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“The Woodcutter And The Maiden” 

 

 There once lived a lonely wood cutter.  His small cottage stood secluded at the edge 

of the Great Woods.  Far across a desolate field was another cottage.  A fair young maid 

came to live there late one autumn.  The wood cutter soon became an admirer of hers—but 

only from a distance. 

 “I can see your house from here,” he would often think.  “And when the wind blows, 

I can smell the smoke from your chimney and catch echoes of your laughter.” 

 But winter came quickly that year.  The fields of white snow fed the wood cutter’s 

imagination until at last the melting breezes of spring blew up from the south. 

 “I will come and see what I’ve seen a thousand times in my dreams with the first 

flowers of spring,” contemplated the man. 

 And so he did.  The lovely maiden soon fell in love with the woodsman and they 

were married on Midsummer’s Eve. 

 

MORAL: If you find yourself an admirer of a lovely maiden, 

you may wind up married to her. 
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“Touching The Stars” 

 

 Mr. Monkey had two young daughters.  Their favorite pastime together was 

swinging.  Every night after dinner during the summer time, Mr. Monkey would load his 

little ones into the old red wagon and set off for the playground located down at the end of 

the block.  Once there, they would race to the swings. 

 “Push me first!” pleaded one daughter. 

 “Daddy pushed you first last night!  It’s my turn to go first!” protested the other. 

 When the quarrel about first rights died down, Mr. Monkey managed to keep both of 

them going. 

 “Higher, Daddy, higher!” they squealed. 

 “If I pushed you any higher, you’re going to need wings,” replied the proud father. 

 

MORAL:  To swing is to put on wings. 
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“Music Is In The Ear Of The Bee Holder” 

 

 Mr. and Mrs. Bumblebee lived in a quiet suburban neighborhive, full of young 

couples such as themselves.  It wasn’t long before lots of baby bees were being born.  

Within a few years the streets were filled with the pleasant sound of children buzzing.  A 

decade later, the tranquility was shattered when the youngsters discovered rock music. 

 One spring day Mr. Bumblebee arrived home early from a business trip on the West 

Coast and settled down to take a nap.  His oldest son came home after school and retreated 

to his bedroom.  Not knowing his father was asleep in the next room, he put on the latest CD 

by The Hornets, a new-wave psychedelic grunge band, and cranked up the volume.  Not to 

anyone’s surprise, Mr. Bumblebee was none to pleased.  He shot up out of bed and flew 

straight to his son’s room. 

 “Turn the awful ruckus off!” 

 “But Dad, it’s The Hornets.  Besides, you said I should take an interest in music.” 

 “I don’t care who it is!  That’s not music!  It’s noise!” 

 “But Dad, ...” 

 “No buts!  Turn it off or be grounded!  And that’s final!” 

 

MORAL:  If you don’t like rock music, put a cork in you ears. 
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“The Governor And His Mistress” 

 

 The governor of a rural mid-Western state announced that he was going to run for 

President of the United States.  He traveled all over the country telling everyone he would 

solve all the problems in the land.  He impressed the voting public with his big plans.  

Because he had promised much too many people, his popularity soared.  All the experts 

predicted that the governor would win the race. 

 Little did the public know that the governor had met a blonde bombshell named 

Miss Peacock several years earlier.  They had a long and torrid affair.  But when the 

governor decided to run for President, he broke off the relationship. 

 Miss Peacock was quite upset.  The governor stopped paying for her apartment and 

giving her a monthly allowance.  She soon ran out of money and decided to sell her story to 

a reputable news magazine for $100,000 just one week before the election. 

 When the story hit the newsstands, the press began a feeding frenzy and found that 

the governor had all sorts of skeletons in his closet.  The voters were immediately stunned 

by the revelations and elected his opponent President. 

 

MORAL: If you wish to impress others with your ideals, 

stay away from the ladies. 
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“The Rabbit And His Daughters” 

 

 “Do you hear it?” Mr. Rabbit inquired eagerly. 

 “Hear what?  I don’t hear anything!” replied his restless children. 

 “That’s just it,” he replied.  They sat peering out from the top of sheer rock cliff that 

hung from the side of a mountain.  They had hopped up a steep spiraling path all morning to 

reach this pinnacle.  The weather was delightfully warm.  The day was crystal clear and they 

could see the majestic mountains across the expanse of the prairies.  They could even detect 

the meandering course of a distant river as it cut the tableland in half.  Mr. Rabbit was 

hoping to teach his children to appreciate the more subtle wonders of nature. 

 “Listen,” he whispered this time so as not to disturb the stillness that had gathered in 

the trees. 

 “I still don’t hear anything, Daddy,” protested his younger daughter with a shrug. 

 “Shhhh.  You have to be absolutely quiet to hear the silence of God’s creation.” 

 

MORAL: One must be learn to be silent 

before one can truly listen. 

 


