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The Tale of Jimmy

There lived a kind old grandmother and her only grandson, Jimmy.

Grandma loved Jimmy with all her heart. | She cared for him, spoiled him, and watched over him tenderly.

One sunny morning, Grandma called out, “Jimmy, breakfast is ready!”

She placed before him a cup of milk, two slices of cheese, | and a big loaf of bread she had just baked.

Jimmy looked at the loaf. | It was a little long and uneven.

He frowned. “What’s this, Grandma? Your loaves are round! | This one looks terrible!”

He pushed it away in disgust.

Grandma gently picked up the loaf, kissed it, and said, | “Terrible? After all my hard work?”

“I woke up before sunrise, lit the oven, mixed the dough, | and baked it for you.”

“And after all that, you pout and throw my bread on the ground?”

Jimmy shrugged. “Oh, come on, Grandma! | What’s the big deal? It’s just bread!”

“Yes, it is a big deal,” Grandma said softly. | “You don’t know how much effort goes into it.”

Jimmy laughed. “Effort? Ha! I can make a better loaf than that—and I’m just a kid!”

So Jimmy climbed the tall mountain behind the village.

“O blacksmith, master of your trade,” said Jimmy, | “please give me an axe!”

“Wait, son,” called the blacksmith. | “Tell me your story.”

Jimmy sniffled and said, | “My grandma’s mad at me. She won’t forgive me unless I bake her bread.”

“The oven needs firewood. | The firewood is on the mountain. | The mountain needs an axe... and the axe is with you.”

The blacksmith smiled. “All right, Jimmy. | You’ll have your axe—but you must help me make it.”

Jimmy nodded eagerly. “Deal!”

. | He rolled up his sleeves and helped hammer the red-hot metal

When they finished, the axe shone like silver. | Jimmy thanked the blacksmith and hurried away.

He climbed the mountain again, chopped the wood, | and carried the bundle back home.

He lit the oven, kneaded the dough, | and tried to bake a round loaf.

But the bread came out flat, burnt, or full of holes. | Jimmy sighed, “I thought this was easy...”

Then Grandma’s gentle hand touched his hair. | She smiled, “You’ve learned your lesson, my boy. | Come, let’s bake together— | a round loaf shining like the moon.

Once upon a time, long ago, in a green and peaceful village...
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