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Three Meals a day

ONCE upon a time Hans Hannekemaaier. With a scythe on his back, came to the land near Edam Town in Holland where they make cheese. How he stared his eyes out! The meadows were so lush and green and the cows so big! The farmers, long pipes in their mouths, were strolling about the fields with a lordly air.
Hans shook his head and felt his empty stomach.
"Here is where one can earn something," he thought.
He stepped up to a certain farmer, who was standing in his door, and said:
"I am Hans Hannekemaaier. What wages do you pay here? "
'Is your work good, Hans?" asked the farmer. 'Is my work good? That I will leave to you, Boss, to see!"

The hot porridge was standing on the table, and Hans looked towards it with longing eyes. Oh, how it steamed!

"Do I get something to eat, Boss, if I work?"

The farmer laughed. "Of course, Hans, of course."

"How many meals a day?"

"Three meals, Hans—breakfast, dinner at noon, and supper."

"May I ask if you give breakfast now?"

"Yes, Hans. Sit down and begin. Eat all you want."

"A good luck!" thought Hans. "Here I can always get a snack."

A trencher filled with hot porridge was set before him.

With spoon, with fist, and with smacking lips he ate it all. Then he shut his eyes and nodded with delight.

"Now to work, Hans," smiled the farmer. Well said, Boss!" answered he, and got up from his chair.

At the door he stood looking like a trusting puppy, which had never been beaten.

"Boss," he said, "will you let me ask one little thing more?"

"Go ahead, Hans. Say what is on your mind. But make it short and sweet."

"Boss, this is what I thought. Why must I wait for dinner? Why not have dinner now?"

"Dinner, Hans! Why, it is early in the morning!"

The farmer's wife stood near, and she gave her husband a poke in the ribs and beckoned him into a corner. She laid her fingers on her lips and whispered:

"If he eats dinner now, he will not have to eat at 12 o'clock. Then, if he does not have to come all the way to the house, we shall save much time. Do you understand that, you donkey?"

"Are you sure about that?" asked the farmer wonderingly. Then, turning to Hans, he said. "Sit down. My wife will give you your dinner."

The farmer's wife had the potatoes already peeled, and she set them on the fire. When they were done, she added a piece of fat as big as her fist and some solid chunks of meat. Hans, even in his dreams, had never seen anything like that.

He rubbed his eyes and fell to eating.

He clawed and he gnawed. It went quicker with the dinner than with the breakfast, though he had eaten a big bowl full of porridge. At last, he clawed and he gnawed. It went quicker with the dinner than with the breakfast, though he had eaten a big bowl full of porridge. At last, he wiped his mouth with the flat of his hand and. looking at the empty bowl, sighed. Not a crumb of potato, not a drop of fat, not a tiny morsel of meat was left there.
With slow steps he went to the door. There he turned again and again like someone saying farewell to his country.
"Have you had enough, Hans?" laughed the farmer.
"Boss." said Hans in his honest voice, "have you not spoken of supper?"

"Why, yes, I did mention it," answered the farmer, "We eat supper here in the evening. How is it at your house?"
Hans scratched his ear. Just then the farmer's wife came again to the rescue. She drew the farmer into the corner and playfully poked him in the ribs.
"Let him have his supper now," she whispered. "It is a long way from the field to the house. If he has his supper, we shall save still more time."
Then she began to cut bread, and to spread the slices with plenty of sweet-smelling butter. Hans watched her as a child watches someone about to give him a treat. And when she cut a big lump of golden-yellow rich Edam cheese, the eyes of the poor fellow fairly watered with happiness. Oh! If his wife and children could have seen him then, it would have been the most joyful moment of his life.
He sat down like a prince at the table and filled his cheeks full, hardly taking time to chew. The next moment the mountain of bread and butter and cheese was gone. The farmer watched from the doorway.

"Are you done? Hans?" he asked patiently. "I am coming! I am coming!" answered Hans. As soon as they were out of doors, Hans began to look around and draw in breaths of the fresh morning air.
"Now you must feel like a good day's work, Hans," said the fanner, "since you have eaten so heartily."
"Work?" said Hans in surprise. "Work, Boss? Do you expect me to work?"
"Yes; of course; the day is only begun."
"But I have just eaten supper. At home, Boss, we sleep after supper. Where is the haycock?"
And no matter what the farmer said or did, as soon as they came to the first haycock, Hans threw himself down. In a twinkling he was snoring away so long and so loud that you could not hear the songs of the larks.
The farmer whacked him and smacked him with his fists, and thrashed him and slashed him. It was of no use; Hans slept sweetly on, caring nothing for the troubles and pains of this life. For Hans Hannekemaaier had had his supper!

EXERCISES
Why did Hans shake his head when he saw Edam Town?
What did the farmer give Hans to eat for breakfast? How did he eat it?
Why did the farmer's wife allow Hans to eat the three meals one after the other?
What did Hans have for dinner? How did he eat it?
Which of the three meals did Hans enjoy the most? How can you tell?
What reason did Hans give for doing no work after all?
Words and phrases
1.
Use the following words and phrases in sentences of
Your own: beckoned; with a lordly air; to the rescue; heartily; morsel; to give someone a treat.
2.
Make sentences to show the difference between:
salary and wages',
a snack and a meal;
clawed and gnawed;
smacked and whacked.
3.   Express in another way the following:
How he stared his eyes out.
'But make it short and sweet.'
In a twinkling he was snoring away.
Something to think about
Who do you think was cleverer—the farmer or his wife?
Suggest two other suitable titles for the passage.
Something to write
Write a humorous story of your own about a lazy boy who
was in the habit of over-eating and over-sleeping.
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