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The Dog and the Wolf
A dog lay asleep in the yard.
Then a hungry wolf ran in, wanting to eat her up.
The dog said:
‘Don’t eat me yet – I’m so bony and thin!
Wait a bit. Soon, there’s going to be a wedding in this house,
and then I’ll get such a lot of food that I’ll become very fat.
You’d be better off eating me then.’
The wolf believed her and walked off.

And the dog answered:
‘I’ll give you a tip, wolf.
The next time you find me
sleeping in the yard, you mustn’t
wait for a wedding!’

When he came back the next time,
he saw the dog lying on the roof.
The wolf asked:
‘Is the wedding over now?’
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The Root of all Evil in the World
In the forest, there lived a hermit. The animals were not
afraid of him. The hermit and the animals understood each other
and were used to talking about all kinds of things.

The raven said:
‘The root of all the evil in the world is hunger. When you have plenty of food and can
eat until you’re full, then you can sit on a branch crowing in peace. Everything feels
good and you are happy and content. But as soon as you’ve gone hungry for a day or
two, everything starts to seem so ugly and dull that you don’t even want to have a look
around. You begin to long that you were somewhere else, and you fly from place to
place, but can’t find peace anywhere.
And if you catch sight of a piece of meat, you gobble it up without even tasting it and
just feel worse. It may be that people throw sticks or stones at you, or that a wolf or a
dog wants to take you, and you don’t even try to escape. We have lost so many of our
brothers that way! Hunger is the root of all evil.’

Once, the hermit was lying under a tree, and the raven,
the pigeon, the deer and the snake came to stay there overnight. The animals began discussing where all the evil in
the world comes from.

The pigeon said:
‘For my part, I don’t think hunger is the problem, but love. If we all
lived alone, we wouldn’t have so many problems. When you’re alone you’ve only got yourself to look after. But we pigeons always live
as couples. And you’re so in love with your mate that you don’t have
a moment to yourself. All the time you’re thinking of her. Is she full?
Is she warm?
And when your mate flies away somewhere you become distraught,
thinking that a hawk, or some people, have caught her. So, you take
off to search, and then you end up in trouble yourself – perhaps the
hawk snatches you, or you are snared. If you lose your mate, you
lose your appetite for everything. You neither eat nor drink, all you
do is search and weep. So many of us have perished this way! The
root of all evil is not hunger, but love.’
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The snake said:
‘No, the root of evil is neither hunger nor love, but anger. If we all
lived in peace and didn’t become angry with each other, then everything would be fine. But as soon something turns against us, we
become angry and then we don’t hold anything dear anymore. The
only thing we think about is how we’re going to get back by attacking someone else. We hiss and spit and slither about, hunting for
someone to bite. No-one is safe. We work ourselves up to the point
where we’re so angry, we could bite our own tails. Anger is the root
of all evil.’
The deer said:
‘No, the root of all the evil in the world is neither anger nor love,
nor hunger, but fear. If only we didn’t feel any fear, all would be
well. We’re strong and have fast legs. The small animals we can
butt away, and the big ones we can easily outrun. But you can’t
help feeling afraid. As soon as a twig snaps in the forest, or there’s a rustling in the leaves, you start quivering with terror. Your
heart pounds as if it wants to punch its way out of your chest, and
you run for all you’re worth. It may just be a hare passing by, a
bird taking off, or a dry stick cracking in the wind, but we think
it’s a predator and we dash away at full speed – head first into a
real one. Or else we flee from a dog and run into a human being.
Often, we’re startled and run without knowing where we’re going,
and suddenly we fall from a cliff to our death. And always we
sleep with one eye open, while at the same time listening for enemies. We can never relax. The root of all evil is fear.’

Then the hermit said:
‘Neither hunger, love, anger nor fear are the roots of all our suffering, but our own selves. For out of ourselves come hunger, love,
anger and fear!’

The King and the Elephants
An Indian king ordered all the blind people in the country be gathered together
in order to meet his elephants. They were taken to the king’s stables to touch
the elephants.
One felt a leg, another the hair at the end of a tail, a third a tail itself, a fourth a
stomach, a fifth a back, a sixth a head, a seventh a tusk and an eighth a trunk.
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Then the king called the blind people to him, and asked:
‘Can you describe my elephants?’

One of the blind answered: ‘Your elephants are like pillars.’ He was the one who had felt an elephant’s leg.

Another said: ‘They are like
bath brushes.’ He was the one
who had felt the hair at the
end of a tail.

He who had felt a back said:
‘They are like floors.’
The one who had felt a head said:
‘They are like pestles.’

A third said:
‘They are like branches.’ She had felt a
tail.

The one who had felt
a tusk said:
‘They are like horns.’

The one who had felt a stomach said: ‘the
elephants are like piles of earth.’

He who had felt a
trunk said:
‘They are like rope.’

And then all the blind people started to argue
with each other.

The Deer
A deer went to a stream to drink,
saw his own reflection in the water
and was happy, because he had such fine,
handsome antlers.
But when he saw his legs he thought:
‘It’s a shame I’ve got such weak and spindly legs!’
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He was faster than the lion, but when he ran into
the forest his antlers got stuck in some branches,
and the lion sank his claws into him.
Just before he died, the deer thought:
‘What a fool I am! My legs, which I thought weak,
were about to save me, but my antlers, of which I was
so proud, were my death.’

Suddenly a lion
leapt out of the bushes.
The deer shot off over
the open field.
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