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Jhe Pea and the Princess



A fost odatd un bob. Un bob mititel, rotund, siltiret si verde. Un bob de mazire pe care-1
chema Mazui Miazirui. $i stiti ce-si dorea el cel mai mult $i mai mult? Sa fie seminat de mainile
unei printese... Mimica lui, pastaia cea mare, ii spusese cd un bob norocos, care e pus in pimént
de citre o printesi adevirati, va creste maaare pani la cer si va face muuulte pistii care se vor da
uta printre nori...

,2Zui-zui...% 1si spuse bobul cel mic, ,ce mi-ar plicea si fiu §i eu mare! Mare de tot!“

Once upon a time, there was a tiny pea, merry and green, called Peachy Pea. And do you know what
his deepest wish was? To be sown by the hand of a fair princess. His mother, the Great Pod, told him
that a lucky pea, sown by a true princess, would rise high to the fringes of the sky and sprout many pods,
which would dance in the wind that stirred the clouds.

‘Zing-a-ring,’ said the tiny pea.

‘How I would love to grow tall and proud!



Zis si facut. Mazui Mazarui porni de indatd la drum in ciutarea printesei adevirate, fird si stie
cd drumul poate fi lung si plin de pericole... Merse el ce merse si, intr-o luncd, didu nas in nas cu o
broasci raioasa.

,Oac, ai picat la tanc!®, zise broasca pofticioasi. ,, Toatd ziua am mancat numai insecte. E timpul
pentru un desert, iar tu, bobule, pari delicios!“ $i, dintr-o dati, broasca isi aruncd limba lipicioasi,
gata-gata si-1 inghitd. Dar Mazui Mizirui ricni in gura mare: ,,Stai, nu ma manca, fug dupa
printesa mea! Cruti-mi si-oi creste mare, pan’la nori gi pan’ la soare!“ Oaaaac! Broasca nu mai
intdlnise un bob de mazire cintiret, asa ci se sperie si, pleosc!, siri in balta.

Peachy Pea went looking for a true princess, unaware that the journey
would be hard and full of peril. So off he went, walking miles and miles,

until he met a toad.

‘Ribbity-rhyme, yow're just in time! said the insatiable toad. All day long I've eaten nothing but bugs.
It’s time for some dessert, and you look delicious, young pea!’ No sooner had he said those words than his
sticky tongue stretched out to grab the pea. But Peachy Pea cried at the top of his voice, ‘Wait! Don't eat me!
I seek my princess. Spare me now, and I'll reach high to the fringes of the sky!’

‘Ribbity-yikes!’ Ihe toad had never met a singing pea, so he slipped and splashed into the pond.






A fost odati ca niciodatd, cd de n-ar fi, nu prea s-ar mai povesti... o bunicuti. Era mici, dar
foarte harnicd. Era siricutd, dar foarte darnicd. Era singuricid, dar foarte curajoasi. Toatd lumea
din sat o iubea si ii spunea Mica. Ehei... si bunicuta avea o cdsutd albi foarte curati, o poietica
unde locuia un cocos si o costireatd de unde fugise porcul si unde se mutase citelul ei, Coltisor.
Cum de ce il chema Coltisor?! Pii, era un ciine foarte mofturos si de-abia se atingea de vreun
os. I1 lua doar intr-un colt si ficea incet ront-ront... Cét despre cocos, Maca ii spunea Cucosu’
Rosu, pentru ci era foarte tantos, cu o creasta infocati si 0 coadd zvipiiati. ..

Bunicuta Maca era tare mandri de vietuitoarele din bétitura ei. Cucosu Rosu o trezea
in fiecare dimineatd urcindu-se pe gardul din fata casei si cintind cucuriguuuuu, iar
Coltisor o chema printr-un ham-ham de cum intra cineva pe poarti, aga ci Maca
isi putea vedea linistitd de treburile ei. Mai deretica prin casd, mai scotea o gileatd
de api de la fantind, mai risiddea in gradini nigte ardei §i uite-aga trecea ziua si
mergea iute la culcare.

Once upon a time, there lived in a village a generous and hardworking granny.
Everyone loved her, and she was known as Deary. She had a tiny, white cottage and a tiny kennel,
where there lived a rooster and a dog named Fang. Why the name Fang? Because he was a fussy little
dog who barely touched his food. He nibbled lazily at his bone, but seldom did he eat properly.
As for the bird, the granny called him Redster Rooster, for he was haughty bird,
with a bright red comb and a fidgety tail.
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And Granny Deary was very proud of her animals.
Redster Rooster woke her up every mornmg while
~ perched on the fence, singing _fl‘ l? ~dood le
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Dar intr-o noapte veni o furtund napraznici... Cerul
suiera, tuna si fulgera, ploaia ropotea, frunzele copacilor zburau
prin aer, crengile trosneau si toate vietuitoarele din sat se pitisera care pe
unde apucaseri. Doar un cuc zbura de colo-colo si tot striga printre ramuri cucu-cucu!

Pesemne vazuse el ceva... $i ploud... si ploud... panid se saturd... Dis-de-dimineats,
Mica nu mai auzi cucuriguuu ca de obicei, ci oac, oac-oac.

,<Mare tirigenie!®, isi zise ea. Se sculd $i didu fuga in bititurd unde vizu
cum apa siroia peste tot, iar in fata casei se facuse o baltd mare, plind cu broaste.

But one night, there came a mighty storm. Winds blew, thunder roared,
rain poured, leaves danced, boughs cracked, and all the animals in the rmlllage
took shelter wherever they could find it. A lonely cuckoo flew aimlessly through
the trees, singing, ‘Cuckoo-cuckoo’. He must have seen something. To her
surprise, Deary woke the next morning to the sound of ‘Ribbity-ribbit’.

‘Good golly!” She rushed outside to find the whole garden drencbed &
A giant pond lay in the middle, full of toads.







Peste miri i tari, intr-o padure mare aflatd la marginea unui sat, locuia un uriag. Ochii
lui erau cat butoaiele, capul cit o casd, iar degetele erau atit de groase si de puternice incit
sfaramau cit ai zice peste ditamai copacul. Pfai, avea nasul cat un pod, pirul vilvoi si rosu ca
focul, o barbd luuuuungi de tot si de aceea i se spunea Uriasul Barba-Cot.

Atunci cand sforiia, se cutremura pidurea: albinelor le curgea mierea din faguri, cartitelor
li se surpau galeriile, iar veveritelor li se ddrdma toatd movila de ghinde din scorburi. Ce
pacoste! Dar problema nu era doar acest sforiit ca o furtuni! Uriasul nostru mai era si foarte
pofticios. O dati pe an ii venea o poftd asa de mare incit se ndpustea si manca neincetat
- X
sapte zile si sapte nopti!

In a land far away, over mountain and sea, in a dense forest near a village, lived a giant. He
had eyes as wide as barrels, a head as big as a house, and fingers so thick they could crush a whole
tree in half a tick. Bang! His nose was like a drawbridge, his hair was messy and fiery red, and he
had a long beard, which gave him his name.

When he snored, the woods trembled, the honeycombs dripped honey, the mole tunnels caved
in, and the tidy acorn piles, which squirrels gather in their tree hollows, tumbled down. What a
nuisance! And this wasn't the only problem. The giant had an enormous appetite. Once a year, he
became so hungry that he ate seven days and seven nights in a row!
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%" Intr-un an avusese poftd de mure si rupsese toti rugii din luminiguri, lisdndu-i pe ursi cu

buza umflatd — nici urma de mure prin toati pidurea, nici micar pentru ursuleti. Alta dati
avusese poftd de ciuperci §i mancase toti hribii si galbiorii din padure, pani la cel mai pricdjit
hrib de sub frunze. Mare ndpasti in alt an: i se ficuse poftd de miere si furase toti fagurii
crescuti de albine prin copacii giunosi. In zadar s-a supdrat regina si a tringis albinele si-1 intepe
drept pedeapsi, uriasul a cutremurat roiul intreg cu o palmi, de au ficut toate cale-ntoarsi. Dar
cea mai mare pagubd a ficut-o uriasul anul acesta, cind i s-a nazirit si rontdie toti mof€ovii din
gradinile:sitenilor. V-am spus doar ci pidurea se intindea la marginea unui sat...
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One time his tummy longed for bl ackbermes, so he tore all the bushes down, ‘leamng the bears ~
with nothing to rummagefor —not & single blackberry in the wboleforest not even onefor the poor ’:

little bear cubs. Another time he ached for mushrooms and after he had his way not a single hedgehog
mushroom was to be seen. Once, he visited all the hollow trees in tbe.forest and stole all the honeycombs

he found. The queen tried to punish the giant by sending her armies of stingers, but alas, with a swing
of his palm, he scattered them to the four winds. 1)

But byfar the nast},est tbmg he did wgs to eat all the carrots in the 01 lage gmdens Did I tell you
about the village at the edge of tbeforest?







Departe, departe, ca aga scrie-n carte, trdia un impdrat vestit
cdruia ii plicea tare mult varza. Ce-o mai invirtea si-o mai
rontiia din farfuriile lui de aur! In gridina palatului, pe dupi
arcadele de trandafiri si clematite, erau multe rizoare cu varza
infoiatd, de care avea grijd un gradinar foarte priceput.

Once upon a time, in a land far, far away over mountains and
sea, lived a mighty emperor who simply adored cabbage. In the palace
garden, beyond magnificent beds of flowers, grew many cabbage
patches, which a very clever gardener cared for.




In fiecare duminicd, impdratul ii dddea un binut de aur drept risplati. Dar, intr-o vari secetoasi,
un potop de fluturi se abatu deasupra gradinii si, in scurt timp, mii de omizi incepura s roada
nemiloase toate verzele imparatului.

,Crutd verzele si iti voi da un sac cu galbeni!®, ii promise impiratul gradinarului, dar in zadar.

Degeaba se chinui el sd alunge fluturii i sd culeagi omizile, acestea

se ficeau tot mai mari, mai multe si mai nesitule. ‘\
»2ocapi de omizi, altfel va fi vai gi-amar de tine!®, ii P o 7 #

ordond impiratul, dar degeaba. Oricat se lupta gradinarul h| |

cu omizile, tot nu mai rimase nicio varzi intreagi pentru \ :

pranzul Mairiei Sale.

Ewvery Sunday, the emperor gave him a golden coin in payment for his services. But one rainless
summer, thousands of butterflies swarmed the garden, and sooner than you could say ‘Flip-o-flop’,
thousands of caterpillars were mercilessly gnawing at the emperor’s cabbages.

‘Save the cabbages, and I'll give you a sack of gold!” promised the emperor to the gardener, but it was all
for naught. "The gardener tried to chase the butterflies away and gather all the caterpillars, but they were
growing ever more numerous, larger, and hungrier.

‘Get rid of these caterpillars, or I'll have your hide!” commanded the emperor — but to no avail. And for

all the gardener’s efforts, there wasn’t a single cabbage left to fill the royal belly.




1nga lui, ¢

mea si mindnce varza umplutd. Ai
e verze infoiate!“, porunci imparatul, fa
ultd vreme nici micar o varzi.
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'The em as pleased with him and ordered him to bring another cabbage the next day.
1 sneaked back into the old woman’s garden and stole another cabbage. For this great
another golden coin, since the emperor was delighted beyond measure to have cabbage

there will be a great feast at the palace, and I want everybody to eat cabbage rollsl’, the
ered, unaware that there wasn't a single cabbage left in his worm-infested garden.
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