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How the Camel Got His Hump, by Rudyard Kipling
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In the beginning of years, when the world was so new and all, and the Animals 
were just beginning to work for Man, there was a Camel, and he lived in the 
middle of a Howling Desert because he did not want to work; and besides, he was 
a Howler himself. So he ate sticks and thorns and tamarisks and milkweed and 
prickles, most 'scruciating idle; and when anybody spoke to him he said 'Humph!' 
Just 'Humph!' and no more.

Presently the Horse came to him on Monday morning, with a saddle on his back 
and a bit in his mouth, and said, 'Camel, O Camel, come out and trot like the 
rest of us.'

'Humph!' said the Camel; and the Horse went away and told the Man.

Presently the Dog came to him, with a stick in his mouth, and said, 'Camel, O 
Camel, come and fetch and carry like the rest of us.'

'Humph!' said the Camel; and the Dog went away and told the Man.

Presently the Ox came to him, with the yoke on his neck and said, 'Camel, O 
Camel, come and plough like the rest of us.'

'Humph!' said the Camel; and the Ox went away and told the Man.

At the end of the day the Man called the Horse and the Dog and the Ox 
together, and said, 'Three, O Three, I'm very sorry for you (with the world so 
new-and-all); but that Humph-thing in the Desert can't work, or he would have 
been here by now, so I am going to leave him alone, and you must work 
double-time to make up for it.'

That made the Three very angry (with the world so new-and-all), and they held 
a palaver, and an indaba, and a punchayet, and a pow-wow on the edge of the 
Desert; and the Camel came chewing on milkweed most 'scruciating idle, and 
laughed at them. Then he said 'Humph!' and went away again.

Presently there came along the Djinn in charge of All Deserts, rolling in a 
cloud of dust (Djinns always travel that way because it is Magic), and he 
stopped to palaver and pow-pow with the Three.

'Djinn of All Deserts,' said the Horse, 'is it right for any one to be idle, 
with the world so new-and-all?'

'Certainly not,' said the Djinn.

'Well,' said the Horse, 'there's a thing in the middle of your Howling Desert 
(and he's a Howler himself) with a long neck and long legs, and he hasn't done a 
stroke of work since Monday morning. He won't trot.'

'Whew!' said the Djinn, whistling, 'that's my Camel, for all the gold in 
Arabia! What does he say about it?'

'He says "Humph!"' said the Dog; 'and he won't fetch and carry.'

'Does he say anything else?'

'Only "Humph!"; and he won't plough,' said the Ox.

'Very good,' said the Djinn. 'I'll humph him if you will kindly wait a 
minute.'

The Djinn rolled himself up in his dust-cloak, and took a bearing across the 
desert, and found the Camel most 'scruciatingly idle, looking at his own 
reflection in a pool of water.

'My long and bubbling friend,' said the Djinn, 'what's this I hear of your 
doing no work, with the world so new-and-all?'

'Humph!' said the Camel.

The Djinn sat down, with his chin in his hand, and began to think a Great 
Magic, while the Camel looked at his own reflection in the pool of water.

'You've given the Three extra work ever since Monday morning, all on account 
of your 'scruciating idleness,' said the Djinn; and he went on thinking Magics, 
with his chin in his hand.

'Humph!' said the Camel.

'I shouldn't say that again if I were you,' said the Djinn; you might say it 
once too often. Bubbles, I want you to work.'

And the Camel said 'Humph!' again; but no sooner had he said it than he saw 
his back, that he was so proud of, puffing up and puffing up into a great big 
lolloping humph.

'Do you see that?' said the Djinn. 'That's your very own humph that you've 
brought upon your very own self by not working. To-day is Thursday, and you've 
done no work since Monday, when the work began. Now you are going to work.'

'How can I,' said the Camel, 'with this humph on my back?'

'That's made a-purpose,' said the Djinn, 'all because you missed those three 
days. You will be able to work now for three days without eating, because you 
can live on your humph; and don't you ever say I never did anything for you. 
Come out of the Desert and go to the Three, and behave. Humph yourself!'

And the Camel humphed himself, humph and all, and went away to join the 
Three. And from that day to this the Camel always wears a humph (we call it 
'hump' now, not to hurt his feelings); but he has never yet caught up with the 
three days that he missed at the beginning of the world, and he has never yet 
learned how to behave.

(De ce are cămila cocoașă, de Rudyard Kipling)
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La începutul vremurilor, când lumea era atât de nou-nouță, iar Animalele abia 
începeau să lucreze pentru Om, exista o Cămilă care trăia în mijlocul unui 
Deșert Urlător, pentru că nu voia să lucreze; și în plus, ea însăși era 
Urlătoare. Așa că mânca bețișoare, și spini, și tamarix, și ierburi, și 
mărăcini, fiind de o lentoare groaznică; și când cineva îi vorbea, ea spunea 
„Hamf!” Doar „Hamf!” și atât. (1)

Acum, Calul a venit la ea luni dimineață, cu o șa pe spate și o zăbală în 
gură și a spus: „Cămilă! O, Cămilă, vino să alergi ca noi ceilalți”.

„Hamf!” A spus Cămila; iar Calul a plecat și i-a spus Omului.

Apoi, Câinele a venit la ea, cu un băț în gură și i-a spus: „Cămilă! O, 
Cămilă, vino să apuci și să cari ca noi ceilalți”.

„Hamf!” A spus Camila; iar Câinele a plecat și i-a spus Omului.

Apoi, Boul a venit la ea, cu jugul pe gât și i-a spus: „Cămilă! O, Cămilă, 
vino să ari ca noi ceilalți”.

„Hamf!” A spus Cămila; iar Boul a plecat și i-a spus Omului.

La sfârșitul zilei, Omul a chemat împreună Calul, Câinele și Boul, și le-a 
spus: „Trei! O, Trei, îmi pare foarte rău pentru voi (cu lumea atât de 
nou-nouță); dar acel lucru Hamf din deșert ori nu poate lucra, ori a fost deja 
aici și până acum, așa că îl voi lăsa în pace și trebuie să lucrați de două ori 
mai mult pentru a compensa asta.”

Asta i-a înfuriat pe cei Trei (cu lumea atât de nou-nouță) și s-au întâlnit 
discutând și pălăvrăgind zgomotos la marginea deșertului; cămila a venit și ea 
acolo mestecând iarbă cu cea mai groaznică lentoare, și a râs de ele. Apoi a 
spus „Hamf!” și a plecat înapoi.

Acum, a venit acolo Djin, spiritul care răspunde de Toate Deșerturile, 
învăluit într-un nor de praf (Djinii călătoresc întotdeauna așa, deoarece sunt 
Magici), și s-a oprit pentru a mai sta la discuții cu cei Trei.

„Djin al Tuturor Deșerturilor”, a spus Calul, „este corect ca cineva să 
lenevească, cu lumea atât de nou-nouță?”

„Cu siguranță nu”, a spus Djin.

„Ei bine”, a spus Calul, „există un lucru în mijlocul Deșertului tău 
Urlător (și el însuși este Urlător), cu gâtul lung și picioarele 
lungi, și nu a muncit deloc de luni dimineață. Nu vrea să alerge.”

„Vai!”, A spus Djin, fluierând, „asta este Cămila mea, pe tot aurul Arabiei! 
Ea ce spune despre asta?”

”Ea spune „Hamf!”’ a spus Câinele; „Și nu vrea să ia și să care.”

”Mai spune și altceva?”

”Doar „Hamf!”; și nu vrea să are”, a spus Boul.

„Foarte bine”, a spus Djin. „Îl voi da eu hamf dacă veți avea răbdare un 
minut.”

Djin s-a dus învăluit în norul lui de praf, și a străbătut deșertului, și a 
găsit Cămila în cea mai groaznică lenevie, uitându-se la propria ei reflecție 
într-un bazin de apă.

„Prietena mea cea lungă și bolborosindă”, a spus Djin, „ce înseamnă asta, am 
auzit că nu faci nicio treabă, cu lumea atât de nou-nouță?”

„Hamf!” a spus Cămila.

Djin s-a așezat, cu bărbia în mână și a început să se gândească la o Mare 
Magie, în timp ce Cămila își privea propriul reflex în bazinul de apă.

„Le-ai dat celor Trei mai mult de muncă de luni dimineață, totul din cauza 
„lenei tale îngrozitoare”, a spus Djinn; și a continuat să se gândească la 
Magii, cu bărbia în mână.

„Hamf!” a spus Cămila.

„În locul tău nu aș tot spune asta”, a spus Djin; ”s-ar putea să o spui la un 
moment dat prea des. Boloborosito, vreau să lucrezi.”

Și Cămila a spus din nou „Hamf!”; dar, de îndată ce a spus asta, și-a văzut 
spatele, de care era atât de mândră, umflându-se și umflându-se într-o uriașă 
cocoașă care se bălăngănea.

„Vezi asta?” a spus Djinl. „Asta-i propriul tău hamf cu care te-ai procopsit 
pentru că nu ai lucrat. Astăzi este joi și nu ai lucrat nimic de luni, de când a 
început munca. De acum încolo vei lucra.”

„Cum aș putea,” a spus Cămila, „cu această cocoașă pe spate?”

„Asta a fost făcută cu un scop”, a spus Djin, „totul pentru că ai lipsit în 
acele trei zile. Vei putea lucra acum trei zile fără să mănânci, pentru că poți 
trăi din cocoașa ta; și să nu spui niciodată că nu am făcut nimic pentru tine. 
Ieși din deșert și du-te la cei Trei și poartă-te corect cu ei. Spuneți ție 
însăți hamf!”

Și cămila și- spus ei însăși hamf, și a plecat să se alăture celor Trei. Și, 
începând din acea zi, Cămila poartă întotdeauna o cocoașă (”humph”) (noi o numim 
acum puțin diferit (”hump”) pentru a nu-i răni sentimentele); dar ea nu a ajuns 
niciodată să recupereze cele trei zile pe care le-a ratat la începutul lumii și 
nu a învățat niciodată cum să se comporte.

(1) În limba engleză această interjecție (”Hamf”) se pronunță foarte 
asemănător cu cuvântul ”Hump” care se traduce prin ”Cocoașă”.


A Kidnapped Santa Claus, by L. Frank Baum
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Santa Claus lives in the Laughing 
Valley, where stands the big, rambling castle in which his toys are 
manufactured. His workmen, selected from the ryls, knooks, pixies and fairies, 
live with him, and every one is as busy as can be from one year's end to 
another.

It is called the Laughing Valley because everything there is 
happy and gay. The brook chuckles to itself as it leaps rollicking between its 
green banks; the wind whistles merrily in the trees; the sunbeams dance lightly 
over the soft grass, and the violets and wild flowers look smilingly up from 
their green nests. To laugh one needs to be happy; to be happy one needs to be 
content. And throughout the Laughing Valley of Santa Claus contentment reigns 
supreme.

On one side is the mighty Forest of Burzee. At the other side 
stands the huge mountain that contains the Caves of the Daemons. And between 
them the Valley lies smiling and peaceful.

One would thing that our good old Santa Claus, who devotes his 
days to making children happy, would have no enemies on all the earth; and, as a 
matter of fact, for a long period of time he encountered nothing but love 
wherever he might go.

But the Daemons who live in the mountain caves grew to hate 
Santa Claus very much, and all for the simple reason that he made children 
happy.

The Caves of the Daemons are five in number. A broad pathway 
leads up to the first cave, which is a finely arched cavern at the foot of the 
mountain, the entrance being beautifully carved and decorated. In it resides the 
Daemon of Selfishness. Back of this is another cavern inhabited by the Daemon of 
Envy. The cave of the Daemon of Hatred is next in order, and through this one 
passes to the home of the Daemon of Malice—situated in a dark and fearful cave 
in the very heart of the mountain. I do not know what lies beyond this. Some say 
there are terrible pitfalls leading to death and destruction, and this may very 
well be true. However, from each one of the four caves mentioned there is a 
small, narrow tunnel leading to the fifth cave—a cozy little room occupied by 
the Daemon of Repentance. And as the rocky floors of these passages are well 
worn by the track of passing feet, I judge that many wanderers in the Caves of 
the Daemons have escaped through the tunnels to the abode of the Daemon of 
Repentance, who is said to be a pleasant sort of fellow who gladly opens for one 
a little door admitting you into fresh air and sunshine again.

Well, these Daemons of the Caves, thinking they had great cause 
to dislike old Santa Claus, held a meeting one day to discuss the matter.

"I'm really getting lonesome," said the Daemon of Selfishness. 
"For Santa Claus distributes so many pretty Christmas gifts to all the children 
that they become happy and generous, through his example, and keep away from my 
cave."

"I'm having the same trouble," rejoined the Daemon of Envy. "The 
little ones seem quite content with Santa Claus, and there are few, indeed, that 
I can coax to become envious."

"And that makes it bad for me!" declared the Daemon of Hatred. 
"For if no children pass through the Caves of Selfishness and Envy, none can get 
to MY cavern."

"Or to mine," added the Daemon of Malice.

"For my part," said the Daemon of Repentance, "it is easily seen 
that if children do not visit your caves they have no need to visit mine; so 
that I am quite as neglected as you are."

"And all because of this person they call Santa Claus!" 
exclaimed the Daemon of Envy. "He is simply ruining our business, and something 
must be done at once."

To this they readily agreed; but what to do was another and more 
difficult matter to settle. They knew that Santa Claus worked all through the 
year at his castle in the Laughing Valley, preparing the gifts he was to 
distribute on Christmas Eve; and at first they resolved to try to tempt him into 
their caves, that they might lead him on to the terrible pitfalls that ended in 
destruction.

So the very next day, while Santa Claus was busily at work, 
surrounded by his little band of assistants, the Daemon of Selfishness came to 
him and said:

"These toys are wonderfully bright and pretty. Why do you not 
keep them for yourself? It's a pity to give them to those noisy boys and fretful 
girls, who break and destroy them so quickly."

"Nonsense!" cried the old graybeard, his bright eyes twinkling 
merrily as he turned toward the tempting Daemon. "The boys and girls are never 
so noisy and fretful after receiving my presents, and if I can make them happy 
for one day in the year I am quite content."

So the Daemon went back to the others, who awaited him in their 
caves, and said:

"I have failed, for Santa Claus is not at all selfish."

The following day the Daemon of Envy visited Santa Claus. Said 
he: "The toy shops are full of playthings quite as pretty as those you are 
making. What a shame it is that they should interfere with your business! They 
make toys by machinery much quicker than you can make them by hand; and they 
sell them for money, while you get nothing at all for your work."

But Santa Claus refused to be envious of the toy shops.

"I can supply the little ones but once a year—on Christmas Eve," 
he answered; "for the children are many, and I am but one. And as my work is one 
of love and kindness I would be ashamed to receive money for my little gifts. 
But throughout all the year the children must be amused in some way, and so the 
toy shops are able to bring much happiness to my little friends. I like the toy 
shops, and am glad to see them prosper."

In spite of the second rebuff, the Daemon of Hatred thought he 
would try to influence Santa Claus. So the next day he entered the busy workshop 
and said:

"Good morning, Santa! I have bad news for you."

"Then run away, like a good fellow," answered Santa Claus. "Bad 
news is something that should be kept secret and never told."

"You cannot escape this, however," declared the Daemon; "for in 
the world are a good many who do not believe in Santa Claus, and these you are 
bound to hate bitterly, since they have so wronged you."

"Stuff and rubbish!" cried Santa.

"And there are others who resent your making children happy and 
who sneer at you and call you a foolish old rattlepate! You are quite right to 
hate such base slanderers, and you ought to be revenged upon them for their evil 
words."

"But I don't hate 'em!" exclaimed Santa Claus positively. "Such 
people do me no real harm, but merely render themselves and their children 
unhappy. Poor things! I'd much rather help them any day than injure them."

Indeed, the Daemons could not tempt old Santa Claus in any way. 
On the contrary, he was shrewd enough to see that their object in visiting him 
was to make mischief and trouble, and his cheery laughter disconcerted the evil 
ones and showed to them the folly of such an undertaking. So they abandoned 
honeyed words and determined to use force.

It was well known that no harm can come to Santa Claus while he 
is in the Laughing Valley, for the fairies, and ryls, and knooks all protect 
him. But on Christmas Eve he drives his reindeer out into the big world, 
carrying a sleighload of toys and pretty gifts to the children; and this was the 
time and the occasion when his enemies had the best chance to injure him. So the 
Daemons laid their plans and awaited the arrival of Christmas Eve.

The moon shone big and white in the sky, and the snow lay crisp 
and sparkling on the ground as Santa Claus cracked his whip and sped away out of 
the Valley into the great world beyond. The roomy sleigh was packed full with 
huge sacks of toys, and as the reindeer dashed onward our jolly old Santa 
laughed and whistled and sang for very joy. For in all his merry life this was 
the one day in the year when he was happiest—the day he lovingly bestowed the 
treasures of his workshop upon the little children.

It would be a busy night for him, he well knew. As he whistled 
and shouted and cracked his whip again, he reviewed in mind all the towns and 
cities and farmhouses where he was expected, and figured that he had just enough 
presents to go around and make every child happy. The reindeer knew exactly what 
was expected of them, and dashed along so swiftly that their feet scarcely 
seemed to touch the snow-covered ground.

Suddenly a strange thing happened: a rope shot through the 
moonlight and a big noose that was in the end of it settled over the arms and 
body of Santa Claus and drew tight. Before he could resist or even cry out he 
was jerked from the seat of the sleigh and tumbled head foremost into a 
snowbank, while the reindeer rushed onward with the load of toys and carried it 
quickly out of sight and sound.

Such a surprising experience confused old Santa for a moment, 
and when he had collected his senses he found that the wicked Daemons had pulled 
him from the snowdrift and bound him tightly with many coils of the stout rope. 
And then they carried the kidnapped Santa Claus away to their mountain, where 
they thrust the prisoner into a secret cave and chained him to the rocky wall so 
that he could not escape.

"Ha, ha!" laughed the Daemons, rubbing their hands together with 
cruel glee. "What will the children do now? How they will cry and scold and 
storm when they find there are no toys in their stockings and no gifts on their 
Christmas trees! And what a lot of punishment they will receive from their 
parents, and how they will flock to our Caves of Selfishness, and Envy, and 
Hatred, and Malice! We have done a mighty clever thing, we Daemons of the 
Caves!"

Now it so chanced that on this Christmas Eve the good Santa 
Claus had taken with him in his sleigh Nuter the Ryl, Peter the Knook, Kilter 
the Pixie, and a small fairy named Wisk—his four favorite assistants. These 
little people he had often found very useful in helping him to distribute his 
gifts to the children, and when their master was so suddenly dragged from the 
sleigh they were all snugly tucked underneath the seat, where the sharp wind 
could not reach them.

The tiny immortals knew nothing of the capture of Santa Claus 
until some time after he had disappeared. But finally they missed his cheery 
voice, and as their master always sang or whistled on his journeys, the silence 
warned them that something was wrong.

Little Wisk stuck out his head from underneath the seat and 
found
Santa Claus gone and no one to direct the flight of the reindeer.

"Whoa!" he called out, and the deer obediently slackened speed 
and came to a halt.

Peter and Nuter and Kilter all jumped upon the seat and looked 
back over the track made by the sleigh. But Santa Claus had been left miles and 
miles behind.

"What shall we do?" asked Wisk anxiously, all the mirth and 
mischief banished from his wee face by this great calamity.

"We must go back at once and find our master," said Nuter the 
Ryl, who thought and spoke with much deliberation.

"No, no!" exclaimed Peter the Knook, who, cross and crabbed 
though he was, might always be depended upon in an emergency. "If we delay, or 
go back, there will not be time to get the toys to the children before morning; 
and that would grieve Santa Claus more than anything else."

"It is certain that some wicked creatures have captured him," 
added Kilter thoughtfully, "and their object must be to make the children 
unhappy. So our first duty is to get the toys distributed as carefully as if 
Santa Claus were himself present. Afterward we can search for our master and 
easily secure his freedom."

This seemed such good and sensible advice that the others at 
once resolved to adopt it. So Peter the Knook called to the reindeer, and the 
faithful animals again sprang forward and dashed over hill and valley, through 
forest and plain, until they came to the houses wherein children lay sleeping 
and dreaming of the pretty gifts they would find on Christmas morning.

The little immortals had set themselves a difficult task; for 
although they had assisted Santa Claus on many of his journeys, their master had 
always directed and guided them and told them exactly what he wished them to do. 
But now they had to distribute the toys according to their own judgment, and 
they did not understand children as well as did old Santa. So it is no wonder 
they made some laughable errors.

Mamie Brown, who wanted a doll, got a drum instead; and a drum 
is of no use to a girl who loves dolls. And Charlie Smith, who delights to romp 
and play out of doors, and who wanted some new rubber boots to keep his feet 
dry, received a sewing box filled with colored worsteds and threads and needles, 
which made him so provoked that he thoughtlessly called our dear Santa Claus a 
fraud.

Had there been many such mistakes the Daemons would have 
accomplished their evil purpose and made the children unhappy. But the little 
friends of the absent Santa Claus labored faithfully and intelligently to carry 
out their master's ideas, and they made fewer errors than might be expected 
under such unusual circumstances.

And, although they worked as swiftly as possible, day had begun 
to break before the toys and other presents were all distributed; so for the 
first time in many years the reindeer trotted into the Laughing Valley, on their 
return, in broad daylight, with the brilliant sun peeping over the edge of the 
forest to prove they were far behind their accustomed hours.

Having put the deer in the stable, the little folk began to 
wonder how they might rescue their master; and they realized they must discover, 
first of all, what had happened to him and where he was.

So Wisk the Fairy transported himself to the bower of the Fairy 
Queen, which was located deep in the heart of the Forest of Burzee; and once 
there, it did not take him long to find out all about the naughty Daemons and 
how they had kidnapped the good Santa Claus to prevent his making children 
happy. The Fairy Queen also promised her assistance, and then, fortified by this 
powerful support, Wisk flew back to where Nuter and Peter and Kilter awaited 
him, and the four counseled together and laid plans to rescue their master from 
his enemies.

It is possible that Santa Claus was not as merry as usual during 
the night that succeeded his capture. For although he had faith in the judgment 
of his little friends he could not avoid a certain amount of worry, and an




























(Răpirea lui Moș Crăciun, de L. Frank Baum)


















































































The Little Match Girl, by Hans Christian Andersen




















(Fetița cu chibrituri, de Hans Christian Andersen)



















The Lion and the Mouse, by Aesop








(Leul și șoarecele, de Esop)









The Snow Image: A Childish Miracle, by Nathaniel Hawthorne
































































































(Fetița de zăpadă: un miracol copilăresc, de Nathaniel Hawthorne)
































































































Duck, by Jules Lemaître























(Rața, de Jules Lemaître)























The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County, by Mark Twain



























(Celebra broască săltăreață din Ținutul Calaveras, de Mark Twain)



























Rikki-Tikki-Tavi, by Rudyard Kipling


















































































































(Rikki-Tikki-Tavi, de Rudyard Kipling)



















































































































The Ants and the Grasshopper, by Aesop









(Greierele și furnica, de Esop)









Snail and Ant, by Jules Lemaître





























(Melcul și furnica, de Jules Lemaître)
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