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( 第1篇和第2篇有2個字—紅色做了修正，請留意!) 

        The Miller’s Donkey

     One day a miller, who owned a very strong donkey, decided to sell it.  He and his son went into the town together, letting the animal walk in front of them.  As they walked they met a group of girls playing on the road.  When they saw the old man and the little boy walking behind the donkey, they began to laugh.

     “See those two fools!” they said to each other.  “They’ve got a fine donkey, but instead of riding it, they walk behind it!”

     The old miller heard this and was very surprised.  Quickly, he made his son get on the donkey and sit on its back.  He continued to walk behind.

     Soon they met a group of old men on the road.  They were shaking their heads and talking about the bad manners of young people.

     “Look at that!” said one of the old men when he saw the miller’s son on the donkey.  “The young people these days do not care about the older people!  That strong boy is riding on that donkey while his poor old father walks behind!”

     The miller was very upset about what the old men were saying.  He quickly made his son get off the donkey.  Then he got on the donkey while the young boy walked behind.  The child’s legs were very short and he had to run to keep up.  Then some women washing clothes by the river called out to the miller.

     “If that was my child,” shouted one of them, “he wouldn’t be running himself to death behind your donkey!  You call yourself a father?  You shouldn’t have a son because you treat him so unfairly!”

      Oh, dear!” said the poor miller.  “It seems that I have been wrong again!  Get up here, son, and ride behind me!  Then, maybe, nobody will say anything.”

     So the boy got up and rode with his father.  But in a short time they met a farmer who looked closely at them.

     “Tell me, sir,” he said to the miller, “is that poor unhappy donkey yours?”

     “Of course it is mine,” replied the miller.  “Why do you ask?”

     “Because only a fool would put so much weight on his animal!” answered the farmer.  “You and your boy could carry that donkey much easier than it can carry you!  Why don’t you both get down and try carrying the animal?”

     Of course, he did not really mean what he said.  But the foolish miller once again believed that the farmer made sense.  So he and his son got down.  Then, with much difficulty, they tied the poor donkey’s legs together.  They got a long stick, and were ready to carry the donkey.

     “Now,” said the tired miller, “you pick up one end of the stick, my boy, and I’ll pick up the other.  Then we will carry the donkey across the bridge and into the town on the other side of the river.”

     By this time, a crowd had gathered to watch them.  They stood and laughed as the miller and the little boy tried to pick up the crying donkey, which was hanging upside down.  But the donkey was too heavy for them.  They suddenly dropped the donkey very hard on its back.  The poor animal then rolled into the river and disappeared under the water.  It never came up again!

     The miller began to realize that he had made a fool of himself.  Too bad he didn’t realize earlier!

     “I tried to make everyone happy!” he said loudly, “but I didn’t make anyone happy – especially not myself!  This is what happens when you follow the opinions of everybody else!  The next time I want to do something, I will do it my own way!” 
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The Three Wishes

     One fine morning in early winter, a woodcutter went from his little house into the forest.  He spent most of his time cutting down trees.  He stopped in front of one tall tree and was about to cut it down.

     He was marking the tree and looking at its branches.  Suddenly, the tree began to shake and a soft voice spoke sadly from the branches.

     “Oh, woodcutter!” said the voice.  “Please be kind to me!  I have made my winter home in this tree.  If you cut it down, I will have nowhere to sleep, and I will die in the cold.”

     The woodcutter was almost too surprised to speak.

     “Who are you?” he asked.  “I can’t see you!”

     “No, you can’t see me because I am a woodland fairy.  You can only see the tree that clothes me, and the branches where, in the spring, I will grow my pretty green hair.  Please don’t hurt me, and I will give you and your wife three wishes.”

     The woodcutter agreed to leave the tree standing, so that the fairy could stay there until the spring.  

     He hurried home to tell his wife what happened.  Then he sat in his chair and asked for his food.

     “There is only some bread!” said the lady.  “But with three wishes we can –“

     “Only bread!” cried the woodcutter.  “I wish a hundred dishes of good hot black pudding would come through that window –“

     He stopped talking suddenly.  His wife gave a little cry and dropped the bread.  Through the window came the biggest, hottest and best hundred dishes of black pudding you ever saw in your life!  The woodcutter’s mouth watered as he looked at them.

     “Pick up a dish by yourself!” cried his wife angrily.  “One of our wishes is gone, and we only have a hundred black puddings to show for it!  I wish they were hanging on the end of your foolish nose!”

     “Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!” shouted the woodcutter, jumping across the kitchen.  “What’s this?  What’s this?”

     He was shaking his head because the whole line of black puddings was stuck to the end of his nose, as his wife had wished.

     The woodcutter was angry and afraid as he tried to shake the puddings off his nose.  She tried to cut them off – but they were fairy black puddings.  It was impossible to move them.  In fact, it would have been easier just to cut off her husband’s head.  She started to cry.  The more she cried – the more bad language the woodcutter used.  But the puddings did not move from the tip of his nose.  

     “Don’t worry!  Don’t worry!” said his wife, as nicely as she could.  “We’ll have a big house with people to serve us, and we’ll have lots of animals too.   We only need to decide how much money to wish for.  Then we can be happy for the rest of our lives.”

     “Live happily?” shouted her husband.  “Who’s going to live happily with one hundred hot, smelly black puddings hanging from his nose?  I wish to goodness that they were back out the window, where they came from!”

     All of a sudden, he felt a strange feeling on his nose.  A second later, the black puddings flew out the window and were gone.  The woodcutter and his wife stood there, looking at each other.

     Finally, the old husband spoke, touching his nose at the same time.

     “What is the good of wishing for things?” he asked thoughtfully.  “You never know where you are when you get them.  Prepare some fresh bread, wife, and we will eat!”

     And that was the end of the Three Wishes given to the woodcutter by the fairy that lived in the tree.
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The Monkey and the Cheese

     A black cat and a white cat helped each other take a large piece of cheese from the kitchen.  They carried it to a quiet corner of the garden to eat.  When they found a nice place behind some plants, the put down the cheese and looked at it.  

     “What a large piece of cheese we found,” said Mrs. Black.  “It must be four inches long!”

     “Four inches?” replied Miss White.  “I believe you are wrong.  It is clearly five inches long!”

     Mrs. Black did not like to argue with someone who wasn’t even married.  She looked at the other cat and said, “I am a married cat.  I have raised seven families.  I am not wrong about the size of a piece of cheese.  I say it is four inches, and that is all!”

     “Five inches!” answered Miss White angrily.  “I say it is five!”

     Mrs. Black was going to shout “Four!” when Mr. Monkey came out through the plants.  He lived in the same house as the cats, and was quite friendly with them.

     “Tell me, ladies, what is the matter?” he said.

     Both cats began to talk at the same time.  They explained that they could not agree about the size of the cheese.  They asked him to decide.  Like a judge, Mr. Monkey looked at the cheese for a long time.  Then he picked it up in his hand.

     “It’s very hard to say,” he finally said.  “And the shape of the cheese is very strange.  Maybe I could bite off just a little of this side and –“

     He put the cheese in his mouth and took a large bite.  Then he held up the cheese for the cats to see.  

     “It has a nice shape now, and it will be much easier to tell how big it is,” he said.  “So, how big do you think it is now?”

     Both cats looked again at the piece of cheese.  They were too busy thinking about the size of the cheese, and not about how good cheese is to eat.

     “Three and a half inches!” said Mrs. Black.  But Miss White quickly disagreed.

     “Four and a half,” replied the unmarried cat.  “Mrs. Black does not know what she is talking about.”

     “Dear me!  Dear me!” said the monkey.   “We will have to try again.”

     Once more he put the cheese in his mouth.  This time he took a much larger bite.  He showed the cats the piece that was left.

     “Well?” he asked, very seriously.  “Surely you can agree now!”

     “Two inches!” cried Mrs. Black.  But before the words came out of her mouth, Miss White shouted, 

     “Three!  No less than three!”

     “Ah!” said the monkey, very thoughtfully.

     Again he looked at the cheese for a long time.  Then he took a third bite and, once more, showed what was left to the cats.

     “One inch!” cried Mrs. Black, all the hair on her back standing up straight.  “I know it’s only one inch!”

     “And I know it’s one and a half inches!” Miss White cried loudly.  She made a ‘meow’ cat sound that could be heard all over the garden.  

     Finally, Mr. Monkey put the last little piece of cheese in his mouth and ate it.

     “I have tried my best to help you ladies,” he said, “but it has been useless.  Good afternoon to you both!”

     Mrs. Black and Miss White watched helplessly as Mr. Monkey walked away, satisfied from eating all the cheese.

     Mrs. Black then turned to Miss White and said, “If we had not quarreled over the cheese we could have satisfied our hunger.”

     “You are right,” replied Miss White.  “We should have remained united.  Instead, we argued, and Mr. Monkey took advantage of our situation.
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