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The Wise Old Rooster





A wise old rooster led his flock of hens through the village street. As usual, he had set out the very best waste heap for his charges. Once there, the hens immediately began to peck at the tastiest of the scraps of food thrown into the heap by the village housewives. But the rooster himself waited to eat, instead he kept his eyes peeled in case any of the village's treacherous cats or other dangers should appear.


Now it so happened that a cockerel had grown up in the neighbourhood, young and strong, but lacking a flock of his own. When the young rooster saw the old rooster surrounded by so many hens, his comb swelled and he came running at full speed. It wasn't long before the two roosters were locked in a life-and-death struggle.


They fought and fought with claws, they hacked each other with sharp beaks until both bled. But in the end the old rooster was tired, he could not fight for long, he had to give up and flee.


Defeated and discouraged, he left his beloved flock of hens and before he knew it, he was deep in the dense jungle near the village. Soon night fell and the rooster flew up and perched on a branch to roost for the night and to contemplate his fate.


At the foot of the tree a jackal had his den, and when night was over and dawn came the rooster, true to his habit, crowed as loud as he could:


“Cock-a-doodle-doo, cock-a-doodle-doo!”


The jackal awoke from his sleep at this unknown noise. But seeing the rooster, his pounding heart slowed down a little. 


But he felt quite grateful for the jackal had overslept, and as you know, jackals usually hunt early in the morning. Those who miss the early dawn can go hungry all day. Thanks to the rooster, the jackal woke up on time this morning and in the middle of the day he returned to his den, full and satisfied. The rooster, for his part, spent the day foraging in the forest and only in the evening did he return to the safety of the tree. 


So, the days passed and the jackal got used to the strange animal waking him up at the right time in the mornings and it didn't take long for them to get acquainted.


However, jackals are disgruntled creatures by nature. After only a few days, he began to complain about his new friend.


“What kind of friend are you anyway?” he asked the rooster as they rested by the roots of the tree one warm afternoon. “A real friend is someone who buys you dinner, makes you laugh, makes you feel good, and is always ready to save your life.”


The rooster who wanted to please the jackal immediately said: “Just follow me, and I'll show you that I'm a friend indeed!”


The rooster set off with the jackal following in his wake. Soon they had come to the path used by the village women who carried lunch to their men working in the fields.


It wasn't long before a couple of women showed up with food baskets on their heads.


“Hide behind the bushes there,” whispered the rooster. “And as soon as you get a chance, make the most of it!”


The jackal was confused but he did as his newfound friend said. 


But when the women passed by the rooster's hiding place, he crept up and stepped between them. The woman behind was very surprised to see the bird trotting along, right in front of her feet.


I'll catch that rooster, she thought, setting down her basket and made a grab for it. But the rooster easily side stepped her, and the woman grabbed her companion's legs instead, and both women fell in a heap on the ground.


The woman tried to explain that she was just trying to catch a rooster, which had by now long since disappeared into the bushes.


“You think I am a fool. I’ll teach you manners?” the other woman said angrily and slapped her. And so, the argument was on, with sticks and straws flying.


Behind the bush, the jackal sat hidden, choking with laughter that made his stomach ache, until the rooster appeared at his side and hissed:


“Hurry up, get the basket quick!”


The two women did not notice that the grinning jackal had snatched their food and had run away, closely followed by the rooster, so preoccupied were they with their quarrel.


Once home, the jackal ate to his fill, and when he thought of what had happened, he started laughing so hard that he had tears in his eyes.


But the next day he was dissatisfied again.


“A meal and a good laugh are certainly what you would expect from someone who wants to call himself a friend,” the jackal said meaningfully. “But what shows the true face of a friend is whether he is prepared to save your life!”


“Do you really want me to save your life?” the rooster asked.


“Yes, if you can!”


“Then follow me,” said the rooster, trotting off along a path which he knew the hunters used to follow when they went out hunting.


Soon a hunter came along with his dog at his side.


“Hide behind this bush,” said the rooster to his friend, and then he stepped out onto the path and started flapping his wings.


Seeing the seemingly injured bird, the dog immediately started barking and it came running towards the rooster with the hunter following. Just as the dog reached him, the rooster quickly jumped onto the hidden jackal's back and dug his sharp claws into his skin. The jackal flew up from its hiding place with a scream and the terrified hunter thought he was being attacked. He took up his staff and started beating the jackal with his stick as hard as he could, while the dog lunged at the jackal's legs.


But the rooster that had been running away now approached the dog and the hunter from behind. It flapped its wings as hard as it could and crowed with all his might.


Neither the hunter nor his faithful dog had seen anything like this before. A jackal and a rooster attacking them in the middle of the jungle!


They both turned their attention from the jackal and started chasing the rooster instead. The jackal saw his chance and ran from the place as fast as he could. 


But the rooster took to its wings and the hunter and dog soon tired of pursuing it, left it alone. The rooster made his way back to their tree deep in the jungle, where he found the jackal licking his wounds.


“Are you happy now?” the rooster asked.


“Just look at me!” Cried the jackal. “I am bruised all over!”


“If you're still dissatisfied even though I saved your life, then you're not a real friend,” said the rooster sadly. He decided the jungle was not for him, and he headed back towards the village.


There he was welcomed by his flock of hens with a great cackling of joy. The young cockerel, so full of himself, was preening himself and did not notice a cat that pounced on him and made him a meal. 


The hens now lacked protectors, and were overjoyed to see the wise old rooster return to the flock.
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