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Once upon a time, so long ago,

In an age the world no longer knows,

Lived a little bird of shining blue,

Named Um Sisi, kind and true.

She had a home among the trees,

In a forest humming soft with breeze,

Every morning, every day,

She swept the dust along her way

As she cleaned with gentle care,

She saw something brown just resting there,

She stopped and gasped with wide surprise,

And spoke aloud with worried eyes:

“Oh dear! What’s this? Could this be dates?

Winter’s coming it won’t wait!

My tummy growls both day and night,

My cupboard’s empty, not a bite.

[image: ]

Even spiders won’t stay inside,

No room for babies, nowhere to hide!

Oh my chicks, what shall I do?

Tell me quickly help me through!”

She flapped her wings and took her flight,

Toward the dates in morning light.
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Far away within the woods,

A sleepy wolf in dreaming moods,

Dreamed of honey, lamb so sweet,

And endless feasts of juicy meat.
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He heard wings flutter through the air,

Jumped to his feet and hurried there,

Chasing echoes, chasing sound,

Through the hills and all around.

Two white piles came into view,

Shining bright with tempting hue,

He said, “Oh joy! What luck is mine!

Sugar or honey oh how divine!”
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Um Sisi smiled with joyful cheer,

For what she found was rich and dear.

A thought then sparkled in her mind:

To rush back home, a sack to find,

And fill it full for winter’s stay,

A stock of dates for colder days.
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He tasted just a tiny bit,

Then leaped and shouted, shocked by it:

“Oh no! This is salty sand!

No sweetness here not what I planned!

What rotten luck, what awful taste,

I’ll go back home this trip’s a waste.”
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As he walked the forest road,

He saw Um Sisi fly with load,

And there he saw, so rich and neat,

A pile of brown delicious treats!

“By my stars! Those dates look fine!

Just one small bite no harm this time.”

One became two, then more and more,

Till dates were gone there were no more.

His belly swelled both wide and round,

He couldn’t move, he fell right down.

“Oh dear,” he sighed, “I’m like a drum,

I’ll sleep a bit till digestion comes.”

Back came Um Sisi with her sack,

And froze in shock she stumbled back:

“Oh heavens! What is this I see?

That wicked wolf ate winter’s key!

My summer work, my food, my care

All gone! This isn’t fair, unfair!”
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A clever thought came to her mind,

Not cruel, but just and well-designed:

“I’ll cut his tail, so all may see,

A warning for his trickery.”

The wolf awoke with dreadful cries :

“My tail ! My tail ! Oh hear my pleas !

Forgive me, Um Sisi, I was wrong

Please help me now, please don’t be strong !”
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She said with calm but firm control:

“Your tail returns on one clear goal:

Bring dates back from the palm-tree tall,

Sweet, ripe, and plenty bring them all.

Then you’ll have your tail once more,

And I’ll have food for winter’s door.

Now go at once do not delay,

Return with dates... or stay away.”
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The wolf began to cry,

His tears followed him as days went by.

One day, then two, along the way,

He hid from crows that might betray,

And spread the news to sheep nearby:

“A wolf, a wolf, without a tail goes by!”

“Oh ho ho ho, how hard his fate,

How cruel the road, how heavy the weight!”

As he walked, he sighed with pain and fear:

“Oh... ah... oh my dear!

My goodness me, what do I see?

Am I awake, or in a dream truly?

“Are you the palm tree, full of dates?”

“Yes,” she said, “I am Tamoura, standing tall and straight.

What do you want?”

The wolf then cried with all his might,

Complaining of his sorrowed plight:

“I am a poor and lonely wolf,

I lost my tail  my pride, my self.”

At that moment, no need to ask,

For Tamoura knew his hidden task.

“You have learned a lesson, it is true:

Never take what is not meant for you.

“But now,” she said with gentle tone,

“I’m sorry, dear, I cannot drop my dates alone.

I need fresh water, clear and bright,

To lift my leaves toward the light.

When they rise and dance with air,

The wind will shake the dates with care,

And down they’ll fall upon the ground.”

“Do you understand?” she softly sound.

The wolf cried louder, filled with despair:

“What shall I do now? Is this fair?

What’s the title of my tale today?

Should I give up? Should I lose my way?”

“Do not worry,” Tamoura replied,

“I have a plan  hope has not died.

Go to the river, fresh and wide,

Ask him kindly, with no pride.

Say: ‘Tamoura, your neighbor, sends her plea.’

He will honor you generously.”
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The wolf went on, howling low,

“Oh river, please, I beg you so!

I bring a message, clear and true:

Tamoura asks for help from you.

She needs your water, cool and pure,

So her leaves may rise and dance secure.”

The river answered, calm yet sad:

“I’m sorry, friend, I wish I had.

My waters rush to the lake away,

Pulled by the current night and day.

“But if you help me build a dam,

With wooden logs from shore to span,

Then my waters I can keep,

And help Tamoura’s dates to leap.”

––––––––
[image: ]


[image: ]
The wolf walked on, his heart unsure,

“What can I do? What is the cure?

Where can I find the wood I need?

How do I build? Who will lead?”

As he wandered the river’s side,

He saw beavers, busy and wide-eyed.

They worked and spoke with worried sound:

“The wood is
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