
Telesik 
Once upon a time there lived an old man and an old woman. They were getting on in years and had 

no children, so they began to worry. “Who will look after us when we are old and feeble, seeing that 

we have no children?” they said. 

Then the old woman begged the old man, “Go into the woods, dear husband, and hew down a young 

tree and make me a cradle. When it is finished I shall put a sapling in it and rock the cradle. At least 

it will amuse me.” 

At first the old man did not want to go, but the old woman begged and begged him, so at last he 

consented. He rode off, cut down a tree and made a cradle. The old woman laid a sapling in it and 

began to rock the cradle and sing a lullaby: 

“Loo-loo, loo-loo, Telesik sweet, 

You have hands and you have feet. 

I have some broth for you here, 

I shall feed it to you dear.” 

She rocked and rocked the cradle until it was time for them to go to bed. 

When they arose the next morning they found that the sapling had turned into a little boy. The old 

man and the old woman were overjoyed, and decided to call their little son Telesik. 

He grew and grew and became so handsome that the old couple couldn’t be proud enough of him. 

When he had grown quite tall he said to them, “Father, please make me a golden boat with silver 

oars. I shall catch fish and so be able to feed you.” 

The old man made a golden boat and silver oars. They launched it upon the water and their son set 

off. 



He went about the river catching fish and giving them to the old couple. His mother would bring him 

food to eat, calling to him, “My son, be sure to row to the bank when I call to you, but if any stranger 

calls, row away as far as you can.” 

His mother would make his breakfast and bring it to the bank, calling out to him, 

“Telesik, quick as a wink, 

Row fast to the river’s brink. 

Here’s some food and here’s a drink.” 

Telesik always heard her and replied, 

“Nearer, little boat, to the river’s brink. 

Mother has brought me food and drink.” 

He would row close to the bank, eat and drink, then push off in his golden boat with its silver oars 

and glide on to catch more fish. 

Meanwhile, a dragon had been listening to their conversation. He had heard the mother calling to 

Telesik and se he came to the river and began to call in his thick voice, 

“Telesik, quick as a wink, 

Row fast to the river’s brink. 

Here’s some food and here’s a drink.” 

Telesik heard and replied, 

“That is not the voice of my mother, 

It must be the voice of some other. 

Row, row farther, little boat, 

Row, row farther, little boat.” 



He swung the silver oars into the water and the little golden boat glided away from the bank. 

Then Telesik’s mother made some dinner for him. She carried it to the river’s bank and called out, 

“Telesik, quick as a wink, 

Row fast to the river’s brink. 

Here’s some food and here’s a drink.” 

Telesik heard her and replied, 

“Nearer, little boat, to the river’s brink. 

Mother has brought me food and drink.” 

He rowed to the shore, ate and drank. He gave his mother the fish he had caught, then pushed off and 

rowed away. 

The dragon drew near to the bank and once more called out in his thick voice, 

“Telesik, quick as a wink, 

Row fast to the river’s brink. 

Here’s some food and here’s a drink.” 

But Telesik knew it was not his mother’s voice and so swung away with his oars, saying, “Row, row 

farther, little boat, 

Row, row farther, little boat.” 

The little boat rowed farther away. 

The dragon saw that he could not deceive Telesik, so he went to the blacksmith and asked him, 

“Blacksmith, blacksmith, forge for me, dear brother, 

A slender voice like Telesik’s mother.” 



The blacksmith forged one for him. So the dragon went to the shore and began to call out, “Telesik, 

quick as a wink, 

Row fast to the river’s brink. 

Here’s some food and here’s a drink.” 

Telesik heard this and thought it was his mother, so he replied, 

“Nearer, little boat, to the river’s brink. 

Mother has brought me food and drink.” 

And so he rowed up to the river bank. The dragon seized him quickly from the boat and carried him 

off to his own house. When he got there, he called out, “Dragoness Olenka, open the door!” Olenka 

opened the door and the dragon went in. 

“Dragoness Olenka,” he said, “heat up the stove so hot that the stones will fall apart and put Telesik 

in the oven. I’ll go and bring some guests to the feast and dance.” And the dragon went off to call the 

guests. 

Meanwhile, Olenka heated up the stove so hot that the stones almost fell apart and then said to 

Telesik, “Sit down on this shovel!” 

And Telesik answered, “But I can’t! I don’t know how.” 

“Now just come and sit down right here,” said Olenka. 

“So Telesik placed his hand on the shovel. “Like this?” he asked. 

“Well, not exactly. Seat your whole self down,” replied Olenka. 

Telesik put his head down this time. “Like this, maybe?” 

“No, not exactly,” Olenka answered. “Seat your whole self down on it.” 

Telesik then put his foot on the shovel. 



“No, not like that,” said Olenka, “not exactly.” 

“Well then, show me how,” said Telesik, “because I don’t know what you mean.” 

So Olenka started to show him. She had just seated herself down when Telesik seized the shovel, 

threw her into the oven and shut the oven door. Then he locked the house and climbed into a very 

tall maple tree and sat there. Pretty soon who should come along but the dragon, bringing his guests. 

“Dragoness Olenka, open the door!” he yelled. There was no answer 

“Dragoness Olenka, open the door!” he roared. Still no answer. 

“Oh, that wicked Olenka! She has gone off somewhere!” he fumed. 

So the dragon unlocked the door himself, and the guests went in and seated themselves around the 

table. The dragon went to the oven, took out the roast and they all began to eat, thinking it was 

Telesik. They ate heartily and then went outdoors, where they began to roll around for exercise, 

singing out, 

“I’ll roll and tumble down the hill. 

Of Telesik’s flesh I had my fill.” 

And Telesik, high up in the branches of the tree, answered, 

“Oh roll and tumble down the hill. 

Of Olenka’s flesh you’ve had your fill.” 

The dragons listened and said, “What was that?” Then once more they sang, 

“I’ll roll and tumble down the hill. 

Of Telesik’s flesh I had my fill.” 

Again they heard a voice saying, 

“Roll and tumble down the hill. 



Of Olenka’s flesh you’ve had your fill.” 

Again they asked, “What was that?” They began to look around for the voice until at last they espied 

Telesik in the branches of the maple tree, whereupon they threw themselves against it and began to 

gnaw. They gnawed and gnawed till their very teeth began to crack, but they couldn’t break through 

the tree. 

So at last they ran off to the blacksmith and begged, 

“Blacksmith, blacksmith, forge for me, 

Teeth that will gnaw through the maple tree.” 

The blacksmith forged each of them a set of teeth and they started to gnaw once more. They had 

almost gnawed through the tree when a flock of geese flew by. Telesik begged them, 

“Geese, O geese, O goslings, 

Take me on your strong wings, 

And take me to my father. 

He’ll feed and water you well, dears. 

He’ll tend to you for many years.” 

And the geese answered, “Let the middle flock take you.” 

But in the meantime the dragons were gnawing and gnawing away. Then again a flock of geese flew 

by. Telesik once more begged, 

“Geese, O geese, O goslings, 

Take me on your strong wings, 

And take me to my father. 

He’ll feed and water you well, dears. 



He’ll tend to you for many years.” 

But these geese said, “Let the last goose take you,” and flew off. 

Poor, dear Telesik sat waiting for the tree to fall, thinking “Soon, soon I must perish,” when along 

flew one single goose, maimed and hardly able to fly. Telesik said to it, 

“Goose, O goose, O gosling, 

Take me on your small wing, 

And carry me to my father. 

He’ll feed and water you well, my dear. 

He’ll tend to you for many a year.” 

And it answered, “Sit down.” So Telesik seated himself upon its wings. 

The poor goose was very tired and so flew quite low. The dragons went after it as if to catch it, but 

they did not succeed. 

The goose carried Telesik home and sat him sown outside the gable-end of the roof, while it 

wandered around by itself and ate some food. Telesik sat down on the gable and listened to what was 

going on in the house. His mother had baked some buns and was taking them out of the oven, 

saying, 

“Here is a bun for you, old father, 

And here is one for me—old mother.” 

Then Telesik from the outside said, “And one for me, too?” 

Once more she took out some buns and said, 

“Here is a bun for you, old father, 

And here is one for me—old mother.” 



Telesik again said, “And one for me?” 

His parents heard him. “What is that?” they cried. “Did you hear, dear husband? Someone seems to 

be calling us,” said the old woman. 

“Maybe it’s your imagination,” said the old man. 

Once again the old woman said, 

“Here is a bun for you, old father, 

And here is one for me—old mother.” 

“And one for me, too?” asked Telesik from the gable. 

“Well, something is surely answering,” said the old woman, glancing through the window. There 

was Telesik sitting on the gable! The old people went out of the house, took him and brought him 

into the house—and were they delighted! 

Meanwhile, the little gosling was wandering around outdoors when the mother espied it and said, 

“There is a gosling wandering around. I’ll go catch it and kill it and we’ll have it for dinner.” 

But Telesik said, “No, Mother, don’t kill it, but feed it. If it were not for that gosling I wouldn’t be 

here.” 

Well, they fed and watered it, and put some millet under its wings and so it flew away. 

“Here is a tale for you, 

And a string of bubliks for me, 

For that is the end of my story.” 


