








floor, unaware that a group of servants
was gathering within listening distance to
secretly hear the donkey's tale, too.

"Many years ago, when your master,
Johnny Harrington, was your age, I was
human and a servant to Patrick Harrington,
]ohnny's father. I was the laziest of servants,
however. A11 throughout my lazy and
worthless life, I spent far more time drink-
ing ale, napping, and avoiding work than
completing my few tasks. Then my life
ended. I met face to face with God, our
eternal judge, and He told me I was the
most worthless of idlers. I had wasted
my life and must be punished. My curse
was to return to earth as a pooka, a spirit,
and tend to every need of the fairies in
the forest.

"The fairies insisted that I return every
evening to the mansion where I had once
lived as a servant. Here I make amends by
performing the tasks I should have per-
formed during the days of my life. The
fairies also insisted that I be pleasant as
I work and laugh while I busy myself in
making your kitchen as spotless as it can be.
Each evening after I've completed my tasks,
I must return to the fairies'home deep in
the woods. There I stand idle, damp, and
cold, until it is time to return to the man-
sion again. It is my curse, my punishment
for a life of no purpose."

Colin felt much sympathy and com-
passion for the poor creature. He was
embarrassed that he'd confronted the
donkey to ask him to do even more work.
"l am so sorry that you must spend etemity
as the lowliest of beasts," said Colin.

The other servants emerged from the
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darkness. They chimed in, "You have been
so kind to us. We thank you for all you
have done."

A particularly kindhearted woman ran
back to her room. She returned carrying a
beautiful, warm, red woolen coat. "Please,

sif, take my coat as a token of our gratitude.
It'll keep you warm each evening as you
return to the fairies'home."

All the servants gathered around the
surprised beast. They admired its large
snout and silky coat as if it were one of

Johnny Harrington's prized horses. They
then helped the donkey into its new red
woolen coat and fastened the buttons
across its broad chest.

The donkey laughed more merrily and
heartily than they'd ever heard before. It
danced a jig around the kitchen as the ser-
vants applauded. It then did something
the servants didn't expect: it bowed and

headed for the door, leaving the kitchen a
filthy mess.

"Wait!You've forgotten to complete your
tasks for us!" cried the crowd of servants.

"And I shall never clean your crockery
or sweep your floors or light your fires
again. You see, I conveniently neglected to
tell you how my curse may end. I was
doomed to perform my labors here at the
mansion until the day I received a reward
in gratitude for my efforts. Thanks to you
kind people, the curse is broken. My pen-
ance has been made! I bid you all farewell!"
And with that, the donkey let out a hearty
laugh and walked one last time though
the kitchen door.

The pooka was delighted. It was free
at last. It made its way past a stone circle,
released one last maniacal laugh, and dis-
appeared forever, ente^ring into its final
rest as it left this earth. H(




