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* * * * *
JACKAL, IT is said, came once to Dove, who lived on the top of a rock, and said, “Give me one of your little ones.”
Dove answered, “I shall not do anything of the kind.”
Jackal said, “Give me it at once! Otherwise, I shall fly up to you.” Then she threw one down to him.
He came back another day and demanded another little one, and she gave it to him. After Jackal had gone, Heron came, and asked, Dove, why do you cry? "
Dove answered him, “Jackal has taken away my little ones.” He asked her, “In what manner did he take them?” She answered, “When he asked me I refused him; but when he said, ‘I shall at once fly up,’ I threw it down to him.”
Heron said, “Are you such a fool as to give your young ones to Jackal, who cannot fly?” Then, with the admonition to give no more, he went away.
Jackal came again, and said, “Dove, give me a little one.” Dove refused, and told him that Heron had told her that he could not fly up. Jackal said, “I shall catch him.”
So when Heron came to the banks of the water, Jackal beat him on his neck, and broke his neck in the middle.
Since that day Heron’s neck is bent.
– South Africa
A LONG time ago a woman was out in the fields tending her cows. As they were grazing peacefully, along came a big, bad bear.
The woman, who was pregnant, was so frightened that she couldn’t move; she collapsed on a grassy hill, expecting the worst from the wild beast.
Closer and closer came the bear until finally he was right in front of her. She already felt his panting breath, and in her despair, she called to God to protect her. The bear lifted his huge paw, and then…
Carefully and gently, he placed it on her knee and licked her clenched hands. Astonished, she looked into his imploring eyes. He began to lick his paw, and now she noticed that it was bloody. She gathered up her courage and took a closer look. She could see that a large splinter was stuck in the bear’s paw, so she quickly took hold of it and pulled it out.
The bear licked her hands again, took his paw from her lap, and walked away. Surprised and happy, the woman thanked God that the danger had passed. Later, when she was returning home with her cows, the bear came along carrying a large horse thigh in his mouth. He walked up to her and laid it at her feet. Obviously he meant it to be his token of gratitude to her for pulling the splinter out of his paw.
– Sweden
ONE DAY the fox invited the crane home for dinner, but he did it only to be mean and to make fun of her. He prepared a tasty soup and poured it into a shallow tin bowl. The crane couldn’t get at the soup—all she could manage was to wet the outermost tip of her beak. The fox kept urging her to eat and asking her why she didn’t like the food—and finally she had to go home hungry.
Of course, the crane couldn’t stand having the fox make a fool of her, so she invited him to her house to get even. The fox couldn’t decide whether to go or not, but finally his curiosity got the better of him. The crane had made a soup with pieces of meat and dumplings, but she served it in a jar with an opening so narrow that the fox couldn’t get anything but his nose into it—and barely even that. The crane, however, could stick her beak right down to the bottom and fish out pieces of meat and dumpling, while the fox could only sniff.
“Is something wrong with my food?” asked the crane. “You’re not eating! I do hope you’re not the type who needs encouragement. Well, then, I guess I’ll have to eat it myself.” And the crane began to eat, while all the fox could do was drool.
When the crane was full, she said, “Never let it be said of me that my guests went home hungry.” And this time she found a bowl for the fox so that he could eat some too.
– Sweden
TWO WOODCUTTERS were walking in a thicket when they saw lion spoor on the road. “This is the mark of a lion,” said one. “What shall we do?”
“Let us go on our way and do what we have to do,” said his friend. So they continued along the path and each collected a load of firewood.
When it was time for them to return, the first man said, “Let us take another way home, in Allah’s name!”
“No, this path is shorter,” said his friend.
The first man said, “I saw lion’s spoor on the road and I shall not return that way, by Allah!” And he took a rocky path higher up the mountain.
The second woodcutter returned the way they had come. When he reached the place where they had noticed traces of a lion, he found the lion himself sitting in the middle of the road.
“Peace, uncle lion,” said the man.
“Peace, o son of Adam,” said the lion.
“What are you doing here?” asked the man.
“I am sick,” replied the lion, “and I need the brain from the head of a man to cure me. God in His mercy has led you to me and is offering me your brain, praise be to Him.”
“Listen, O lion,” said the man, “for what I am about to tell you is the truth. I am a brainless fellow. Had I the least bit of brain I should not have returned this way. The one with the brain is up there beyond the rocks!”
“God grant you happiness,” said the lion and began climbing up the mountain.
– Morocco
ONE DAY the fox, who is very proud of his great tail, met the scared little hare and began to make fun of him.
“You poor wretch, you couldn’t frighten a flea! But everyone respects me for my grand tail.”
So they walked on, and the hare felt more and more miserable about what the fox had said. They came to a farmyard, and while crossing it the hare happened to hop right into the middle of a flock of sheep. The sheep scattered in all directions, and out of the hare burst such a tremendous laugh that his lip split open. That would show the fox that the little hare could frighten not one but many! Since that day, the hare has had a cleft lip.
– Sweden
ONCE THERE was a chieftain who had been trying very hard to capture the elephant for his personal collection, but that prize had proved elusive. All the hunters in the chieftaindom had tried but failed to capture the elephant. So the chieftain promised anyone who could capture the elephant half of his wealth.
The tortoise heard about this and went to the chieftain to accept the challenge. The chieftain was very amused. “All my hunters have failed to capture the elephant and you think you can succeed where they failed?” the chieftain asked. The tortoise insisted that he was up to the task and promised to deliver the elephant to the chieftain within forty-eight hours.
The tortoise then dug a big hole, big enough to hold the elephant along a path leading into the village. Then he covered the hole with sticks and leaves so that it was not visible unless you inspected closely. When this was done, the tortoise went to seek out the elephant.
He told the elephant, “You know you are the largest animal in the forest and you should be chieftain”. The elephant had never considered this before but he thought it was not a bad idea. The tortoise told the elephant that the villagers had decided to make the largest animal their chieftain and were all expecting the elephant to come to the village and be crowned as their chieftain. The more the elephant heard, the more excited he became.
The tortoise adorned the elephant with colourful beads and beating a gong, he sang songs praising the elephant while he led the way into the village. Soon they approached the trap and the tortoise being smaller and lighter walked over the trap. The elephant who was following him fell through the sticks and leaves into the deep hole the tortoise had dug. And that was how the tiny tortoise captured the huge elephant and earned half of the chieftain’s wealth.
– Yoruba, Nigeria
TORTOISE AND Monkey were having a discussion when Monkey began to boast about how he would become king of all the animals saying, “Of all the animals, I am most like Man so I should be king”. Tortoise replied, “You cannot be king for Lion is king and is very powerful”. Monkey replied “Yet, Man has power over Lion and I am most like Man”.
Tortoise felt threatened by this claim, not knowing what might happen if Monkey decided to start acting like Man. So, Tortoise decided to act quickly to put Monkey back in his place.
Tortoise went home to prepare some akara into which he added some fresh honey. When he was done, he put the akara in a basket and took it to Lion’s house where he placed it just outside his door and left to hide behind a tree.
The akara was warm and its aroma hung in the air so that Lion soon came out to see where it was coming from. He picked one ball of akara and ate it; this akara was sweeter than anything he had ever eaten before. He quickly finished all of it and wanted more.
“Who brought these akara?” he bellowed but there was no answer. He searched the surrounding area and found Tortoise. He grabbed Tortoise by the neck and asked him “How did these akara get here”. Tortoise quivered and shook and said “I promised not to tell”. But Lion insisted he tell “or else…”, so Tortoise confessed that it came from Monkey. He told Lion that that was no akara at all but Monkey’s faeces.
Lion immediately headed to Monkey’s house and demanded, “Give me sweet faeces”. Monkey was confused and gave Lion a blank stare. Lion roared at him “I said give me sweet faeces!” Monkey was terrified and defecated on the spot. It was not sweet and Lion was mad. He started to beat Monkey while ordering him to make sweet faeces until Monkey’s bottom was all swollen and red.
Since then, Monkey has shelved his ambition to become king of all the animals.
– Yoruba, Nigeria
MANY YEARS ago a wicked man lived in a pasture hut. Like other herdsmen, he spent the summer there with his cattle. He was quick tempered and had a poor servant boy, whom he tormented in every possible way with hard work, rough words, and cruel blows.
One day he gave the boy a task to do which was beyond his strength. He was then overcome by such anger that he grabbed the boy and thrust his head into a kettle of milk that was on the stove. Thus the boy died, and the herdsman threw his body into a mountain creek. Back at home he said, “The stupid boy must have been carried away by a rockslide. He went off to milk the goats, but never came back.”
Many years passed, and the boy’s bones hung unavenged on a cliffy bank of the mountain creek. Once it happened that there was a fair in the valley. Everyone was making merry.
The wicked herdsman, after having a little too much to drink, went to the creek and took off his hat to scoop up some water. He drank the water that had run into his hat, but at the bottom he found a small white bone. He stuck it onto his hat and returned to the hall.
Suddenly the little bone began to bleed; and now everyone knew what had happened to the boy. The festivities were quickly brought to a close, and the evildoer was taken forthwith to the place of execution.
– Switzerland
ONE DAY a he-goat was grazing on the mountain side. Toward noon when the sun was high, he came to the mouth of a cave and decided to go inside to rest till the heat of the day was over. But to his horror, when he stepped into the cool shade he found himself face to face with a lion.
“I must think of some way to save my life,” he said to himself.
“What do you want?” growled the lion.
The goat stared fixedly at the lion for a while. Then he said, “I am one of the angels of heaven. The Lord of Creation has sent me to kill seven lions, seven hyenas and seven jackals. I was checking to see if your markings fit the description of the animals I must destroy. No, you are not one of them. You are destined to live long. Take your ease here in your cave while I continue on my search.” And the goat walked out of the cave.
The lion was shaken by what had happened. When he met the jackal a little while later, he told him, “I have just seen a creature sent by God to devour seven lions, seven jackals, and seven hyenas. Luckily it is my destiny to be spared. But you had better be on guard and look out for yourself.”
“What was this creature like?” asked the jackal.
“Black,” said the lion, “with a long beard and thick, matted hair.”
“It sounds like a goat,” laughed the jackal. “You should taste his flesh—then you would know what a heavenly mouthful it is! Let’s go find him.”
And off they went, one behind the other, until they saw the goat in the distance.
“This time there is no escape,” thought the goat to himself. When the lion and the jackal came within earshot, the goat bellowed to the jackal, “O you son of a cur! Why are you bringing me this lion? I have already examined him and he’s not the right one. That’s not the lion I asked you to bring to me!”
When the lion heard the goat, he pounced on the jackal and lifted him to the sky and dashed him to the ground till every bone in his body was broken. Then he went away while the he-goat returned safely home.
– Morocco
A LONG time ago, the Chipmunk looked no different from the Squirrel—he had no stripes. In the deep jungle where all the animals lived, a season of very heavy rains had caused the forest to grow so thick that it was difficult for the animals to move around the jungle paths. They held a meeting to discuss solutions and decided that every animal that moves on the ground would contribute money to pay for the clearing of the jungle paths. Birds who flew in the sky were exempt from this tax.
The Chipmunk said to the other animals, “I will pay no tax even if it means I never walk on the ground again”. So he took to the trees and hopped and jumped from branch to branch without touching the ground. “He’s sure to come down sooner or later” said one of the other animals, “then he will have to pay the tax.”
Days passed and the Chipmunk had still not touched the ground. All the other animals, even the famously cunning Tortoise had paid their taxes, but the Chipmunk still would not come down. Some began to feel sorry for him. “Perhaps he has no money, for why else would he suffer and confine himself to a lifetime of hopping on trees?”
They said “It is painful to see one of us land animals reduced to such a lifestyle” and they set up a collection fund to help the Chipmunk. They placed a gourd under an Iroko tree where any animal who wished to help the Chipmunk could put some coins until there was enough to pay his tax.
A bird told the Chipmunk about this and the Chipmunk was thoroughly amused. “You mean they have nothing better to do with their money than to pay my tax?” he asked. When night fell, he secretly made his way to the Iroko tree under which the collection gourd lay, climbed down the tree and made away with the gourd.
The following morning when this nasty deed was discovered, the animals were rightly upset. The animals decided to banish the Chipmunk from the jungle. So, the Chipmunk went to live amongst people.
Later on, during one of the several meetings that the animals hold in the jungle, somebody asked if anyone knew what the Chipmunk did with the stolen money and it was said “He never put it to any good use but bought new stripes instead”. All shook their heads in pity.
– Yoruba, Nigeria
ONE DAY a hunter went out as to shoot birds in the forest. When he reached a large rock by the side of the road, he met a woman as lovely as the very finest maiden. She greeted him as though they were old friends and wanted him to go home with her, for she lived only a few steps away. But the hunter realized what kind of woman she was, and walked away from her.
Every time afterward when he went out hunting, she came up to him and invited him home, but he always said no.
One day, the hunter thought it might be fun just to see what kind of house the woman lived in, and so this time he went with her. Before he knew where he was, he was standing in a beautiful hall. Walls and benches shone as though they were made of gold, and it was warm and cozy in there as well. After he’d been there once, he came back a second and then a third, and before long he went as often as he could.
But the hunter was a married man, and his wife soon figured out that something was wrong. She tried, but couldn’t get a word out of him. Then one day when she was home alone, an elegant lady came to see her—this woman looked very suspicious.
After they’d been speaking a while, the wife said, “I just wish I knew what to do about my bull. He’ll never stay at home. He always goes to the neighbour’s cows and follows them around like a slave.”
“Oh, that’s no problem,” answered the strange woman. “There’s a cure for that.” And she told the wife to get some mezereon—a vesicatory and valeriant—a carminative, and give them to the bull; that way he’d be sure to stay home.
The woman thanked her for the good advice and got herself some mezereon and valerian, but she gave it not to her bull but to her husband. After that he never went to the skogsrå—the wood spirit again. Whenever he went into the forest, she stood right in his path just as before, but he always made a wide circle around her.
She was very sad, and one day she went to the hunter’s wife and said to her:
“Foolish me, unwary one,
To tell you of valerian and mezereon.”
– Sweden
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