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“ good gentleman fell seriously ill. He called his wife, and his wife was still young, and he
told her: “My love, you see it, my hour has come, it is coming inevitably for me to leave you
and to go. You are still young, and if you want me do die peacefully, do me a favour. You will
(re)marry for sure, I know that. I beg you, please, don’t take my neighbour. I am angry with
him. If you are content with me, then don’t take him, that I may not die anxiously.” And the
woman gave answer and said: “Don’t let me be a source for concern at your death at all. Die in
peace, I will tell you the truth: That man I will not take him in any case, because three months
ago I have given my word to another man.”
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“My child, our children, we didn’t send them to school much. Eh, we had a teacher, he was our
teacher. Eh, they didn’t go to school, because they were working. They were all working very
hard to earn their bread. The men left, they went away to work. Away far away, my child. They
went to - as far as Russia they came. Eh, our children, half of the time they went to school, half
of the time they didn´t go. Those wo went all the time were literate, the others didn’t learn. Our
girls they didn’t send to school. They were afraid to let them go out, that they would suffer
anything. They didn’t suffer anything, of course, but still they wouldn’t let them go. Our
children didn’t learn much. They read, they went, they read in our church. In church they read
St. Basil, my child. They loved him very much, they all loved him.”
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