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Has na has, jekh gadzikano gavoro. Maskar lende besSelas jekh ¢oro Rom.
Has igen coro, nic les na has. Savore gadzen has dzvirina u les na has nic.
Pejla leske igen phares. Jekhvar leske avila pre godi, hoj peske kerela
kastuni gurumni pro kereka. Sar phenda, avka kerda. E gurumni di¢holas,
sar bi avelas dzidi.

Tosara, sar dzalas o pastiris te pasinel le gadzenge le gurumnen, ta leske
difna o Rom peskra gurumna. O pastiris la ifa u gejle pre mala. DzZan, dzan
tele le plajiha - e gurumnii dzal. DZzan upre le plajiha u e gurumii na
kamel te dzal. Chudna la o pastiris te marel, avka la marlas, dzi la
phagerda.

Rati anel o pastiris la gurumna le Romeske. O Rom cholisalila, hoj leske o
pastiris la gurumna murdarda. Ci kamelas ¢i na kamelas, musinda o
pastiris leske te del peskera gurumna. Palis gejla o pastiris andre karéma
u phenda le gadzZzenge, so pes leske achila. O gadze cholisalile u
dovakerde pes, hoj le Romeske la gurumna murdarena. Sar phende, avka
kerde. La gurumna murdarde, o mas latar chale ¢a e morci mukhle.

Tosara o Rom ustila u dikhel, hoj e gurumni murdardi. Chudna te rovel.
Has leske igen pharo, hoj les pale nane fii¢. Phenda peske: ,,Dzava andro
svetos u odoj morci bikenava." Ifa e morci u gejla.

Phirelas pal o svetos maj jekh bers, ale e morci nasti bikenlas. Niko la na
kamelas. Imar peske o Rom phenda, hoj dzala khere. Dzal, dzal, dzi avla
ko cinteris. Dikhla odoj purano kerestos. Besla peske tel o kerestos u
chudnia te rovel. So na Sunel? Vareko leske phenel: ,,Me tutar cinava e
morci, me la cinava." Dikhel pal peste, nikhaj niko. Dikhel pro kerestos u
phucel lestar: ,,0da tu phendal, hoj tu kames miri morci?" U sar phurdelas
e balvaj, o kerestos perelas jekha seratar pre aver. O Rom peske
duminda, hoj o kerestos leske avka odphenel. Mukhla leske e morci odoj u
phenda: ,,Me tuke la kadej mukhava u tajsa avava vas o love."

Sig tosara avla. Dikhel, e mor¢i ani o love nikhaj! La bara cholatar marlas
andro kerestos dzi o kerestos na pejla. U so o Rom na dikhel! Tel o
kerestos sas pherdi piri somnakaj. Ila la, palikerda u gejla khere. Khere
peske cinda le gurumnen u has lestar nekbarvaleder Rom, mek buter sar
0 gadze andro gav.



[translation for the teacher) A Wooden Cow

Once upon a time there was a small non-Romani villlage. There lived a
poor Rom who had nothing at all. The gadje, however, had a lot of
animals. He was very sad because of that. So, one day he thought up he
would carve a wooden cow on wheels for himself. As he said, so he did.
The cow looked as if alive.

In the morning, when a shepherd took the farmers ' cows to graze, the
Rom gave him his cow, too. The shepherd took the cow and went to the
field. He walked down the hill and the cow walked behind him. He walked
up the hill, but the cow refused to follow. The shepherd started to beat the
cow. He beat it so hard that he broke it.

In the evening, the shepherd brought the cow back to the Rom. He got
very angry that the shepherd killed his cow. Willy nilly, the shepherd had
to give the Rom his own cow instead. Then he went to a pub and told
everybody what had happened. The non-Romani got angry and agreed on
killing the cow of the Rom. As they said, so they did. They killed the cow,
ate the meat and left only the cowhide.

When the Rom got up in the morning, he saw the cow was dead. Only the
cowhide remained. He started crying. He was sorry that he had nothing at
all again. Then, he said to himself: *I will set out into the wide world", and
so he did.

He walked about the world for almost a year but he could not sell the
cowhide. Nobody wanted it. The Rom almost said to himself that he would
return home. At that moment, he walked as far as a cemetary where he
noticed an old cross. He sat downn uder it and and started to cry. Yet
what did he hear? Someone was whispering to him: “I will buy the old
cowhide from you." The Rom turned around but could not see anybody.
He looked at an old cross and asked: “Was it you who said that you
wanted my old cowhide?" As the wind was blowing, the cross kept
swaying from side to side and the Rom thought that the cross was giving
him the answer. So, he left the cowhide lying next to the cross and said:
“I am leaving it here and tomorrow I will come for money."

Early in the morning, the Rom went back to the cross. He was looking
around, but neither the cowhide nor money were in sight! Enraged, he
started to hit the cross so hard that he knocked it down completely. But
what could he see? There was a bowl of gold under the cross. He took it,
gave his thanks and headed for home. He bought himself cows and
became a rich Rom, even richer than all the non- Romani from his village.
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