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Rékyvos progimnazija jsikiirusi 13 km nuo Siauliy miesto centro, Rékyvos ezero pa-
krantéje, buvusiame E.Karpio dvare. 16-19 amziuje, visos Rékyvos apylinkés, eZeras ir
dvaro teritorija, kurios plotas apie 14 ha (trys Karpio dvaro pastatai, vienintelé Lietuvoje
$eimyniné kapavieté ant ezero kranto, Rékyvos baznytélé, Simtametis parkas, kapinaités,
gandralizdis mokyklos kieme) priklausé dvarininkui Karpiui. Mokyklos teritorijoje yra
islikusi $io dvaro parko dalis dabar yra saugotiny objekty sarase. Pati mokyklos aplinka
jtakojo pasirinkti ekologinio ugdymo ir sveikos gyvensenos kryptj, dométis kultaros pa-
veldu. Nuo 2004 mety mokykla dalyvauja tarptautinéje Gamtosauginiy mokykly progra-
moje. Kiekvienais metais apdovanojama Zaligja Véliava, o 2009 m. rudenj tapo Lietuvos
Zaliausia mokykla.

2014 m. rugséjo meénesj progimnazijos bendruomené mini mokyklos 50-et;.
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[ZANGA

Kalbama, jog vieno dvarininko Karpio garbei velniai supyle akmeny kelig, vedantj j
Rékyva. Ta gristkelj pavadino Raza arba Velniy keliu. Ir Siandien, véjo stikuriui jsismagi-
nus, dardant tuo vieskeliu, Zmonés pasakoja tikras, o galbait pramanytas istorijas, kurios
pasklido po Rékyvos apylinkes. Tos istorijos $iurpios ir smagios, linksmos ir liidnos.

Nuo ezero pusés, kur plytéjo Tyruliy pelkés ir durpynai, dar ir Siandien ataidi lyg ir
zmogaus balsas: ,,Atked, atked, atked...“ Skaitydami $iuos nutikimus, gal jus idgirsite du
vyrus rékaujancius: ,,Atiduok, nenaudéli, rieSuty maisa!“. Bene smagiausia, kaip viena
moteriské, bégdama pas savo vyra, susipainiojo sijonuose ir atspéjo tikrajj ezero varda.
Ne visos istorijos ¢ia linksmai baigiasi. Tas pats dvarininkas Karpis, kurj jau minéjome,
jsaké nuplakti baudziauninke Antaning penkiolika ryksciy uz tai, kad pragané kalaku-
¢iukus... Bet isgirsite ir kitg pasakojima apie pong Karpj, kuris doram baudziauninkui ir
jo vaikams suteiké teise buti laisvais zvejais...

Tos istorijos sekamos ir $iandien, jas toliau kuria masy mokyklos mokiniai. Jeigu
jdomu, paskaityk ir tu. O gal jau buvai girdéjes panasy pasakojima ar nutikimg i§ savo
seneliy ar tévy lapy?




INTRODUCTION

There is a story that devils have built a stone road leading to Rékyva in honour of some
landlord Karpis. This paved road was called RiZa [Rouge] or the Devils’ Road. Even no-
wadays people tell true or maybe far-fetched stories which have spread in the surroundings
of Rékyva as they ride along this public road and a wind vortex gets stronger. These stories
are creepy and funny, fun and sad.

Even nowadays the side of the lake, where Tyruliai swamps and petbog used to be, still
echoes a human-like voice: “Atked, atked, atked..” Perhaps you as well might hear two men
shouting “ Atiduok, nenaudélj, riesuty maisqg!” [Give back the bag of nuts, you scoundrel!]
while reading these stories. Probably one of the funniest stories tells how some woman got
entangled in her skirts as she was running to her husband and managed to guess the real
name of the lake. Not all stories have a happy ending here. The same landlord Karpis we have
mentioned before ordered to punish villein Antanina with fifteen strokes for losing turkey
poult... But you will also hear another story about landlord Karpis who has granted the right
to an honest villein and his children to become free fishermen...

These stories are still being told even nowadays, they are still being created by students
attending our school. If we have caught your interest, you should read them as well. Or
perhaps you have already heard similar stories or experiences from your grandparents or
parents?



TIKRASIS REKYVOS EZERO VARDAS

Anais labai senais laikais ten, kur dabar Rékyva plyti, Zaliavo placios pievos, kurio-
se ganési mazo, susigiizusio kaimelio gyvuliai. Ir atsitik tu man!

Viena jauna $eimininkeé, pakirdusi ryto ruosai, nustéro- ugniakure i§ nakties pra-
zydo balta vandens lelija! Paslaptinga, grazi... Kita ryta baltosios lelijos prazydo visose
ugniakuruose, visose trobelikése. Susimasté Zilagalviai i$minciai, ka tai galéty reiksti?
»EZzerui buti!“- vienas jy taré.

Taip ir jvyko. Né poros dieny nepraéjo, kaip sutemo, ir juodas juodziausias debesis
dangy uzdengé. Zaibai tik plyksi, griausmas griausmga veja. Visus apémé siaubas. Viena
moteriské, bégdama pas savo vyra, susipainiojo sijonuose: ,,Ak, kad tave galai! Net kvar-
tukas atsiri$o“ — susuko panikoje. Kai tik istaré Siuos zodzius, tik trinkt! Baisus debesis
krito Zemén ir uzliejo pieva. Suspindéjo sauluté. Mat toji moteris atsitiktinai atspéjo
tikrajj ezero varda - ,,Kvartukas®.

Dabar visi tg ezerg vadina Rékyva. Tai nuo to kaimelio vardo. Kazkada vadindavo
ir Karpio ezeru - nuo buvusio ezZero savininko pavardés. Ir tik seni senutéliai zino ti-
krajj ezero vardg - , Kvartukas® Jie man ir pasakojo tikraja to ezero atsiradimo istorija,
girdéty i$ savo seneliy.

,»Siauliy krastas®, 1991 metai
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THE REAL NAME OF LAKE REKYVA

A very long time ago in the place where Rékyva lies now, there used to be wide meadows
where a small, crouch village used to pasture their livestock. And this is what happened!

As some young housewife woke up for the morning chores, she stupefied as she saw a
white waterlily which come into bloom in the fireplace over the night! Mysterious, beauti-
ful... The next morning white lilies came into bloom in all fireplaces, in all houses. Grey-
headed sages pore on what it could mean? “For a lake to be?” - said one of them.

And this is what happened. Not even a couple of days have passed as it has turned
dark and the sky was covered by the blackest cloud of all. Lighting kept striking, one thun-
der was flowed by another one. Everybody started panicking. Some woman got entangled
in her skirt as she was running to her husband: “Ak, kad tave galai! Net kvartukas atsiriso”
[Damn it! Even the apron got untied] — she shouted in panick. As soon as she uttered these
words, bang! The terrible cloud fell down flooded the meadow. The sun started shining,
because that woman accidentally guessed the real name of the lake, i.e. “Kvartukas”.

Nowadays everyone calls the lake Rékyva. This name originates from the name of
that village. Some time ago it also used to be called Karpis’ Lake after the surname of the
former owner of the lake. And only the oldest people know the real name of the lake, i.e.
“Kvartukas”. They were the ones who told me the actual story of the origin of the lake as
they heard it from their grandparents.

“Siauliy krastas”, year 1991



AKMENU RUZA

Akmeningas pylimas tesiasi nuo Siauliy iki Bubiy apie 10 km pro Verduliy, Gegu-
ziy, Slepkiy, Meskiy kaimus, Viesuly miska, Aukstelkés gyvenviete. Tai Velniy kelias-
Raza. Nejmanoma- visur akmenys- oi jo joj! Sako, kad §j akmeny kelig supylé velniai.
Mat Rékyvos dvaro ponas buvo pardaves velniui ,,dasig“ Puotavo karta jis pas Bubiy
pong ir sumasté parvykti namo. Liepé velniams greitai nutiesti akmeny keliag nuo Bubiy
dvaro iki Rékyvos. Velniai supylé per naktj ta kelig ir, jsoding pong j karieta, skubéjo iki
pirmuyjy gaidziy parvykti namo. Bet, sugiedojes gaidys, ir karieta su ponu ir visa velnia-
va nugarméjusi i Rékyvos pelkes. O Riiza, vadinama Velnio keliu, liko. Iki $iol Slepkiy
kaimo Zmonés mato, kaip nuo Viesuly misko jsisuka véjo stikurys ir nulekia Raza. Sako,
kad tai velnias bégioja savo supiltu keliu.

Taip pat Zmonés pasakoja, kad pats didysis burtininkas Tvardauskis $ia Raza ant
gaidzio jojes.




STONE ROUGE

Stony embankment runs from Siauliai to Bubiai for approximately 10 km through
Verduliai, Geguziai, Slepkiai, Meskiai villages, Viesulai Forest, and Aukstelké Settlement.
This is the Devils’ Road - Riiza [Rouge]. There is no way - there are stones everywhere -
oh oh oh! 1t is said that this stone road was built by devils, because the landlord of Rékyva
Manor had sold his soul to the devil. One day he was attending a feast at Bubiai landlord’s
and decided to go home. He ordered devils to built a stone road from Bubiai Manor to
Rékyva. The devils have built this road overnight, they put the landloard into a carriage
and hurried home before the first roosters crowing. But a rooster crowed and yhe chariot,
including the landlord and all the devil, went down Rékyva swamps. And the Rouge, also
called as the Devil’s Road, was left. Even nowadays people of Slepkiai Village see how wind
vortex starts at Viesulai [whirlwind] Forest and runs along Rouge. It is said that it is the
devil running along the road by him.

People also tell stories how the great magician Tvardauskis himself rode a rooster on
this road.



VIENAS IS PIKTMISKIO PAMEKLU

] pietus nuo miesto prie$ karg zliugséjo nitri vietové, apaugusi kramoksniais. Tai
buvo Tyruliy pelkiy dalis, vadinama Piktmiskiu. Nuo seny senovés ji garséjo laukiniais
pauksciais ir paslaptimis: naktimis ugnelés klaidZiodavo ir patamsyje rékdavo (gal todél
ir ,Rékyva“ tokj varda gavo?). Baisiy ir protu nepaaiskinamy dalyky buvo pasakojama
apie §ig vietove.

Kartg vyrai naktigonéje kiireno lauza. Aplinkui Gbavo véjas, lingavo skurdiis mede-
liai, traSkéjo degancios $akos, dangumi bégo pilki debesys, nejauku... Staiga nuo ezero
pusés i$ barkstyno pasigirdo tarsi zmogaus balsas, kuris vis artéjo: “Atked! Atked! Atked!"
Vyrai suakmenéjo i§ siaubo, kai prie lauzo atkedéjo, atSokavo zmogaus galva, kuri issi-
viepé ir émeé zitréti j ugnj. Vyrai né krust - kojas baimé paralyziavo, nugaros nusiurpo,
veidai pabalo. Vienas buvo drasesnis. Ciupo rusenantj medégalj ir vozé per snukj. Galva
tik: ,,Nuked! Nuked! Nuked!*. Ir nukedéjo per briizgynus atgal ... Per naktj vyrai prazilo.

Labai labai senais laikais, gal dar prie Vytauto DidZiojo, Piktmiskj buvo galima per-
eiti tik siauru takeliu. Negera tai buvo vieta, pikta. Paciame tako viduryje, ant kalvelés
auk$tumeélés, vietiniai plésikai turéjo smukle. Retas keleivis galéjo apediti ja. Joje lankyda-
vosi ir pakeleiviai, ir medziotojai, ir vietiniai gyventojai. Pasakojama, kad pastarieji labai
nekesdavo svetimuyjy. Kad jais greic¢iau galéty nusikratyti, provokuodavo, vaik§¢iodavo
aplinkui su atsiriSusiais vyzy apyvarais, kad svetimsalis uzminty ir jj galéty teisétai pri-
lupti. Todél nuo senyjy laiky $i vieta visoje apylinkéje garséjo kaip plésiky (,,galvariezy®)
bastiné. Daug nekalty auky buvo nuskandinta pelkiy akivaruose. Aplinkiniai gyvento-
jai dél nuolatiniy plésikavimy ir Zudyniy praminé ja Piktmiskiu. [domu paminéti, kad
tokj biidg - ieskoti kliauciy atsirisus pyvarus, - véliau pla¢iai naudojo Simsés saunuoliai
ir Siauliy turgaus museikos.




ONE OF PIKTMISKIS GHOSTS

A gloomy area covered with shrubs used to squelch southwards the city before the war.
This was a part of Tyruliai swamps called Piktmiskis. It has been famous for wild birds and
mysteries since the ancient times: lights used to wonder around at nights and shout in the
dark (perhaps this is where the name “Rékyva” originated from?). Horrible and reasonably
unexplainable things have been told about this area.

Once upon a time men were stoking the fire during overnight pasturage. Wind was
hauling around them, meagre trees were swaying, burning branches were crackling, grey
clouds were flowing in the sky, it was not cosy at all... Suddenly they heard a human-like
voice echoing “Atked, atked, atked...” coming from the lake and the voice kept getting closer
and closer. The men got so terrified that they stood stock--still as a human head rolled and
hopped down to the fire, then it grinned and started staring at the fire. The men did not
move a single muscle — their legs were paralysed in fear, they had jitters all over their backs,
their faces turned white. One of them was braver than the others. He grabbed a smoulde-
ring piece of wood and hit it in the face. The head just “Nuked! Nuked! Nuked!”. And then
it rolled back through the bushes... The men turned grey over the night.

A very long time ago, already during the reign of Vytautas Magnus, Piktmiskis could
only be crossed by walking along a narrow pathway. It was a bad, angry place. Local robbers
had a pub on the middle of the pathway on top of the hill. Not many passers-by could pass by
it. It used to be attended by passers-by, hunters, and local residents. It is told that the latter
used to hate strangers. The local residents used to provoke them, they used to walk around
with untied shoes so that foreigner would step on them and they would have a legitimate
reason to beat them and in this way to get rid of them quicker. Therefore this place had been
known as the headquarters of robbers (thugs) all over the surrounding area since the ancient
times. Many innocent victims were drowned in quagmires. The people living in the surroun-
ding areas named it Piktmiskis [angry forest] due to continuous robberies and murders.

It is interesting to mention that the method of looking for pretexts by walking with
untied shoes was later popular among Sim$é chaps and Siauliai market roughnecks.



ZUVIS SU KIAULES SNUKIU

Kartg Rékyvos ezere Zvejai istrauke zuvj. Zuvis kaip Zuvis, tik vietoj Ziauny - kiaulés
snukis. Ir kojos matyti. Parne$é, parvilko j namus, padéjo j récka, uzpylé druskos- rytoj
iSdarinés. O naktj- siaube! Uz lango ir j grycios sienas kazkas pradéjo belsti, krebzdeé-
ti, baladoti, abauti: ,, Atiduok mano kiaule! Atiduok mano kiaule!” Tik pary¢iui nutilo.
Visa naktj prasédéjo susispaude, susigize pirkios gyventojai. Ryta su visa récka zuvj-
kiaule nunesé ir jmeté j vandenj. Nedera pyktis su Piktmiskio dvasiomis.

Si jvyki apra3é pereito $imtmecio pabaigoje M. Slan¢iauskas, pasiklauses labai pa-
tikimy Rékyvos gyventojy pasakojimy.

,,Siauliy krastas, 1991 metai




THE FISH WITH A FACE OF A PIG

Once upon a time fishermen caught a fish in Lake Rékyva. It would have been a fish
like any other except for that it had a face of a pig where branchiae should have been. And
legs could be seen. They took it, dragged it home, put it in a vat, put on some salt so that
they could embowel it tomorrow. And during the night - oh my god! Something started
knocking behind the window and at the walls of the house, scratching them, giving a tap,
screeching: “Atiduok mano kiaule! Atiduok mano kiaule!” [Give my pig back! Give my pig
back!] It ceased only in the morning. The residents of the house spent all night sitting close
to other, crouching. In the morning they took the fish-pig with the whole vat and dropped
it in the water. One should not be at odds with Piktmiskis spirits.

This event was put on paper by M. Slanciauskas at the end of the past century after
hearing out very reliable stories told by residents of Rékyva.

“Siauliy krastas”, year 1991




EZERAS RIESUTO KEVALE

Tai buvo seniai, kai maisy Zeméje déjosi keisti dalykai. Pabudo kartg vienas tikinin-
kas anksti ryta, zvilgteléjo pro langg ir émé Saukti:

- Ziarekit, ziarékit! Pieva uzlieta! Tikros marios! O vakar ¢&ia Sienavom!

- Kur? Kur? - $oko i§ miego vaikai ir puolé visi laukan.

Neregétas vaizdas! Nuo tekancios saulés zéri vandens platybéje auksinis takas, o
kitoje pakrantéje liepsnoja ugnis, nepazjstamas zilabarzdis senukas zuvj kepa. Vakare to
nepaprastojo ezero kaip nebita!

Kitg dieng pasklido Zinia, kad panasus ezeras atsirado uz keliolikos kilometry. Ir
kitose vietose ezerai staiga i$dygo kaip grybai po lietaus. Vieni pasilikdavo visam laikui,
o kiti, staiga pasirode, vél iSnykdave.

Ir platus krastas sumirgéjo ezery platybémis.

Zmonés greit pastebéjo, kad kiekvieng kartg prie naujo ezero sukiojasi Zilabarzdis
senukas. Susitikti ir pakalbéti su tuo zilabarzdziu niekam nepavyko. Bet vieng kartg
pakliuvo ir jis.

Naktigoniui, besisildant prie ugniakuro, pabégo zirgas. Besidairydamas bérojo, pa-
maté tg zilabarzdj senuka. Senukas iStrauké pusmaisj riesuty, i$rinko vieng tokj apvaly,
prikiSes prie nosies kazka suniurnéjo, gnybteléjo Znyplémis ir sviedé atgalia ranka. Van-
duo tuoj apsémé placiausig lanka. Kai ezero bangos aprimo, zilabarzdis i$siémé i$ ancio
samtj. Prisigaudé juo zuvies, susikiairé lauza, i§sikepé ir valgo sau. Naktigonis nebeistve-
ré - Soko ir ¢iupo zilabarzdzio maisa su rieSutais. Sis puolé vytis naktigonj. Abu vyrai
susikibo. Jie gramési tol, kol kartu suvirto j ezera.

Jau daug po to praéjo mety. Bet vasara, audrai siauciant, o Ziema, speigui poksint,
ir dabar galima girdéti balsus. Du vyrai ten rékauja:

- Atiduok, nenaudéli, maisa riesuty! Jie tau nepriklauso!

Kitas rékia atgal:

- Pasakyk paslaptj, kaip padaryti i§ rieSuty kevalo ezera, tada rieSutus perpus pasi-
dalysim!

Nuo to rékimo vandenyje ir ezeras Rékyvos varda gavo.




LAKE INSIDE A NUT SHELL

This happened a long time ago when things used to happen on our land. Some farmer
woke up early in the morning, peaked through the window and started shouting:

- Look, look! The meadow has been flooded! 1t is a real sea! And we were making hay
here just yesterday!

- Where? Where? - children jumped from sleep and everyone ran outside.

The sight was incredible! A golden spot was glowing above the area covered with water
reflecting the rising sun and fire was burning on the other shore — an unfamiliar grey-bear-
ded old man was frying fish. There was no sign of this incredible lake in the evening!

The next day spread the news that a similar lake appeared several kilometres away.
And in other places lakes also used to appear suddenly like mushrooms after rain. Some
of them stayed there for a long time, other disappeared just as suddenly as they appeared.

And a wide country started rippling on the vast of lakes.

Soon people noticed that the grey-bearded old man was around the new lake each time.
Nobody managed to meet and talk to this grey-bearded man. However, once he was caught.

A horse ran past a herd during his overnight pasturage as he was warming up to the
fire. He saw that grey-bearded old man as he was looking for the horse. The old man took
out a bag of nuts filled up in half, picked out one such a round nut, murmured something
as he took it closer to his nose, he took it with forceps and threw it backwards. Water imme-
diately covered the widest meadow. As the waves of the lake soothed, the grey-bearded man
took a scoop-net out of his bosom. He caught enough fish, started a fire, fried it and started
eating it. The overnight herd could no longer contain himself — he jumped and grabbed the
grey-bearded man’s bag with nuts. He started chasing the overnight herd. Both of them
started fighting. They kept fighting until both of them fell into the lake.

Many years have passed since then. But voices can be heard now at summer, during a
storm, and at winter, as frost is biting. Two men are shouting there:

- Give back the bag of nuts, you scoundrel! They do not belong to you!

The other one responds shouting:

- Tell me the secret how to make a lake out of a nut shell, then we will divide the nuts
in half!

Lake Rékyva was named like this because of that shouting in the water.



NYKSTYS

Toje vietoje, kur plyti Rékyvos ezeras ir durpynai, buvusios klampios balos. Tarp ty
baly salose ir pusiasaliuose Zmonés gyvene savo sodybose. Taciau kartg prasidéjes tva-
nas. Vanduo pradéjo skandinti sodybas. Reikéjo gelbétis. Viena moteris, bégdama nuo
tvano, susimusé kojos nykstj ir pasakeé:,, Kad jas kur, tas balas, susimusiau nykstj“. Mo-
teris taip skausmingai iStariusi zodj nykstis, kad net Zmonés nuo tada pradéje to tvano
metu susidariusj ezera vadinti Nykstimi, o $itame eZere dar ilgai matési Suliniy svirtys.

THUMB

There used to be livery swamps in the place now covered by Lake Rékyva and petbogs.
People used to live in their homesteads on island and peninsulas among those swamps.
But a flood started. Water started sending homesteads to the bottom. People had to run
for their lives. Some woman was fleeing from the flood as she hit her foot thumb and said:
“Kad jas kur tas balas, susimusiau nykstj” [Damn those swamps — I hit my thumb]. The
woman uttered the word thumb with such pain in her voice that since then people even

ing the lake originated from the flood Nykstys [thumb] and well levers could be




KAS DEJUOJA REKYVOJE

Prisiminiau 1930-aisiais metais senuko Antano Prakapo, gimusio 1845 metais Pa-
kapés baznytkaimyje, ten ir uzaugusio, pasakojima, girdéta i$ savo tévy apie Ziaury bau-
dziavos laikotarpj Rékyvoje, R. Karpio dvare.

Senukas pasakojo, kad Rékyvos dvaro ir aplinkiniy polivarky savininkas R. Karpis
daznai i$vykdavo j uzsienj. Kol grisias i$ uzsienio, savo valdas palikdaves baisiajam prie-
vaizdui, kuris labai Ziauriai elgdavosi su baudziauninkais. Uz maziausig baudziauninko
prasizengima skirdaves desimt — penkiolika ryksc¢iy nuplakti.

Dvaras turéjo namazg paukstyng, kuriame daugiausia buvo auginami kalakutai.
Paukstyne dirbo pagyvenusi baudziauninké Antanina Karsakaité. Apie 1850 metus
geguzés pradzioje i kiausiniy iSsirito namazas burys kalakuciuky. Praéjus dviem die-
noms, ryte, nenumatant pasekmiy, buvo paliktos atviros paukstyno durys, pro kurias
jauni kalakuciukai i$répliojo j lauka ant Zalios pievelés, nuo kurios dar nebuvo nukri-
tusi rytmecio rasa. Kalakuciukai gavo rasos, namazai jy tada nugai$o. Suzinojes apie
tai Ziaurusis prievaizdas savo pavaldiniui Kotui, kuris taip anais laikais vadinosi, jsaké
nuplakti baudziauninke Antaning penkiolika ryksciy, ir ta bausmé buvo jvykdyta. Po
tokiy Ziauriy bausmiy dalis baudziauninky palikdavo §j pasaulj.
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Nuplaktoji Antanina liko gyva. Padedant kitiems baudziauninkams, ji paréjo j savo
kuklig pirkele, apsirengé anais laikais dévimais lietuviskais rabais, pasiémé virvute, nu-
éjo prie eZero, kurio pietinéje puséje augo senas, pusiau zaliuojantis gzuolas. Ant $akos
uzmeteé virvute, uzsiriso ja sau ant kaklo, uzsinéré kilpa.

Susirinko i§sigande baudziauninkai prie gZuolo, ant kurio kabéjo Antaninos palaikai,
nuémé juos, i§ susidévéjusiy lenty sukalé karsta, ir ten, uz gzuolo, pastlaukyje palaidojo.

Po laidotuviy, treciaja naktj, pasigirdo jos dejonés, ir tai tesési tris keturias naktis.

Laikas bégo, 1861 metais buvo panaikinta baudziava. Ziauriai numal$intas 1863
mety sukilimas, bet $auksmas ir aimanos i$ anapus nenurimo iki $iol.

V. Zeknys
»Siauliy naujienos, 2003 metai

WHO’S MOANING IN REKYVA

I recalled a story about savage serfdom period in Rékyva in R.Karpis estate told by an
old man Antanas Prakapas in 1930°s who was born in 1848, grew in Pakapé village and
heard the story from his parents.

The old man told that the owner of Rékyva estate and surrounding folwarks went abro-
ad very often. While being abroad the monstrous steward who brutalized against the serf
looked after his possession. He imposed serfs ten - fifteen rods for the smallest transgression.

There was a poultry yard in the estate where mainly turkeys were bred. An elderly serf
Antanina Karsakaité worked there. In about 1850 at the beginning of May a large group
of turkeys hatched. Two days later in the morning the door of the poultry yard was left
open and the little turkeys creeped outside on the green lawn still covered with the mor-
ning dew. Little turkeys got wet and many of them died. When the cruel steward found out
what had happened he ordered his subordinate Kotas to scourge serf Antanina Karsakaité
fifteen rods and the punishment was executed.

The whipped Antanina stayed alive and the other serfs helped her to get to her modest
hut. There she put the Lithuanian clothes that were worn in those days, took the rope and
went to the lake in the southern part of which a half-green oak grew. She threw one end of
the rope over the branch, the other one tied on her neck and tightened.

Scared serfs gathered by the oak where Antanina’s body was hanging, took it down, made
a coffin from shabby boards and buried her right behind the oak in the non cultivated field.

On the third day after the funeral her moans greeted and lasted for three or four nights.

Time passing in 1861 the serfdom was abolished. The revolt of 1863 was cruelly sup-
pressed but cries and groans still can be heard.

V. Zeknys
»Siauliai News*, year 2003
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EZERAS VAIDUOKLIS

Vieng tamsig audringg naktj, kai dangy puosé pilnatis, pasikoré Karpio dvaro dar-
bininkas. Kitg ryta jj rado Zasigganiai piemenukai. I$sigande ir nezinodami, kg dary-
ti, nelaimélj jmeté | Rékyvos ezera. Pavakare, per saulélydj, Karpis atéjo i§simaudyti.
Brisdamas jis uzkliuvo uz nenuspéjamo daikto. Panires ezero dugnan pamaté gulintj
savo geriausig darbininka Petra. Ir staiga, kaip perkanas i§ giedro dangaus, ezeras nu-
$vito aukso spalva- i§ vandens pasirodé Petras! Ponas Karpis i§sigando, iSrové po ranka
pasitaikiusia nendre ir ja trenké samdiniui per galva. Karpj sutrauké méslungis, ir jis
pradéjo grimzti... Darbininkas, pasigailéjes dvarininko, jam atleido skriaudas, i$nesé jj
j kranta, bet pats sugrjzo j ezerg ir pranyko visiems laikams.

Pasakojama, kad nuo to laiko dvarininkai Karpiai su darbininkais elgdavesi pagar-
biai ir saziningai.

Laura Mockuté, Morta Filipavic¢iaté, Gintas Kvedaras, Audrius Mikalauskas, 6 klasé
Rékyvos pagrindiné mokykla, 2006 metai




A LAKE GHOST

One dark stormy night when the sky was adorned by the full-moon the worker of
Karpis estate commited suicide. The next morning he was found by the people who looked
after the geese. Scared and unaware what to do they threw the unfortunate to Lake Ré-
kyva. About nightfall, during the sunset, Karpis came to bathe. Wading into the water he
stumbled over the strange object. When he ducked to the bottom of the lake he noticed his
best worker Petras. And all of a sudden the lake shone out in gold and Petras came out of
the water! Master Karpis was frightened. He pulled a reed out and hit over the head of the
hired man. Karpis got cramp and started to sink. The worker took pity on the landlord,
forgave him and carried him out to the bank but then came back to the lake and disappe-
ared once-and-for-all.

It is told that landlords Karpiai were honest and respectful with hired workers ever since.

Laura Mockuteé, Morta Filipaviciuté, Gintas Kvedaras, Audrius Mikalauskas, form 6.
Rékyva Basic School, year 2006




REKYVOS MILZINAS VEZYS

Seniai labai seniai mazoje diminéje gryteléje, ant Rékyvos kranto, gyveno doras ir
darbstus vyras, pavarde Bubulis. Dirbo jis nuo ausros iki sutemos: kelmus rové, laukuo-
se pludo, baudziava éjo. Kai vir§ musy krasto siausdavo badas, kai sausra iddegindavo
pasélius, ar liatys suptidydavo derliy, o varg$ai zmoneliai misdavo medziy zieve ir dil-
gyniy sriuba, Bubulj ir jo $eimg gelbédavo ezeras. Naktj, pasislépes nuo prievaizdo akiy,
jis slapta uzmesdavo tinklg. Ziaurios bausmés laukdavo drgsuoliy, Zvejojusiy be pono
leidimo. Laimikio uztekdavo visiems — apdalindaves kaimynus, o likusia zZuvj vezdavo j
Siaulius. Myléjo Zmonés Bubuli.

Vieng tokj badmetj, nezinia kodél, émé ir Rékyvos ezeras nebeduoti Zuvies. Badas
apsigyveno Bubulio gryteléje. Sunku buvo zitréti j verkiancius vaikucius bei sulysusius
zmonos skruostus. Laimé jnoringa - eZeras $iausé Svinines bangas ir rusciai osé.

Kartg rytg, kai saulé nuauksino simtameciy klevy vir§anes prie vieskelio, o pabu-
dusi diena pradéjo sklaidyti drégng riika nuo pakrantés meldy, sulysusia ir nuvargusia
ranka Bubulis dar karta uzmeté tinklg. Staiga pajuto, kad jis pilnas. Sunkus ir gyvas.
Isirézes zvejys iSvilko laimikj j kranta, bet koks jj pagavo siaubas, kai vietoje gyvy, si-
dabru tviskanciy zuvy, jis i§vydo krebzdantj vézj milzing. Jo Zieduoti kiautai tviskéjo
kaip juodo riterio $arvai, o siaubingos milziniskos Znyplés palengva judéjo. Suklupo
Bubulis, baimé pakirto kojas. O vézys palengva pradéjo keltis, repezdintis, stotis ant
apatiniy galtiniy. Atsitiko nepaprastas dalykas! Juodieji véZio kiautai émési patys luks-
tentis, dalimis kristi ant zolés. Netrukus i$sigandusios Zvejo akys pamaté vézio vietoje
stovintj vyra, senoviniais raibais apsirengusj, susijuosusiu auksu kaidyta juosta. Barzda
jo siekeé kriitine, o veidas spinduliavo kilnia ramybe. ,,A§ esu senitinas Karpis, Rékyvos
$eimininkas ir paveldétojas. Kelis $imtus mety gyvenau ezere. Véziu mane paverté zmo-
na ragana. Kaip tik Siandieng baigési uzkeikimas, ir tu mane j krantg igkélei, - prabilo
nepazjstamasis. — Dékoju tau. Nuo $ios dienos tau nebereikés baudziavos eiti. Tau ir
tavo vaikams tegul buna suteikta teisé buti laisvais Zvejais...”



A GIANT CRAYFISH OF REKYVA

Once upon a time in the little smoky hut on the Lake Rékyva lived an honest and in-
dustrious man named Bubulis. He worked from dawn to dusk. He pulled the stumps up,
worked hard in the fields, worked as a serf. When our country suffered from the famine,
when the drought burned the crops out, or rains digested the harvest and poor people
ate tree bark and nettle soup, the lake helped Bubulis’ family to survive. At night, hiding
from the eyes of steward, he would secretly go fishing. All the brave people fishing without
master’s permission were cruelly punished. It was enough fish for everybody. He shared it
with his neighbours and what remained was carried to Siauliai. People loved Bubulis.

During one of the periods of famine the lake stopped giving fish and nobody knew why.
Bubulis’ family began starving. It was hard to look at the crying children and meager cheeks
of his wife. The lake ruffled leaden waves up and severely soughed as happiness is capricious.

The next morning when the sun goldened the tops of centenarian maples and the awa-
kened day started to dissolve fog from the coast rushes, Bubulis’ tired and lean hand cast
the net again. Suddenly he felt that the net is full. Heavy and moving. With all his might he
pulled the catch out on the shore but he was shocked when instead of silver glittering fish he
set eyes on a scratching giant crayfish. His mail was glittering like knight’s armour and its
giant pincers were slowly moving. Bubulis’ legs became weak and he fell on his knees. And
the crayfish began to move slowly and leisurely on its limbs. An incredible thing happened!
The black crayfish mail began to shell off and fall on the grass in pieces. Soon instead of
the crayfish the frightened fisherman saw a man dressed in old traditional clothes and belt
with a golden strap. His beard reached his chest and his face radiated noble peacefulness.

“I am the elder Karpis, the landlord of Rékyva and heir. I have been living in the lake
for several hundred years. My wife witch turned me into the crayfish. It is today when the
spell expired and you took me to the shore,” the stranger uttered.

“Thank you. This day on you won’t need to work as a serf. May you and your children
be free fishermen.”



GYVENO TOKS ZMOGUS

Karta Rékyvoje gyveno toks zmogus, vardu Juzius. Jis dirbo sunkiai: rové kelmus
i$ peties, dienomis éjo baudziava, bet, kai prievaizdas nematydavo, tinklus uzmesdavo j
Rékyvos ezery, ir kitg dieng eidaves pasiimti laimikio. Prisigaudes daug zuvies, apdalin-
davo $eimg, kaimynus, ir dar likusias nuvezdaves j Siaulius parduoti.

Sausros metais j Rékyva atéjo badmetis. Juzius nebeturéjo kuo maitinti $eima. Vie-
na vakarg jis nuéjo prie ezero ir sumané uzmesti tinklg paskutinj karta. Traukdamas lai-
mikj, pajuto, kad jame kazkas juda, spurda. Kaip jis nustebo - tinkle tysojo milziniskas
vézys! Nelaimélis suklupo, i§sigando, nes pagalvojo, kad $is gyvis ji sudraskys. Bet tuo
paciu metu vézys pradéjo mesti kiautg - i§ jo islipo pats Seimininkas Karpis!

-Acin tau, gerasis zmogau, nezinau, kas su manimi buty atsitike, jeigu dar ilgiau
buciau guléjes ezero dugne. Taip mane uzbaré mano Zzmona ragana.

Kaip atsidékojo dvarininkas Zmogeliui, mes nezinome, ta¢iau Juzius daugiau i bau-
dziava néjo ir Zuveliy nebegaudé. Ant jo stalo visada uztekdavo duonos.

Eimantas Mikalauskas, 6 klasé
Rékyvos pagrindiné mokykla, 2006 metai




ONCE THERE LIVED A MAN

Once there lived a man named Juzius. He worked very hard. He pulled the stumps stre-
nuously, worked as a serf but when the steward didn’t see he would cast the nets into the Lake
Rékyva and the next day he would go there to take his catch. Having caught a lot of fish he
used to share with his family and neighbours and the rest fish he would take to Siauliai to sell.

Drought caused famine in Rékyva. Juzius didn’t have any food to feed his family. One
evening he went to the lake and decided to fish the last time. Pulling the net to the shore
he felt something moving and wriggling around. He was surprised when he saw a giant
crayfish in it. Frightened the unfortunate fell on his knees thinking that the creature would
tear him. But at that time the crayfish started to shell off and master Karpis appeared.

“Thank you, good man. I don’t know what could have happened if I had lied on the
bottom of the lake longer. My wife a witch put a spell on me.”

We don’t know how the landlord thanked the man but Juzius neither worked as a serf
nor caught fish. There was always enough food on his table.

Eimantas Mikalauskas, form 6
Rékyva Basic School, 2006




KAIP ATSIRADO DURPYNAS?

Karta supyko ezeras ant véjo, kad §is pucia, vercia ji smarkiai linguoti ir neleidzia
ramiai snausti. Véjas vis juokiasi, o ezZeras Snypsdamas dauzosi j tilta...

- Baik, nenaudéli, j mane pusti! - émeé rékti ezeras, plakdamasis j kranto akmenis.
O véjas draikydamasis atliepia:

- Man grazu ziareéti, kaip tu smarkiai linguoji!

Véjui jau seniai nepatiko, kad ezeras tyvuliuoja $ioje vietoje, ir pasitlé jam jsikurti kitur.

- Niekur a$ neisiu, bet jeigu tu mane nuptstum, kad mano vietoje likty tik durpés,
tai gal sutikciau iskeliauti,-taré iSdidusis eZeras.

Tie Zodziai buvo pranasiski. Véjas taip supyko, giliai jkvépes pusteléjo ezerui j $ona.
EZeras net pasipriesinti nespéjo ir jj nunesé tolyn. Pats véjas nesitikéjo, kad pavyks ezera
iSjudinti. Pavarges ir i$sigandes nenuorama atsigulé ezero vieton, ir miegojes keleta me-
nesiy niekieno netrukdomas. Pabudes i$vydo aplink save nematytus durpynus. Nepati-
ko véjui durpés, mat jam vos paputus, durpés uzklijavo akis, todél galingasis pasiutélis
nuléke ieskotis sau kito guolio.

Kartais, kai susitinka véjas su ezeru, jie vél ima gincytis prisimine senus laikus, bet
ezeras véjo nebijo, tik kaskart primena jam, kaip nepavyko jsirengti guolio iSputus eZer3.

Kristina Simkute, 7 klasé
Rékyvos pagrindiné mokykla, 2010 metai




HOW PEAT BOG APPEARED

Once on the lake got angry with the wind. When the wind blows it forces the lake to
sway violently and doesn't let it slumber quietly. The wind laughs and the lake fizzes and
its waves beat the bridge...

“Stop blowing at me, rascal!” shouted the lake churning into the coast stones.

And tousling the wind answers, “It is so nice to watch you sway firmly!”

The wind didn’t like that the lake stretched here so it offered to settle down in the other
place.

“I won’t go anywhere, but if you blew me away that in my place only peat would stay
maybe I would agree to leave”, the proud lake replied.

These words were fateful. The wind got so angry that he took a deep breath and whif-
fed the lake. The lake wasn’t able to resist so he was blown far away. The wind couldn’t
believe that he had succeeded to move the lake. Tired and scared troublesome wind lied
down in the lake’s place and spent several months sleeping peacefully. When he woke up he
saw a strange peat land around. The wind didn’t like peat because once he blew it his eyes
were glued up, so the mighty rascal flew off in search of a better bed.

When the wind and the lake meet they start to quarrel recalling the old times but the
lake isn’t afraid of the lake, just every time the wind is reminded how it failed to make the
bed instead of the blown lake.

Kristina Simkuté, form 7
Rékyva Basic School, year 2010
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KAPINAICIU PASLAPTIS

Vieng vély vakarg i$sivedziau $unj pasivaikscioti. Ejau neskubédama kapinaiciy link.
Staiga Suo pradéjo loti. Apsidairiau, nieko jtartino nepastebéjau, bet mano draugas toliau
amséjo. Nekreipdama démesio, priéjau mirusiyjy pasaulj. Negaléjau patikéti — prasivéré
kapas, i$ jo i$niro balta $viesa! Sviesos tagkelis nutiipé ant mano peties ir pradéjo pasakoti
savo i$gyvenimus ir patirtas nuoskaudas gyvuyjy pasaulyje. A$ labai iSsigandau, stovéjau ir
klausiausi: ,,Vélés yra gyvos, jos laukia musy, kad mes jas lankytume, su jomis bendrautu-
me“ Nepazjstamajai pazadéjau, kad per Vélines ¢ia ateisiu ir uzdegsiu zvakele.

I$sigandusi apsisukau, tik dar i$girdau, kaip dusliai trinkteléjo kapas, ir neatsigrjz-
dama parbégau j namus. Iki $iol niekam nebuvau pasakojusi tos istorijos. Dabar visuo-
met einu uzdegti Véliniy zvakele ant Rékyvos kapinaiciy.

Brigita Kuraité, 6 klasé
Rékyvos pagrindiné mokykla, 2006 metai




THE SECRET OF THE GRAVEYARD

One late evening I took my dog for a walk. I went leisurely towards the graveyard.
Suddenly, the dog started to bark. I looked around, but I didn’t notice anything suspicious.
My pet continued to bark. Paying no attention to it I approached the world of ghosts. I
couldn’t believe my eyes. The grave opened and the white light came out of it. The spot of
light landed on my shoulder and began to talk about its experiences and grievances of the
land of the living. Scared I was standing and listening, “Ghosts are alive, they are waiting
for us to visit and communicate.”

I promised the stranger to come here on All Soul’s Day and light a candle.

Having heard the grave bang softly and being very scared I turned around and rushed
home. Since then I always go to light a candle on All Soul’s Day in Rékyva graveyard.

Brigita Kuraité, form 6
Rékyva Basic School, year 2006






