CooR, Little Pot, Cook!

In a village there lived a poor widow with her daughter. The roof of their
little cottage was falling down and they patched up the holes with whatever
they could find. In the summer, both women gathered strawberries 1n the
forest; 1n the autumn ears of wheat 1n the fields; in the winter wood 1n the
forest and also took care of several hens. The daughter went to town to sell
the eggs so that they could at least have some money.

One time when the mother got sick, the daughter had to go mnto the woods
for strawberries alone. For lunch she wrapped up a piece of dark bread to
take with her. Around noon she was tired and hungry, so she sat by a spring
and unwrapped her food. But just as she began to eat, an old woman 1n

a dress with an old pot 1in her hand appeared.

“Oh, dear girl, I'm hungry! I haven’t eaten anything at all since yesterday

morning ... could you give me a piece of bread?”




PBrnecku, vav!

V jedné vesnici zila chuda vdova s dcerou. Strecha jejich
malé chalupy se rozpadala a diry zaplatovaly, ¢im se dalo.
V 1été obé zeny sbiraly v lese jahody, na podzim na polich
klasky, v zimé drivi v lese, staraly se o nékolik slepic.
Dcera chodila prodavat do mésta vejce, aby mély aspon

né¢jaké penize.

Jednou matka onemocnéla a divka musela jit do lesa na
jahody sama. K obédu s1 s sebou zabalila kousek tmavého
chleba. Kolem poledne byla unavena a hladova, uvelebila
se tedy u studanky a rozbalila s1jidlo. Ale sotva zacala
Jist, objevila se starenka ve vetchych Satech a starym

hrnec¢kem v ruce.

»Ach, dévcatko, to jsem hladova! Od vcerejsiho rana jsem

vibec nic nejedla... Nedala bys mi kousek chleba?“




“Of course, you can have the whole slice 1f you want. I’ll eat at home,
it’s nearby. I hope the bread 1sn’t be too hard for you?”

The old woman thanked the girl and as a reward for her kindness gave her

the pot and explained:

“T'his 1s not an ordinary pot. When you put it on the table at home and say
‘Cook, Little Pot, cook’, It starts cooking porridge for you; as much as you
want. When you think 1t’s enough, just call out ‘Stop, Little Pot, stop,” and

the pot will immediately stop cooking.”

Before the girl had got over the surprise, the old woman had disappeared,;

who knows where.

At home she told her Mother about meeting the extraordmary old woman.
They decided to try out the pot straight away. They put the pot on the table
and the girl called out “Cook, Little Pot, cook!” They waited anxiously to see
what would happen. And indeed, it began to bubble from the bottom. There
was more and more and 1n no time the pot was full of tasty porridge, which
smelled great. So the girl said, “Stop, Little Pot, stop!” And the pot stopped.
The Mother and daughter started to tuck n.

After the meal, the girl went to town to sell eggs. But this time 1t wasn’t easy

and she had to wait until the evening for a good customer.

Back at home her Mother couldn’t wait for her any longer. She was hungry
and fancied some porridge. So she put the old pot on the table and said,
“Cook, little pot, cook!” And the pot started cooking.

“Wait a minute, I'll get a bowl and a spoon,” she muttered on her way to the
pantry. When she returned, at the door to the kitchen her eyes widened.
The pornidge had overflowed the top of the pot onto the table, from the table
onto the bench, and from the bench onto the floor.
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LJisté, babicko, mtzete s1 ho vzit treba cely. Ja se najim doma, vzdyt
to mam blizko. Jenom jesth ten chleba pro vas nebude moc tvrdy?*

Starenka divce podékovala a jako odménu za jeji

dobrosrdecnost ji darovala hrnecek a vysvéthla ji:

,» 10 neni ledajaky hrnecek. Kdyz ho doma postavis na sttl
a reknes: ,Hrnecku, var!‘, navari t1 kase, kolik budes chtit.
A7z budes myslet, ze t1 kase staci, zavolas jen: ,Hrnecku, dost!‘

a hrnecek hned prestane varit.*

Nez se divenka vzpamatovala, babicka zmizela
buhvikam.

Doma mamince vylicila setkani se zvlastni starenkou.
Rozhodly se, ze hrnecek hned vyzkouseji. Postavily hrnek na
stal a divka zavolala: ,Hrnecku, var!“ a napjaté cekaly, co se
bude dit. A opravdu! Ode dna to zacalo bublat, kase bylo vic
a vic a hrnecek byl plny vyborné vonavé kase cobydup. Tak
dévce prikazalo: ,Hrnecku, dost!“ a hrnecek prestal varit.
Matka a dcera se s chuti pustily do jidla.

Po jidle se divka vypravila do mésta prodavat vejce. Tentokrat se

ji nedarilo, musela proto na dobrého kupce ¢ekat az do vecera.

Matka se ji nemohla doma dockat. Dostala také hlad a chut na
kasi. Postavila tedy stary hrnek na stal a porucila: ,,Hrnecku,

var!“ a hrnecek varil.

»Pockej chvilku, dojdu s1 pro misku a lzic1,“ zamumlala na
cesté do spize. Kdyz se vracela, na prahu kuchyné vytrestila
oCl1. Kase se z hrnecku valila na stal, ze stolu na lavicr a z lavice

na podlahu.
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The astonished mother couldn’t remember quickly how to stop the pot.

She leapt forward and covered 1t with a bowl. However, this did not stop the
flow of porridge. The dish fell to the ground, shattered and more and more
porridge flowed, like a flood. From the kitchen 1t spread, ever increasing,

to the hall. The mother ran to hide 1n the attic and then on the roof, and
lamented about the false gift her daughter had brought home. The porridge
bubbled and gushed more and more, leaking through the windows and
doors and onto the path as far as the village square.

Who knows how things might have turned out 1if the daughter hadn’t
returned at that moment from the city and quickly called out
“Stop, Little Pot, stop!”

At the village there remained such a mound of porridge that farmers

returning home 1 the evening from the field had to munch through 1t all.



Z.askocena matka s1 rychle nemohla vzpomenout jak hrnecek
zastavit. Priskocila k nému a prikryla ho miskou. Tim vsak
proudy kase nezastavila. Miska spadla na zem, rozbila se a kase
se hrnula dal a dal jako povoden. Z kuchyné se roztékala do
predsiné a porad ji pribyvalo. Matka se utekla schovat na ptdu
a potom na stiechu a lamentovala, co dcera prinesla domi za
vypeceny darek. Kase bublala a valila se porad dal, vytékala

okny 1 dvermi na pésinu a az na naves.

Kdo vi, jak by vS§echno dopadlo, kdyby se v tu chvili nevracela
dcera z mésta a rychle nezavolala:
,Hrnecku, dost!*

Na navsi zustal takovy kopec kase, ze sedlaci vracejici se vecer

z pole domt se museli tou kasi prokousat!
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