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The Wise Deer
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One day, the wise deer was playing with his friend on a grassy field. From afar, they spotted a small tree laden with beautiful, ripe fruits. However, the tree was dangerously close to a lion's village, and anything that ventured near it would likely become prey for the lions.

The fruits were so tempting that they both longed to taste them. The wise deer turned to his friend and said, "Wait for me here. I have an idea." He then set off toward the lions' village.

When the deer arrived, he greeted the lions confidently, saying, "Good afternoon, mighty lions! I bring you great news. Today, fresh meat will fall from the sky—a feast like you've never seen before! But there’s a catch. Only those who fast for a few hours will be able to eat it safely. Anyone who eats without fasting will face grave danger."

The lions were intrigued and asked, "How much meat are we talking about? And why should we trust you? Besides, we think you should stay here until we see if what you say is true."

The lions waited patiently for hours, but no meat fell from the sky. Frustrated, they turned to the deer and demanded, "Where is this meat you promised?"

The wise deer replied calmly, "It has already fallen, but not here. I can take one of you to the place where it has landed."

After some discussion, the lions agreed and sent one of their young members with the deer. As they walked, the deer said to the young lion, "I haven’t eaten anything yet today, and I’m feeling weak. Let me eat some of the fruits from that tree before we continue."

The young lion, eager to find the meat, allowed the deer to eat his fill from the tree. Once the deer was satisfied, they resumed their journey.

Eventually, they reached a spot where some leftover zebra meat was scattered around. A group of leopards had been feeding on it, leaving scraps behind. The deer pointed to the scene and exclaimed, "See? The meat has already started falling. Hurry and call your friends before the leopards take it all!"

The young lion quickly ate some of the meat for himself and carried a portion back to the village. In his excitement, he let the deer go free.

When the lion returned to the village with the meat, he confirmed the deer's story. The other lions, curious and hungry, rushed to the spot. But by the time they arrived, all they found were the remains of a zebra’s skin.

Confused and disappointed, the lions argued among themselves about whether the deer had deceived them. In the end, they decided to forget about the deer and move on, holding no grudges.
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The Ant Colony
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One afternoon, Zeberg noticed a terrifying sight in his yard—an army of ants marching in search of food. There were countless ants, and some were unusually large. Zeberg grew anxious, fearing they might invade the house and settle in for the night. Determined to stop them, he fetched hot water and poured it over the marching ants, hoping to kill or chase them away. However, his efforts only made things worse as the ants scattered and moved even closer to the house.

Frustrated, Zeberg grabbed a broom and started sweeping them away from the gate. While doing so, one of the ants climbed onto his leg and bit him. Furious, he yanked it off and flung it far away.

At that moment, Pafrot returned from playing and noticed Zeberg looking agitated and worried. Curious, Pafrot approached and saw the swarm of ants covering the front yard. He, too, was alarmed and kept his distance from the ants.

Thinking quickly, Pafrot came up with an idea. He asked Zeberg, "Can you bring me two chicken thighs from the freezer, please?"

Zeberg, still preoccupied with the ant problem, replied impatiently, "You can eat later! Right now, we need to focus on driving these ants away before they get into the house!"

Pafrot persisted, "Trust me, master. The chicken isn’t for me—I’ve got an idea to lure the ants away from the house."

Skeptical but desperate, Zeberg retrieved the chicken thighs and handed them to Pafrot. Pafrot carefully placed the thighs near the gate of the yard. Soon, the ants caught the scent of the meat, and their antennae quivered with excitement. In no time, they swarmed the chicken, tearing into the meat with their tiny teeth and carrying pieces away.

Zeberg, seeing the ants gathered on the chicken, brought a large plate and used a stick to carefully scoop up the chicken thighs along with the ants. He then carried the plate far away from the house and disposed of it.

Afterward, the two of them inspected the yard and the house thoroughly to ensure no ants had been left behind. Satisfied that the problem was resolved, Zeberg let out a sigh of relief and patted Pafrot’s head, praising him for his clever idea.
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The Intruders 
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One day, Zeberg had an early appointment with his friends. Before leaving, he locked the house and instructed Pafrot to stay inside the yard. Zeberg returned at dusk, tired but eager to relax. He greeted Pafrot warmly and reached into his pocket to retrieve the keys. As he approached the front door, he froze—there was a strange sound coming from inside the house.

The noise resembled knocking, but it came from different spots, as if something or someone was moving around and playing inside. Zeberg paused, pressing his ear against the door to listen more closely. The sound was unmistakable. Something was inside.

Concerned, he stepped back and muttered to himself, "What if I get attacked? And it's dark in there—I didn’t leave the lights on."

Unsure of what to do, Zeberg called Pafrot over and explained the situation. Pafrot listened intently and replied confidently, "Why worry? I could have checked it for you earlier. Let me go inside and see what’s going on. Just open the door, let me in, and lock it behind me. I’ll stay hidden and figure out who or what the intruder is."

Zeberg hesitated but eventually agreed. He slowly unlocked the door, let Pafrot slip inside, and quickly closed it behind him. He locked the door again and waited outside, listening anxiously.

Moments later, the sounds grew louder, and it seemed as if something was clashing and banging all over the house. Zeberg’s worry deepened. "Is Pafrot fighting something? Or worse, is he being attacked?" he wondered.

Then, all at once, the house fell silent. The sudden quiet made Zeberg’s heart pound. He stood frozen, unsure of what to do. After waiting a few more tense moments, he grew impatient and angry. Grabbing a baseball bat, he resolved to face whatever was inside.

He carefully unlocked the door and stepped inside, moving cautiously in the dark. His fingers fumbled for the light switch, and when he flipped it on, he raised the bat, ready to defend himself. He searched each room with a pounding heart, but found nothing—until he reached the living room.

There, in the corner, sat Pafrot, calmly nibbling on something. Around him lay two pairs of small wings.

Zeberg lowered the bat and asked in confusion, "What was it? Why are you sitting there? And what are those wings in front of you?"

Pafrot looked up with a satisfied expression and replied, "It was nothing serious. Two big flying cockroaches had sneaked in. They were flying around, knocking into the table and doors, making all that noise. I had to chase them down, but I caught them one by one."

Zeberg sighed in relief, realizing the intruders were nothing more than pests. Grateful for Pafrot’s bravery, he patted his head and said, "Good job, Pafrot!"

After cleaning up the mess, the two of them sat down to enjoy a peaceful dinner together.
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The Gold Egg
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Once, Mr. Zeberg had two chickens that laid eggs every day. One morning, when he went to the chicken coop to collect the eggs, he was astonished to find that one of the eggs had turned into gold. He carefully picked up both eggs, hid the golden one, and placed the normal egg in the fridge. Though excited, he was puzzled by the mysterious golden egg.

The next morning, he found another golden egg alongside a normal one. Again, he hid the golden egg, feeling elated and hopeful that he might become rich if one of the chickens continued to lay golden eggs.

Curious to identify which chicken was responsible for the magical eggs, Mr. Zeberg decided to wake up early the next day to observe the chickens. He entered the coop before dawn and waited until they laid their eggs. To his surprise, both eggs were normal. Frustrated, he broke the eggs to check if there was gold inside, but found nothing unusual. Disappointed, he spent the rest of the morning in bed, pondering what to do with the two golden eggs he had already collected.

That evening, as the chickens settled into their coop and Mr. Zeberg went to bed, he resolved to check again in the morning. To his delight, one of the chickens had laid another golden egg. Filled with hope, he decided to enlist the help of his clever and loyal cat, Pafrot.

"Pafrot," Mr. Zeberg said, "I need you to watch the chickens tonight and find out which one is laying the golden eggs. If we figure it out, we’ll cook and eat the normal chicken. Do your best!"

Pafrot agreed and sat outside the coop, watching the chickens through the night. Hours passed, and eventually, both chickens laid their eggs—but they were both normal. Exhausted, Pafrot fell asleep. When he woke up in the morning, he was shocked to see that one of the eggs had turned into gold. Disappointed in himself for not solving the mystery, he reported the events to Mr. Zeberg.

"I have a better idea," Pafrot suggested. "Let’s separate the chickens into two coops. That way, we’ll easily identify which one is responsible for the golden eggs."

Mr. Zeberg agreed and bought a second coop. He placed one chicken in each coop and waited. Over the next few days, however, both chickens laid only normal eggs, and there were no more golden ones. Frustrated, he brought the chickens back together and called Pafrot to the backyard. He gave the chickens wheat and sorghum, letting them play and relax.

Finally, Mr. Zeberg and Pafrot decided to ask the chickens directly. "Which of you is laying the golden eggs?" Zeberg asked. "And why do they only appear sometimes?"

The chickens responded, "Neither of us lays golden eggs. We both lay normal eggs, but when we are together, one of the eggs sometimes transforms into gold. If you separate us or threaten to harm one of us, the
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