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In the kingdom
of talking parrots, there lived a cruel King. Every night, a
different parrot had to visit the ruler and tell him a story. If
the King didn't like the story, his guest was wrapped in
jungle-leaves and thrown into the nearby river to die.

 


The King, at
first sight, looked generous and hospitable to a visiting parrot.
His crown of colourful feathers was gloriously combed for the
occasion, straight up on his head. Usually, the King would treat
his guest to a fabulous dinner, made of the most exquisite
beans.


 


This happened to
a yellow parrot called Gogo. He felt hope glancing at the abundance
of beans on the table-branch. The King kindly asked him to eat as
much as he wanted.
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'Maybe the King
likes me for my good deeds,' Gogo thought, helping himself to the
tasty beans. He told the King during dinner about his most
interesting experiences. The King nodded his head approvingly. But
he didn't smile.


Gogo felt ill at
ease. He suddenly started to tremble. If the King didn't like his
story, Gogo was going to sink forever into the river. Poor yellow
parrot! His words became more and more flat and boring, interrupted
only by his deep sighs from time to time. The King frowned and
slurped a couple of times.
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His servants
immediately appeared with two fine serviettes made of
banana-leaves, one for the King and one for Gogo.

 


After both had
cleaned their beaks, the King said: 'My dear fellow, your story was
not bad, but it was very boring at the end.'

 


The King flew
up to his swing at the top of the tallest tree. Gogo was pale with
horror. It was known that the King liked to watch from above, the
wrapping of the parrots and their sinking into the river.

 


Gogo
begged for his life. He promised the King a better story the next
evening. Unfortunately, the King didn't want to listen. All the
parrots in their tree-tops listened sadly to Gogo's screams and
shrieks. They knew they would never again see the good parrot Gogo,
who was always helping his elders. For, he had not managed to amuse
the King.

 


'Who is next?'
all of them worried.
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The King's
herald came the next day to ask the son of the red parrot to visit
the ruler for dinner. The red parrot's family was not surprised.
Indeed, young Koko was a talented comedian in the kingdom of
parrots. Maybe he would manage to steal a smile from the King's
face and stay alive.


 


The King
welcomed Koko at his
generously set table, full of mouth-watering beans. Koko was
delighted. He was sure that the King was showing him respect for
being a talented artist. [image: tmp_b9852358629f3862071710a144d59028_2ZpkBB_html_m95e662f.jpg]

 


 


'My dear
ruler,' Koko said, 'with such wonderful food and company, I could
tell you stories forever.'
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'Well, go
ahead,' the King replied impatiently.

 


Koko felt a
little uneasy, but he pulled himself together and started to
imitate his friends, and acquaintances from the parrot kingdom. He
made funny gestures and movements as he did so.

 


The King looked
relaxed, as though he enjoyed Koko's stories. A faint smile
appeared for a moment in the corner of his small wicked eyes.

'Is that all?'
asked the King when Koko had finished telling his stories.

 


The parrot had
been speaking for three hours and the King had not said a word.

 


'No, no,
dearest King, I can tell you some more tomorrow!' Koko said,
gasping for air.

 


'Now! Not
tomorrow!' said the King, throwing back his head with its crown of
fluffy feathers.

 


'I am tired, my
King,' complained Koko, his voice shrieking from excitement.

 


'I am not
tired!' declared the King.

 


Koko didn't
really know what to do. He was hoping that the King would let him
go, so that he could come the next day with some new ideas. He had
imitated the King's herald, the King's servants, the King's
adviser, his cook, his wife and many other parrots from
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