asked them.
- Well, stranger, a great misfortune has hit us! The wedding ceremony has started but the bride is too tall to get into the church through the low church door. The young man laughed.
- What will you give me if I take the bride into the church?
- Can you do this?

- Yes, I can.
- Then we will give you a thousand gold coins and all our diamonds, the bride’s father said.

As soon as they agreed, the young man went behind the bride and hit her on the head

“Oh”, said she and bent her body because of the pain. Then the young man pushed her and she got into the church through the low door. So he took the gold coins and the diamonds and left, being very happy because he had found people more stupid than his fiancée.
After he had gone a long way, he got to another village. It was night when he reached the center of the village. There he saw people gathered around a well.
- What is the matter? He asked.

- A great misfortune has hit us.
- What kind of misfortune?
- Well, the moon has fallen into the well and now we are trying to get it out, said one of the villagers and prepared a big hook to fish the moon out.
“There are indeed sillier people than my fiancée,” thought the young man and went to the next village. 
There he met a woman dragging a cow tied to a rope and the young man, curious as he was, asked her:
- Auntie, where are you taking the cow?
- I’m taking her to graze.
- Then, why are you dragging her by force? Doesn’t she want to?
- Well, she does, but she is too bored to get on the stairs.
- What stairs?
- There are some weeds on the roof of my house. I want to take the cow on the roof to eat it. She will satisfy her hunger and I will get rid of the weeds, said the woman.

When the young man heard this explanation, he realized that the world is full of stupid people and he hurried back to his village to marry his fiancée. “After all, there are sillier people than her”, he used to say to console himself.

Source: “Tales of Thessaly”(1977), (ed.) Maroula Kliafa, Kedros, p.199-201.
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