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Vyznamny Cesky skladatel, varhanik, klavirista a pedagog Petr
Eben (1929-2007) studoval na prazské AMU nejprve klavir

a od roku 1950 kompozici u Pavla Borkovce. V letech 1955-1990
pUsobil na katedfe hudebni védy Filozofické fakulty Univerzity
Karlovy v Praze a po roce 1989 vyuc€oval i na Katedre skladby
Hudebni akademie muzickych uméni v Praze (1990-1994). Pro
pedagogické ucely vytvoril fadu uc¢ebnic a metodickych mate-
riald a spolec¢né se skladateli lljou Hurnikem, Pavlem Jurkovi-
¢em a dal$imi spolupracovniky upravil pro ¢eské prostredi Or-
ffovu metodu neboli Schulwerk, vydanou ve ¢tyfech svazcich
jako Ceska Orffova $kola. V zahranii mnohokrat vystoupil jako
varhanik, v letech 1978-1979 byl profesorem skladby na Royal
Northern College of Music v Manchesteru. Jeho rozsahlé skla-

bé, ale zasahuje do mnoha dal$ich oborC (opera, balet, komorni

a orchestralni hudba). Za svoji ¢innost obdrzel celou fadu oce-
néni, mj. v roce 1991 vyznamenani francouzského ministra kul-
tury Chevalier des Arts et des Letters (Rytif uméni a literatury)
a v roce 2002 medaili Za zasluhy, udélenou prezidentem Vacla-
vem Havlem.

Rozsahlou ¢ast Ebenova dila pfedstavuje tvorba pro déti. Patr-
né nejznaméjsim takovym pocinem je cyklus pisni¢ek Elce pel-
ce kotrmelce na texty Véaclava FiSera. Vznikl v letech 1969-1970,
poprve vysel v roce 1973 v Supraphonu a kromé gramofonové
desky s celkem padesati tfemi pisni¢kami na veselé, jednodu-
ché FiSerovy texty v podani détského sboru Severacek vydani
obsahovalo ,knizku fikadel a obrazkd, zpévnicek a cvicebnic¢ek®.
llustrace fikadel byly dilem Josefa PaleCka a pfipojeny ,,cvi¢eb-
nicek” prinasel ke kazdé pisni¢ce namét ke cviceni, rozepsané
pohyby a také vysvétleni, jaka ¢ast téla se ma procvicit. Kom-
plexni pojeti tak vybizelo déti ke hre, pfi které mohly zpivat i cvi-
¢it. Pro toto vydani navic vznikl jesté mluveny text, na nahravce
v podani skladatelova syna Marka Ebena, jenz pisni¢ky propojuje
v jeden celek. Jednohlasé, veselé Ebenovy pisni¢ky pro malé
déti se staly oblibenym materidlem v matefskych Skolach i pfFi-
pravkach détskych sbord.

Sarka Zahradkova




Distinguished Czech composer, organist, pianist and peda-
gogue Petr Eben (1929-2007) first studied piano at the Acad-
emy of Performing Arts in Prague and then studied composi-
tion from 1950 with Pavel Borkovec. In the years 1955-1990, he
worked at the Department of Musicology at the Faculty of Arts
at Charles University in Prague, and after 1989 also taught at
the Department of Composition at the Faculty of Music at the
Academy of Performing Arts in Prague (1990-1994). He wrote
a number of textbooks and methodical materials for teach-
ing purposes and, along with the composers llja Hurnik, Pavel
Jurkovi¢ and other collaborators, adapted the Orff-Schulwerk
method for the Czech environment, published in four volumes
as the Czech Orff School. He performed abroad as an organ-
ist many times, and in 1978-1979 held the position of professor
of composition at the Royal Northern College of Music in Man-

chester. His extensive compositional work is centred primar-

ily in vocal and organ music, though it also extends into many
other fields (opera, ballet, chamber and orchestral music). He
received a number of awards for his work, including the decora-
tion of the French Minister of Culture “Chevalier de I’Ordre des
Arts et des Lettres” in 1991 and the Medal of Merit awarded by
President Vaclav Havel in 2002.

Works for children represented an extensive part of Eben’s
work. The best-known of these works is probably the cycle of
songs Elce pelce kotrmelce to lyrics by Vaclav Fischer. It was
written in 19969-1970 and was first published in 1973 by Supra-
phon. In addition to a gramophone record with a total of fifty-
three songs to Fischer’s cheerful, simple texts performed by the
children’s choir Severacek, the edition also contained “a book
of nursery rhymes and pictures, a songbook and a pamphlet

of exercises”. The illustrations for the nursery rhymes were the
work of Josef Pale¢ek, and the enclosed “pamphlet of exercis-
es” offered suggestions for exercises accompanying each song,
specific movements and an explanation of which part of the
body was to be exercised. This sophisticated concept thereby
encouraged children to play while also singing and exercising
at the same time. Spoken text which joins the songs together in
a single piece was also produced on the recording for this edi-
tion by the composer’s son Marek Eben. Eben’s cheerful single-
voice songs for young children have become popular in nursery
schools and for children’s choirs.

Sarka Zahradkova




Détsky sbor Brno

Détsky sbor Brno vznikl v roce 2004. Poslanim télesa je vychova
déti k lasce a ucté k hudbg, poznavani jeji krasy a hloubky. Déti,
které zpivaji v tomto télese, pravidelné ucinkuji v pfedstave-
nich Narodniho divadla v Brné a podileji se na jeho projektech.
Nejcastéji je mlZete slySet v operni inscenaci Carmen George
Bizeta, v Pfihodach lisky Bystrousky LeoSe Janacka, ve Hrach

o Marii Bohuslava Martind, mezi daldi nastudované opery patfi
Cert a K4éa, Ferda Mravenec a v neposledni fadé i détska opera
Kocour v botach pod dirigentskou taktovkou sbormistryné Va-
lerie Matasové. Nejnoveéjsimi inscenacemi, v nichz Détsky sbor
Brno ucinkuje, jsou opery Bohéma a Jakobin. Hlasky Détského
sboru Brno kazdoro¢né vytvareji atmosféru pfi tradiénim rozsve-
covani vano&niho stromu na namésti Svobody. Sbor také Uzce
spolupracuje s Zidovskou obci Brno a s Pamatnikem Terezin.
Détsky sbor Brno rovnéz ziskal ocenéni na soutézich sborového
zpévu. Jeden z poslednich Uspé&chl zaznamenal sbor v kvétnu
roku 2018 v belgickém Neerpeltu na 66. roéniku Evropské mezi-
narodni soutéze v kategorii détskych sbord do 15 let s povinnou
skladbou, kde ziskal zlatou medaili, a v kategorii mladeznickych
sborl do 25 let s povinnou skladbou, kde také v konkurenci své-
tovych sborl obhajil zlatou prvni pfi¢ku.

Brno Children’s Choir

Brno Children’s Choir was founded in 2004. The ensemble’s
mission is to educate children to love and respect music and
to recognise its beauty and depth. The children who sing in
this ensemble regularly perform in productions at National
Theatre Brno and take part in its projects. You can hear them
most often in Georges Bizet’s opera Carmen, Leo$ Janacek’s
The Cunning Little Vixen and Bohuslav MartinQ’s The Plays of
Mary, though they have also performed in a number of other
staged operas including The Devil and Kate, Ferdy the Ant and
the children’s opera Puss in Boots conducted by choir direc-
tor Valerie Matasova. The most recent productions in which
Brno Children’s Choir has performed are La bohéme and The
Jacobin. The voices of Brno Children’s Choir create an unfor-
gettable atmosphere every year during the traditional illumina-
tion of the Christmas tree in Namésti Svobody. The choir also
works closely with the Brno Jewish Community and the Terezin
Memorial. Brno Children’s Choir has also achieved great suc-
cess at choral singing competitions. One of the most recent
successes achieved by the choir came in Neerpelt in Belgium in
May 2018 at the 66™ European International Competition in the
category children’s choirs to the age of 15 with a compulsory
composition, in which it won a gold medal, and in the category
youth choirs to the age of 25 with a compulsory composition,
in which it defended first place in the face of competition from
choirs from around the world.




Valeria Matasova

Sbormistr

Valeria MataSova je absolventkou brnénské konzervatore v obo-
ru klavirni hra a Janac¢kovy akademie muzickych umeéni v oboru
Dirigovani sboru ve tfidé doc. Josefa Pancika. Péstovani détskeé-
ho sborového zpévu se stalo jeji Zivotni napini.

Choirmaster

Valeria Matasova is a graduate of the piano at Brno Conserva-
tory and also graduated from Janacek Academy of Performing
Arts in choral conducting in the class of doc. Josef Panc¢ik. Culti-
vating children’s choral singing has become her mission in life.

Pavel Cenék Vaculik

Recitator

Pavel Cenék Vaculik je absolventem &inoherniho herectvi na praz-
ské DAMU, kde studoval pod vedenim doc. Milana Schejbala.
Nyni pokracuje v doktorském studiu, v ramci néhoz vyucuje he-
reckou interpretaci textu v ateliéru doc. Lukase Riegera na brnén-
ské JAMU. Pravidelné spolupracuje s Ceskym rozhlasem (&etba
Katyné Pavla Kohouta, Pupik je brana do lidské duse — Emir Kustu-
rica, role Franze Kafky v rozhlasové kompozici Karla FrantiSka To-
manka Jako indidn svira boky koné). Ma za sebou fadu zajimavych
roli jako Stary Karamazov (Bratfi Karamazovi — Divadlo DISK), DU-
stojnik gestapa (Majitelé klict — NdB), Vojacek (Kocar do Vidné —
NdB), Sosie (Amfitryon — NdB), Toni (Matka — NdB), Négus (Vesela
vdova — NdB). Hostuje v roli Benvolia v inscenaci Romeo a Julie
prazského Divadla ABC a zaroven uz patym rokem pUsobi v an-
gazma ¢inohry NdB.

Narrator

Pavel Cenék Vaculik graduated in drama acting from the Acade-
my of Performing Arts in Prague (DAMU) where he studied under
the guidance of doc. Milan Schejbal. He is now continuing his
education with doctoral studies, during which he is teaching the
interpretation of text in acting at the studio of doc. Lukas Rieger
at Janacek Academy of Performing Arts in Brno (JAMU). He works
regularly with Czech Radio (readings of The Hangwoman by Pavel
Kohout and The Belly Button Is the Gateway to the Human Soul
by Emir Kusturica, the role of Franz Kafka in Karel FrantiSek To-
manek’s radio composition Like an Indian Squeezes a Horse’s
Flanks). He has played a number of interesting roles, such as Old
Karamazov (The Brothers Karamazov — DISK Theatre), Gestapo
Officer (The Owners of the Keys — National Theatre Brno), Soldier
(Carriage to Vienna — National Theatre Brno), Sosia (Amphitryon —
National Theatre Brno), Toni (The Mother — National Theatre Brno)
and Negus (The Merry Widow — National Theatre Brno). He is

a guest performer in the role of Benvolio in the production of Ro-
meo and Juliet by the ABC Theatre in Prague, and is also engaged
for the fifth year in the drama company at National Theatre Brno.

il




Petr Eben

Elce pelce kotrmelce

Hurd, déti, na vylet!

Vite co, déti, pojdme, pojedeme na vylet. Ale jak? Autobus
nemame a pésky bychom se daleko nedostali. Malickost.

Udélame si viacek.

1. Vlacek |

Jede, jede bez silnice,
nevedou ho kolejnice,
jede vlacek vlak,
malych batolat,

jede vlacek vlak,
malych batolat.

Masinka je ucitelka,
jede vpfedu, Ze je velka,
vzadu Anicka,

Ze je mali¢ka,

vzadu Anic¢ka, ze je malicka.

Jede, jede, nema kola,
nic mu cestou neodola.
Nebo je to drak?

A ted, babo, rad.

Nebo je to drak?

A ted, babo, rad.

Ve vildacku jsme dostali strasny hlad. Prosim vas, nebylo by
tady néco k jidlu? Ono by nas mohlo cestou rozbolet brisko.
A to by pak nebyl pékny vylet.

2. Ano, ano - ne, ne

Mas rad buchty? Ano. Ano.
Mas rad placky? Ne. Ne.

Snéd bych buchtu posypanou,
a ne placku s kfenem.

Po kfenu, po kfenu
hlava se mi zatoci.
Po kfenu, po kfenu
mam slzi¢ky v ocich.

Mas rad buchty? Ano. Ano.
Mas rad placky? Ne. Ne.

Snéd bych buchtu posypanou,
a ne placku s kienem.

KdyZ jsme rozbalili pfesnidavku, najednou se udélala ve viacku
tma tmouci. Pozor! Tunel! A v tunelu, to vite. Kdo si jidlo dobre
neohlida, tomu ho &ertik vyfoukne.

3. Tunel

Cert k nam leze tunelem,
chce nam ukrast hrusky.
My Certisku namelem

a zkratime mu rdzky.

Cert k nam leze kominem
pro caparté vzteklé.

To mu radi prominem,

ti vztekli at jsou v pekle.




Via&ek vyjel z tunelu a najednou — drn, drn, rachty, krachty —
v lokomotivé to prapodivné zarachotilo a viacek se zastavil.
Co ted? Bude po vyletu? Kdepak. Umime pfece na kole.

4. Kolo

Jede kozel na kole

za strasakem na pole.
Jede kozel na kole

za straSakem na pole.
Slape za nim po silnici,
jako Slapou zavodnici.
Veze mu tam k svaciné
houby s octem na kminé.

Jede kozel na kole

za strasakem na pole.
Jede kozel na kole

za straSakem na pole.
Jede za nim po dalnici
ve svatecni beranici.
Veze mu tam k obédu
horké parky na ledu.

Na kole jsme dlouho Slapat nevydrZeli. Rozbolely nas nohy. Jirka,
znamy montér, povida: , To je toho, pfedélat si kolo na vrtulnik.
Staci Sroubovak a predéla se to na to Sup. Na motor. Nevérite?*

5. Motory

Nato&ime motory,
pojedeme na hory.
Natoc&ime vrtulniky,
vzneseme se nad rybniky,
az budeme nahore -

bac - a spadnem do more.

V Sirém mofi — zblunky, zbluriky —
zachrani nas sestry vinky.

Bilé vinky hodné jsou,

na bfeh nas donesou.

Nato¢ime motory,
pojedeme na hory.
Natocime turbinaky,
vzneseme se nad oblaky,
az se motor pokazi,

bac - a spadnem do mlazi.




Tak a jsme v louzi. Jo, v louZi. V opravdickém mofi jsme. Nebo »Ryba, ryba, sumec. Kluci, to je kus!“ A opravdu. Kolem nés
v rybniku? Pozor, je tu hloubka. Kdo neumi plavat, ten se utopi. plavalo celé hejno krasnych lesklych ryb. Stfibrné, modré,

do Cervena, jedna hezCi neZ druha.
6. Plavani

Plavu prsa, plavu znak, 8. Ryba

jako ryba, jako rak. Ryba je néma, jazyk nema,
Rozkolibam hladinu nevyska si ejchuchu.

vic nez hejno delfind. Ryba je kluzka, v siti se mrska,

neni radda na suchu.
Plavu prsa, plavu znak,

jako kapr Supinak. Ryba je néma, jazyk nema,
Plavu napfi¢ rybnikem s plavanim se nepare.
na besedu s vodnikem. Ryba je kluzka, v siti se mrska.

Zeptejte se rybare.
Zaplat panbuh, nikdo se nam neutopil. VSichni dokézali plavat.

Ve vodé se nam tak zalibilo, Ze se néam z vody vibec nechtélo. Ryby odplavaly a my jsme se vydali ke bfehu. Nebylo to more,
Nic nam nevadilo, Ze pfibéhl vitr a udélal na hladiné vysoké viny. ale rybnik. NeZ jsme se na brehu osusili, namifil si to rovhou

k nam pan &ap. UZ jste nékdy vidéli capa?

7. Vinky
Vzh(iru, dolf, vzhlru, dolf 9. Cap

bézi bilé vinky spolu. Stary ¢ap, capy cap,
Houpy hou, jdou si, jdou, cape bosy do rékosi.
jedna vinka za druhou. Za nim cape ¢apice,

rachaji se v rybnice.

Stary ¢ap, klapy klap,
chodi k brodu ¢&efit vodu.
Cépice ho provazi,

lovi zaby pod hrazi.




Mysleli jsme, Ze ten &dp jde k nam. Ale on si nas nijak zvlast Cap se odbelhal a k rybniku pfisla pradlena s kosem pradia.
nevsimal. Mél docela jiné starosti. Chtél si nachytat k obédu Tolik pradla, to by ta pani nevyprala snad ani do vecera.
néjaké Zaby. Zaby, Zabic¢ky, utecte honem! Pomohli jsme ji a bylo to hned.

10. Zaba

Zaba chodit neumi,
Zaba jenom skace.
Vrabec zabu nauci
|état jako ptace.

Zaba mluvit neumi,
Zaba jenom kunka.
Kdo si s Zabou rozumi,
ten je taky kunka.

Zabicky dokézaly véas odskakat a délaly na éapa z rakosf
dlouhy nos. Byla to $vanda. Cép se na nds rozzlobil, Ze jsme
mu Zabicky vyplasili, a tak se durdil, Ze se dlouhym zobakem
v roz¢ilovani klovl do nohy. Ted' chudéra kulha. Kdepak,
zlobit se, to se nevyplaci.

12. Machani

Macha Madla kopu pradla.
Kdopak z vas ji pomUze?
Madlo, Madlo, pradlo spadlo
do Spinavé kaluze.

Macha Madla kopu pradla,
pomaha ji kominik.

Ty jsi Madlo, motovidlo,
ten ti pradlo uspini.

Macha Madla kopu pradla

u divoké Metuje.

Madlo, pradlo ke dnu spadlo,
k mofi s vodou popluje.

11. Bolistka

Ouha ouha ouha,

¢apa boli noha.

Cap si chvili nesedne

a skace radéj po jedné.
Ouha ouha ou.

Ouha ouha ouha,
¢apa boli noha.

AZ ho skoky unavi,
tak na obé se postavi.
Ouha ouha, ou.

»DEekuji vam, déti, byly jste moc hodné,” podékovala pradlena.
»Moc jste mi pomohly. Ja vam za to povim o lodi¢ce, ktera vas
preveze na druhou stranu rybnika. Je ukryta v rakosi. Umite
vSichni poradné veslovat?“

13. Veslovani

Réaz, dva, rdz, dva, razuj vesly,
abychom se k cili nesli.

Opi vesla o vodu

v olympijském zavodu.

Raz, dva, raz, dva, prozen vodu,
poletime proti proudu.

Ten, kdo prvni pfistane,

vénec buftl dostane.




,Vidim zemi,“ vola kapitan. ,Lodka se blizi ke brehu.
Smeér pristani vysoka borovice.”

14. Borovice

Borovice jako svice
stoji v lese, nepohne se.
Ktera bude nejvyse,
nebe smilou popise.

PopiSe ho kfizem krazem,
ale my ji psani smazem.
Nebe neni tabuli

pro kdejakou ceduli.

Pod borovici v hustém lese odpodival unaveny drevorubec.

Chtél borovici porazit, ale uZ nemél tolik sil, aby ji zmohl.
Nase pomoc prisla pravé vcas.

15. Dfevorubec

Rube, rube drevorubec
na pasece koreny.

Dube, dube, nez je zrube,
bude cely zmozZeny.

Rube, rube, dfevorubec
na pasece parezy.
Dube, dube, az je zrube,
natahne se na mezi.

Hej rup, borovice padla, a nam nezbylo nez ji rozrezat pékné
na polinka. Jinak by s borovici nikdo nepohnul. Pila nam pfitom
zpivala péknou pisnicku.

16. Rezani

Ja mam pilu, ty mas pilu,
nafezeme Spalicky.
Ktery z nds ma vétsi silu,
ten uz neni malicky.

Ja mam silu, ty mas silu,
nafezeme polinka,
pfilozime ruce k dilu,
rozpalime kaminka.

Tak. Hotovo. Jesté sehnat trakare a honem se dfevem
do chaloupky pod strani. Prijde zima a bude tfeba poradné
zatopit v kamnech.

17. Trakar

Hospodafi, hospodari,

co to vezes na trakafi?
Vezu, vezu obili,

ve mlyné jsme za chvili.

Hospodaéfi, hospodafi,
kameni ti cestu mafi.
Trakar se ti polame

a my novy nemame.




Cestou jsme narazili na medvéda. Shanél v lese néco na med- Medvéd je pfece jenom medvéd. Cert mu véF My déti jsme
védi zub. Vite, oni jsou medvédi velice misni a nejradéji by porad radéji honem délaly, Ze jsme zajici, a okusovaly jsme nehty, jako
slavili Stédry veder nebo Silvestra. Medvéd se postavil na zadni bychom okusovaly travu, a frrrrr, v nestfezeném okamziku jsme
nohy a v nas byla mala dusi¢ka. pelasily, co nam sily stacily.

18. Medvéd 19. Zajic

Medvéde, medvéde, Skace zajic vystraseny
nosi$ kabat chlupaty. po poli, po poli,

Zuzanka té provede, snad ho hajny poplaseny
tanci stejné jako ty. neskoli, neskoli.

Neskoli, Clovéce,
Medvéde, medvéde, zajicek mu utece.

hlava se ti zatoci, Neskoli ho, ¢lovéce,
komu se to povede, zajic utece.

ten at si t& ochodi.
Skace zajic vystraseny
do zeli, do zeli,

snad ho hajny poplaseny
nestreli, nestreli.

Nestreli, clovéce,

zajicek mu uteCe —
nestreli ho, ¢lovéce,

zajic utece.




Prsi? Inu, coZ, tak at prsi. My se zatim schovame pod zelenou
korunu dubu, a nez se vyprsi, napiSeme domd psanic¢ko z vyletu.
Ze nemame pero? Nevadi. Koté nam s tim pomdze.

Ale medvéd nam byl v patach. Dobéhl nas a povida: ,Kampak
tak letite, caparti? Snad se mé nebojite? Copak kousu? Mé
jenom zajima, jestli umite tancit.“ ,Umime. Jako Salvéj ve vanku.“

20. Salvgj

Vitr véje do Salvéje

a ten, jak se chvéje, péje
na vétrnou veéziCku
tichou pisnicku.

Foukej, vanku, do ¢ervankd,
foukej kvétam do volanka.
Foukej, vétre, jen si véj,
zahrej na Salveéj.

Medvédovi se to tuze libilo. Spokojené zamrucel a odkolibal

se k lesu. Dalo se do desté. Mracoun se zakabonil, nad lesem

se otrasl a kapi¢ky se roztancily po nebi jako my.

21. Prsi

Prsi, prsi, kapky se vrsi.
Prsi, prsi, kapky se vrsi.
AZ se nam navrsi,
bude z nich navrsi.
Prsi, prsi, kapky se vrsi.
Prsi, prsi, kapky se vrsi.

Prsi, prsi, kapky se vrsi.
Prsi, prsi, kapky se vrsi.
Jen at se navrsi

osldm az po usi,

osli usi dobre se susi.

22. Psani

Pise koté psani Spulce.
Spulko, ty jsi touha ma.
A Ze koté nema ruce,
tak to zkousi nohama.

PiSe koté psani Spulce
na zaprazi seniku,
misto tec¢ek dava stulce
huriatému Rafiku.

Pige koté psani Spulce

u suchého rybnika.
Zblurikne do néj, chyti pulce,
na pldu s nim utika.




Dést ani potom neustal. Prselo, jen se lilo a my Na cestu se sneslo hejno divokych hus, a jestli pry
jsme museli pomalu myslet na nadvrat. Dést, nedést, pospichdame, Ze nas mohou domu odnést na kiidlech.
to spravnému husarovi nemdze vadit. Rychle sedlat Byl to let jako na kouzelném koberci. Husy natahly

koné a hyje.

23. Husar

AZ se houbar nakloni
v lese k bedle jedlé,
hop a husar na koni
uz se nese v sedle.

Hopsa hejsa, z cesty vari,

do Brandejsa, na Velvary.
Hopsa hejsa, Stastnou cestu,
jede k méstu pro nevéstu.

Hopsa hejsa, hop hop hop,
prikop, nepfikop.

dlouhé krky, zamavaly kridly a frrrrr.

24. Divoka husa

Let, husicko, let,

pfes vysokou zed.

Let, husicko, let,

pres vysokou zed.

Dones ty mé do daleka,
tam, kde na mé radost ¢eka.
Let, husicko, let,

pfes vysokou zed.

Let, husicko, let,
do svéta mé ved.
Let, husicko, let,
do svéta meé ved.




KdyZ jsme se snaseli nad nasi dédinu, uz se pomaloucku A jsme doma. Umyt, najist a hup do postylky. Celou noc si
stmivalo. Chaloupky zdola blikaly jako svétlusky a bylo slySet nechame zdat o tom pékném vyletu. Rano vyskoc¢ime a hura
zvony, které vyzvanély klekani. Doma je prece jenom doma. znovu na vylet. Ano?

25. Zvony

Bim bam bim bam
bim bam bim

zvoni z véze klekani,
bim bam bim bam
bim bam bim,
vecer uz se naklani.

Bim bam bim bam

uZ jdou spat

lekniny i labuté.

Nech ty zvony doklimbat
a jdi taky na kuté.

26. Vlacek Il

Jede, jede bez silnice,
nevedou ho kolejnice,
jede vlacek vlak,
malych batolat,

jede vlacek viak
malych batolat.

Masinka je ucitelka,
jede vpredu, Ze je velka,
vzadu Anicka,

Ze je malicka,

vzadu Anicka,

Ze je malicka.

Jede, jede, nema kola,
nic mu cestou neodola.
Nebo je to drak?

A ted, babo, rad.

Nebo je to drak?

A ted, babo, rad.




O zakleté princezné Vérce

Znate pohadku o zakleté princezné Vérce? Ne?

Tak ja vam ji povim. Ale musite mi s ni pomoci.

Tak to byl jednou strasné velikansky had. Asi brejlovec,
protoZe mél oCi na stopkach a porad na nas brejlil.

1. Had

At si kazdy zahada,

co je tohle za hada.

Ne, to nejsou tfesky, plesky,
ma sto océi a v nich blesky.
Tisic zubd, spoustu tlam,
ute€ honem, je-li kam.

At si kazdy zahada,

co je tohle za hada.

Ne, to nejsou povidacky,
neni to had za dvé kacky,
ma sto nohou, spoustu hlav,
uted, kdo chce$ zlstat zdrav.

Ten had jediny na svété védél, kde je zakleta princezna Vérka,
kterou jsme hledali, ale nechtél to fict. No, pocCkej, hade, on
uZ ti pasa jazyk rozvaze!

2. Pasa

Sedi pasa na trlnu,
tuze mu to slusi.
Nema zlatou korunu,
ale osli usi.

Sedi pasa na tranu,
hlavu zmaha tiha.
Nema ani korunu,
usima si stfiha.

Pasa na trinu nebyl obycejny pasa. Byl to fakir a polykaé hadd.
Uprené se na hada zadival a pravil: ,Hudle, nudle, hadice,
povéz, kde je dcerka Vérka, toho ¢asu dracice.”,,Ne, to nevim,*
povidal had, ,,ale v daleké zemi u Prahy je Prasna brana a v té
brané bydli &erny kocour, ktery o princezné vi.“ Rychle jsme
osedlali velbloudy a vydali jsme se z Dalného vychodu do té
vzdalené zemse.

3. Velbloud

Velbloud tahne pousti,
marné hleda housti,
kam by slozil do stinu
tu svoji hnédou Cupfinu.

Velbloud tahne pousti,
pisek neopousti.

Libl se mu na hibeté
dal vozit lidi po svété.




Velbloud sel a Sel, a kdyZ uz presel celou poust a dostal se
do hlubokého lesa, povida unavené: ,Hm, panove, tohle neni
na mdj hrb. Je tu zima, jdu zpatky.“ A otodil se a $el. To je nam
pékné nadéleni. Vylezli jsme na vysoky strom, abychom se
podivali, kudy dal.

4. Strom

Z &erné zemé ven

roste rovny kmen,

roste rovny kmen.

Roste z hliny k nebi vzhlru,
ma krabatou, hnédou karu,
kosSati se do azuru,
jmenuje se klen.

Z Cerné zemeé ven

roste rovny kmen,

roste rovny kmen.

Kdyz je vitr, tak se tfese,
kdyz je ticho, nepohne se,
klenbu nebe v lese nese,
jmenuje se klen.

Vrana, ktera pravé letéla kolem, vrhla doli &erny stin.
Rychle jsme do stinu nasedli a méli jsme letadlo.

5. Letadlo

Leti, leti letadlo,

jen aby nam nespadlo.
Bruci, vr&i jako drak,
¢erny ¢melak bombardak.

Pristane nam na letisté
rozkvetlého jeteliste,
rovnou doll na majak,
na Cerveny VICi mak.

Piloti jsme dvakrat dobfi zrovna nebyli a nase stinova stihacka
provadéla ve vzduchu krkolomné vyvrtky a kotrmelce.

6. Kotrmelce

Elce pelce do pekelce,
kdo se boji kotrmelce,
at si s ndmi nehraje,
protoze to baba je.

Elce pelce do pekelce,
babu svazem do kozelce
za stodolou vedle vrat,
Ze si s ndmi nechce hréat.




Nad Tureckem se strhlo krupobiti. Taktak, Ze nas kroupy »~Buchy, buchy, na dvere, at se brdna otevre.”“ Nic. Marné jsme
nesrazily k zemi. V Turecku totiz nepadaji oby&ejné kroupy, na branu bouchali. ,Buchy, buchy, na branu, oteviete nam
ale kroupy, ze kterych se u nas vafi krupeto. po ranu.“ Nic. Hrobové ticho. ,Tak vy neotevrete? Tak to my si
na to zavolame zamecnika.”

7. Kroupy
Houpy houpy, 9. Zamec¢nici

nalameme kroupy. Odemyky odemyky,
Nalamem je na krupici, spravujeme zamky, Kliky.
schovame je pro slepici. Kde je vylomeny zub,
Houpy houpy, dame novy na to Sup.
nebudeme skoupi.
Odemyky odemyky,
Houpy houpy, jenom pozor na pilniky.
nalamem si kroupy. Kdyz je nikdo neztupi,
Nalamem je na krupici dame vSechno do kupy.
schovame je pod Cepici.
Ani zémecnici s branou nic nesvedli. Byla na ni zdvora a k té se
Houpy houpy, hodil jen jediny kii¢. ,Vrab&aku, ty mas na brané hnizdo, povéz
nebudeme hloupi. nam, ktery. My ti za to osvobodime princeznu.”

Vyletéli jsme z krupetového mraku. V dalce se objevilo mésto 10. Vrabec

a pred nim se tycila Prasna brana. Vrana si sedla na véZz a my Skace vrabec jako Zabec,

Jjsme pristali na néameésti pred branou. skace vrabec po dvore.

Hod mu, dédku, néco k snédku,
8. Prasna brana at ndm hlady neumfre.

Otvirejte PraSnou branu,
jede do ni sedm panda, Skace vrabec, hod mu zdabec,
sedm pand na koni, hod mu zdabec kolace.

¢ekani jim nevoni. Hod mu, dédku, néco k snédku,
at zbyte€né neplace.

Otvirejte PraSnou branu,
jede do ni sedm panda,
atsi panl nebo dam,

ja jim kli¢e nevydam.




Vrabec dostal Zdabec k snédku a poradil. Pfinesl nam kli¢
v zobaku. Vy myslite paklic¢? Kdepak! Petrkli¢. Brana povolila
a uvnitf sedél kocour cerny jako uhel. Koulel oCima a prskal.

11. Kocour

Kdyz se kocour hrbi,
ceni bilé zuby.

Kdyz se kocour narovna,
tak se hadka urovna.

Kdyz se kocour hrbi,
drapky pry ho svrbi.
Kdyz se kocour napfimi,
tvafi se jak nevinny.

»Myslite princeznu z Prasné brany? O té by vam néco
mohla Fict stonozZka. Bydli na Novém sidlisti pod Skalkou,
v dife popisné 527, nékolik nor za Lasickovymi.“

12. Stonozka

Prvni, druha, treti, &tvrta,
pata, Sesta, sedma, osma,
stonozka si béha zuta,

na sto nohou jeden nos ma.
Stésti pro ni, nebohou,

Ze nema nic na nohou.
Jinak by si, chudak mala,
nohy k Sevci, chudak mal3,
nohy k Sevci ubéhala.

Prvni, druha, treti, &tvrta,
ctvrta, treti, druha, prva,
stonozka si béha zuta,
sto bot obout dlouho trva.
Velké Stésti stonozky,

Ze nenosi ponozky.

Jinak by je, chudak mala,
cely tyden, chudak mala,
cely tyden zaSivala.




»Princezni¢ko krokodyli*; oslovil ji kocour, a sotva vyslovil

jeji jméno, zménila se razem stonoZka v padesat krasnych

princezen. Ale jak ted’ poznat tu pravou, kdyZ jsou vSechny

stejné? Poradil pejsek. ,,Budu vSsechny princezny preskakovat,

a ktereé zakopnu o copy, ta bude ta prava.”

13. Pejsek

Skakal pejsek pfes hromadku
Stérku, Stérku,

chtél pfeskocit mezi vratky
dcerku Terku.

Zakop ji o drdol,

spad ¢umakem na hrbol.
Uz pres Terku neskace,
je mu do place.

Skakal pejsek pfes hromadku
Stérku, stérku,

chtél pfeskocit mezi vratky
dcerku Veérku.

Zakop ji o copy,

spad jezkovi na kopl.
UZ pres Vérku neskace,
je mu do place.

Uz ji ma. Princezna Vérka byla ta copata. Za Zenicha si vybrala
kovére z Radlic. ,Jsi statny,“ povida, ,bude$ mdj ochrance.“,,Jsi
moudry,“ povidd, ,budes mdj radce*. ,Jsi krasny,* povida, ,musi$
simé vzit.”

14. Kovar

Kdo to vi, kto to vi,
kdo vyrabi podkovy?
Kdo to vi, kdo to vi,
kdo nam koné kova?

Ja to vim, ja to vim,
kdo vyrabi podkovy.
J&a to vim, ja to vim,
koné kova kovar.

Pro kazdého koné jina
jako boty pro lidi.
Pomaha mu kovadlina,
zvonice mu zavidi.

Kdo to vi, kdo to vi,
kdo nam kova podkovy?
J&a to vim, ja to vim.
Kova nam je kovar.

Kovar choval princeznu Vérku jako oko v hlavé. Bydleli spolu
ve véZi nad Prasnou branou i s tim kocourem. A tady konci
pohéddka. AZ pdjdete kolem Prasné brany, zeptejte se, zda tam
Vérka s kovarem dosud bydli.




Ale ted rychle zpatky za tim hadem, ktery to vSechno spiskal.

15. Had Il

At si kazdy zahada,

co je tohle za hada.

Ne, to nejsou tfesky, plesky,
ma sto oci a v nich blesky.
Tisic zubU, spoustu tlam,
ute¢ honem, je-li kam.

At si kazdy zahada,

co je tohle za hada.

Ne, to nejsou povidacky,
neni to had za dvé kacky,
ma sto nohou, spoustu hlav,
uted, kdo chces zlstat zdrav.

Elce pelce kotrmelce

Hooray, kids, for the trip!

Hey kids, you know what? Let‘s go on a trip! But how? We don’t
have a bus, and walking wouldn’t get us very far. No problem —
we’ll make a train!

1. The Little Train |

Off it goes without a track,

no rails hold its little pack.

Here comes the choo-choo train,
with tiny tots in chain,

here comes the choo-choo train,
with tiny tots in chain.

Locomotive-teacher leads the way,
she’s in front as she is tall,

at the back, there's little Ann,
because she’s a tiny girl.

Rolling down without a wheel,
nothing stops its little zeal.

Could it be a dragon’s back?

Tell us, Granny, what’s the knack?
Could it be a dragon’s back?

Tell us, Granny, what’s the knack.




In the train, we got terribly hungry. Hey, could we get something The train came out of the tunnel, but suddenly—bump, bump,
to eat here? We wouldn’t want our tummies to start hurting; that clatter, crash—the engine made a strange noise and came to
would spoil the fun! a stop. Now what? Is the trip over? No way! We know how to

2. Yes, Yes — No, No

Do you like a bun? Oh yes, oh yes.
Do you like a flatbread? No, no, no.

I’d take a bun with sugar dress,

but no flatbread with horseradish, no.

ride bikes.

4. The Bike

Goat rides his bike down the road,

to scarecrow’s field, his humble abode.
Goat rides his bike down the road,

to scarecrow’s field, his humble abode.
Horseradish, horseradish, He pedals like a real pro,

it makes my head spin so! like a racer, head held low.

Horseradish, horseradish, He brings a snack for him to chew,

brings tears with quite a show. some mushrooms spiced with caraway, too.

Do you like a bun? Oh yes, oh yes. Goat rides his bike down the way,

Do you like a flatbread? No, no, no. to scarecrow’s field, his friend today.
I'd take a bun with sugar dress, He zooms on down the highway beat,
but not that horseradish flatbread. wearing his Sunday beret neat.

He brings a lunch for them to eat,

As soon as we unpacked our snack, darkness filled the train. hot sausages served on ice-cold meat.
Watch out—a tunnel! And in the tunnel, you know, if you’re not
careful, a little devil might just steal your meal!

3. The Tunnel

The devil’s sneaking down our tunnel,
to steal our pears so ripe and full.

But we’ll grind him into crumb,

and shorten his horns to the nub.

The devil’s creeping down the flue,
looking for a nasty crew.

We’'ll let him have his wicked pick —
they’re off to hell just as quick.




But we didn’t pedal long; our legs started to hurt. Then Jifi, the
handy guy, says, “Oh, easy! I'll turn this bike into a helicopter.
Just give me a screwdriver, and in a jiffy, we’ll have a motor on it.
Don’t believe me?”

5. Engines

We’ll turn on our engines and hum,
up to the mountains we’ll come.
We'll start up the helicopters, too,
flying high above the blue.

Once we’re up above the shore —
bang - we’ll fall with a roar.

In the deep sea — splash, splash -

the waves will make a gentle crash.
White waves, gentle waves, they are kind,
they’ll carry us to shore in time.

We’ll turn on our engines and hum,
up to the mountains we’ll come.
We'll start up turbines, oh the fun,
flying high above the sun,

when the engine fails, you'll see -
bang - right down to the tree.

And there we are, splashing in a puddle! Yep, we’re in a real
sea—or maybe a pond? Careful, it’s deep! Anyone who can’t
swim will go under!

6. Swimming

Swimming freestyle, swimming back,
like a fish or like a crab.

Stirring up the waves so wild,

more than any dolphin child.

Swimming freestyle, swimming back,
like a carp, my scales intact.

I'll swim right across the pond,

to meet the water sprite beyond.

Thank goodness, nobody drowned. We all could swim! We
loved being in the water so much we didn’t want to leave. We
didn’t even mind when the wind blew, making big waves on the
surface.

7. Little Waves

Up and down, up and down,

little waves run all around.

Swing and sway, they bounce and play,
one wave follows another’s way.




“Fish, fish, a catfish! What a monster, look at that, guys!” And it
was true! A whole school of shiny, colorful fish swam by—silver,

We thought he was coming to see us, but he had other plans.
He was after some lunch —maybe some frogs. “Run away,

blue, reddish—each one prettier than the last. frogs!”

8. Fish

A fish is silent, has no tongue,
and never sings, “Yippee!”

Fish are slippery, squirm and spin,
and they’re unhappy on dry land.

A fish is silent, has no tongue,
swims without a care.

Fish are slippery, squirm and spin,
ask the fisher over there.

10. The Frog

The frog can’t walk, it only hops,
hopping all the day.

The sparrow teaches frog to fly
just like birds at play.

The frog can’t talk, it only croaks,
croaking all the while.

If you understand the frog,

then you croak with style.

The fish swam away, and we headed to shore. It wasn’t a sea, The little frogs hopped away just in time, sticking out their
just a pond. While we dried off, a stork headed over to us. Have tongues at the stork from the reeds. It was so funny! The stork
you ever seen a stork? got angry at us for scaring off his meal and was so mad that

9. The Stork

Old stork, clop clop clop,

steps barefoot through the cattail crop.
Behind him, the lady stork

wading deep there in the pond.

Old stork, clop clop clop,

steps to ripple the water’s top.
The lady stork, she goes his way,
to catch the frogs under the dam.

he pecked his own leg. The poor stork is limping; losing your
temper has its cost.

11. The Sore Foot

Ouch, ouch, oh the pain,

the stork’s got a sore foot again.
He won’t sit down for a bit,

but hops around on just one spit.
Ouch, ouch, oh dear.

Ouch, ouch, oh the pain,

the stork’s foot aches again.
When his hops are all but gone,
he’ll stand on both and carry on.
Ouch, ouch, oh dear.




The stork limped away, and a washerwoman arrived with “l see land!” the captain shouted. “We’re heading toward the
a basket of laundry. So much laundry — she’d never finish shore. Aim for the tall pine tree.”
by evening! We helped her, and in no time, it was all done.

12. The Washing

Maggie’s washing a mountain of clothes,
who will lend her a helping hand?
Maggie, Maggie, your clothes have fallen,
right into the muddy land.

Maggie’s washing pile so wide,

the chimney sweep lends a hand, beside.
Maggie, dear, you’re all mixed up,

now his soot has soiled your socks.

Magda’s washing a mountain high,

by the wild river’s tide.

Maggie, your clothes have fallen down,
they’ll float to sea without a sound.

14. Pine Tree

The pine tree stands as straight as candle,
tall and steady, firm as handle.

Which one reaches highest place

will trace the sky with sticky grace.

Writing crisscross in the blue,
but we’ll erase her sticky view.
The sky’s not for any sign,
to be scribbled line by line.

Under the pine tree, in the deep woods, a tired woodcutter
was resting. He wanted to chop down the pine but didn’t have
the strength. Our help came just in time!

15. The Lumberjack
Chopping, chopping, the lumberjack,

“Thank you, kids, you were so helpful,” she said gratefully. roots and logs to stack and hack.
“As a thank you, I'll tell you about a little boat that will take you Chopping, chopping, swing and sway,
across the pond. It’s hidden in the reeds. Can you all row?” he’ll be tired by the end of day.

13. Rowing

One, two, stroke, keep the pace,
with our oars we fly through space.
Dip the oars down in the lake,

row as champions in a race.

One, two, stroke, let’s row and go,
up the river, make it flow.

Whoever reaches the bank the first,
gets a wreath of sausage-Wurst.

Chopping stumps, the logger works,
chopping stumps with mighty jerks.
Chopping, chopping, down it goes,
he'll stretch out to take a doze.




With a big “heave-ho,” the pine tree fell, and all we had to Along the way, we met a bear looking for a snack. Bears are
do was cut it into nice little logs. Otherwise, we’d never move it. very picky eaters, you know; they’d celebrate Christmas or New
Our saw sang a happy song as we worked. Year’s every day if they could. He stood on his hind legs, and

we all got a bit scared.
16. Sawing

I’'ve got a saw, you’ve got a saw, 18. The Bear

let’s chop wood with strength and claw. Oh, bear, oh bear, your coat’s so thick,
Whichever of us has the might soft and furry, neat and quick.

will grow strong as day is bright. Susie’s dancing all around,

following you on the ground.
| have strength, you have skill,

let’s chop wood, we’ll have our fill. Oh, bear, oh bear, dizzy are you?
When the pile is high, If anyone can tame you true,

we’ll light up the stove alright. they’ll surely keep you, big and round,
as a friend who’s safe and sound.

There we go, all done! Now we just need a wheelbarrow to take
the wood to the cottage on the hill. Winter’s coming, and we’ll
need plenty to keep the stove going.

17. The Wheelbarrow

Farmer, farmer, what’s your haul?

What'’s that load upon your wheelbarrow?
Taking grain to the mill,

to be there before the chill.

Farmer, farmer, rocks are bound,
making bumps along the ground.

The wheelbarrow’s set to break,

and we’ve no spare for heaven’s sake.




A bear is a bear, after alll We weren’t going to trust him! We kids

pretended to be rabbits, nibbling our nails like nibbling grass,
and—zoom!—we ran as fast as we could!

19. The Hare

The frightened hare hops here and there,
across the field, around the square.

The hunter comes, watch out, beware -
but hare escapes with a steady glare.

He won’t be caught,
not by a hair,

the hunter

will find no hare.

The frightened hare jumps into greens,
where cabbage leaves make up the scene.
The hunter comes, his shadow lean -

the hare’s too quick to be seen.

Not by a shot, not by a scream,

for hare’s too quick to ruin his dream.

But the bear caught up to us and said, “Where are you going,
little ones? Afraid of me? | don’t bite. | just want to see if you
know how to dance.” “Sure we do, like sage in the breeze!”

20. Sage

Wind sweeps gently through the sage,
as it quivers like a page.

Rustling to the weather vane,
whispering songs of gentle rain.

Breeze, blow softly at twilight,
touching flowers’ petal light.

Breeze, oh breeze, let your tune play,
sing a song on sage today.

The bear liked our dancing very much. He rumbled happily and
waddled back into the forest. Then it started to rain. The clouds
darkened, shivered over the forest, and raindrops began to
dance across the sky like we had danced.

21. It’s Raining

It rains, it rains, drops piling fast,
let them rise up thick and vast.
Let them stack, let them grow,
soon they’ll be a mountain show.
It rains, it rains, drops climbing so,
growing high in the rainy glow.

It rains, it rains, drops piling fast,
let them rise up thick and vast.
Piling high, donkeys sigh,

their ears dry in the sky.

Donkey ears, they dry up fine,
when raindrops on them shine.




Rain? So what! We’'ll just shelter under the oak tree’s green The rain didn’t stop, and soon we had to think about heading
canopy. While it rains, let’s write a little letter home about our back. Rain or no rain, a real trooper doesn’t mind. Let’s saddle
adventure. Don’t have a pen? No worries! The kitten will help us up and ride!

with that.
23. The Hussar

22. The Letter As the mushroom picker leans
Kitty writes a letter bold, to pick up a mushroom sheen,
to a spool who’s strong and gold. the hussar gallops by on horse,
Since little kitty lacks a hand, riding fast without remorse.

it uses its paws just as planned.

Hup, hey, clear the way,
Kitty writes a letter bright, off to Velvary and Brandej.
at the barn in sunlight light, Hup, hey, happy ride,

dots replaced by gentle swipes, off to find his bride.

of fuzzy paws with tiny stripes. Hup, hey, here we go,

puddle, ditch, with a show.
Kitty writes a letter dear,

by the pond when skies are clear.
Falls right in, catches tadpoles,
and with them it runs for its goals.




A flock of wild geese flew by and said if we’re in a hurry, they
could carry us home on their wings. It was like flying on a magic
carpet! The geese stretched their necks, flapped their wings,
and whoosh!

24. The Wild Goose

Fly, little goose, fly on high,
beyond the wall, up in the sky.
Fly, little goose, fly away,

beyond the wall, come what may.
Take me with you, far and fast,

to where happiness will last.

Fly, little goose, fly on high,
beyond the wall, up in the sky.

Fly, little goose, fly far and clear,
take me to the world | cheer.
Fly, little goose, fly up and go,
guide me to the world | know.

When we flew over our village, dusk was slowly falling. The little
houses below sparkled like fireflies, and the church bells were
ringing. There’s no place like home.

25. Bells

Bim bam, bim bam,

bim bam, bim -

evening bells call us in.

Bim bam, bim bam,

bim bam, bim -

night will settle with a hymn.

Bim bam, bim bam,

time for rest,

the lilies and swans take their nest.

Let the bells sing their song,

and join them in sleep as you go along.




And here we are—home! Time to wash up, eat, and snuggle About the Enchanted Princess Vérka
into bed. All night we’ll dream of our wonderful adventure. In the Do you know the story about the enchanted princess Vérka?
morning, we’ll jump up and say, ,Let’s go on another trip!’ Yes? No? Well, I'll tell it to you, but | need your help.

26. The Little Train Il

Off it goes without a track,

no rails hold its little pack.

Here comes the choo-choo train,
with tiny tots in chain,

here comes the choo-choo train,
with tiny tots in chain.

Locomotive-teacher leads the way,
she’s in front as she is tall,

at the back, there’s little Ann,
because she’s a tiny girl.

Rolling down without a wheel,
nothing stops its little zeal.

Could it be a dragon’s back?

Tell us, Granny, what’s the knack?
Could it be a dragon’s back?

Tell us, Granny, what’s the knack.

Once there was an enormous snake. Probably a spectacled
cobra. He had his eyes fixed on us the whole time.

1. Snake

Everyone can guess now,

what kind of snake this is somehow.

No, no whispers or tales for you,

with a hundred eyes and a lightning view.
A thousand teeth, jaws so grand

run away fast, if you can.

Everyone can guess now,

what kind of snake this is somehow.
No tall tales, just true facts;

not a cheap snake, that’s the act.

A hundred legs, so many heads

run if you wish to stay in your stead.

The snake was the only one who knew where Princess Vérka
was hidden, but he wouldn’t tell us. Alright, snake, the pasha will
get you to talk!

2. Pasha

The pasha sits on his throne,

looking fine, though crownless alone,
no golden crown, just donkey ears —
that’s how his royalty appears.

Sitting proud on that throne of his,
but his head bears no golden bliss.
Crownless yet, he stays alright,
shipping his ears left and right.




Now, this wasn’t just any pasha; he was a fakir and a snake
charmer. He gave the snake a hard stare and said, ,,Abracada-
bra, snake, tell us where Princess Vérka is hiding—right now,
she’s a little dragon!“ ,No, | don’t know,” said the snake, ,but in
a far-off land near Prague, there’s the Powder Tower. A black
cat lives there, and he knows about the princess.“ We quick-
ly saddled up our camels and set off from the far east to that
distant land.”

3. Camel

Camel roams the desert dunes,
searching for shade under sun and moon,
where he can lay his brown-haired head,
resting in shadow, coolly led.

Through endless sand, he makes his path,
carrying folks on his sturdy back,
wandering lands, it suits him well,

on distant shores, his stories to tell.

The camel kept walking and walking, and when he’d crossed the
entire desert and reached a deep forest, he said tiredly, “Hmph,
folks, this isn’t what my hump’s built for. It’s too cold here—I'm
heading back.” And he turned around and left. Well, that’s a fine
mess! We climbed a tall tree to look for a way forward.

4. Tree

From black earth up

grows a sturdy trunk.

Straight and tall, it climbs the sky,
rough brown bark catches the eye.
Branches stretch to azure blue,
meet the canopy’s view.

From black earth up

grows a sturdy trunk,

tall and strong, against the breeze,
stands still if there’s no whisper, please.
Holds the heavens in forest green,
known as the mighty maple’s sheen.

Just then, a crow flew by and cast a black shadow below.
We quickly hopped onto the shadow and—presto!—we had
ourselves a plane.

5. Airplane

The airplane flies, off it goes,

hoping it won’t drop below.

Buzzing loud like a dragon’s call,

or a bumblebee bomber, big and small.

It lands on a field of clover green,
by the red poppy lighthouse scene,
down it glides, on petals red,

into soft flowers’ bed.




We weren’t exactly the best pilots, and our shadow-plane
started pulling off dizzying spins and somersaults in the air.

6. Somersaults

Hop and tumble, spin and roll,

if you’re scared of somersaults,

don’t play with us; be brave and bold,
or else, the truth be told.

Hop and tumbile, spin and roll,
tie the scared one in a knot,
out behind the barnyard gate,
since with us, they won’t skate.

Over Turkey, a hailstorm hit. We barely avoided being knocked
out of the sky by the hailstones, which aren’t just any ordinary
hailstones in Turkey; they’re made from the same groats they
use to make groats soup back home.

7. Hailstones

Rock-a-bye, rock-a-bye,

let’s crack the hail so dry.

Crack them down to barley grits,
hide them for the hen to pick.
Rock-a-bye, rock-a-bye,

we won’t be shy.

Rock-a-bye, rock-a-bye,

let’s crack the hail so dry.

Crack them down to barley grit,
hide them under the cap that fits.
Rock-a-bye, rock-a-bye,

we won't be sly.

We zoomed out of the groats cloud, and in the distance, we
spotted a city with the Powder Tower rising before it. The crow
perched on the tower, and we landed in the square outside the
gate.

8. Powder Gate

Open wide the Powder Gate,
seven noblemen won’t wait,
seven riders, horses bold,
waiting’s making them grow cold.

Open wide the Powder Gate,

seven noblemen won’t wait.

Be they lords or be they dames,

the keys they want, | won’t disclaim.

»Knock, knock, open the gate, let us in!”. Nothing. Our knocking
did no good. ,Knock, knock, open the gate early this morning!*
Still nothing. Not a sound. ,,Not going to open? Then we’ll just
call for a locksmith!*

9. Locksmiths

Unlock, unlock, the latches and locks,
fixing handles, door knobs, clocks.
When a tooth is broke and loose,
we’ll fix it up just like new.

Unlock, unlock, the locks and gates,
watch the files, keep them straight.

If no one makes them dull and rough,
we’ll fix up every broken stuff.




But even the locksmiths couldn’t do anything with the gate. »You’re asking about the princess from the Powder Tower? The
It had a bolt that needed just one special key. ,,Hey, Sparrow, centipede could tell you something about her. She lives in New
you’ve got a nest up there on the gate—tell us which key fits, Village under Skalka, in hole number 527, a few burrows past the

and we’ll set the princess free for you.”

10. Sparrow

Sparrow hops like a little frog,
hopping ‘round the yard.

Toss him some food, grandpa dear,
don’t let him starve out here.

Sparrow hops, give him a bite,
maybe a crumb of pie.

Throw him a bite, grandpa dear,
so he won’t start to cry.

The sparrow got a little snack and gave us a tip. He brought us
the key in his beak. You think it was a skeleton key? Nope! It was
the key of C major! The gate unlocked, and inside was a cat,
black as coal, rolling his eyes and hissing.

11. Tomcat

When the tomcat’s back does round,
white teeth begin to sound.

When the tomcat’s back lies flat,
peace is found just like that.

When the tomcat’s back does arch,
it’s like claws on a march.

When the tomcat stands up tall,
innocent seems he to all.

weasel family.”

12. Centipede

First, then second, third, then fourth,
fifth, then sixth, and seventh, eighth.
Centipede goes barefoot forth,

with one nose and legs to take.
Lucky for her, poor dear me,

that no shoes are on her feet.

Else she’d have to run and run,

to the cobbler all week long.

First, then second, third, then fourth,
fourth, then third, and back to first,
centipede, no shoes in sight,

it would take her all night.

Lucky for our friend so small,

she need not socks at all.

Else she’d spend, oh every day,
titching socks in long array.




,Little crocodile princess,” said the cat. And just as he said her
name, the centipede instantly transformed into fifty beautiful
princesses. But now, how would we recognize the real one,
when they all looked the same? A little dog came up with an
idea: ,I'll jump over all the princesses, and the one whose braids
| trip over will be the one I'll marry.“

13. Puppy

Puppy jumped the heap of stones,
here and there he goes,

trying to leap over in bounds

little daughter Rose.

Tripped right on her braided bun,
bumped his nose, the leap was done.
Now he won’t leap over Rose,

he’s had a weeping dose.

Puppy tried the stone heap leap,
here and there he flew,

aiming for a jump above
daughter Vera too.

Tripped upon her braided tails,
landed on the porcupine nails.
Now he won’t leap over her,
he’s so sad, his eyes will blur.

And there she was! Princess Vérka was the one with the braids.
She chose a blacksmith from Radlice to be her groom. “You’re
strong,” she said, “you’ll be my protector. You’re wise,” she said,
“vou’ll be my advisor. And you’re handsome,” she said, “you
have to marry me.”

14. The Blacksmith

Who can say, who can say,

who makes horseshoes anyway?
Who can tell, who can tell,

who helps our horses so well?

| know this, | know this,
who makes the horseshoes with a twist.
| know this, | know this,
the blacksmith does with might and fist.

Each horse gets its own design,
just like boots for humankind.
The anvil rings as helper near,
making bells quite jealous here.

Who can say, who can say,

who hammers horseshoes all the day?
| know this, | know this,

it’s the blacksmith’s work amiss.

The blacksmith cared for Princess Vérka like she were the apple
of his eye. They lived together in the tower above the Powder
Tower with the black tomcat. And that’s where the story ends.
Next time you pass the Powder Tower, ask if Vérka and the
blacksmith still live there.




But now let’s quickly get back to that snake who started all this!

156. Snake Il

Guess if you can, guess it quick -
what kind of snake makes you sick?
No, this isn’t tale or folly,

a hundred eyes and lightning jolly.
Thousands of teeth and many jaws,
run away, with all your paws!

Guess if you can, guess with flair -

what kind of snake’s under there?

This is no tall tale or tease,

it’s no snake you catch with ease.

With a hundred feet and plenty of heads,
run if you'd rather keep your threads.




