On this page two stories got mixed up. Can you fix this problem?
Work with a partner. Take two colored pencils or highlighters and mark the two stories in different colors.

In the days when whites ruled South Africa and apartheid was the law of the land, two middle-aged blacks met in a whites only section of Johannesburg. One of them had a permit to work in the area, the other did not. This meant he could be put behind bars for trespassing into an exclusive zone. Suddenly they saw a policeman coming towards them, and froze. "Run!" whispered the man with the permit to his friend. "I'll follow." Three elderly brothers, all very short-sighted, lived in a large house on the outskirts of a city, in China. One day the youngest brother suggested that he should take charge of the finances. “Elder brother’s sight is so bad, he cannot see how much money he’s receiving or giving," he said, “and people take advantage of his disability." They started running and the policeman shouting "Stop, stop," began chasing them. “As if you can see better," sneered the second-youngest brother. “If you’re saying our finances should be handled by the one who has the best sight, then it is I who should be given charge. I can see better than either of you."
Finally he caught the second man.

"Did you think you could outrun me!" he snarled. "Show me your permit!" “I have my doubts about that," said the eldest brother. “Let’s settle this once and for all. I’ve heard the monastery is putting up a tablet inscribed with a saying, above the main doorway, tonight. Let’s go there tomorrow and test our vision. Whoever can read the inscription with the least strain will get charge of our money. Agreed?"

The man, playing for time, began fumbling in his pocket and finally produced his permit. “Agreed," said his brothers in unison. “Good! Now go away and let me get a few winks."

As soon as they had gone, the eldest brother sneaked out of the house and went to the monastery where he met a monk.


The policeman was taken aback. He realized that he had been tricked. The man without the permit was now too far away to be caught. “I’ve heard you’re putting up an inscription over the doorway," he said. “Can you tell me what the inscription reads?"

“Certainly. It’s a quotation from Confucius. It reads: Be Honest At All Times."


"When you had a permit why did you run!" he bawled. The brother went away chuckling at his cleverness. A little later the second brother arrived there.

“Can you tell me what the inscription you are going to put up over the doorway reads?" he said to the monk.


"Doctor's orders," said the man. "He has asked me to run a mile every evening."

"Oh, yes?" sneered the policeman. "Then why was your friend running?" “Everybody seems to want to know," said the man. "It reads: Be Honest At All Times."

"His doctor too has ordered him to run," said the man.

The policeman became red with anger. “Is there any decoration around it?"

“The tablet has a flowery border."The second brother went away very pleased with himself. Hardly had he gone when the third brother arrived there. He too enquired about the inscription and on being told what it was, asked if there was any other writing on it." 
"You think you're very smart, don't you?" he snarled. "But tell me, if you were only running for your health why didn't you stop when you saw me running after you? And don't tell me you didn't see me chasing you... I know you did!"

“Only the donor’s name, Wang Lee, at the bottom," said the monk.

The next morning the three short-sighted brothers made their way to the monastery.


"Of course I knew you were running after me," said the man.

“There’s the inscription," said the oldest when they drew near the entrance. “I can clearly make out the writing. It reads: Be Honest At All Times."

“Your sight is better than I thought," said the second brother. “But definitely not better than mine. Can you see the decoration around the inscription?"

"Then why didn't you stop?" asked the policeman, triumphantly. 

“Decoration? What decoration?"

“There’s a floral decoration all around the tablet," said the brother, triumphantly.

“Very good, very good," applauded the youngest brother. “But can either of you see any other writing on the tablet besides the inscription?"

"It was stupid of me," said the man, "but I thought you too had been ordered to run by your doctor."

“Other writing?" intoned the second brother, his face falling. “What other writing is there?"

“The name of the donor, Wang Lee," said the youngest brother, pointing. “Can’t you see it? It’s at that corner."

The monk they had talked to the previous evening came out of the monastery just then and walked towards the short-sighted brothers.

“Oh, you’ve come to see the inscription," he said. “So sorry. We couldn’t put it up yesterday evening. We are going to put it up today."
The short-sighted brothers realized their follies.


