SWEET PORRIDGE
There was once a poor widow who had only one daughter, a child
who was so good and gentle that everyone who knew her, loved her.
One day the child went into the forest to gather firewood. She was
very sad because there was nothing left in the house to eat. There
was so little that she and her mother often went hungry.
She had already gathered a bundle of sticks, and was about to go
home, when she saw a poor old woman who had also come to the
forest for wood. The woman was so bent and stiff that it was pitiful
to see her. The child felt sorry for her and wanted to help her.
“Good woman” said she, “let me gather the wood for you; it must
be hard for you to bend down.”
She put down her own load, and gathered as much wood for the
old woman as much as she was able to carry. “I would take it home
for you,” said the little girl, “but my mother is waiting
for me, and I must hurry, for I am already late.”

“Child,” said the old woman, “you have a good heart, and you deserve to be
rewarded.” She then drew out from under her cloak a little iron pot. “Take
this,” she said. “It is a magic pot. Whenever you are hungry you have
only to say—
“‘Boil little pot
Till the porridge is hot,’
and it will begin to boil and fill up with sweet porridge. When you
have had enough say—
“‘Cease little pot,
The porridge is hot,’
and it will stop boiling.”

She made the child repeat the words after her several times, and
she then gave her the pot and hobbled away through the forest with
the wood on her shoulders.
The child was filled with joy at the thought that now she and her
mother would never be hungry again. She ran home as fast as she
could, carrying the pot with both hands.
When she came in her mother asked, “Where is the wood?”
“I have brought home something better than wood,” cried the
child. “The wood only warms us, but here is something that will feed
us as well.” She put the pot upon the table and said,
“Boil little pot
Till the porridge is hot.”
The pot at once began to bubble and boil, and soon it was full
and brimming over with sweet porridge. The widow caught up a
spoon and dipped some of the porridge out into a bowl, but the
more she dipped out the more there was in it. When all the
bowls in the house were full, the child said,
“Cease little pot,
The porridge is hot,”
and at once the pot stopped boiling.

The widow was overjoyed at the treasure the little girl had brought
home. “Come,” she cried, “let’s sit down and eat.”
“Yes, dear mother,” said the child, “but first I will carry some of the
porridge to the neighbors who were so kind to us when we had nothing.”
She filled a large kettle with porridge and started out with it, but no
sooner had she gone than the widow began to wonder whether they had
kept enough for themselves. She did not feel satisfied, so she said to
the pot:
“Boil little pot
Till the porridge is hot.”
Immediately the pot began to bubble and boil. Soon it was full and the
porridge began to run over.

“Ha-ha!” laughed the widow, now satisfied with this new treasure.
Then she wished to stop it, but she had forgotten what to say.

“Enough!” she cried. “Stop! Stop!” but the porridge still boiled up and
over the edge of the pot.

The widow picked up the spoon and again began dipping out the
porridge; she dipped as fast as she could.
“Oh for heaven’s sake!” she wailed. “Why won’t it stop? Maybe I’m
using the wrong words?” she began to try alternatives, “Cease! End!
Halt! Pause!Desist!” and then she tried some more, “ Woah! Cut it out!
Quit, will you!”
Soon all the pots and pans in the house were full and still the pot
continued to boil out porridge.

In desperation she tried some
other languages, like French:
Arreter (Urreteh)

Hindi: Rokna (rawkna)
German: Halt!
Chinese: Tingzhi (tingjee)
Spanish: detener (deh the ner)
Zulu: Yeka!
Arabic: Tuhwukuffuh
But nothing helped!

By now the room was waist deep in porridge. Unfortunately for the
widow, she was not as good at swimming as she was with languages, so she
could neither talk or swim herself out of this mess!

In despair the widow seized the pot and threw it outside the door,
but the porridge flowed out from it in a great, gloopy stream, and ran
down the road.

The little girl who was coming home heard a sludgy, sucking sound
beneath her feet. At once she guessed what had happened. The river of
porridge was so strong that there was no way she could get into the
house. However, her neighbor the blacksmith was watching in
astonishment, and this gave her an idea.

“Blacksmith! Please!” she pleaded,” I need your help! Please throw me to
the front of my house!”

The blacksmith was always keen to help. He rolled up his sleeves,
revealing his huge muscles that bulged like melons on his arms. Then he
picked up the little girl by her feet, and spun around, and around and
around, faster and faster and faster
until he let go!

She whooshed headfirst through the air and landed right next to the
pot in the soft, gloopy porridge. She gasped as her head burst out of the
goo, and she shouted, “
“Cease little pot,
The porridge is hot.”
At once the pot stopped boiling! She breathed a sigh of relief. Then
she heard a whimpering coming from inside the house. It was the
widow, who was swimming in porridge, with just a few inches of air
between the porridge and the roof to allow her to breath.

The clever young girl knew just what to do! She climbed onto the top of
the house and shouted out loud, “ Everyone! Come! We need your help!
And bring your spoons!” Soon enough the house was surrounded by
hundreds of villagers, who were slowly eating their way through the wall
of porridge. With each swallow the level of porridge went down, and
eventually the widow was free!
After that the widow never again dared to tell the pot to boil. When
they wished for porridge it was the child who spoke to it. But from then
on she and her mother never lacked for anything, and the porridge was so
delicious that people came from far and near to eat with them.

The End

