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An old woman passed by,

carrying a basket of vegetables to
sell in the city. “Why not carry the
pole flat?” she suggested, before
hurrying on. The young man

thought that was a good idea.




The young man became anxious. He scré’%éheﬂwﬁf?lhea{(‘i. and"7 48
racked his brain for an idea. Yet nothing came up. é’
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It was nearly noon. Inside
city, the young man’s uncle had
prel;ared some dishes and wine for
his nephew’s arrival. The dishes
were getting cold, and there was
no trace of his nep
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“carried small cases, and some pushed carts full of . "g\
- goods. All entered the city without any trouble. ﬁq?}%
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“Must I spend the night outside the
by P ;
gate with this pole?” the young man

muttered to himself. Imagining himself

trembling through the cold night, he

became dispirited.






old man looked up and

noticed the young man and his pole.

0 ~ ~ “Young man,” he said amiably,
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“you seem to be perturbed. Is;
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\ anything wrong?”




| uncle,” the young man replied. “But
‘the pole is too long to pass through

the gate. What shall I do?”
‘*f“"b"- )

-

' '.)\.g"%

Y

-
’
-
E

> }}" "

- \\ e




“I am no saint, but I’ve seen and heard a lot,” chuckled the old man,
stroking his long silvery beard. “Why not cut the pole in half? Then you

will surely be able to enter the gate.”







Before dusk, the young

man arrived at his uncle’s

house. He was almo




