POSTOLAR I VRAG

Prema povjestici Augusta Senoe

POSTOLAR I VRAG

Bio jednom postolar,
Posten Covjek al' vec star.

Pomoz', ma i tko si!

Ba$ da vrag mi pomo¢ nosi. | ‘

Mnogo djece mnogo freba,
A u kuci nema hljeba.

Tek si majstor rijeci rece, l
Iznenada Kuc! na vrata.

Pomo¢ laka;
. _Svega blaga preko mjere

Slab uzitak staro silo,
A u kudi lose stvari;



javascript:void(0);
javascript:void(0);
javascript:void(0);
javascript:void(0);
javascript:void(0);
javascript:void(0);

Al' u kudi - bijela kruha,

Sila Boga e moli Zuta zlata, lijepa ruha.

\ Glad ne pita tko ga hrani. kruhalll
Zato poslije sedam lieta Na sve majstor moj privoli
Sa mnom ées I dusu si utamani;
put moga svijetal

. . Majstoru se [
Sinak Baz)i %ﬂfﬂﬁSﬂlﬂ- _ I peCenu jarebicu  |=
Mnogo puta jo5t' do neba; ' | mekanu posteljicu.

Tu prenocit putem freba,

De pocinka,
domacino!
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U
e

Oj, majstore!
Na svemu ti hvala moja,
Pa mi reci do tri Zelje.
- Rije¢ istina bit ée tvoja -
Bile male ili velje!

prozor tko mi zaluce,
z men’ glave ne izvuce

Hvala ti na tvojem daru;
Pa kad hoce$ da ti kazem,
Ove zelje, gospodary, .
| DRred moguénost tvoju slazems”

Tko u vrtu Krusku takne,
Bez mene se ne cdmaknel

a tronosku tko mi pane,
Bez mene nek ne ustane!

Cudni ljudi!
Al' $to Zeli§, to ti budi
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Ide vrijeme, dode rok:
Eto vraga skok na skok,
Kuc! na vrata iznenada

Vrag da skoci, pa se trza,
Baca tamo, baca sjemo,
Bijesno Skripi, lud se vrza,

Psice, puSe, Kune, psuje,
Grize, place, jadikuje:
Al' badava! - Kako sio,
K'c prikovan da je cio.

Dobro vece, stari goso?!
Vec je hora, pusti pos’o,
Brze-bolje 'ajdmo sada!
Puna mjera, sedam ljeta,

Oj, racuni tebi pusti!
Sedam joste dajem ljeta
Tvojoj duSi ovogq svijeta
Al' me, goso, pusti, pustifs

&3

Id', ludace,
do nedraga!

Cekaj dokle ve&eramo;
Tko ¢e gladan sad u pak'o?
Na tronosku sjedi tamo!

Ide vrijeme, dode rok:
Eto vraga skok na skok,

Dobro vece, stari goso!
vec je hora, pusti pos'o;
Brze-bolje 'ajdmo sada!
Puna mjera, sedam ljeta,
Eut mojega treba svijets
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racuni tebi pusti!
Sedam joste dajem lieta %
Tvojoj dusi oveg svijeta, <7 AT
Al' me, goso, pusti, pusti! -

5 eKaj dokle veceramo;
Tko ¢e gladan sad u pak'o?
Pod prozorom ¢ekaj tamol

Baca tamo, baca sjemo,
Bijesno Skripi, lud se vrza,
K'o tamjanom da ga kadis
TIii svetom vodom hladis.

d', ludace, do nedraga!
Al' Kad dodes, ne budali!
Kraj je onda svakoj sali.

Lija majstor
stiska oi: | U lijep ¢as mi dos'c jesi!

Gle tam' krusku, deder skoéi

Pa KruSaka se natresi

I Kruske mi nosi sime

ol Da se putem csladime.

Ide vrijeme, dode rok:
Eto vraga skoK na skok,

Dobro vece, stari gosc?
Vec je hera, pusti pos’o;
Brze-bolje 'ajdmo sada!
Puna mjera, sedam ljeta
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Skodi vraze, ludo zvijere;
Trese Kruske do zla bijesa,
Dckle do tri pune mjere
Krusaka se ne natresa.
Ludak Krusku uhvatio —
Ke' da si ga prilijepio.

Skeoéi majster, skoée momei,
Redomice vratolomei,
Povadise to remenje,
Pavcoléetu leda glade.

Vrag da skeci, pa se trza,
Trese tame, trese sjemo,
Bijesnc SKripi, lud se vrza,
Ko’ tamjanom da ga kadis,
Ili svetom vodem hladis.
Psice, puse, Kune, psuje,
Grize, place, jadikuyje:
Zalud! - Krusku uhvatio,
Ko' da si ga prilijepio.

Pavo kuka, davo stenje
I Kroz suze i Kroz jade
Pavo gosi to govori:

i vrag nije od Kamena;
Stoga za lijek leda majih,
A s zuljeva majih hudih,
Jeste dva'est, ljeta tvajih

a ovome svijetu budil
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Pa sve vise celjad gipka

Zamahnula to remenje, N L
A sve viSe kao Sipka Vrag se vie,
Vrag se trese, vraZe stenje jecat briznu: '

~Istina vam sve to bila:
Od majstora sam je slus'o

' Id', ludade ad sam kod njeq' vina Kus's
' r —
do nemila!
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Majstor rece, vrag do vraga; .. s
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THE COBBLER AND THE DEVIL - August Senoa

The Cobbler and the
Devil

Once upon a time there was a cobbler,

by the motives from An honest man with a heart of gold, ), =2
AUGUST SENOA'S But rather old. !j f/‘[

short poem

I ’b@"

¢ No sooner had he uttered a word
Somebody please help me this instance when the Devil's KNOCK! on the door he

I'd even accept the Devil's assistance! )
S A Not good ...
\ ) y weak joy old bodkin,
‘ - A ] __And at home bad things;
) ".’, ? : \ = : AN & >
- a

To help is easy; =
all sorts of goods' \

na - - 7’



javascript:void(0);
javascript:void(0);
javascript:void(0);
javascript:void(0);
javascript:void(0);
javascript:void(0);

But you know well,
I'll scratch your back
If you do the same.
So when the seven summers expire
¥ou're off with me to my empire

- <
" X

The Son of God was running late,
It's a long journey to heaven's gate.
He must find a place to stay.

Beggars can't be choosers,
Hungry mouths don't ask much.
The cobbler agreed to it all
And to the devil he promised his soul.

There will be
bread!!!

At home he found white bread
And beautiful clothes of golden thread.

The cobbler provides him with _

Some old wine, roasted partridge
And soft linen.
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God got up before dawn | ‘ Thank Yyou for your gift, my lord¥
And said: | _ - S And at your command

' !
My good master, nge s what I demand.A

/I give you my thanks for your Kindness.
i So tell me your wishes three,
They'll all come true
owever big or small they may be

u{iid

Whoever puts his head on my windowsiii<

May never be released without mY wi Whoever plucks the pear tree in my gard people are very strange
= & May not move without my parden! out what you wish, T can arrange!
4o

S
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The time has flown
The deadline passed
Here comes the Devil as a blast!

The devil tries to leave the stool.
Here a yank, there a yank!

=

Goed evening, my old chum,
The time has come, put your work down
Hurry up, we must run
Seven summers did expire

To your soul in this world
T'll give another seven years,
ust let me go, please, please

Go away,
you fool!

Wait, first we'll eat.
Who goes hungry hell to meet?
On the stool, find your seat!

The time has flown
The deadline passed
| Here comes the Devil as a blast!

;
L)

,\ Gocd evening, my old chum,
The time has come, put your work down
Hurry up, we must run
Seven summers did expire

You're off with me tc my empire!

Grinds his teeth in anger, twitches like a fool! |
He's hissing, blowing, cursing, biting, wailing
But in vain! - Where he found his seat
He remained as riveted!
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Wait, first we'll eat.
Who geoes hungry hell to meet?
Qn that windows find your seats

Through a window pave,
Forever there to remain.

=5

\ You fool, get out of here,
But when you come, better not jest
And put all your jokes to rest!

He throws out there, throwing here,
Enraged squeaks, like crazy twitching.
as if you smoke him with the incense

Or cool him down with holy water.

Goed evening, my old chum, <
The time has come, put your work down
Hurry up, we must run
Seven summers did expire
ou're off with me to my empirel

To your soul in this world
I'll give another seven Yyears,
ust let me go, please, please S i

Your timing is right!
There's a tree in sight,
Go and get some pears to eat,
On our trip to have a trea!
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The Devil leaps as a crazy beast, Grinds his teeth in anger, twitches like a fool!
Shaking madly for the upcoming feast, He's hissing, blowing, cursing, biting, wailing!
The madman grabs the pear from the tree,
Never again to be set free!

The more these quys The Devil sobs and moans
Swung their ties, And through the tears and pain he spoke:
The more the Devil
Shakes and cries.

Mot even the Pevil is made of stong,
For the remedy of my broken bone,
Twenty more summers in this werld

Oh, don't do it! I give you!

My bacK is burning,
Stop it, please!
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The maore the Devil
Shakes and cries! -

W 1 o
The more those duys ; : ‘
Swung their ties, Ly The Devil burst out sobbing:

9

e end is now for every joke;

told you not to be a bloke!
o Oh, oh, it's enough! Enough!

- our soul is free, with no bluff!

Go, you fool! It's all true T say,
From the master I did hear
while toasting his wine,

To make it clear. _«

Edited by
Dorotea Pavalié, 1.9
Hana Pomper, 1.9
Jelena Kalini&, 1.9

Mentorice
Ljiljana Lez-Pmjevig, pref.
Ksenija Halter, prof.

Hetelljersko-turistiéka Skola u Zagrebu
$i.god. 2014./2015.

Image source(s): 1, 6, 7, 19, 28, 29, 30, 31, 32, 33, 34, 35, 36, 37, 38: trovile.png / Pitchfork | Free Stock Photo | Illustration 2, 15, 16: suster.jpg / File:MDS Schusterwerkstatt.jpg - Wikimedia Commons; 3, 4, 9, 11, 18, 19, 20, 21, 22, 23, 24, 25, 26, 27,
28, 29, 30, 41: poor home.jpg / INTERIEUR on Pinterest | 101 Pins; 12, 13, 14: 640px-Gocsej_village_house_3_bedroom.jpg / commons.wikimedia.org; 17, 31, 32, 33, 34, 35, 36, 37, 38, 39, 40: KRUSKICA.jpg / www.flickr.com


javascript:void(0);
javascript:void(0);
javascript:void(0);
javascript:void(0);
javascript:void(0);
javascript:void(0);

