                                      THE STORY OF RICE

            In a certain country there lived a man and a woman. They had three children. After sometime the father died and the children took care of the mother.

     The children found work with a neighbor, who provided them with food and the children brought some of their food to the mother.

     The elder sister was tall and  big and brown, with black hair falling scraggy and rugged, down her shoulders. She looked forbidding, walking crookedly with her long legs. The elder brother was stiff and short, and sticky all over as he licked his hands and wiped them all over himself after eating his rice. The younger brother was the right size for his age, pleasant, bright eyed and attractive. He squirted a caring look over his mother whenever they left for the neighbor’s house.

     One day the elder sister and the elder brother, having eaten their food came away empty handed, without thinking of the mother. The younger brother being more concerned about the mother thought, “We three have eaten good food. What about our mother? I will take some food for her.” He said to himself. He placed a little quantity of cooked rice and a little vegetable curry under the corner of his finger nail and went back home.

     The mother waited anxiously for the return of her children. She asked the elder daughter, “Where daughter is the cooked rice and vegetable curry for me?”

     The daughter bluntly replied, “I ate all my food and couldn’t be bothered carrying food for you every day.” She said.

     The mother sighed and thought about it and said, “ For your carelessness, you will be the kind of rice big and brown and long-grained, that will be cooked even in the nether worlds.” The elder daughter then instantly turned into the long-grained rice (Ma-Vi) the big and long variety of paddy.
     The mother then called the elder son and asked, “Where son is cooked rice and vegetable curry for me?” The elder son short and stout and sticky all over  said, “Mother I haven’t brought any, having eaten my food I am sticky and couldn’t carry any food for you, so I came empty handed.” Replied the elder son brushing aside trying to walk away.

The mother then called him and said, “For this your act of recklessness , go! Fly away with the wind to the farthermost ends of the earth. You will be the kind of rice, short-grained puny and stout and some will turn you into sticky rice.” She said, disconcerted with the son.

     Calling the younger son she asked, “Where son is food for me?”

     The younger brother then said, “Mother bring me a pot?”

     The woman then quickly brought him a pot.

     The younger son then, splendidly stretched out his hand and struck down his finger nail into the pot, and the pot got instantly filled up to the top and over flowed.

     The mother was very happy and she ate all the food. She called the younger brother and said, “My son, you are so thoughtful and generous. You will be the kind of rice that will grow and flourish under the sun and the moon, where refreshing winds blow.” The younger son then instantly turned into the very fine grained varieties of rice that when cooked is delicious to eat.  

[image: image1.jpg]


[image: image2.jpg]



      Rice 1                                                             Rice 2
[image: image3.jpg]



           Rice  3
PAGE  
3

