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Crow’s Eye
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ONE DAY, A CROW WAS flying high above the trees of a small town.
Below, he saw a cat terrorizing a mouse, though it had not yet been killed.
The crow said:
"With my crow eye, this is what I see.
I know that it was meant to be."
Looking down from high over the wilderness, the crow saw a fire surrounding a deer and a fawn, trapped by the flames.
The crow said:
"With my crow eye, this is what I see.
I know that it was meant to be."
Peering over the sea, the crow spotted a fishing boat with a net of thousands of fish struggling in terror to escape.
The crow said:
"With my crow eye, this is what I see.
I know that it was meant to be."
He was flying proudly when a brisk wind came and knocked him about, nearly turning him upside down and forcing him to land.
The crow shook his head and noticed a small piece of dust in his eye.
Shaking his head again and rubbing his eye with his wing, the crow said:
"There is a gigantic rock in my crow eye! How can this be?
Is there no mercy out there for me?"
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Not Without My Chicken Leg
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IN THE CHICKEN COOP, there were three roosters. Big Red was the biggest, strongest, reddest rooster you ever saw. The other two were Yellow Tail — the up-and-coming rooster who wasn’t yet as big or as strong, but what he lacked he made up for with speed and youth — and Little Roo, who was very young and lacked the strength and speed of his counterparts, but still tended the hens with them.

One day, a fox came to the roost, smiled, and said:

"Ok, chickens, here's the deal.
I have come for a meal.
So, I am going to take and not beg,
And I will be leaving with a chicken leg."
Being courageous and bold, Big Red went out to meet the fox. But he was neither big nor strong enough to stop him, and the fox made Big Red his meal that night.

It was not long before the fox returned, telling his tale:

"Ok, chickens, here's the deal.
I have come for a meal.
So, I am going to take and not beg,
And I will be leaving with a chicken leg."
Yellow Tail knew he was now the rooster in charge, but he was not as strong and lacked the courage of Big Red. Still understanding his duty, Yellow Tail squawked loudly so the fox would follow and ran as fast as he could. Even though chickens are fast — and Yellow Tail was as swift as a chicken could be — his two legs were no match for the fox’s four, and again the fox had another meal.

Well, what a place for a chicken to be — one left of the three.
So Little Roo hid the hens under their nest and prepared for the night the fox would return. He hid under the nest with the hens, where the fox was too large to follow.
The fox returned just as before, saying:

"Ok, chickens, here's the deal.
I have come for a meal.
So, I am going to take and not beg,
And I will be leaving with a chicken leg."
Little Roo fled under the nest, and the fox turned to chase, but he was too big.
Not willing to be outdone by a bird, the fox began digging to widen the space to reach his chicken leg. As the fox dug, Little Roo scratched at his paws until they began to bleed. When the fox stopped to look inside, Little Roo poked him in the eye.
What a lesson for that fox to learn.
He never returned.
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The Meeting of the Beast
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Once, at a gathering of the creatures, the gazelle turned to the lion and asked him to stop hunting them. “You leave our children young orphans,” he said quietly. “I survive on grass and whatever is left in the field — surely you could spare us.”

The lion responded, “I am bigger and stronger; I’ll do what I please.”

The elephant interrupted, “I am even bigger and much stronger. Should I do as I please? I get by eating only bush and leaves.”

The vulture added, “I eat only what has already died.”

The beetle said, “I only eat what everyone leaves behind.”

The worm said nothing, but he knew he ate only what was in the soil.

The lion said, “I don’t understand you.”

We all know he never will.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Freedom at the Lake

[image: ]


[image: ]

One day, at the fence line of a country estate, a dog and a coyote met and began to talk.
“You’re so pleasant,” said the coyote. “Too bad you are a slave to another creature.”
“What do you mean? I have a soft bed and meals every night, while you sleep in the dirt and scrounge for food,” replied the dog.

Then the coyote continued, “Don’t you beg for your droppings? Run to the door to meet your master? Come at his every whim? And if he doesn’t wish it, aren’t you scolded?”

“Yes, but he loves and cares for me,” said the dog.

Then the coyote asked the big question: “Don’t you wish to be free?”

The dog smiled. “I can run anywhere in the yard, and sometimes when we are at the lake, I’m let off the leash to play ball and run everywhere. What freedom I have!”

The coyote walked away, shaking her head.
He doesn’t even know he’s being treated like a dog, she thought.
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The Mage
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Once, there was a great magician — a wizard — and whether he was good or evil, no one could say. But he was great, for he could influence the king to do anything he wished.

His apprentice said to him, “You are so powerful. You can make the king do anything you want.”

The wizard roared with laughter. “I’m only as powerful as that king,” he said.
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Michelangelo
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A carpenter and his apprentice were working when the younger man said, “Let’s hurry and be done with this already!”

The older craftsman replied, “It was told to me that the Pope once told Michelangelo to hurry, and Michelangelo refused. The Pope, angry, said he had many other painters and sculptors who could work five times as fast.”

The carpenter smiled and asked, “Do you know the names of those artists?”

After a pause, he added, “A thousand years from now, people will remember good craft — and forget the ones who only worked fast.”
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Fool
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In the middle of the country, between the farms and the ranches, lived a man who considered himself wise, though others thought him a fool. He would stroll the road from time to time, logging the wildflowers in his book.

The farmer would tell the ranchers:

“Look at him. He’s such a fool.
What can he do? He can’t even use a tool.
You know he counts the stars at night.
Living so loftily, all he wants to do is write.”
“Hey, Farmer,” said the fool, “could you spare some raspberries? From the wind and sky, I can see there’s going to be an unusual frost tonight. You’ll need to protect or harvest them. I’ll help.”

“Thanks,” said the farmer, and he hurried to pick his berries and safeguard the remaining plants before the frost. Afterward, he handed the fool a pouch of berries. When the fool left, the farmer shook his head and said:

“Look at him. He’s such a fool.
What can he do? He can’t even use a tool.
You know he counts the stars at night.
Living so loftily, all he wants to do is write.”
“Hey, Rancher,” said the fool, “could I have a bottle of milk? You must bring your goats in, for the cougars will be out tonight. A bear new to the area has chased them off the hill. I’ll help.”

“Thanks,” said the rancher. He put up his goats, checked all his gates
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