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The Monkey and the Crocodile







An apple tree grew on the banks of a mighty river. The apples were sweet and rich like nectar. A monkey called Bander lived in the tree and lived off its delicious fruit.

One day a crocodile called Much crawled up to the shore to rest in the shade of the tree. He looked longingly at the ripe fruit hanging from the branches, but naturally he couldn’t reach one of them.

But as you know you have to show all visitors due respect, for visitors are like gods, and if you let them go without showing due hospitality, there is a certain risk they may never come back.

So Bander greeted Much as warmly as he could.

“Welcome sir!” he said to the crocodile and added obliging: “Would you perhaps be so kind as to sample some of my delicious apples?”

“I would indeed”, said Much. “So very kind of you!”

Bander gave Much some apples and the crocodile immediately gobbled them down. Never before had he tasted anything so delicious.

Thus they kept chatting and soon got acquainted. Time flew by as they discussed this and that while they ate the delicious apples. 

And as you know friendship must be nourished. Friends must give and take, eat and have fun together; for even a calf will leave its mother should the milk run dry. 

From that day on the monkey and the crocodile became good friends. They met as often as they could to eat the fruit and talk.

But Mrs Much began to wonder where her husband spent his days. One evening she questioned him about it when he came home: “Dear husband, where have you been? I have been waiting for you, for hours. You’re always late! Have you found another woman? If that is the case you seem to enjoy her company better than mine!”

“Not at all my dear, what makes you think that?” replied Much, much upset. “I have simply spent time with a good friend who gave me these juicy apples. Try one and you will see.”

Naturally Mrs Much had never eaten anything so delicious and she thought to herself: if these apples are so sweet, how sweet will the heart of the creature eating them everyday be? I want its heart on my plate!

Cunningly she said to her husband:

“Much, I’m getting old and my skin is all in wrinkles. What if I were to eat your friend’s heart? Then surely I would become young and beautiful again. Why don’t you get it for me?”

Much was aghast when he heard her say this: “Bander is my friend and he always shares his fruits with me! How could I do such a thing!”

But Mrs Much wouldn’t listen and when her husband wouldn’t be persuaded, she got into a sulk. Finally the situation became unbearable and reluctantly Much swam to his friend’s tree. 

When Much arrived he called out to the monkey:

“Dear Bander, my wife would like to meet you, she pesters me and asks me as to why I don’t invite you to our house.”

Bander replied:

“How can I do that? I live amongst the trees and you live in the water. How could I go to your house, I can’t even swim?”

Though Much was slow witted, he had thought out a plan:

“Don’t worry my friend”, he said. “All you have to do is to jump on to my back and I will take you to my house.”

Bander thought it sounded like a good idea and did as he was told.

Much went out on the river with the monkey on his back, but as he came further out, he swam deeper and deeper. Poor Bander was soon soaking wet and called out:

“My friend, you swim deeper and deeper, and soon you will drown me!”

Much thought that Bander was now helpless and decided to tell him the truth:

“My wife wants to eat your heart Bander. She thinks it’s sweeter than the apples on the tree.”

Bander was terrified when he heard this, but didn’t lose his wits.

“Why didn’t you tell me that at once”, he said quickly. “If I had known it was my heart she wanted I would have brought it along with me. Let’s go back to my tree so I can fetch it.”

“Is that so?” said Much, much relieved that his friend was so obliging. “Then let’s turn back.”

As soon as they got close to the shore Bander quickly jumped to the land and up in the safety of his tree, from where he mocked the gullible Much:

“Have you ever heard of anyone leaving their heart at home, you stupid crocodile!”

“Come back at once”, Much cried angrily. “My wife will be furious.”

But Bander merely laughed and climbed as high as he could in his dear old tree. There he sat and ate an apple while he looked out across the river and pondered about the old saying:




Better an honest enemy

than a false friend
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