
 1

編號 1  

   The Emperor Alexander, while traveling in western Russia, came one day to an inn where he found 

that he must change horses.  As he knew very little of that part of the country, he decided to take a walk.  

Alone, dressed in plain clothes, without any mark of his high rank, he wandered through the town.  He 

came, paused, not knowing which way to turn.  Two roads were before him—one to the right, and one 

to the left.  Alexander noticed a soldier standing at the door of a house, and going up to him, he said, 

“My friend, can you tell me which of these two roads I must take to get back to the inn?” 

  The soldier was proudly smoking a pipe.  At the question, he turned his head and looked at the 

plain-looking traveler from head to foot.  Then without taking the trouble to speak, he motioned, in a 

lordly way, to the right.  

  “Thank you,” said the emperor, trying to conceal his amusement.  “And will you tell me, please, how 

long a walk it is to the inn?” 

  “A mile,” answered the soldier stiffly, still puffing away at his pipe with never a glance at the stranger. 

  “Thank you,” said the emperor again and started away.  When he had gone a few steps, however, he 

stopped and turned back.  

  “Pardon,” he said, with a smile.  “May I trouble you to answer one more question?” 

  Not a smile crossed the soldier’s face, nor did he trouble to look at this person who dared to ask him 

questions.  

  “What is it?” he asked shortly. 

  “If you will permit me to ask,” said the emperor politely, “What is your grade in the army?” 

  “Guess.”  The pipe blazed away furiously.  

  “Lieutenant?” asked the amused emperor. 

  “Up!” came proudly from the smoker’s lips.  

  “Captain?” 

  “Higher than that!” with an air of great importance. 

  “Major?” 

  “At last,” was the lofty response. 

  The emperor saluted and bowed low.    

  “And now, in my turn,” said the major, with the grand air of addressing an inferior, “What are you, if 

you please?” 

  “Guess,” answered the emperor, with twinkling eyes. 

  “Lieutenant?” 

  “Up,” said the emperor. 

  “Captain?” 

  “Higher than that.” 

  “Major?” The man began to look at his companion more closely. 

  “Go on,” returned the emperor calmly. 

  “Colonel?” 

  “Again.” 
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  The smoker took his pipe from his mouth.  His grand air was rapidly disappearing.   

  “Your Excellency is, then, general?”  he said in tones of great respect. 

  “You are coming near it,” returned the emperor, enjoying the other’s embarrassment. 

  “Your—Your Highness is field marshal?”  stammered the major.  His grand air was now quite 

gone.  

  “Once more, my good major,” said the emperor. 

  The man’s pipe fell from his fingers.  “His Imperial Majesty!” he cried.  “Ah, sire, pardon me, 

pardon me,” and he fell on his knees before the emperor.  

  “And what is there to pardon?” said Alexander simply.  “My friend, you have done me no harm.  I 

asked you which road I should take, and you told me.  Thank you.”  
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編號 2    

A king out of the west traveled north and south and east and fought great battles and took much 

treasure. Since the king was always away at war, he built a great treasure room and hired a man to guard 

it.  Now the guard of the treasure room was very careful to keep others from stealing the riches of the 

king.  But the guard himself began to steal the king’s treasure.  For many years the guard took the 

treasure, little by little, to a storehouse of his own.  The guard emptied the chests of gold and silver and 

jewels and filled them with stones and pebbles.  

When the king was old and crippled from his wounds, he returned to his palace to enjoy his treasure. 

The guard came before the king and said, “Now Your Majesty has returned.  There is a lion in the 

house once more and so no need for an old guard such as I.  Who can guard the treasure better than you, 

my king?” 

“You have spoken the truth,” the king said.  “And you have served me well for many years.  Take 

this great chest of gold and go on your way.  Live your remaining days in peace and plenty.” 

After the guard had gone, the king discovered that his chests were filled with stones and pebbles.  

The king sent horsemen out to bring back the dishonest guard.  The guard tried to escape into another 

country.  But the king’s territories had grown very large, and the guard’s many mules were heavily 

laden with gold and treasure.  The horsemen found the guard still within the kingdom and spoke to him: 

“His Majesty bids you return to his palace.  He wishes to speak to you.” 

“Why does he wish to speak to me?” the guard asked. “I have done nothing.” 

“He has not given us any reason,” the soldiers said.  “But you must return.” 

When the guard returned to the palace, the king told him to sit down in the throne room.  “I would 

like to tell you a very short story,” he said.  “Once a snake crawled into a farmhouse and found an open 

jug of milk.  The snake crawled in through the narrow neck of the jug and began to drink all of the milk.  

The snake drank and drank until he was too fat to crawl back through the neck of the jug.” 

The king stopped speaking and smiled.  

“Is that the end of the story?” the guard asked.  “I have a long journey and I would like to be off.” 

“That is not quite the end,” the king said.  “What must that snake do to get back out of the jug?” 

“The snake must spit out the milk,” the guard answered.   

“True,” the king said.  “Should he spit out all of it?” 

“I think he will have to spit out all of it to get out,” the guard said.  

“You are very right,” the king said. “All of it.” 

The guard looked up and saw soldiers with spears moving slowly toward him from every door of 

the throne room. We can imagine that the guard gave back all of the treasure, just as the king suggested 

in his little story about the snake trapped in the bottle.  It is easy to see why the king did not just order 

the guard to give back the treasure.  Instead the king told a story of a thieving snake.  The king wanted 

to teach the guard a lesson with the story of the snake. 

There is no telling whether the guard ever escaped from the throne room, even if he promised to 

give back the treasure.  Like many good stories, “The Snake in the Bottle” leaves the reader with 

something to think about.  
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編號 3 

    Once upon a time there was a water-bearer in India who had two large pots, each hung on each end 

of a pole which he carried across his neck. One of the pots had a crack in it, and while the other pot was 

perfect and always delivered a full portion of water at the end of the long walk from the stream to the 

master’s house, the cracked pot arrived only half full. 

 

    For a full two years this went on daily, with the bearer delivering only one and a half pot full of 

water in his master’s house.  

     

    Of course, the perfect pot was proud of its accomplishments, perfect to the end for which it was 

made. But the poor cracked pot was ashamed of its own imperfection, and miserable that it was able to 

accomplish only half of what it had been made to do.  

 

    After two years of what it perceived to be a bitter failure, it spoke to the water-bearer one day by 

the stream. “I am ashamed of myself, and I want to apologize to you.” “Why?” asked the bearer.  

      

    “What are you ashamed of ?”  

“I have been able, for these past two years, to deliver only half my load because this crack in my 

side causes water to leak out all the way back to your master’s house. Because of my flaws, you 

have to do all of this work and you don’t get full value from your efforts, the pot said. The 

water-bearer felt sorry for the old cracked pot, and in his compassion he said, “As we return to the 

master’s house, I want you to notice the beautiful flowers along the path.” 

 

    Indeed, as they went up the hill, the old cracked pot took notice of the sun warming the beautiful 

wild flowers on the side of the path, and this cheered it some.  

 

    But at the end of the trail, it still felt bad because it had leaked out half its load, and so again it 

apologized to the bearer for its failure.   

     

    The bearer said to the pot, “Did you notice that there were flowers only on your side of your path, 

but not on the other pot’s side?  

     

    That’s because you have always known about your flaw, and I took advantage of it. I planted 

flower seeds on your side of the path, and every day while we walk back from the stream, you’ve 

watered them. For two years I have been able to pick these beautiful flowers to decorate my master’s 

table. Without you being just the way you are, he would not have this beauty to grace his house.” 

    Each of us has our own unique flaw. But it’s the cracks and flaws we each have that make our 

lives together so very interesting and rewarding. You’ve just got to take each person for what they are 

and look for the good in them. 




