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Part 1 
 
A lifetime of sorrow,  
A lifetime of woe 
For a poor farmer in 
Ukraine long ago 
 
His hut was a shack 
Of packed earth and sticks 
With barely a bean 
For his wife or his kids 
 
One day at his brother’s 
(Who’d kept their dad’s farm) 
He sat on a chair, which  
Did no one harm 
His back was so sore 
His legs always ached 
He worked on the farm 
From every daybreak 
Until the moon rose 
Over the cold earth 
Shining a light  
On the life of a serf 
 
Who served the old brother 
Who then wandered in 
And shouted and yelled 
That sloth was a sin 
And that young brother 
Had no business there 
The brother had no right 
To sit on a chair 
The brother had no right 
To be in the house 
That his father had built 
He was soon hustled out 
 
 

 
 
 
Back to the bleak field 
To stand in the snow 
To save the black earth  
From the raven and crow 
By slinging cold stones 
At thin skinny birds  
His own brittle bones 
Were as cold as the earth 
 
But on that harsh day 
A strange thing occurred 
He slung his stone shots 
At the black shiny birds  
They flapped their slow wings 
Into the white mist 
But one bird came back 
And said, I insist 
On telling you something 
That you need to hear 
There’s no life for you 
In this village, my dear 
Your time here has 
Always been pain 
And contempt 
You’ve nothing to gain 
As slave and servant 
Today he has made you 
A frozen scarecrow 
You’ve nothing to lose 
You really must go! 
 
The raven said no more 
The man dropped his stones 
And hurried at once   
To his earthenware home 
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And he gathered his wife  
The dog and the kids 
And what they could carry 
The bobs and the bits 
The few useful things 
That they both owned 
The pot and a kettle 
The dog and his bone 
An old goatskin bag 
Hung in the corner 
The last thing he grabbed 
Filled up with sad water 
 
They went just like that 
With no by-your-leave 
Up the farm track  
Like poor refugees 
Carrying only  
The things that they could 
Leaving behind   
A life of no good 
 
Alas, they did not travel alone 
Some things came with them 
From their poor home 
His troubles and woes 
Also came, too 
Little black shadows 
With a dark tune 
 

 
‘Oh, we will follow 
Wherever he goes 
He’s ours and we’re his 
As everyone knows 
We’re his and he’s ours 
His own sweet sorrows 
Oh, we will follow 
Wherever he goes 
And we will follow 
Whatever he says 
We’re his very personal 
Unlucky Days’ 
 
As night fell they came 
To a broad stream 
The waters bubbled 
And hissed and careened 
 
Now, get in this bag, troubles 
I’ll fill it with air 
You’ll float and be safe 
I will get you there 
 
For you are my troubles 
We can’t let you be 
Grabbed by the waters 
And taken downstream 
 
So the troubles jumped in 
And he tied the bag tight 
And he dug a hole 
On the edge of the night 
He piled on that hollow 
A great cairn of stones 
That marked the gravesite 
Of his troubles and woes 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 
 

The Unlucky Days 
An old folktale from Ukraine with Purple Hippo 
Page 3 
Part 2 
 
And they crossed the brook 
That babbled and burbled 
And they crossed that brook 
Without any troubles 
Their steps were lighter 
Delightful and joyful 
Their future felt brighter 
In the new morning 
 
The sun was just rising 
A cockerel crowed 
An empty house beckoned 
Beside the road 
Outside a village 
That seemed nice and neat 
The neighbours all said 
You can live on our street 
There’s work and there’s money 
For a man who knows how 
To handle a spade  
And a fork and a plough 
 
And that’s where they stayed 
There was gold, there was bread 
No unlucky days 
Just good luck instead 
 
 

Part 3 
 
One day, he heard bleating 
From the hillside 
He grabbed his old belt 
And upwards he climbed 
Into the mist and boulders and fog 
Great mighty horns 
Stood by a bog 
 
A great mighty goat 
As big as a cow 
As strong as an ox 
However, somehow 
He caught it and dragged it 
Down from that peak 
It struggled and kicked him 
Half into next week 
But still he got it  
Back to the farm 
He wrestled it up to 
The roof of the barn 
Where that beaten goat 
Simply vanished! 
It had been the devil! 
But now it was vanquished! 
And as a reward 
Gold fell from the rafters 
The family was rich 
From there ever after  
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Part 4  
 
A little while later 
Big Bro had a plan 
To drop by and see  
His little young man 
 
Perhaps he felt sorry 
For what he had done 
Perhaps he felt like 
Having some fun 
 
By having a laugh 
At his poor little bro 
Whatever his plan 
We’ll just never know 
 
 
But he came with a gift 
Of fatty pancakes 
But could not help 
His own double-take 
 
When he saw the wealth 
The larder of food 
The children’s good health 
His brother’s fine suit 
 
Big Bro was not happy 
He turned sickly green 
Envy had grabbed him 
He so nearly screamed 
 
Where is this from, 
This gold and fine food? 
Tell me, dear brother 
I’d do it for you! 
 
 

 
 
 
Of course, older brother 
I’ll share you my fate 
And all of my luck 
If you take my spade 
 
To the bank of the river 
That you just crossed  
You’ll find on the bank 
A big pile of rocks 
Buried beneath is 
A bag of goatskin 
The wealth you deserve 
Is hidden within! 
 
The brother ran off 
With no by-your-leave 
His greed took him running 
To the bank of the stream 
 
Where he dug out the bag 
Like a demon possessed 
And he looked within 
And you might have guessed 
 
The Unlucky Days  
Were so glad to see 
The one who had come 
To set them all free 
 
Oh, they were so happy 
They’d waited so long 
They greeted their master 
And sang him their song 
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Part 4 (continued) 
 
 
‘Oh, we will follow 
Wherever he goes 
He’s ours and we’re his 
As everyone knows 
We’re his and he’s ours 
His own sweet sorrows 
Oh, we will follow 
Wherever he goes 
And we will follow 
Whatever he says 
We’re his very personal 
Unlucky Days’ 
 
And that’s what they did 
They went back to his town 
The first thing he found 
His house had burned down 
 
The only place left 
To lay his sad head 
His brother’s old house 
With hay for a bed 
 
And a peg in the corner 
To hang a skin bag 
And a hole in the rooftop 
A door for the rat 
 
And that’s how he lived 
With the Unlucky Days 
That’s how he lived 
To the end of his days 
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