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A MAN FROM ZHENG GOES
TO BUY SOME SHOES

' #B /\ .‘ M

%ﬁ( h R RIBLE
=% K



IL TRATEL C IC CHI ET LE
Fable Stories

A WAN FOM ZHENG GOBS
T0 IW S@ME SHOES,

Q':; CHINA INTERCONTINENTAL PRESS



EHEM%R (C | P ) &R

‘ AL : WHATHR /RIS £, X, —Just: FMEE AR, 201311
( (L QR e N T E
SD ISBN 978-7-5085-2674-4

[ O T.0OFK-Qx- I. OLEX¥-—EHESLE-—HE-—HK N.DIN878

FERAE$E CIP #Hi#EZTF (2013) % 271298

X HEH RCE

% 5: RF=Z

B OFox R

$5201FH: Mark Ray (BRAFIT )
E2S B: —REMTILHEE
HERE: £ FH

Ehngit: FERE F T

SATEN I g

HIREIT: BMEHEL AR

# db: EETHERERIE=HAEE I SYFKEBETE
BBEI4RAZ: 100088

Z4THIE: 010-82007837 010-82001477 010-82003137
HIRRERG: IERREHZEXMLZBRERAT

B Rl deREFEERIFRAS
F A 787mmx 1092mm 1/12
EP g 2
{J i K: 20142 BE 1R 2014 FE 2 B 1 KENRI
(’é) B S: ISBN 978-7-5085-2674—-4
- E #1980
UL RN
IRANGITS

. |

CRDRTE)

A

D
NN

1

3

=&
S

(



IL TRATED C IC C 1 ET-LE

Fable Stories

A VAN FROM ZHENG GOES
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Retold by Song Huaizhi
Translated by Liu Jun & Mark Ray
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In the Slnd Autumn Period more than 2,500 years

ago, an elderly couple lived in a thatched cottage at the foot
of a mountain in the Dukedom of Zheng. Their only son was a
diligent young fellow.
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The fisherman’s wife stayed home making
broad-brimmed hats with bamboo strips. She#”
sold the hats at the local market eyery few

days. They lived a very thrifty life.




. Their son was growing fast. It was time

to arrange a marriage for him. ‘
| “Well, my shoe has worn a hole,” the
tflsherman said to his wife. “At our son’s

ffwedding, I should at least have a decent

é;pair of shoes.”




The next morning, the fisherman got
up very early. He found a rope, sat down

and carefully measured his shoe.






After breakfast, the fisherman set

out in such a hurry that he left the rope

on the bench.




By noon, the fisherman had reached the

market. The street was bustling with people and

all sorts of merchandise filled the shops and

stalls.
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With that, he hurried home. The sun was setting towards

the nearby mountains when he finally reached his house. He

grabbed the rope and, panting heavily, immediately headed
back to the market.



