THE BABY GOAT THAT HAD THREE GOATS
by Octav Pancu Iaşi


This story did not happen when the fleas were wearing shoes, but much closer, when the fleas became very unbearable - and I, children, wish you had nothing to do with them.

Not far from the house of the goat that had with three baby goats, there was once the house of the baby goat that had three goats. This baby goat was a baby goat like all other baby goats: neither bigger nor smaller nor more beautiful nor uglier. As one would say: neither too much of a baby goat, nor too grand. Instead of one single goat, this baby goat had three goats: a mother goat, an aunt goat and a grandmother goat.

Such a great living the baby goat had! One thing I can tell you, children, if I had the chance to live one day in that  baby goat’s house, I would need nothing more from life. That was such a great living!
Each morning, barely did the baby goat open his eyes, that he started to command:
- Mom goat!
- Tell me, my beloved son!
- Dress me up! I cannot do it by myself…

The mother goat did not expect to be told twice. She bent down to look for his shoes under the bed, climbed up to the cupboard to look for his trousers, and went after the stove to look for his shirt.

Of course, unlike you, the baby goat did not use the chair seat back or the hangers to care for his clothes. He threw his clothes all around the room. Mother goat picked his clothes and struggled to dress him: she tied his laces, pulled on his pants and shirt and gosh, she even tied his belt!
When he got dressed, the baby goat again commanded:
- Aunt-goat!
- Tell me, my dear grandson!
- Feed me! I cannot do this by myself…


Aunty-goat rushed to the kitchen, poured sweet milk into a plate and placed the warm polenta afterwards, then she put everything on a tray and carried them quickly to the baby goat's bed. Moreover, aunt goat chopped the polenta and put each bite into the baby goat’s mouth, and kept on holding the mug for the baby goat to sip the milk from it!


And she kept on feeding him, until the baby goat finished the polenta with milk, and at the end she also brought her nephew a pie, because she was a great baker and the baby goat was a great eater.
The baby goat played all day long outside, and in the evening when he came back home, he laid on the bed and commanded:
- Grandma goat!

- Say your wish, my dear grandson!

- Sing me a lullaby! I cannot fall asleep by myself…


In a blink of an eye, the grandmother goat would come near the baby goat and start singing and reading:

Hush, little baby,

Enter Sandman,

Hush, little baby.


Hey, I would love to live like this for a hundred years!

Nevertheless, one evening, the neighbor knocked on their door.

- My sweet neighbors, I came to you with a big request. Tomorrow my son goat is getting married. I would really like to prepare a feast for them so that everybody will know what a big wedding theirs was. I beg you ,please, my dears, would you be so kind to help me with the meatballs coating , the sweat bread baking, and whatever else is needed. I’d be very grateful for this and I'll make sure to return you the service in the future.

- Tomorrow at dawn we’ll be at your place, no doubt for that! We will help you dearly.


The next day, the three goats went to their neighbor goat who had three children goat. Later that morning, the baby goat woke up. As usual, he shouted:

-Mom Goat! Come dress me!  However, no one came to dress him. Then the baby goat began to roll over the bed and scream.

- Dress me up! Dress me up! Dress me up! I cannot do it by myself…


The fox was just passing by and hearing the baby goat’s yelling, curious as she was, she put her head out the window to find out what was going on.

- Stop shouting so much, baby goat, if you cannot get dressed by yourself, throw me your clothes and I will help you.


Gladly the baby goat throws out the window his shoes, his trousers, and his shirt. The fox caught them one by one, threw them in a bag and off she was, running with them to sell them at the fair.

Great bitterness the baby goat felt and many heavy tears he had shed. Nevertheless, while he was crying and whining, he got hungry. He shouted then:

- Aunt goat, feed me! However, no one came to feed him. The aunt-goat, as you all know, was gone. Moreover, he started rolling and screaming:

- Feed me! Feed me! Feed me! I cannot eat my by myself….


As he was screaming like this, the bear passed by.

- Stop yelling so much, you, baby goat!  You’d better tell me where the food is to help you eat. I would be delighted to feed you!


The baby goat told him where the food was. The bear entered the kitchen and began to engorge greedily. He ate all the polenta. He sipped the last drop of milk. He was that greedy that he swallowed the kettle and the paddle together with the food. Then the bear left without caring for the baby goat.
Now, the baby goat started crying even louder. He kept on crying and the house echoed by his yelling. Everyone knows that after crying you get sleepy.

He shouted out:

-Grandmother goat! Put me to sleep! However, no one came to help him sleep.

Again, the baby goat began to scream and roll over.


The wolf had just come out for a walk. He was not far away, and he heard the baby goat yelling.

- Stop shouting so much, baby goat. I will come in and help you fall asleep!


The wolf entered the house, sat next to the baby goat, cradling him and singing to him:

Hush, hush, little baby goat,

Don’t enter Sandman,

Hush, hush, little baby goat,

I will eat the spoiled baby goat,

Hush, hush.


I can’t tell you how much frightened the baby goat got, but he still found the strength to break away from the wolf and run away. Only towards the evening, did the baby goat return home, naked, hungry and tired. And as he entered the door, he said:

- Mother- goat, aunt-goat, grandmother- goat! I will tell you everything that has happened to me, but first I need to look for clothes to wear and then to eat something because I am very hungry. The baby goat got dressed, he ate what he could find in the pots, but before he started his story, he fell asleep.


But aren't you tired, children? I am very sleepy myself, just for you to know.

Good night, my dear children!
