
Dowbush Helps a Pauper 
One day Dowbush and his companions were walking along the road to a certain village when 

they met a fellow traveller, so they stopped to chat. 

“Which is the richest village around here?” Dowbush asked. And the man replied, “The whole 

district round about us is very poor. It is full of paupers.” 

“But which village is the poorest.” 

“The one to which I am going.” 

“Have you any property?” 

“Do I look as if I have? Just see the rags I am wearing and the best shoes on my feet,” replied the 

man. 

“Have you ever heard of Dowbush? I understand from folks I have met that he has done some 

surprising things,” said Dowbush. 

“Yes, sir. I have heard of him, God bless him! He is a good man, that Dowbush, like a real 

brother to one. They say that he takes from the rich and restores to the poor,” said the pauper. 

“What sort of cattle do you have?” 

“I have only a heifer, less than a year old. It doesn’t give milk yet.” 

“Have you any children?” 

“Yes, sir. Four of them.” 

“And you haven’t but just the one heifer?” 

“I have two hens.” 

“What does your wife do?” 



“She works in the homes of the well-to-do. You see we have no land and therefore no means of 

livelihood.” 

“Well,” said Dowbush, “how much does a milch cow cost at the market?” 

“Seventy or eighty rinsky coins, depending on how you bargain. An older one might cost forty or 

fifty.” 

“Would you like to own a milch cow?” 

“Need you ask, sir? But where could I get one?” 

Then Dowbush called his companion who carried the cash box and said, “Give this man enough 

money to buy five cows because he is a very poor fellow.” 

The pauper held out his hands, not knowing what to call him or what to say. “But I am so poor. 

How could I ever repay you?” he stammered. 

Dowbush’s companion took out five hundred coins from the cash box and gave them to the 

pauper. Then the poor peasant asked him whom he had to thank—the one who gave him the 

money or the one with whom he was conversing. And Dowbush replied, “No one. You have 

already expressed your thanks. I heard you.” 

“When?” 

“When you stated that Dowbush was like a real brother.” 

“Then, sir, maybe you yourself are Dowbush?” 

“You don’t have to know that. Suffice it that you like Dowbush. Just give me your name and 

address so that I may visit you.” 

“Henry Antoniv and the village where I live lies straight ahead of you.” 



“Then I’ll come to see you when you have bought the cows,” said Dowbush. “Don’t forget—you 

must buy five cows. When do they hold a market here?” 

“Market day is on Wednesdays.” 

“Good. I’ll visit you on Wednesday with my companions. Good day to you.” And the lads and 

Dowbush walked toward the village while the pauper went farther along another road. 

When the group arrived in the village they asked where Henry Antoniv lived and some small 

boys showed them. They went tot his house and found the pauper’s wife and children. 

“And where is you husband, my good woman?” asked Dowbush. 

“What do you want of my husband, sir? He was around here for awhile and then he went off, but 

I don’t know where.” 

“Tell the truth. Don’t be afraid. We didn’t come to arrest him. We are only making enquiries. 

How many children have you?” 

“Well, as you can see, there are three little ones in the house and the oldest one went to the 

pasture with the heifer.” (It was thus that Dowbush found the pauper had been telling the truth.) 

“Have you much land?” asked Dowbush. 

“Do you see the garden in front of the house? We have about half an acre.” 

“Tell me the truth. Where did your husband go?” 

“Really, sir, I don’t know. If he didn’t go to the next village then he went off to the woods.” 

“Have you ever heard of Dowbush?” 

“Indeed I have, from my husband, who often speaks of him. We could surely do with a visit to 

our house from that Dowbush. Some women were telling me at the marketplace here that he had 

given them all sorts of nice things. I am still waiting for him and more than once I have prayed to 



God to let me see what Dowbush looks like. They say he is very handsome. My husband has said 

to me more than once, ‘Wait, wifie. Some day Dowbush will visit our village, and we’ll tell him 

how poor we are.’ And once he told me to pray for Dowbush. So I wait and pray.” 

Then Dowbush said, “I heard that Dowbush is going to visit your village on Wednesday of next 

week.” 

“I won’t be able to sleep the whole night, waiting for him. They say he usually comes at night. 

The village is lucky that he visits!” 

“Where did you find that out, my good woman.” 

“Once a man came by and he told us.” 

“Well, on Wednesday you shall surely see him. Maybe he’ll even come to your house. By the 

way, have the children anything to eat?” 

“We have a few tiny potatoes but no bread in the house.” 

Then Dowbush told the companion who kept the cash box to take out one hundred coins and 

give them to the woman. And then they all left the house. 


