Trickery for the benefit
Once upon a time there lived an old man with his wife. They had the only pretty daughter Irine. She had a turn-up nose, beautiful blue eyes with bushy eyelashes, fair hair as colour of the ripened rye ears. She had rosy cheeks, and when she smiled she had dimples in her cheeks. She was thin and slender, graceful, warm-hearted and gentle, quiet. Her charming face attracted everybody. Everyone loved her. Her pleasant voice pleased the parents. The parent’s love for daughter was immense. They adored Irine and tried to execute all of her desire-inquiries, dressed her in gold and silver.
All was perfect. Nevertheless Irine was very lazy. Her parents caressed and cherished her, but didn’t teach her to work. She didn’t help her parents to do any work about the house. She enjoyed staying in bed. She was becoming a useless girl. 

The house where the family lived stood near a big forest. The forest was the home for different living beings, wild, fur- bearing animals and birdies. The old man Chige managed the forest. He liked the order, and demanded to follow the rules from the inhabitants of the wood. Every morning he went all over the possession with one purpose: to reveal whether there was no chaos, whether all birds and animals lived a full harmonic life and all wild animals and birds were alive.
“It has become really difficult. The forest is different, and people are different too…It’s difficult for me to keep the order in the forest alone. The forest is cut down, animals are killed, the bird’s nests are destroyed, the flowers are cut, and some species of animals and birds have already disappeared. How can I explain to people that grass and flowers, leaves and stems feel pain when you pick them and big drops like tears, appear on its stems and leaves. If only I had a helper! “
One morning Irine went out and has gone somewhere. After a long time she lost the way. It happened so that she passed a tower on her road. It was Chige’s house. She has entered the house carefully, it was empty, and nobody could be seen there. Irine looked over a house, met nobody, sat down on a chair and has fallen asleep at once.
  Soon  Chige has returned. Having seen the sleeping girl, he was very much delighted and gave a cry: “She will be my helper!” He couldn’t imagine that Irine did not like to work.
Every morning the old man went to the forest, Irine was locked by the big lock. She had to stay indoors alone the whole day. One day passed, the second, the third…Chige came back late at night and found out that everything he had prepared early in the morning was eaten up, nothing new was prepared: the floors were dirty, buckets were empty, there was no water in them…And who was to do everything? Irine could only eat and sleep. Chige was angry with Irine.
Between meal and dream she remembered her parents and cried. She wanted to go home. But how could she escape?
And once, when she sat down weeping, the little mouse came out of his hole and squeaked: 
· Hello! Why are you crying?

· I want to go home. 

· -I’ll help you. You know the old man Chige does not like lazy girls. Guide the order in the room. Do you want to know what the owner likes? I’ll tell you. He likes to have a good meal, he enjoys cheerful jokes, witticisms, and in general everything that is ridiculous.

Irine wanted to go home very much that’s why she listened attentively.
· How am I to get out? How can I deceive Chige?

The little mouse’s words were on the spot. She found a broom and began to sweep the floor. She swept the floor in the house, after that in the corridor.

The mouse kept a sharp eye on her work, prompted Irine how to make the job. (Do you remember she was unable to work? She had no household duties.) The little mouse was ready to help out. Irine began to cry and to pour tears and the mouse gathered her ears in a bucket. Half of a bucket was filled up.
- What shall I do? - she cried with tears in her eyes.

· You should wash the floor, - advised the mouse.

Irine washed the floor. She did her best and earned praise from the mouse.

· The job is of good-quality!

   Irine liked the cleanliness of the floor. Everything was fine.
In her joy she decided to prepare a tasty supper for Chige. But what should she cook? Irine didn’t know how to cook. Suddenly she recollected the way her mother prepared vareniki. She knew vareniki were tasty. But what from? 

  The mouse helped her again. He has shown where Chige keeps products. Soon some flour and cottage cheese were found.  A sparrow has brought several fresh eggs. A hare came running with a slice of butter in his mouth. 
As it happens in fairy tales spring onions have appeared from cellar.

   Everything was ready... The girl has worked diligently in the kitchen. Vareniki were ready. The swallow nestling tasted it. “It is delicious!” – he has praised vareniki. 

(Pay attention, my dear friend, all living beings wish Irine well, they want her to escape from this captivity and come home safe and sound.)

  It was growing dark. The old man came back, tired, without hope for the delicious supper. Having risen on the steps he felt the smell of tasty vareniki. 
When he entered he saw the washed floor which was lighted brilliantly by the lamp. Chige was surprised.  
  Passing further he was met by Irine’s pleasant voice inviting him to have supper. He quickly took his place at the table and began to eat. 

  Irine has already thought up how to make laugh the old man: you see she needs to escape home. She has told the first fairy tale, the second was more ridiculous than the first, the third – funnier. Chige became weak listening ridiculous fairy tales. Then Irine began to sing different songs: songs with lively tune, sad songs, some of them were silent, others were loud. Under these tricks the old man has fallen asleep. Irine took to her heels and managed to elope.
  They say on her way home Irine has changed greatly. Having come home, she has undertaken all home duties. Since then she has been running the house. From early morning till late at night she was on foot.  They say the parents were delighted for the daughter very much and began to call her tenderly IRISHKA. 
   That’s quite right!

