Tmm is AN OLD, OLD STORY about a former in China. One
year the weatlier was very good and lus crops grew strong and
nigh, and all his neighbours told him hotw lucky he was to have
such a fine crop and he replied, "Maybe. “Then the dm/ before le
was yoing to start the harvest a herd of wild horses came
running off the plains and trampled all his crops flat His
neivhbours came round and said how wnlucky he was to lose
Iis fine crop. The ﬁrzwr replied, “Maybe." The next day the
farmer’s son woent out with a length of rope and caught a wild
stallion amd three mares, and the neighbours came round to
admive the horses wnd told the farmer how lucky he was. The
tarimer said, "Maybe.” In the morning Hhe farmer's son started
to break in the horses and no sooner had he mounted the stal-
oot Hian it Hirewe tim, and as he fell on the ground he broke s
few. The neighbours carvied him indoors and commiserated
it the furmer, saying how wilucky he was Hal s enly son
wons so badly ijured. The farmer said, "Maybe.” The next day
the Emperor’s army came to the village on the way {o fight 4
sreat battle sond all the able-bodied young men were: press.
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Hie army. Bud the farmer’s son was not taken
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because of liis broken leq. All ks neighbouirs fold the fariner
howe Licky lie weas that s son had been saved from the army

and Hhe Ervmer said CMaybe



