                                  The novelty 
[bookmark: _GoBack]In the village was terrible news. Hryts Letyuchy drowned his little daughter in the cold, dirty river. He wanted to draw the older one, but she begged with tears in her hearty eyes and escaped. He has been very poor since the death of his lovely wife. Without her
he couldn’t cope with his kids. No matter was how hard he tried. Nobody wanted to marry him because his poverty, and one more – hungry and sick children. He suffered for two years. No one knew how or what he lived. His neighbors said that they slept in the cold house on the stone during all winter.
Wow. Now everyone was talking about him. One day he returned home tired and angry he saw his girls sitting on the stove. Their children eyes were full of pain and disgust.
-dad, we are extremely hungry, said one
- than eat me, we have nothing more. He had the last piece of bread there, he threw it on the table,to feed them. The children greedily grabbed the piece, like if a dog were stealing bone. The girls didn’t listen to dad, they used to it a long time ago. Only God himself knew how they came alive, with such dead eyes. The father looked at his daughter and thought: they did not live long in the world, and there was nothing he could do about it. For the first time in his life, he was so scared, as if someone had put a stone on his chest, he was extremely afraid to stay at home. One day he returned home, boiled potatoes for the children, salted it, and said, “Get ready quickly, let's visit our neighbors.” The girls slowly got up from the stove, he put them on and took the smaller one in his arms. He walked for a long time through the meadows and stood on the mountain. In the moonlight, the river spread out in the valley like a great stream of mercury. He was suffocating and could barely carry his little daughter. He went down into the valley to the river. Grits gritted his teeth until the noise of the meadow dispersed, and heard a long fiery pass on his chest, which peaked in his heart and head. He could not walk slowly over the river itself, but he ran and left his eldest daughter by the hill. She ran after him, falling into the snowdrifts, rising again and falling again, tearing her child's face into a bloody mess. Grits quickly grabbed his daughter and threw her into the water as hard as he could. It was easier for him, and he spoke.
Next to him stood the eldest daughter, weeping and begging him not to drown her. Return to the village as soon as possible, and go along that path to the first house, here are the potatoes for you.

And she ran out, seeing neither earth nor ice beneath her feet and her father remained on his knees in the river, where in the cold as his heart water, he rested forever.
In the name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit.

     
















