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For Loddie

[image: ]

Every princess and knight and good fairy, all of the hardships and happy endings, are for you—
with all my love.
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JANUARY
It’s a time for second chances and resolutions. On New Year’s Day, “The Little Match Girl” leaves the suffering of this world and journeys to the next: later, “The Beggar King” is redeemed by an angel; a liar gets an education on truth from the wizard Merlin in “The Necklace of Truth;” two peasants get a humbling in “Adam and Eve Revisited” and a braggart gets a lesson about boasting in “The Pompous Bear.” We meet characters who change in the short span of a story and we learn, at the year’s start, that we can change, too.

FEBRUARY
February can be a dreary month, and if our story on Groundhog Day—“Casey’s Big Day”—doesn’t exactly give us a weather forecast, it does show us that life is mostly about not being afraid of your own shadow! Love is also on our minds and we have stories for St. Valentine’s Day, especially “The Story of the Two Cakes Who Loved Each Other in Silence” and “A Valentine for Christopher,” which give us a look at old-fashioned romantic love and the goodwill of strangers. Finally, we will remember deeds great and small as we observe President’s Day with the classic tale of George Washington and his cherry tree.

MARCH
The month that comes in like a lion and goes out like a lamb will hail the early days of spring, where you’ll find bunny stories like “Funny Bunny” and “The Short Tale-of the Rabbits Who Went Out to See the World,” our Easter story “The Selfish Giant,” and our Passover story “The Fairy Frog.” Here we’ll also share the strange and curious tale “The Green Children,” who are in no way related to the great St. Patrick, whose day we celebrate with “The Last Snake in Ireland.”

APRIL
April is a time for fools, and so we read about silly people: the preacher Hodja, who routinely dupes his congregation; “Lazy Jack,” who is as stupid as he is lazy; “What the Good Man Does Is Always Right,” and all manner of short-sighted humans and animals. Some fools are not clowns, but proud men and women, and in stories like “The Beggar’s Curse” and “Daughter of the River Rhine,” we see how arrogance can lead to downfall.

MAY
Finally the flowers return, so many of our tales this month take place in the garden, where beginning with May Day you’ll find two of Hans Christian Andersen’s lesser-known tales, “Little Ida’s Flowers” and “Five Peas in a Pod.” For Mother’s Day you’ll find an ancient story called “Cornelia’s Jewels” and also follow the life of an African child who has no mother in “The Magic Horns.” And at the month’s end, for Memorial Day, we remember a courageous soldier in Abraham Lincoln’s time in the true story called “The Young Sentinel.”

JUNE
June is a time for weddings, and therefore husbands and wives. Stories abound about married couples from all over the world, for better and for worse, from the ridiculous, such as “The Squire’s Bride,” to the even sillier “The Man and His Two Wives.” Romantic adventure rounds out the month with traditional stories like “Through the Mouse Hole,” “Rapunzel,” and “The Black Bull of Norroway.”

JULY
Our independence and liberty is remembered on the fourth of July with the modern-day tale “Fourth of July Pies,” where we see the holiday through the eyes of a five-year-old boy. We read about the trials of freedom fighters from other traditions as well, with “Momotaro,” who leaves his life of leisure to fight his country’s enemies, and “The Hero Makoma,” who accepts his greatness and overcomes enormous obstacles without complaint.

AUGUST
The dog days of summer are here with lots of stories about dogs, from the gut-wrenching “Beth Gellert” to the endearing “The Dog Who Fell in Love with a Fire Hydrant.” We venture to the world of prairie dogs with “Dan and Billy’s Bad Day” and see just how wily man’s best friend can be in “Dinner for Two.” But there are tales of other wily creatures as well, such as the wonderful “Clever Manka” and the devious bird in “The Pelican and the Fish.” You’ll also find “Jack and the Beanstalk” and Raggedy Ann as summer draws to a close.
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SEPTEMBER
School days are back, and we are ready for some lessons. Fairy tales and folktales often come from the school of hard knocks, and in stories like “The First Day of Fish School,” we see how a worried fish deals with his first day of school; “The Master and His Pupil” shows how a teacher deals with a precocious student; and “A Pot O’ Brains” shows what it takes to succeed, whether educated or not. Read about “The Twelve Lazy Servants” and see how hard work has its rewards in “Idleness and Industy” for Labor Day.

OCTOBER
Boo! Spirits and saints and ghosts arrive this month in our story life. We hear some not too scary tales like “The Coffin Lid” and “The Golden Arm,” and visit some crones like “Baba Yaga” and kinder women like “Mother Holle.” Strange things happen in “The Goblin Pony” and “The Conjure Wives,” and in “I’m Gonna Get You” (recommended for older children), we experience the creepy sensation of being pursued by the unseen. We also find a story for Columbus Day, “Columbus and the Egg.”

NOVEMBER
We begin on All Saints’ Day with a good antidote to the horrors of October and the traditional tale of “Saint Cuthbert’s Eagle.” Aware of our blessings, we turn to Thanksgiving and are grateful especially for those who came before us. We listen to Native American tales like “The One-Eyed Man” and “How Indian Corn Came into the World,” and we see a cowboy hero in New Jersey lasso up a truckload of turkeys in “The Great Turkey Roundup.” Finally, a spoiled little rich girl gets clued into real life in “Thanksgiving Homework,” a story to make us pause.

DECEMBER
At the wintry ending of the year, our stories embody miracles, light, and generosity from Hanukkah to Christmas. “The Breakman,” a killjoy who tries to spoil Christmas, gets foiled; a holiday present is much more than it seems in “The Magic Camera;” and in “A Miserable Merry Christmas,” the longed-for gift arrives, but almost too late. Other tales of giving, like “The Fir Tree,” “The Elves and the Shoemaker,” and “The Little Snow Maiden,” bring a happy ending to our final season of stories.

[image: ]




[image: ]

365 Bedtime Stories is the gift of many storytellers. Chief among them was Felicity Buchanan, who not only rewrote an enormous number of the stories but did so with intelligence and enthusiasm. She scoured the library for stories, and her daughter, Caroline, consented on many occasions to hear the stories read aloud. Felicity made a substantial contribution to this book, and for her partnership, I am grateful.

Finding the stories was as much a part of putting this book together as telling them, and for months Tom Peterson poured through dusty archives looking for the wonderful oddball tale. The results of his excellent research are scattered throughout 365 Bedtime Stories. Tom has the ability to gain a near-instant expertise on any subject, and his research into children’s literature and the byzantine world of public domain was inspired. Thanks also to the librarians at the Bradfield Elementary Library and the Dallas Public Library who were tremendously helpful. And I would be remiss if I did not mention Maisie Allison, who found a great deal of material for 365 Bedtime Stories. She and Gillea Allison, who lovingly gave me moral support, also originated two terrific stories for this book. Loddie Allison helped greatly by listening to the stories night after night after night…. Her imagination fired many of the original pieces you will find here. Chrissie Allison, someday you will understand and love these stories, too.

Amy Handy, great copyediting.

Lupe Morales, gracias. You create happiness for my family. This book would not have been completed without you, and I thank you from the bottom of my heart. Heartfelt thanks also to Ginny and David Bauer, John and Marie Peterson, Karen Goodwin, Jenny Lea Allison, Anita Middleton, Carolyn Parlato, Mickie Teetor, St. Jude, and all of the carpool moms in my life. To the amazing John Boswell and Patty Brown, once again, thanks. Barbara Aronica, your talent and good cheer made the design beautiful and the deadline possible. And finally I would like to express deep gratitude and appreciation to Bill Shinker and Janet Goldstein. This book was a blessing.


How to Use This Book
[image: ]

This book was designed to be flexible. Many families will use it as a way to journey through the year, a story a day, holding tight to the format. More often, families will use it as a collection for dipping into, reading from its pages on a more capricious basis. The very breadth of this book guarantees discovery—with stories from all over the world and throughout history, a reading of 365 Bedtime Stories will escort children to literary places they might not have visited otherwise. While some of the stories in this book will be familiar, many others are well off the beaten track. I hope you will have as much pleasure reading these brief tales to your children as presumably they will have hearing them for the first time.

Will your child love every story in this book? Without a doubt, no. In fact there may be a number of misses. A story or two will have to be read over and over, and others will be rejected as too abstract or too serious or too silly.

Age and cognitive abilities will have a lot to do with this. For the most part, the stories in this book are for children ages two to ten. Obviously a toddler will not understand “The Three Wishes,” but he or she will understand that when you pick up a book, it’s time to sit on your lap and hear your voice and look into your eyes or at the printed page. Kindergarten teachers say they can tell which children have been read to from those who haven’t. Children from reading families will sit attentively during story time; the very presence of a book suggests that something pleasurable is going to happen. Those who have not been read to will wander off because they literally don’t know what’s in it for them.

By the time the child is six or seven, he or she can enjoy—without fully comprehending—the majority of the stories in this book, especially if you take the time to give a little overview, identifying hard words or new concepts. For instance, I read “The First Day of Fish School” to my five-year-old Loddie the day before her first day at school. She didn’t really know what a “school of fish” was, so we talked about fish swimming in formation and I even showed her an underwater photograph from a nature magazine. This little science lesson was followed by the story itself, which I read in a silly way, and she cracked up. The story is about a neurotic fish named Joe who obsesses about everything, and because she could see it in her mind’s eye, she enjoyed it.

When do you stop reading to children? Never, I hope. Read to your children as long as they will let you. From time to time, I still read to my ten-year-old daughter Maisie. If we have a book we are both interested in we will sneak fifteen minutes in the early morning, before the mad rush starts, to pull the covers up and read aloud together. I don’t read to Gillea, my thirteen-year-old, anymore. She reads to me. Whenever she finds an essay or article she wants to share, her first impulse is to read it to me. She doesn’t just hand me the book or magazine. She comes into my room and reads it. Aloud. To me. Being a mom doesn’t get any better.

Whether you are reading aloud or telling a story, don’t limit yourself to bedtime. The best storytelling experience I ever had was in an emergency room in a Connecticut clinic. Maisie had ripped open her chin, requiring several stitches. Ever the Roman soldier, Maisie was calm while I was a nervous wreck. I decided to tell her a story to get our minds somewhere else, and though I couldn’t tell you what the tale was, I know we were both spellbound. Stories can soothe the soul, whether it is a doctor’s visit, or pretest jitters, or a ride to someplace new.

But stories are not just good therapy. They are fun! For years we have told stories around the dinner table, especially when friends and family come over. We use the “roundabout” form wherein each person—from the grandmother to the littlest tyke—adds a bit of the tale as we go around the table. On long road trips or around the campfire, the “roundabout” is one of the most imaginative games of childhood.

Selecting an Appropriate Story

Choosing stories for your child is a matter of common sense. Younger children will enjoy the simpler, more repetitive stories, or those that are very short. “The Gingerbread Man” is one such classic; you can read it to the youngest child every night and soon enough he or she will be able to anticipate the repetition.

From age three on up, a child can follow a very simple plot. Again, I suggest picking a story and reading it even a dozen times to your child so that he or she knows it backwards and forwards. It will become a game for the child to anticipate verse and it will also become a security object of sorts; he or she will know it like a familiar cuddly doll or blanket.

A child from age five on up—and of course, these guidelines will vary by the child—can sustain the interest to hear “Cinderella” or “Jack and the Beanstalk.” You will need to explain bits and pieces along the way, and you may need to read stories more than once for your child to absorb them. But with an expressive voice and your own warm presence, your child will be a ready audience.

To me, the most exciting child to read to is one who is a reader. By seven, the age of reason, most children are literate and able to understand right from wrong. This is a wonderful junction in their development. Their comprehension of virtues and vices is growing; they are interested in behaviors represented in the stories, and they identify and empathize. “How could he be so brave?” “Why was she mean to her daughter?” “Who will take care of the little boy?” As our children become more complex and aware, the characters start coming alive, and their actions pose questions and raise issues.

Fables

The simplest fable, such as “The Fox and the Grapes”, can be read and discussed with a five-year-old, but that child would most likely not have a clue about what is happening in “Pedigree”. On the other hand, my daughter Maisie, at ten, loved the characters in “Pedigree” and drew a hilarious picture of them all pontificating. The characters in fables are not meant to convey animal nature, but human nature, and their personalities are fascinating.

If the fables seem a bit tough at first, try reading them together and then guessing the moral. The thought process and conversation will take you to interesting moral and ethical places.

Fairy Tales

A fairy tale presumes a family with problems. The story usually starts with one family (for instance, a father, a cruel stepmother, and some siblings) and ends up with the creation of a new family, a couple who marries and who—fingers crossed—will live happily ever after. Fairy tales are imbued with universal power and meaning because they contain truths about relationships, fears, death, and desires. When you read to your child you can explore enormous issues on a soul level, without defenses or judgments.

It doesn’t take a lot of imagination to guess why a child might resonate to Jack and the Beanstalk; after all, the child lives in a world filled with unpredictable giants every day. Most children at some point fear abandonment, which is precisely what Hansel and Gretel must overcome in that deep, dark forest. Is the ogre who eats children for breakfast so different from the wrinkled old aunt who says adoringly, “Oh, I could just eat you up?” The figures and forces in a child’s life are all new and strange and wonderful and awful. Using the world of make-believe, fairy tales show us who we are.

For the past several years there has been some controversy about fairy tales. Certain scholars, concerned about the portrayal of women, feel that fairy tales demean women, painting them as passive and pretty and not much more. It’s absolutely true: strong, positive women don’t often appear in fairy tales, which is why it was important to include stories like “Molly Whuppie” and the “Indian Cinderella” in this volume. But it’s important to recognize that men get an equally brutal portrayal in fairy tales. By contemporary standards, Hansel and Gretel’s father was an accomplice in abandoning children. The men in fairy tales are often passive to the point of being criminal or extraordinarily stupid, married to exasperated shrews. While many of the adults in these stories are failed and flawed, the children are often the repositories of wisdom or perseverance or cleverness. Is this a clue to their enduring charm?

Violence is also an issue in fairy tales. I personally am less dogmatic about the presence of grisly detail in stories than I am about sexist portrayals, and you may find that I have “left in” some violent behavior that offends you or your child. To my mind, sliced-up dragons and children-eating witches are in fact expressive of certain fears and fantasies. However, the cautious reader might want to peruse the traditional fairy tales and folktales before reading them aloud; the traditional stories are the ones that turn up the most gruesome behavior.

The Art of Listening

Some children are born listeners. They can hear a set of complicated directions and repeat them verbatim. They can tell you everything the priest or the rabbi said at services. They are auditory learners. But many more children do not learn this way, and for them listening—focusing on the spoken word—is an acquired skill.

Sadly, for a generation of children raised on television, video games, and movies, the experience of listening to a story—without the aid of lavish illustrations or moving images—is altogether too rare. Simply put, children who are not “read to” miss out. The child who needs elaborate images and lots of sensory input to be entertained has a problem. For this child, the read-aloud experience is crucial.

Listening is not passive. Children who can listen to a story will also know how to listen to a lecture. They will know how to focus and concentrate and their academic experience will be far more successful than children who lack these skills.

The Art of Reading Aloud

Jim Trelease’s Read-Aloud Handbook changed the national conversation about oral reading. While educators labored over new theories and paradigms, Jim Trelease communicated the simple, powerful truth that reading aloud to children, more than any single factor, made children better readers. Better readers are better students. Better students are more successful in life. One study Trelease shares in his book shows that the United States ranks eighth in the world (interestingly, Finland is first) in reading tests given to eighth-grade students. In this study the two factors that produced higher achievement were the frequency with which teachers read aloud to children, and the time students read for pleasure in the classroom. “Reading aloud serves as a commercial for the pleasures of reading,” Trelease says. Human beings are pleasure-centered, and unless reading skills are acquired on that basis, reading likely will not become a lifelong habit.

Anyway, what could be more pleasurable at the end of the day than snuggling up with a book against a mountain of pillows?

Read-Aloud Tools

The most important tool of the storyteller is the voice. When you read these stories to your child, take a moment to collect yourself. Breathe in, breathe out, and then begin. Keep these things in mind:


	You don’t have to change your voice dramatically for each character; in fact, overacting can ruin a good story.


	Read slowly, especially descriptive passages, so that your child can absorb it all.


	For action passages you can pick up the pace. Sometimes a rush-rush voice adds excitement.


	The well-placed pause can be very effective. “There, on the other side of the room, was Kate” doesn’t carry half the power of “There … on the other side of the room … was Kate.”




When you come across a word that your child does not know, what do you do? Do you stop to explain—and risk breaking the spell? Or do you go on and risk leaving the child in the dark?

Here’s the ideal: Most stories in this volume are deliberately short, so you might have time to skim the piece before reading it and set the story up. In this case, if you detect the odd word you can discuss its meaning before you begin, along with some atmospherics on the time and place. Second best: If you don’t have time to give a little overview and the story has some unfamiliar words, read the sentence and digress briefly to explain the word. Then reread the sentence and carry on.

The Art of Storytelling

Real storytelling is more than simply reading aloud, and it is a different experience for both the teller and the audience. If, in reading a story in this book, you are inspired to embellish it and make it your own, you will find the experience immensely rewarding. A beginning storyteller should pick an easy one to start, maybe a familiar classic. The “variations” on classic tales included in this book are specially geared to this application; many are presented as jumping-off points for telling the story yourself, not just reading it.


	Read the story through and identify each major event. A storyteller will get key events fixed in his or her memory—maybe even writing them down—to keep order and flow intact.


	If you can imagine the story (kind of like getting a movie running in your head), you will be far ahead of the game. You don’t have to memorize stories word for word; all you have to do is get the “movie” in your mind and communicate what you see.


	Unless it is a classic phrase (“I’ll huff and I’ll puff and I’ll blow your house down”) you don’t have to retain specific language. Be precise and simple with description. Dialogue is very easy to make up as you go along, as long as you know your characters well.


	Tell the same story over and over. Children love to hear a good story as often as you are willing to tell it. The more you tell it, the more you will know it and the better it will be. If you develop a repertoire of standards, you will be amazed how often your child prefers the “story from your mouth” (as my daughter Loddie puts it) over a picture book.




Enlarging the Experience

Finally, if your child has a favorite story, let it take on a life of its own. If your child loves “The Three Bears,” make bear cookies or oatmeal together; look up bears in science books and see how they really look; visit bears at the zoo. Do math games in multiples of three; make a shoebox house replica of the three bears’ house. If your child really loves a story, have her practice telling it to you or an appreciative grandparent. Children who can internalize a story and present it to an “audience” gain important practice in sequencing.

The applause doesn’t hurt either!
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January 1
NEW YEAR’S DAY
The Little Match Girl

It was late on a bitterly cold New Year’s Eve, and the snow was falling. A poor little girl was wandering in the dark cold streets. She was bareheaded and shoeless, and her bare feet were red and blue with the cold. She carried a quantity of matches in her old apron, and held a packet of them in her hand. Nobody had bought any from her all day long. The poor little girl was hungry and perishing with cold. She was the picture of misery.

The snowflakes fell on her long yellow hair, which curled prettily around her face, but she paid no attention. Lights were shining from every window, and there was a most delicious odor of roast goose in the streets, for it was a holiday.

She crouched for a time beneath the overhang of a roof and drew her feet up under her, but she was colder than ever. She did not dare to go home, for she had not earned a single penny. Her father would beat her, and besides it was almost as cold at home as it was here.

Her little hands were stiff with cold. Oh, one little match would do some good! If she only dared, she would pull one out of the packet and strike it on the wall to warm her fingers. She pulled out just one. R-rsh-sh! How it sputtered and blazed! It burnt just like a little candle, and the girl fancied she was sitting in front of a big stove with polished brass feet and handles. There was a splendid fire blazing in it and warming her so beautifully, but—what happened? Just as she was stretching out her feet to warm them, the flame went out, the stove vanished—and she was left sitting with a burnt-out match.

She struck a new one. It blazed up and where the light fell upon the wall, it became transparent like gauze, and she could see right though it into the room. The table was spread with a snowy white cloth and pretty china. A roast goose stuffed with apples and prunes was on the table and—the match went out, and there was nothing but a black wall.

She lit another match. This time she was sitting under a Christmas tree. Thousands of lighted candles gleamed on its branches. The girl stretched out both her hands—then out went the match. All the Christmas candles rose higher and higher, till she saw that they were only the twinkling stars. One of them fell and made a bright streak of light across the sky.

“Someone is dying,” thought the little girl, for her old grandmother, the only person who had ever been kind to her, used to say, “When a star falls, a soul is going up to God.”

Now she struck another match against the wall, and this time it was her grandmother who appeared in the circle of flame. She saw her quite clearly and distinctly, looking so gentle and happy. “Grandmother!” cried the little girl. “Oh, do take me with you. I know you will vanish when the match goes out. You will vanish like the warm stove, the delicious goose, and the beautiful Christmas tree!”

She hastily struck a whole bundle of matches, because she did long to keep her grandmother with her. The matches made it so bright, and her grandmother had never before looked so big or so beautiful. She lifted the little girl up in her arms, and they soared in a halo of light and joy, far, far above the earth, where there was no more cold, no hunger, and no pain—for they were with God.

In the cold morning light, the poor little girl sat there, with rosy cheeks and a smile on her face—dead. Frozen to death on the last night of the old year. The burnt-out matches were still in her hand.

“She must have tried to warm herself,” they said. Nobody knew what beautiful visions she had seen, nor in what a halo she had entered with her grandmother upon the glories of the New Year.

—HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN

January 2
The Twelve Months, Part 1
A BOHEMIAN TALE FOR THE NEW YEAR

Once there was a woman who had in her care two girls. Katinka, the elder, was the woman’s own daughter, and she was as harsh in face as she was in heart, but Dobrunka, the younger, who was a foster child, was both beautiful and good. Dobrunka, with her winsome ways, made Katinka appear even more hateful. So the mother and daughter were always in a rage with Dobrunka.

Dobrunka was made to sweep, cook, wash, sew, spin, weave, and take care of the cow, while Katinka lived like a princess. All these tasks she did with great good will, but this only made Katinka and her mother angrier. The better Dobrunka was, the more plainly did their own wickedness show by contrast. As they had no wish to change, they made up their minds to do away with Dobrunka.

On a cold day winter day, when frost castles glistened on the windows and the earth was white with snow, Katinka took a fancy for violets. She called in Dobrunka and said, “Go to the forest, lazybones, and bring me a bunch of violets, so I may pin them to my dress and enjoy their fragrance.”

“Oh, sister,” gently answered Dobrunka. “I cannot find you any violets under the snow.”

But Katinka snapped out angrily, “Hold your tongue and do as I tell you. Go to the forest and bring me back a bunch of violets, or you’ll find this door forever slammed shut in your face.”

Upon this Katinka and her mother took Dobrunka by the arm and thrust her, without warm winter clothing, out into the cold, and drew the bolt on the door.

The poor girl went to the forest weeping sadly. The giant pines and oaks bowed their branches low, borne down with their icy burdens. There was not a footpath to be found in an white and glittering wilderness, and Dobrunka soon lost her way. To add to her woe, she was freezing and hungry. Still, she trusted that help would come to one who had done no harm.

All at once she saw a light in the distance, a light that glowed in the sky and quivered now and again as if from the flickering flame of some mighty fire. With her eyes fixed hopefully on that light, which seemed to be at the top of a steep hill, Dobrunka began climbing. At the summit, there was a fire, and around it sat twelve motionless figures on twelve great stones. Each figure was wrapped in a long, flowing mantle, his head covered with a hood that fell over his eyes. Three of these mantles were white as the snow, three were green as the grass of the meadows, three were golden as sheaves of ripe wheat, and three were purple as ripened grapes. These twelve figures, who sat there gazing at the fire in perfect silence, were the Twelve Months of the Year.

Dobrunka knew January by his long, white beard. He was the only one who had a cane in his hand. The girl hesitated to speak, but finally addressed them with great respect: “My good sirs, I pray you let me warm myself by your fire. I am freezing with cold.”

January nodded his head and beckoned her near the blaze. “Why have you come here, my child?” he asked. “What are you looking for?”

“I am looking for violets,” replied Dobrunka.

“Do you expect to find violets in the time of snow?” January’s voice was gruff.

“No.” answered Dobrunka sadly. “I know this is not the season for violets, but my foster sister and mother thrust me out of doors and ordered me to get them. They won’t let me come home unless I obey. Oh, my good sirs, can you tell me where to find them?”

Old January rose, and, turning to a mere youth in a green mantle, give him the cane and said, “Brother March, this is your business.”

March rose and stirred the fire with the cane. Suddenly the flames rose, the snow melted, the buds began to swell on the trees, and faint color showed through the grass as violets bloomed. It was Spring!

“Hurry, my child, and gather your violets,” said March. Surely such a miracle would satisfy the evil Katinka and her mother, wouldn’t it?

January 3
The Twelve Months, Part 2

When Dobrunka returned home with a bouquet of violets, Katinka and her mother, thinking never to see Dobrunka again, were astonished. “Where did you find these?” cried Katinka.

“Up on the mountain,” answered Dobrunka, as Katinka snatched the violets from her hand without so much as a thank you.

A few days later, the wicked Katinka began craving strawberries. She summoned her sister, and once again sent her off to the snowy woods on an impossible quest. This time Dobrunka sang as she walked to keep up her courage, and kept her eyes on the hill for the sight of the fire. At length she reached it, where the Twelve Months sat motionless in their places.

“Why have you come again?” asked January. “What are you looking for now?”

“Strawberries, my good sirs. I know it is the wrong time of year,” she added sadly.

Old January rose, and turning to a full-grown man in a golden mantle, gave him the cane and said, “Brother June, this is your business.”

June rose, stirred the fire, and the earth turned green. The trees were covered with leaves and the birds sang. It was Summer! Dobrunka quickly filled her apron with strawberries and thanked the Twelve Months.

But no thanks did she receive from her sister and mother when she returned home. They devoured the strawberries at once, and sent Dobrunka out the following day for apples.

“You are here again, my child?” asked January. When he heard of her need for apples, he turned to a man with an iron-gray beard in a purple mantle. It was Brother September, who stirred the fire and brought autumn to the earth. A single apple tree stood nearby, bearing rosy fruit.

“Hurry, my child, and shake the tree,” said September.

Dobrunka shook it but twice, and hurried home with the two apples. The astonishment of Katinka and her mother knew no bounds. “Apples in January!” cried Katinka. “And where did you get these?”

“Up yonder on the mountain,” said Dobrunka. “There is a tree loaded down with them.”

“Why did you bring only two? You ate the rest on the way!”

“No, sister. I was only permitted to shake the tree twice.”

Katinka did not believe her and drove her from the room. The apples were the most delicious she had ever tasted, and Katinka said to her mother, “I must have more of these. Give me my warm fur cloak. I shall go to the mountain, find the tree, and shake it as long as I like.” Her mother tried to dissuade her from going into the wintry forest, but the spoiled girl was determined to have more apples.

Katinka also spotted the light from the Twelve Months’ fire and followed it, but when she got there, not knowing who they were, she pushed her way rudely through their midst to warm herself at the fire. January gruffly asked what her business was with them.

“What business is it of yours, old man?” replied Katinka. And without another word, she turned and disappeared into the forest. January frowned until his brow was black as a storm cloud. He raised his cane above his head, and in a twinkling, the fire went out, black darkness covered the earth, the wind rose, and snow began to fall.

Katinka could not see the way before her. The snow beat on her face, and she became hopelessly lost. She called her mother, she cursed her sister, she called out wildly. Still the wind blew.

The mother watched for her daughter at the window for hours. At midnight she put on her cloak and went out to search for Katinka. There were no footsteps to follow, for the falling snow had covered all tracks. And still the wind blew.

Dobrunka sat at her spinning wheel all night, but no one returned. “What can have happened?” she wondered. And in time, winter passed, and summer arrived, but Katinka and her mother never came back to the little house at the edge of the forest. So the house, the cow, and the meadow fell to Dobrunka. By and by, a prince stopped at the house, fell in love, and married her. And through the seasons, no matter how much the North Wind blew and the snow fell, there was always summer in Dobrunka’s heart. Joy filled her home, and the laughter of her children made music everywhere.

January 4
The Baby-sitter

Laura Stevens was nine years old, too old, she knew, to need a baby-sitter. But every single time her mother and her father went out, they insisted that Mrs. Thomas stay with her. Laura didn’t like Mrs. Thomas. She wouldn’t let her stay up late to watch television, she wouldn’t let her eat more than three cookies, and she even made Laura play games with her! “I’m not a baby,”
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Laura pleaded with her parents. “I’m nine years old. I don’t need a baby-sitter. And if you make me have one, I’m going to go to my room and stay there forever.”

“Laura,” scolded her mother, “you’re acting just like a baby. That’s why you need a baby-sitter.”

Laura sighed. She knew her mother would never understand how hard it was to be nine years old. The reason she had to have a baby-sitter, her mother seemed to be saying, was that she complained about having a baby-sitter. But if she didn’t complain, she wondered, would she still have to have a sitter? It was very hard to understand parents.

But no matter what Laura did, every time her parents went out they insisted Mrs. Thomas stay with her. And every time Mrs. Thomas stayed with her, she was very nice to Laura, but made her obey stupid rules. But someday, Laura knew, someday she would be big enough to stay by herself, or at least have a baby-sitter who wasn’t so bossy.

One night, as Laura’s parents got ready to go out, they told her they had a big surprise for her. Mrs. Thomas had gone to visit her sister in another city. And instead of another ordinary baby-sitter, her parents had hired a brand-new Robo-Sitter! Laura had heard of Robo-Sitters but she had never seen one. They looked just like real baby-sitters, but they were robots, and they could be programmed by parents to set the rules and enforce them. Laura was so excited.

When the Robo-Sitter was delivered Laura was amazed to discover that she looked just a like a real person and even sounded like a real person. Her father used a big remote control to program Robo-Sitter. Pressing all the buttons, he programmed the Robo-Sitter to make dinner for Laura, give her three cookies, help her with her homework, and put her to bed at ten o’clock, a half hour later than Mrs. Thomas ever allowed. And then he programmed the Robo-Sitter to clean the whole house. When he pressed “Enter” the Robo-Sitter’s eyes opened brightly and a big smile appeared on her face. When Laura’s parents left the house, the Robo-Sitter assured them, “Oh, don’t worry about a thing. We’ll have a wonderful time.”

Laura stood at the window and watched until her parents’ car disappeared around the block. And then Laura picked up the remote programmer. It looked just like the control for her computer or her video games. Very quickly, Laura reprogrammed the Robo-Sitter! And then she pressed “Enter.”

The Robo-Sitter whizzed around the whole house, cleaning it from top to bottom in less than a minute. Then she raced into the kitchen and returned carrying three whole boxes of cookies, which she handed to Laura. Then she did all of Laura’s homework in nine seconds. Then she put Laura’s favorite movie in the VCR and got out of the way. Laura sat down in front of the TV set with her box of cookies and pressed the “Off” button. And just like that, the Robo-Sitter went to sleep.
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Laura ate her cookies and watched her movie. But after a little while, her stomach started hurting and she wanted someone to talk to. She turned on the Robo-Sitter, who immediately cleaned the whole house all over again, brought Laura three more boxes of cookies, and did Laura’s homework for a second time. Laura tried to reprogram the Robo-Sitter, but was only able to make her do the same things faster and faster and faster. Laura had no choice and finally turned off the Robo-Sitter.
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The house was very quiet. For the first time in her whole entire life, Laura was all alone. And it made her feel really strange. She wanted someone to talk to, she wanted someone to play with. She picked up another cookie but her tummy hurt too much so she didn’t even want to eat it. She sat very still in her father’s favorite chair, watching her movie. But then she heard a loud creak from her bedroom. Maybe it was just the house relaxing, but in her mind it was a person. Oh, she wished Mrs. Thomas was there!

Two hours passed, but they seemed like two weeks. Finally, she heard her father’s car driving into the garage. Just as her parents walked in, she turned on the Robo-Sitter, who immediately cleaned the whole house again. “Did you have a nice time?” Laura’s mother asked.

Laura smiled. “It was very nice,” she said softly, and then added, “but I think I like it better when Mrs. Thomas is here.”

—JORDAN BURNETT AND DAVID FISHER

January 5
The Lion and the Old Hare
A HINDU FABLE

In the Mandar mountain there once lived a lion named Fierce Heart, who was continually killing and devouring the other wild animals. Matters at last became so bad that all the beasts of the field and woods held a public meeting, and drew up a respectful proposal to the Lion in these words:

“Your majesty, we were wondering, a few of us here, if it was completely necessary to make a meal of us all. We do not of course want you to go hungry, but we would also like to have a very small say in our fate. Would it be possible, therefore, if we might every day furnish one animal for your majesty’s dinner?’”

The Lion replied: “If such an arrangement suits you better, all right. I’ll give it a try.”

So from that time on, one beast was daily allotted to the Lion, and daily devoured by him. At last came the day when it was the turn of the old hare to supply the royal dinner. This old hare, as he went on his way to give himself up, reflected as follows:

“At the worst I can but die, so I may as well take my own time going to my death.”

Now it happened that Fierce Heart was unusually hungry and seeing the hare approach quite slowly, he roared out angrily, “How dare you keep me waiting like this?”

“Sire,” answered the old hare, “the blame is not mine. I was delayed on the road by another lion who made me swear that I would come back and give myself up to him, as soon as I explained the circumstances to your majesty.”

“Come,” said Fierce Heart in a great rage, “show me instantly where this villain of a lion lives.”

Accordingly, the hare led the way until he came to a very deep well, where he stopped and said: “Let the Lord, the King, come forward and meet his rival.”

The lion approached and, looking down into the well, beheld his own image reflected in the water. Whereupon with an angry roar, he flung himself into the well, and perished!

January 6
Baucis and Philemon
AN ANCIENT GREEK TALE

In the ancient land of Phrygia, on a certain hill, there is a linden tree and an oak tree, enclosed by a wall. Not far from the spot is swampy marsh, where a prosperous village once stood.

Now in the days when this village prospered, the god Jupiter and his son Mercury decided to visit this country in human form. They dressed themselves as weary travelers, and went from door to door, asking for lodging and a bite to eat. But all the village’s inhabitants turned them away and the gods were becoming quite angry at the rude and selfish people.

The last house they went to was the humble thatched cottage of an old couple, Baucis and her husband, Philemon. They were quick to welcome the gods to their home, and gave them seats of honor at the hearth. A stew was put on the fire, and Philemon brought his guests water with which to wash. They had but a weak wine to offer the travelers, but they set this on the table too.

When the meal was ready, all sat down, and the old folks were astonished to see that as soon as the wine was poured, the pitcher refilled itself. At that moment, both knew they had heavenly guests at their table and were ashamed of their meager hospitality.

But the gods reassured them. “You, alone in this village, were willing to take in weary travelers. This selfish town shall pay for its sins, and only you shall escape the punishment. Leave your house and come with us to the top of the hill.”

The old couple hurried to obey, and took their staff to climb up the steep hill. As they turned to look back at their house, they saw their entire village sunk in a great lake. Only their house still stood, and as they watched, it was transformed into a temple.

Jupiter spoke: “Excellent old man, and woman worthy of such a husband, speak and tell us your wishes. What favor have you to ask of us?”

The couple spoke together for a moment and then Philemon said, “We ask to be guardians of your temple. Since here we have passed our lives in love and peace, we wish to take leave of our lives here—and together. I pray that I may not live to see her grave, nor be laid in my own by her.”

Their prayer was granted, and they were keepers of the temple for as long as they lived. When they were very, very old, they died peacefully together. They were standing on the hill talking, when Baucis saw Philemon begin to put forth leaves, and Philemon saw Baucis doing the same. For as long as they could still speak, they exchanged parting words. “Farewell, dear spouse,” they said together, and at the same moment, the bark closed over their mouths. The trees still stand there, side by side.

January 7
The Shepherd Boy and the King
A GERMAN TALE

There was once a shepherd boy who was known far and wide for his clever answers to every question. The king heard of his wisdom, but he could not believe it, and ordered the boy to court.

When he arrived, the king said to him, “If you can answer wisely three questions I will give you, then you shall be as my own child, and dwell with me in my castle.”

“I am ready, your majesty,” replied the shepherd boy.

“First,” the king asked, “I want to know how many drops of water are in the ocean.”

“My lord king,” said the boy, “if you could have all the rivers in the world stopped up, so that not a drop could run into the sea, and I could count them, then I might be able to tell you how many drops the ocean contains.”

Saying nothing, the king posed the next question. “How many stars are there in the skies?”

The shepherd boy replied, “First give me a large sheet of paper. If I make many points with a pen, close together, then whoever tries to count these points will quickly find his eyes dazzled. If, however, it were possible to count these points, even then it would not be easy to count the stars.”

But no one would attempt to count them, so the king asked his third question: “How many seconds of time are there in eternity?”

The shepherd boy answered: “In Pomerania there is a diamond mountain, one league high, one league broad, and one league deep. If a little bird could go once in every hundred years and peck away a morsel from the mountain until the whole mountain was gone, not even then would one second of eternity have passed!”

Then the king replied, “You have answered all of my questions wisely, and from this time forward, all shall treat you as my son!”

The shepherd boy lived the rest of his life in royal splendor and advised the king on many matters.

—BROTHERS GRIMM

January 8
The Necklace of Truth, Part 1
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There was once a little girl by the name of Coralie who loved to tell lies. Some children think very little of not speaking the truth, and a small lie—or a great one in case of necessity—that saves them from a duty or a punishment is perfectly acceptable in their eyes.

Coralie was one of this sort. The truth was a thing of which she had no idea. Her parents were deceived by her stories for a long time, but they saw at last that she was telling them lies, and from that moment forward they had no confidence in anything that she said.
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It is a terrible thing for parents not to be able to believe their own child’s words. And they worry horribly about what kind of adult this child will grow up to be.

After vainly trying every means to reform Coralie, her parents decided to take her to the enchanter Merlin, who was famous throughout the world and was known as the greatest friend of truth that ever lived. For this reason, little children who were in the habit of telling lies were brought to him from all over in order that he might cure them.

The enchanter Merlin lived in a glass palace with transparent walls, and never in his whole life had he thought of disguising his actions, of causing others to believe what was not true, or even allowing others to believe a lie by being silent when he might have spoken. He knew liars by their odor a mile off, and when Coralie approached the palace he burned vinegar to combat the smell.

Coralie’s mother began to explain the vile disease that afflicted her daughter, but her shame was such that she made a rather confused speech. Merlin interrupted her. “I know what is the matter, my good lady,” said he. “I felt your daughter’s approach long ago. She is one of the greatest liars in the world and she has made me very uncomfortable.”

Coralie hid behind her mother’s apron at these words, while her parents grew most anxious. They desperately wanted their child to be cured, but they wished her cured gently in a way that would not hurt her.

“Don’t be afraid,” said Merlin, seeing their anxiety. “I do not employ violence in curing disease. I am only going to make Coralie a beautiful present, which I think will not displease her.”

He opened a drawer, and took from it a magnificent amethyst necklace with a diamond clasp. He put it on Coralie’s neck, and sent her parents away, saying, “Go, good people, and worry no more. Your daughter carries with her a sure guardian of the truth.” Coralie was delighted to be getting off so easily, but then Merlin looked sternly at her and said, “In a year, I shall come for my necklace. Till that time I forbid you to take it off for even a moment. Woe be unto you if you disobey!”
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“Oh, it’s so beautiful! I’ll wear it always!” Coralie might have been less delighted had she been aware that it was the famous Necklace of Truth she wore. The ancients knew of its magical power to uncover lies of all sorts—a power that Coralie would shortly discover for herself.

January 9
The Necklace of Truth, Part 2

When Coralie returned to school after her long absence, her friends admired the necklace at once. “Oh, where did you get it from?” they asked. In those days, one did not admit to having consulted the enchanter Merlin, or everyone would know exactly why. Coralie was careful not to betray herself.

“I was sick for a long time,” she said boldly, “and on my recovery, my parents gave me this beautiful necklace.” A loud cry rose from her friends. For the diamonds of the clasp, which had shone so brilliantly, suddenly became coarse glass and turned dim.

“Well, yes, I have been sick,” insisted Coralie. “Why are you all making such a fuss?” At this second falsehood, the lovely amethysts changed to ugly yellow stones. Coralie again heard her friends cry out and saw all their eyes fixed on her necklace. When she looked down, she was terrified.

“I have been to the enchanter Merlin’s,” Coralie said humbly. Scarcely had she confessed the truth than the necklace recovered its beauty. But the laughter of the little girls so mortified her that she couldn’t help saying something to retrieve her reputation. “You are wrong to laugh!” she exclaimed. “He treated us with great respect, and sent his splendid carriage to carry us to his palace. His palace, by the way, is made of jasper and there are so many marvelous things inside that I couldn’t begin to tell you—”

The laughter, suppressed with difficulty since she began this fine story, became so boisterous that Coralie stopped in amazement. Looking down once more on the unlucky necklace, she shuddered. At each detail she had invented, the necklace had grown longer and longer till it almost reached the ground.

“You are stretching the truth,” cried the little girls.

“Well, I confess … we went on foot, and only stayed a few minutes.” The necklace instantly shrunk to its proper size.

“And the necklace? Where did it come from?”

“Merlin gave it to me without saying a word, probably—” Coralie had not time to finish. The necklace had grown shorter and shorter, till it choked her terribly and she gasped for breath.

“You are keeping back part of the truth,” cried her classmates.

Coralie hastened to alter her words while she could still speak. “He said … that I was … one of the greatest … liars … in the world.” Freed from the strangling necklace, she began crying, but finished her story. “That was why he gave the necklace to me. He said it was a guardian of the truth, and I have been a great fool to be proud of it!”

“If I were in your place,” said one of her friends, “I would send it back. What stops you from taking it off?” Poor Coralie was silent, but the stones began to clatter up and down.

“There is something you have not told us!” exclaimed the little girls in glee.

“I like to wear it!” said Coralie. The amethysts danced more than ever.

“There is a reason you are hiding from us!”

“Well, if you must know—some great calamity will befall me if I take it off.”

It didn’t take very long at all for Coralie to become convinced that falsehoods were useless for they would be instantly discovered. And as she became accustomed to telling the truth, she became a happier person. The joy of a clear conscience and the peace of mind that truth brought made her grow to hate lies. Soon the necklace had nothing to do, and long before the year had passed, Merlin came to take it back, for he needed the necklace to cure another child of this affliction.

No one knows what became of the wonderful Necklace of Truth after Merlin’s death. Perhaps Merlin’s descendants hid it. Or perhaps they didn’t—which is something children in the habit of telling lies will never know for sure.

—JEAN MACE

January 10
The Tale of Evan
A CELTIC TALE

At one time there was a husband and wife who lived in a small parish where work had become very scarce. The husband felt he must leave his wife and search for a job. He traveled far toward the east, and at last came to the house of a farmer and asked for work.

“What work can you do?” asked the farmer.

“All kinds of work,” said Evan, and they agreed upon three pounds for the year’s wages.

When the end of the year came, Evan’s master showed him the three pounds and said, “See, Evan, here’s your wage, but if you’ll give it back to me I’ll give you a piece of advice instead.”

“Give me my wage,” answered Evan.

“No, I’ll not,” said the master. “I’ll explain my advice. You should never leave the old road for the sake of a new one. After that they agreed on another year at the old wages, and at the end of it Evan took instead another piece of advice. And this time it was: “Never lodge where an old man is married to a young woman.”

The same thing happened at the end of the third year, when the advice was: “Honesty is the best policy.” But this time Evan would not stay longer; he wanted to go back to his wife. As he was leaving, his master handed him a cake, saying, “Here is a cake for you to take home to your wife, and when you are most joyous together, then break the cake, and not sooner.”

As he traveled toward home, he met three merchants from his own parish, coming home from a fair. “Oho, Evan,” they said, “glad we are to see you. Where have you been so long?”

“I have been working, and now I’m going home to my wife.”

“Oh, travel with us. You’ll be welcome,” said the merchants. But when they took the new road, Evan, remembering his master’s advice, kept to the old one. None had gone far before Evan heard the cry “Thieves!” He ran to the other road and scared away the robbers, and the merchants were terribly grateful. “We are in debt to you, Evan. Lodge with us tonight, as our guest.”

But when they got to the inn, Evan said, “First I must see the innkeeper.”

“Why do you want him?” asked his traveling companions. “Here is the hostess, and she is young and pretty!” The young woman said her husband was in the kitchen, and when Evan went in there, he found a weak old man turning the spit.

“Oh, I’ll not lodge here,” cried Evan, again recalling his master’s advice. “I’ll go next door.” Now it happened that the hostess had plotted with a monk to murder the old man and blame it on her lodgers. And it happened that Evan overheard this scheme, and warned the merchants in time. Now they were doubly grateful to him.

At last their roads separated and Evan continued on his way to his wife and cottage. Glad she was to see him, crying, “Home in the nick of time! Here’s a purse of gold I’ve found, and I’m thinking perhaps it belongs to the great lord yonder. But what shall we do with it?”

Remembering the third counsel, Evan said, “Honesty is the best policy. Let us take it to the lord, then.”

And though Evan and his wife took the purse of gold to the castle, a dishonest servant there never turned it over to the lord. When the nobleman discovered this some days later, he was so pleased with Evan that he gave him the thieving servant’s job for life.

“Honesty is the best policy!” exclaimed Evan, as he celebrated his good fortune with his wife. Then he thought of the cake his old master had given him, and the advice to eat it when he was most joyful. And when Evan broke the cake open, lo and behold, inside it were the wages for his three years of labor.

January 11
The Proud Fox and the Young Prairie Chicken

It was breakfast time and the fox was hungry. “My kingdom for a prairie chicken,” he thought to himself.

Just then a prairie chicken ambled across the road.

“A tender morsel,” the fox said to himself chuckling with delight. “And a stupid one, too.” He walked up to the prairie chicken casually, so as not to alarm her, and bid her a good morning.

“Greetings, little one,” said the fox.

“Good morning yourself!” said the prairie chicken, keeping her distance.

“And how is your family on this fine day?” asked the fox.

“So-so,” said the prairie chicken. “And yours?”

“My family is doing very well, thank you,” said the fox politely.

“Do I know you? You don’t look familiar,” said the prairie chicken. And then, not wanting to be rude, “What do you do to occupy your days?”

“In general, I just go here and there and enjoy myself But I used to spend most days learning everything my daddy knows,” said the fox.

“Are you saying you know everything your daddy knows?” asked the prairie chicken. “Why, I can’t imagine such a thing.”

“Yes, indeed I do,” replied the fox. “I doubt that there is a slier fox in these parts, and if there is I agree to swallow him without salt or pepper.”

“My goodness!” exclaimed the prairie chicken.

“So tell me about you,” said the fox. “What have you been doing lately?”

“I do very little, really,” said the prairie chicken. “From the moment I burst out of that egg, I have been chasing my mommy and eating all of the bugs and seeds she finds. She hasn’t taught me much; all I know is to hide when I see a human with a gun or an animal with sharp teeth showing.”

The fox was rather uncomfortable with the chicken’s last comment and he made a mental note to keep his mouth closed.

“So your mommy taught you how to hide,” said the fox. “Well, hiding is an art form. I have dozens of ways to hide. What is your own little way?”

“All I do is slip underneath piles of dead leaves,” said the prairie chicken. “It isn’t very artful. And the bad part is that some of my feathers stick out, though it doesn’t really matter because my feathers are the same color as the leaves.”

The fox shook his head. “That is not a very intelligent way of hiding,” he said, not hiding the insult.

“That might be,” said the prairie chicken. “But it will have to do until I learn how to fly—at which point I will never have to hide again.”

The fox was wondering what to say next, when a pack of hounds came thundering down the road. The prairie chicken curled herself up and snuggled under a pile of leaves, escaping the notice of the hounds. But the fox stood dumb and in a minute the hounds discovered him and ate him for breakfast. There was not much left of him, except for his bushy tail, which the owner of the hounds saved and used for a little broom.

January 12
The Wild Boar

A wild boar was whetting his tusks against a tree when a fox came passing by. Curious, the fox asked why the boar did sharpen his tusks so. “Why do you spend your time like this? There is neither a hunter nor a hound in sight, nor any danger that I can see at hand,” said the fox.

“True,” replied the boar. “But when that danger does arise, I shall have something else to do than to sharpen my weapons.”

It is too late to whet the sword when the trumpet sounds to draw it.—

AESOP

January 13
The Man, the Boy, and the Donkey

A man and his son were going to market with their donkey. As they were making their way down the dusty road, a man passed them and jeered, “What’s wrong with you people? Why are you walking your donkey as if it were a dog? Donkeys are to ride upon!”

So the man put his son on the donkey, and the threesome proceeded on their journey to market. They soon passed a group of men. In a loud whisper, one of the men said, “Look at that family. They are spoiling the boy by letting him ride on that poor donkey.”

The man and his son heard the remark, and so the boy dismounted and they resumed their journey.

Just about that time, two women walked to the side of the road and the first one shook a long, wrinkled finger at the man. “You should take better care of your boy, mister. It’s too hot for him to be walking on those tender feet. Why isn’t he riding atop that stupid donkey?”

[image: ]

The man and the boy looked at each other. They didn’t know what to do. To please the two women, the boy got back on the donkey and the man, the boy, and the donkey headed down the road.

The threesome had just arrived at the village when a group of people in the town square walked up. “Aren’t you ashamed for burdening that sweet donkey with your lazy son? There ought to be a law against such abuse!” they said.

The boy got off the donkey. They thought and thought about what to do. Then the boy had an idea. They cut down a pole, tied the donkey’s feet to it, and raised the pole and the donkey to their shoulders. At the Market Bridge, hundreds of people swarmed to see the ridiculous sight. There was laughter and more laughter until the donkey accidentally got one foot loose, kicked out, and threw the boy off balance. The boy dropped his end of the pole and in the commotion, the donkey fell over the side of the bridge. His forefeet were still tied together, so he could not save himself. The boy and the man watched sadly as their beloved donkey drowned.

Try to please everyone and you please no one. —AESOP

January 14
The Pompous Bear

One day a bear named Boffo was padding through the forest when he spotted a pheasant. With a quick swipe of his paw and some very good luck, he managed to catch the bird.

Now Boffo was the kind of bear who liked to impress. It wasn’t enough for him to catch his supper; no, the world had to know all of his conquest. He was the kind of bear most of the animals considered a show-off.

“Ho, ho, ho,” thought Boffo to himself. “I can’t wait to show the other animals how I nabbed this pheasant.” The bird was still alive, and he didn’t want to mark it, so he held it between his great teeth very carefully, and padded off in search of someone to impress.

By and by, he came upon Rick the rabbit. The rabbit saw the pheasant in old Boffo’s mouth and, knowing full well that the bear wanted to boast, he hopped away, his white tail bobbing down the leafy path.

Boffo wrinkled his nose. “Hmrf,” he thought to himself. “Next time Rick ignores me I’ll catch him for my supper!” A bear could never catch a rabbit, but Boffo was a show-off, even in his private thoughts.

By and by, Freddie the fox came to the clearing where Boffo sat with his pheasant. Rick noticed immediately that Boffo had a bird in his mouth, and he knew Boffo wanted to be acknowledged in the worst way. But the fox was tired of the bear’s showing off, and was determined not to give him that satisfaction.

“Say, Boffo, do you think it will rain today?” he asked.

Boffo shook his head “no,” hoping that Freddie would notice the pheasant in his mouth.

“Hello, Boffo, I said, do you think it will rain today?” the fox pressed.

Boffo did not want to open his mouth for the bird was still quite alive. He shook his head vigorously, as if to say no.

“Let’s see,” Freddie said teasingly. “When you shake your head side to side, does that mean no?”

Boffo shook his head up and down.

“Oh, I stand corrected. You’re telling me that when you shake your head up and down, it means no,” Freddie said.

Boffo shook his head side to side.

“Well, which is it? Yes or no? Side to side or up and down?” Freddie said impatiently. “Do you think it will rain or not?”

“No,” said Boffo, in frustration. And with that, the pheasant flew right out of his mouth. Boffo was horrified. And Freddie laughed gaily, all the way back to his hole.
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January 15
The Magic Ring, Part 1
A NATIVE AMERICAN TALE

Deep in the forest lived a warrior named White Hawk. The forest was dense and green, and most days White Hawk was content to roam its aisles, but on this day he hiked for miles to see if the forest had an edge.

Indeed it did. After traveling all day, White Hawk came to a clearing where the forest ended and a vast plain of golden grass began. A worn path encircled the forest, forming a magic ring. Curiously, no paths from the plain or the forest led to the ring.

White Hawk was contemplating the ring when he saw a shadow approach, and looked to the sky. Floating down from the heavens was a basket in which rode twelve maidens. The basket landed softly and the girls jumped out, one by one. They were all beautiful but the youngest one was the most beautiful of all, and White Hawk was overcome with desire. Without thinking, he ran out to greet her, but the maidens were filled with fear at the
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The Magic Ring, Part 2









January 17
The Locust, the Beetle, the Goldfinch, and the Hunter
A CHINESE FABLE


January 18
Brave Dan
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Mercury and the Woodman













January 20
The Beggar King, Part 1
A JEWISH TALE
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The Beggar King, Part 2
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Issun Boshi, the Inchling
A JAPANESE TALE
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The Hawk and the Pigeons
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Adam and Eve Revisited
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The War of the Wolf and the Fox
A RUSSIAN TALE
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Looking for Carter Jr., Part 1
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Looking for Carter Jr., Part 2
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The Trees Everlasting
A CHEROKEE MYTH
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The Donkey Prince
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The Princess and The Pea














January 31
Aesop and the Donkey
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