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Little Lion Falling




[image: image]


“I’ve noticed Little Lion on the ground a lot more lately,” said Gurr. “And I don’t think it’s because he likes the ground.” Gurr was one of three chameleons in a broom tree, with his older friend, Little Lion, and younger friend, Tufur.

“He’s always stayed up in a tree as long as I can remember,” Tufur reflected. “What do you think is happening?” 

“Think. Use your head. He’s falling.”

“Hmm, could be... or maybe he’s jumping out of the tree?”

“Believing he can fly? I don’t think so. Just watch him and see what happens.”

Sure enough, when a wind picked up later in the day, Tufur saw Little Lion fall out of the tree.

“What happened” she asked, after Little Lion climbed all the way back. His color had grayed, and he was gingerly walking because he had sprained a toe.

“It’s the wind. It’s gotten a lot windier lately. Have you noticed?”

Tufur answered truthfully. “Can’t say I have.”

The next day, a big bird landed in the tree, shaking the branch such that it caused Little Lion to fall out of the tree again.

When Little Lion climbed back, he had a discolored bruise on his side.

“What happened?” asked Tufur, 

“I’m fine,” said Little Lion with a bit of a wheeze as his ribs hurt. “It’s those birds. They’ve gotten bigger lately. Have you noticed?”

“Can’t say I have, Maybe.... do you think it’s getting harder to hang on a branch?”

“I’m hanging on just fine,” Little Lion asserted.

Later, Tufur informed Gurr. “He doesn’t see it as a problem.”

“He will, if it keeps happening. I’ll talk to him the next time it does.”

A couple of days later, it happened again. Little Lion was hunting, shot out his tongue at a fly, and lost his balance. 

When he climbed back up, there was  blood on his head. 

“Are you alright, Little Lion?” Gurr asked. “Looks like you had a bad fall.”

Little Lion’s colors darkened. “The ground’s gotten harder. Have you noticed?”

“Well, it’s been drier and that might make the ground feel harder, but I don’t think that’s the problem here.”

“What is the problem, then?” asked Little Lion, his colors streaking red. “You can tell me straight out.”

“Well, it’s you­­—you’re changing.”

“How’s that?”

“Well, your body...it’s not as young as it used to be. You’re stiffer. So, when you fall, it hurts more.”

“No—I’m getting younger,” Little Lion asserted.

“You are? How is that?”

“I heard Owl say something one time. You know Owl is wise. One night, she was visiting our tree in the middle of the night, and she hooted ‘I’m younger than I was yesterday and tomorrow I’ll be younger still.’ So, I’ve been working on getting younger.”

“Hmm,” said Gurr. “Not a bad idea. But how do you do that?”

“Well, I eat the best flies, not just any. And I drink special water that makes me young.”

“Is that so?” asked Gurr. “Where do you find this water?” 

“Right after a fresh rain, the water collects on the leaf tip and when the sun shines on it and makes a rainbow, I drink it. It makes me young again. It’s like a fountain of youth.”

“That’s a myth,” corrected Gurr. “Rain water can’t make you young again, even if there’s a rainbow in it. What do you think, Tufur?”

“You might feel younger,” she allowed. “But  you’re still falling and getting hurt worse each time.” 

“I’m working on that too,” said Little Lion. 

“How so?” asked Gurr.

“I’ve been practicing my grips. But it may not be enough. Maybe, you can do something about the wind, the birds and the ground. That would help a lot.”

Gurr didn’t know how to answer. He didn’t like to say that it wouldn’t be possible and cause Little Lion to lose hope. “We’ll see about that,” he answered. “Just give us some more time.”

Later, Gurr and Tufur talked it over with Hyrax, who came by every so often. “He thinks we can change the wind, the birds, and the ground. You’re the expert on climbing. What do you think?”

“No doubt Little Lion is getting older now. But maybe we can change something. Birds are hard to change, so is wind. I think the ground would be easier.”

“Really?” asked Gurr. “How so?”
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The Ground Becoming Softer
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Tufur answered, “We can make the ground softer. Just find soft things and lay it underneath Little Lion’s perch.”

“Not a bad idea,” considered Gurr. “But won’t the wind just blow it away?”

“Hmm,” said Hyrax, a friend of the chameleons who looked like a rabbit but had two small tusks. “We could ask Hoopoe about that. She knows about building nests, and keeping them together.”

“A nest on the ground? That might be a different type of bird.”

“It’s the only bird we know besides Owl, and Owl is much harder to find.”

“We could wait for Hoopoe to come by, but who knows when she will come by,” considered Gurr. “Ever since she was blown far away by the big wind, she likes to roam more.” 

“One problem leads to another,” sighed Hyrax. “A wise thing I heard from Owl was, ‘You have heads. Use them.’”

“Yes, it’s time to use our heads,” Gurr seconded. “Let’s think about it and the answer will come to us by the morning.”

Morning came and Tufur asked Gur, “Did the answer come to you?” 

“Thorns would stick to the ground, but it would hurt to fall on them,” began Gurr. “I think Little Tusker would know about such things. We have to ask her.”

When Hyrax came by, Tufur asked,  “You must know about soft things that cling to rocks. Can you find us some? We want to build a nest for Little Lion to fall into.”

“Reindeer lichen might work. It’s tangly, and it might stick.”

Hyrax went off and returned later that day. “It’s not much,” she said, dropping a bunch under the tree. Chances of the chameleon falling right on it looked slim. But good fortune came the next day. Hoopoe showed and offered to help. “No problem,” she said. “I’m good at finding soft things.”

Pretty soon, the  area under Little Lion was littered with tufts of moss, leaves, and twigs, which Hoopoe said would work. 

“What about the wind?” asked Hyrax.

“I’m making a giant nest that will stick together. You’ll see. It will catch the chameleon like a charm.”

One day it was coolish, and the chameleons had flattened their sides, exposed one side to the sun, and turned it dark to absorb all the heat that they could. But the wind caught Little Lion again and he couldn’t hang on. He hit the ground on scattered pieces of nest. 

“It was a great idea. It would have worked,” said Hyrax. “But soft stuff is in demand. The ants carried off small pieces; birds got larger pieces for their nests, and rodents made off with most of the twigs for their dens. There’s still some left, but it was moved and scattered by the wind.”

“What are we going to do?” asked Gur, his colors dulling. “Little Lion can’t take many more of these falls. The last one bumped his head good.”
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