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 TIGER’S BIRTHDAY
PARTY

 


Once upon a time in the forest, a very, very strange
thing happened. It was tiger’s birthday and his friends decided to
keep a party for him.

The party was held in the middle of the forest.

His friends brought things to eat and drink.

Deer did not attend. He felt it a risk to do so. I
might become a birthday meal gift for some of the invitees when
they become hungry or had too much to drink, he told himself.

No bird attended. The wise old owl warned against
anyone attending. “We don’t eat or drink much anyway and we would
be partying in fear of our lives. Besides birds and beasts are
friends but not up close,” he said.

The animals which attended sat on their haunches in
the wide clearing while others lay on their bellies.

Monkey did all the chores. He filled huge
scooped-out calabashes with drinks which were placed in a circle
around the clearing. Raw meat and fish were placed on leaves from a
banyan tree.

Flies kept their distance from the food.

When an animal felt like a drink, it would go to a
calabash and slake its thirst. Monkey refilled the calabashes when
they became empty.

After several hours of drinking, monkey clapped his
hand and shouted “Speech! Speech!”

Lion rose from his haunches and stood on his four
feet. He shook his head and mane and roared for silence.

“Denizens of the forest,” he said, “this is a rare
occasion to meet as friends and not as foes, as guests and not as
hunter and prey, in joy and not in anger.”

A symphony of strange noises greeted lion’s
introduction. Each animal shook its head up and down in agreement
with what was said.

“I have known tiger for a long time, as we all
have,” lion continued, "and we have not been exactly friends. He
lives with his tribe and so do we all, live with our own kind,
which is a good thing. We often challenge each other for meals and
tiger, on most occasions, donates his kills to me, ha, ha, ha. I
don’t know whether it was out of kindness or fear, ha, ha, ha. I
believe it is the latter, though I would like to believe it is the
former, for, after all, I am the King of Beasts and Lord of the
forest.”

Deep silence greeted the words. While we all know
that he is the King of Beasts he didn’t have to remind us and this
is not an occasion to show off, panther said to himself, looking
carefully around lest some other animal read his thoughts.

“Despite our rage and anger at each other at times,
I would like to say here today that tiger is a great fellow and I
am proud to be here to join in celebration of his birthday and to
speak. May you my good friend tiger have a great day. May you live
a long and happy life. May you enjoy good health. May your belly
always be full even when you are too old to hunt. May you and your
family live in happiness and prosperity. Let’s all drink a toast to
tiger,” shouted lion.

Monkey clapped and the other animals made strange
noises signifying accord with the wishes and the toast.

Tiger wore a broad smile on his face and made a curt
reply, “Thank you King Lion for your kind wishes and thanks to all
who arranged and attended this special occasion.”

Loud cheers greeted the reply.

Lion asked tiger to lead the line to the
calabashes.

After the drinks were all finished, the animals
settled down to feasting.

The hot afternoon sun and the feasting created a new
sound in the clearing. It was that of snoring. Several animals fell
fast asleep and snored.

What crazy creatures these little beasts are,
elephant said to himself, they have turned the symphony of the
night into a nuisance of the day.

Another several hours passed, those asleep awoke one
by one.

Many rose, shook their bodies and tails as is their
wont, and sat on their haunches or continued to lie on their
bellies.

Lion shouted out “Get me some water from whichever,
stream, creek, lake or pond you can find. I am thirsty.”

Tiger, panther and others repeated the shout.

The animals were all tired so no one volunteered to
go for water.

“I am the King of Beasts," shouted lion, “so no one
can expect me to do a menial thing like go for water. Let me say
this however, if I do not get water, blood will do just as
well.”

“Suit yourself," said elephant, “it might be your
blood depending on who you took on.” He trumpeted loudly after he
spoke and stamped the ground with one of his huge feet. The ground
shook as he did it.

Rhinoceros spoke up. “I propose that the ugliest
animal go for the water," he said.

Roars of approval greeted the suggestion.

Monkey replied, “I know that monkeys are regarded as
the ugliest animals in the forest by you all but let me point out
that I have been doing all the work at this party and it is now the
turn of someone else to go for water.”

Sounds of disapproval followed the statement.

Fear gripped the hearts of the weaker animals. They
knew that they would either be forced to do the chore or their
blood would replace the water.

Smiles broke out on the faces of the fiercest
animals because they realized that the lot to go for water would
fall on the weaker animals.

The weaker animals began to sidle towards the edge
of the clearing, deciding to make a bolt for it if they were
attacked.

The powerful animals edged closer to them.

A shout of “I will go for the water” saved what had
become a most fearful situation.

Sloth stood up, and it took him minutes to do so,
and repeated “I will go for the water, after all we are friends and
friends must help one another.”

“Hey sloth, you are now my best friend and I in turn
will help you whenever I can in return," gleefully shouted
monkey.

"Sloth," shouted tiger, “you have my respect and
admiration.”

“I promise you that I will never eat another sloth
as long as I live," said panther.

The animals burst out singing “For He’s A Jolly Good
Fellow" as sloth took a long time to walk to a bucket, pick it up
and leave.

Taking his time, with one step after another, it
took sloth nearly half an hour to walk the short distance from the
clearing on his way to the lake.

Two hours passed and sloth did not return.

Anger filled the air.

Lion roared, “Friend! Friend! He's no friend! What
friend would leave us to die of thirst?”

“That sloth has spoiled my birthday party. He shall
pay a price for so doing I tell you all," shouted tiger.

Panther rose on his hind legs and with his front
paws clawing the air shouted out in fury, “Sloth, you are an enemy
of the forest and you will die.”

A few minutes later, there was a noise just beyond
the edge of the clearing. Sloth slowly walked forward, empty bucket
in his paws.

“I heard what you all said about me and for that I
am not going for the damned water any more,” he shouted.

It suddenly dawned on the animals that sloth from
the time he left for the water had not reached very far, much less
the lake, hence his name sloth. They should have known that and so
it was not his fault.

They rose as one and slinked away from the clearing
back to where they lived.

“What did they expect,” muttered sloth, “that I
would be back quickly? That lake is about half a mile away and in
another couple of hours I would have reached it and then it would
take a similar amount of time to return.”

The wise owl sitting on the topmost branch of an oak
tree and observing what took place smiled and said, “The moral of
the event is that when you want something done quickly and to your
satisfaction, do it yourself.”

End


 TIGER’S
ZEAL

 


The agouti was hungry but the heat of the sun
prevented it from scouring for food beyond where it was.

It sat in the shade of a giant mahogany tree and
licked its dry lips patiently waiting for a cloud cover of the
sun.

As soon as that happened, the agouti ventured from
under the tree. It quickly ran to a stream and slaked its thirst.
The warm water was not to its liking but in the forest it learned
that to be contented was necessary for survival.

It ran quickly to where it knew an awarra tree grew.
Under the tree it found a quantity of fruit that fell to the
ground. It loved to eat the red flesh of the small round red fruit.
It was delicious but fibrous. The taste made the fibrous flesh
desirable. The only problem was that the flesh was not thick
enough. The thin flesh covered a large black, hard, round seed.

The agouti ate its fill and left a quantity of seeds
on the ground. In time, when the rainy season came, some of the
seeds would sink into the soil and fulfill nature’s plan.

It was now time to return home. The agouti looked
carefully around and saw no danger. It hopped and skipped and then
ran quickly away from the tree.

Little did it know that a tiger was in the vicinity
of the tree. The tiger was heading to the tree to scratch its back
on the rough
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