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A certain woman was very bumptious. Her husband came from a village council one day, 
and she asked him: 
 ‘What have you been deciding over there?’ 
 ‘What have we been deciding? why choosing a Golova.’ 
 ‘Whom have you chosen?’ 
 ‘No one as yet.’ 
 ‘Choose me,’ says the woman. 
 So as soon as her husband went back to the council (she was a bad sort; he wanted to 
give her a lesson) he told the elders what she had said. They immediately chose her as 
Golova. 
 Well the woman got along, settled all questions, took bribes, and drank spirits at the 
peasants’ expense. But the time came to collect the poll-tax. The Golova couldn’t do it, 
wasn’t able to collect it in time. There came a Cossack, and asked for the Golova; but the 
woman had hidden herself. As soon as she learnt that the Cossack had come, off she ran 
home. 
 ‘Where, oh where can I hide myself?’ she cries to her husband. ‘Husband, dear! tie me 
up in a bag, and put me out there where the corn-sacks are.’ 
 Now there were five sacks of seed-corn outside, so her husband tied up the Golova, and 
set her in the midst of them. Up came the Cossack and said: 
 ‘Ha! so the Golova’s in hiding.’ 
 Then he took to slashing at the sacks one after another with his whip, and the woman to 
howling at the pitch of her voice 
 ‘Oh, my father! I won’t be a Golova, I won’t be a Golova.’ 
 At last the Cossack left off beating the sacks, and rode away. But the woman had had 
enough of Golova-ing; from that time forward she took to obeying her husband. 
 
 


