El mejor artista

Un sultán despótico que estaba tuerto1 llamó a tres pintores para que lo retratasen. 
"¡A quien haga mal el trabajo lo voy a castigar", advirtió, "pero a quien lo haga bien lo recompensaré. Ahora a trabajar! " 
El primer artista realizó una imagen que mostraba al sultán tal y como era: ciego de un ojo. 
El sultán lo hizo ejecutar por falta de respeto a su monarca. 
El segundo artista lo mostró con los dos ojos intactos. 
El sultán lo mandó azotar por tratar de halagarlo. 
El tercer artista lo pintó de perfil, mostrando sólo su ojo bueno. 
El sultán, complacido, lo premió con el oro y los honores. 

1 tuerto, ta.
 1. adj. Falto de la vista en un ojo.
Los Reyes Magos de Chelm
Los residentes de la ciudad judía de Chelm, un día, decidieron que no tenía sentido que todos ellos se preocupasen por sus diversos los problemas. 
       "Vamos a nombrar a un hombre se preocupe, alguien que se preocupe en lugar nuestro", dijo el alcalde. 
       Todo el mundo lo aclamó por la gran idea. Y uno de los ancianos sugirió que Yossel, el zapatero, parecía tener un montón de tiempo libre, y por ello podía ser el indicado para la tarea. Todos mostraron su acuerdo en la elección y enviaron al alcalde a hablar con Yossel.

       "¿Cuánto me van a pagar?", preguntó Yossel, sospechosamente, después de pensar en la naturaleza del trabajo que se le encargaba. 
       "Er ... una moneda de oro a la semana", dijo el alcalde. 
       "No va a funcionar". 
       "¿Por qué no?" 
       "Porque si me das una moneda de oro a la semana", explicó el zapatero, "no voy a tener de qué preocuparme."

http://dimdima.com/khazana/stories/showstory.asp?q_cat=Witty+Tales
The Power of a rumour

A hare resting under a banyan tree had a premonition of doom. 
“What would happen to me if the earth were to break up?” he wondered. Suddenly, there was a ‘thud’ followed by a rumbling sound.
“It’s happened,” thought the hare, “the earth’s breaking up!”
He jumped up and ran.
“Why are you running?” asked a hare who crossed his path.
“The earth’s breaking up!” shouted the hare. “You’d better run too.”
The second hare ran so fast he overtook the first.
“The earth’s breaking up, the earth’s breaking up!” he shouted to other hares he passed. Soon thousands of hares were scampering through the forest. 
Other animals got caught up in the panic. The word spread from mouth to mouth, and soon everyone knew: the earth was breaking up.
It was not long before the whole jungle was on the move. Reptiles, insects, birds and four-footed animals fled in wild disorder, and their cries of terror filled the air.
A lion standing on a hillock, saw the animals coming and wondered what was going on. He hastened down and positioning himself in front of the horde called for it to stop.
His commanding presence stemmed the rising tide of panic among the animals.
“The earth is breaking up!” shrieked a parrot, alighting on a rock near him.
“Who says so?”
“I heard it from the monkeys."
The monkeys said they had heard it from the tigers, who said their informants were the elephants, who gave the buffaloes as their source.When the hares were finally implicated they pointed one to another until the one who had started it all was identified.
“What makes you think the earth is breaking up?” the lion asked him.
“I heard it cracking with my own ears, sire,” squeaked the hare, trembling in fear.
The lion investigated the sound the hare had heard and found that it had been caused by a large coconut falling from a tree. It had landed on a pile of rocks, causing a minor landslide.
“Go back to your homes,” said the lion to the animals who had been running away, and who were now looking very foolish. “The earth’s safe. Next time, check a rumour before acting on it.”

