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Here are ten stories about a
wise zebra called, Cadebra.
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Cadebra makes
friends with Ryan the lion.

 


One day, Cadebra, who was the
wisest zebra in the jungle, was hurrying to his favourite waterhole
to meet with other zebras in the herd when he heard the angriest
and loudest roar. With a startled, frightened whinny he
stopped.

For several seconds Cadebra's
black stripes actually turned white with fear, with the shock of
what he saw was blocking the path he was on.

It was the biggest and fiercest,
lion he had ever seen.

“Where do you think you’re
going?” snarled the lion, huge globs of saliva dripping from all
his yellow teeth.

Cadebra could see there was one
big black tooth at the side of the lion's mouth.

“I…I…was going to my favourite
waterhole to meet with my friends,” said Cadebra. Though he was
terrified, he didn’t want the lion to know it.

“Friends!” roared the lion. “I
hate friends! I hate all friends!”

Cadebra quickly calmed down as
he studied the lion. “Don’t you have any friends?” he asked.

At this, the lion began to tear
at the jungle path with its huge claws. “No,” he snarled. “Because
I hate them.”

“How do you know you hate them,
if you don’t have any?” asked Cadebra. Bravely he took a step
closer to the lion.

The lion squinted at the zebra.
“I had friends when I was younger,” he snarled, snapping angrily at
a dragon fly that was just flying past.

“What happened?” asked Cadebra,
“how did you lose your friends?”

“Lose them!” roared the lion,
tearing a big lump of clay out of the ground. “What do you mean,
zebra, how did I lose them? I didn’t lose them. I know where they
are. They’re just not my friends anymore.”

Cadebra took another step
closer. “Why? What did you do to them?”

“Do to them?” roared the lion,
lifting one of its front paws and stretching to rake his claws down
the trunk of a coconut tree nearby. “Why I…”

“Yes?” asked Cadebra.

“I…they…they said I was
bad-tempered,” the lion said quickly.

“Hmmm. I can understand that,”
said Cadebra.

“You can?”

“Yes, well you have to admit you
are bad-tempered,” said Cadebra, his black eyes staring steadily at
the lion.

“But lions are always
bad-tempered,” snarled the lion. Suddenly he gave the loudest roar
and dug his front paws hard into the ground as he glared at
Cadebra.

At this, Cadebra whinnied
sharply and rose on its two hind legs. “No!” he shouted. “Not all
lions are bad tempered. Only hungry lions are bad tempered.” He
gulped. “Are…are you…hungry?” he asked

The lion’s yellow eyes blinked
several times, but he said, “No, I’m not hungry. I’ve eaten just
five minutes ago.”

“Then…then why are you stopping
me from getting to my favourite waterhole?” exclaimed the relieved
zebra, moving another bit closer to the lion.

“Because…”

“Because what?”

“Just because,” said the lion.
“Oh, I…I don’t know why, because…”

“Well that’s no reason,”
exclaimed Cadebra, getting a little angry with the lion. “There has
to be a reason for you to be bad-tempered.”

Suddenly the lion gave the
loudest roar yet and began to roll about on the ground clawing at
its mouth.

Startled Cadebra watched it
trying to figure out what was wrong with the lion.

Two minutes later the lion was
on his feet again.

“Why did you do that?” asked
Cadebra.

“What?”

“That, roll about on the ground
and claw at your mouth?”

The lion glared at him. “I have
a pain,” he growled.

“A pain? In your mouth?”

“Yes, how did you know?”

Cadebra ignored the question.
“What pains you?” he asked, moving right up to the lion.

“I…I don’t know,” growled the
lion, “but it’s always there.” Sometimes it gets worse. It was
worse just then.”

Cadebra stared at the lion’s
mouth. “Could I have a look inside your mouth?” he asked.

“Why?” snarled the lion
suspiciously, saliva dripping from its hairy mouth.

“I might be able to see the
pain,” said Cadebra.

“See the pain! See the pain!”
roared the lion. “You can’t see pain! Zebra, you are a fool. I
thought zebras were smart.”

“No, no, I know you can’t see
pain, but I might be able to see what is causing your pain.”

The lion stood even taller as it
glared straight into Cadebra’s bright eyes. “What do you want me to
do?” he snarled, his claws raking at the dry leafy ground.

“Just let me look inside your
mouth,” replied Cadebra.

Suddenly the lion gave a great
roar that startled Cadebra. He moved back a little.

“Do you think I’m a fool,
zebra?”

Cadebra whinnied softly. “No,
but I think you need my help.”

“I…I need no animal’s help,”
growled the lion. “I'm the king of the jungle. I am the mightiest
beast in all the jungles.”

“That may be so, lion, but you
still need my help,” said Cadebra, staring at the lion’s mouth.

The lion growled angrily and
stretched itself as if it was about to spring on Cadebra, but the
brave zebra stood its ground.

“Open your mouth,” Cadebra said
quietly. “I want to see what pains you.”

The lion studied the zebra as it
thought it over. Then it slowly opened its mouth as wide as it
could.

“I’ll…I’ll have to stick my head
inside,” said Cadebra, regretting now he had offered to help the
lion.

“Welll hurry uppp,” growled the
lion, trying to speak.

Moving closer, Cadebra stretched
to stick his striped head right inside the lion’s mouth.

“It’s very dark in here,” he
exclaimed, listening to his voice echo away down into the lion’s
throat. He stared at the lion’s huge red tongue, then squinting to
see more clearly he saw what was causing the king of the jungle’s
pain. Withdrawing his head he said, “I have to poke at your teeth.
I’d need to know you won’t suddenly bite me?”

The lion snarled. “If I had
wanted to bite you I would have done it long ago. What did you
see?”

“Teeth,” replied Cadebra.

“Teeth!” roared the lion. “Of
course you saw teeth. I have many teeth, many sharp teeth,” he
added, glaring at Cadebra.

“Yes, but I saw one that didn’t
look right,” said Cadebra.

“What do you mean, didn't look
right?”

“There is a tooth in your mouth
that is black. It will have to come out. It is my guess it is that
black tooth that has been causing you pain all this time. Don’t you
clean your teeth?” he added.

“Clean them, of course not.
What’s the point of cleaning my teeth?” growled the lion.

“To keep away the pain,” replied
Cadebra. “Now I have to poke inside your mouth. I’ll use a stick
this time.”

A few seconds later, Cadebra was
prodding each of the lion’s teeth.

“Now,” said Cadebra, before he
prodded the black tooth. “I am going to prod this last tooth. If
you feel any pain then we will know that that is the tooth that is
going to have to come out. Are you ready?”

“I’m ready,” growled the lion.
“And do hurry. I am getting very fed up.”

“Are you ready?” asked Cadebra
again as he pushed the stick at the black tooth.

Suddenly, with the tremendous
roar, the lion pulled away from Cadebra. Roaring with pain it began
to roll about on the ground, pawing at its mouth.

Cadebra watched and waited until
the lion had stopped roaring and was back on its feet.

“Lion,” said Cadebra. “That
tooth will have to come out. You will have to pay a visit to the
jungle dentist.”

At the word dentist the lion
trembled. “Nooooo!”

“Yes. You’ll have to, or you’ll
be in worse pain if your other teeth go bad.”

“But…but…the dentist…” The lion
trembled again. “I…I couldn’t…”

“Don’t tell me the mightiest
beast in the jungle is afraid of going to the jungle dentist?”
sneered Cadebra. “Why even the tiniest of animals go to the
dentist. Are you really that scared?”

The lion’s face grew red with
embarrassment and turned away. “Yes,” he growled quietly.

Cadebra smiled. “Look, if I go
with you, will you go? I’ll be your friend.”

The lion stared at the zebra.
“My…my friend?”

“Yes, if you want me to be,”
said Cadebra.

The lion studied the young
zebra.

Cadebra smiled when he saw a
tiny tear trickle from the lion’s left eye and run down onto its
hairy nose.

“By the way my name is, Cadebra.
You haven’t told me your name.”

Sniffing the lion growled,
“Ryan.”

“Ryan the lion,” said Cadebra.
“That’s a fine name. I like it.”

The lion smiled, but suddenly
the pain in his mouth came back again. He began to roll about on
the ground clawing at his mouth.

When he was finished Cadebra
said, “Come on, Ryan. We don’t have a lot of time to waste. We must
get you to the jungle dentist.”

****

Several few minutes later, the
wise zebra and the mighty lion were coming to a clearing in the
jungle.

All around the clearing were
jungle shops. Baby monkeys and young chimpanzees gaped at the odd
pair as they walked towards a small sign that said, “I PULL ‘EM,
DENTIST.”

Cadebra rapped on a coconut door
knocker that hung to one side of the door. A chimpanzee, wearing a
white apron opened the door, his old eyes widening as Cadebra
quickly explained what was paining Ryan. The chimpanzee dentist
studied Ryan for several seconds and said, “Come in, come in, Ryan
and let’s have a look at the molar that is giving you pain.”

In a few seconds, Ryan was
sitting on the dentist’s floor. His mouth was wide open and the
dentist was examining inside it.

“Ah yes, I see what the problem
is,” said the dentist. “It’s a pity you didn’t learn to clean your
teeth, Ryan.”

“I did learn,” growled Ryan
glancing at Cadebra. “But I didn’t bother. I thought it was a
stupid waste of time.”

The dentist glanced at Cadebra,
raised his bushy eyebrows and then ambled across the
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