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PREFACE
 
 

I began writing these short stories for children some 20 years ago. 

During this time, I was inspired as I watched my four grandsons grow 

from babies into active toddlers. They were fascinated by animals. It 

took me back to my time as a child where I was constantly surrounded 

by animals in my idyllic childhood years growing up in the countryside. 

We had our own cows, ducks, and chickens. Our pets, a dog and a 

cat, provided endless amusement. Surrounding our family bungalow 

were lovely trees where countless animals lived. 

 

May this collection of stories continue to inspire in our children a 

love for animals and the beauty of nature. This book is dedicated to 

children everywhere. 

 

Saroja Dev Param
Seremban
22 February 2022                                                       
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It was a sunny morning when Mother Duck and her six ducklings 
waddled off to a nearby pond.
 
The ducklings stopped along the path to catch a worm. “Quack-
quack,” went Mother Duck as she tried to hurry them along.
 
She was afraid of the naughty kitten. It might jump at them and 
frighten the ducklings away. Some of the ducklings were afraid they 
would lose their way.
 
The little ducklings followed Mother Duck all in a row. Widdle-waddle 
they went. “Quack, quack,” went Mother Duck.   It was a pretty sight 
as they waddled down the path. They passed rows and rows of plants 
on either side of the path.
 
They soon met Mother Hen and her chicks. They were pecking grain 
and seed on the ground.

MOTHER DUCK AND HER DUCKLINGS

1
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Mother Hen called out, “Cluck, cluck, and where are you off to this 
sunny morning?” Her chicks also went, “Cheep, cheep,” as Mother 
Duck and her six ducklings passed by.
 
“Do not stop,” said Mother Duck. “It is good if we go before it is too 
hot.” Mother Duck and her six little ducklings kept on one side of the 
path as a scruffy dog ran past Mother Duck and her six little ducklings. 
They were really scared of this neighbourhood dog.  They were afraid 
it would chase them.
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They waddled on to the pond. Splash! Mother Duck jumped in first. 
The ducklings tried to jump in, and soon each one tumbled into the 
water. Mother Duck kept calling and telling them to hurry into the 
water.
 
The water was cool and still. Mother Duck led them with a “Quack, 
quack, quack” as she dipped her head into the water for a worm. The 
six little ducklings were soon swimming one behind the other in a neat 
little row. They looked so graceful, slowly paddling with their webbed 
feet. They too ducked their heads into the water hoping to catch a 
worm.



4

Mother Duck and her six ducklings swam and ducked and cleaned 
their feathers with their beaks. They soon looked nice and clean. 
Happily, they continued looking for more worms along the sides of the 
pond.
 
It was quite some time before Mother Duck and her ducklings got 
out of the pond.  After a while, dark clouds began to gather in the 
sky. There was a rumble up above. Mother Duck called out to her 
ducklings to be close to her. The wind blew and the water in the   
pond formed gentle ripples.
 
As Mother Duck and her ducklings were struggling up the side of the 
pond, they saw Leela waiting to lead them home. Leela had brought 
a stick with her. Leela was worried that Mother Duck and her ducklings 
would not be able to come home on their own.
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They knew the way, but 
Leela was worried as it 
was going to rain soon. 
Mother Duck was 
happy to see Leela 
and she called out to 
her ducklings to keep 
close to each other.  
She was happy that 
Leela had come to 
bring them home.  
Now she would not 
have to fear the 
kitten or the dog. The 
kitten and the dog 
liked chasing the 
ducklings and the 
chickens.
 
Mother Duck was 
very good. She got 
her ducklings to fall in 
line behind her and they all 
waddled back to the yard while 
Leela kept them on the safe side of the path.
 
Leela tapped with her stick, and Mother Duck and her ducklings 
entered the yard just before the rain came down.
 
They waddled into the hut and sat in one corner. They were tired but 
happy from a good swim and having cleaned themselves thoroughly. 
The hens and the chicks sat in another corner.  Everyone was quiet 
and ready for a ‘siesta’ as it started raining.
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LITTLE BROWN HEN’S ADVENTURE
Little Brown Hen and 
her chicks lived in a 
farmyard in the village.  
The farmer and his wife 
took good care of all 
their farm animals.
 
They were proud of the 
birds and the animals 
and liked to show them 
off to their friends who 
visited them.  They were 
especially happy to 
show off Little Brown 
Hen and her chicks.
 
Little Brown Hen had 
shiny feathers with a 
shiny red crest on her 
head. She moved 
about gracefully with 
her chicks looking for 

grain. She would peck grain on the ground and cluck loudly to her 
chicks. She showed them the worm she had found and broke it into 
pieces for the chicks. Sometimes you could see one of the chicks 
pecking out of its mother’s beak.
 
Little Brown Hen would share her food with the ducklings.  In fact, the 
hens and the ducks even ate out of the same dish.
 
She was happy with what the farmer fed them. When they were tired, 
Little Brown Hen and her chicks would sometimes sit under a tree to 
rest.
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One afternoon, Little Brown Hen found an opening under the fence.  
Soon they were out in the world outside the fence.
 
At first she was happy because she thought she could get more food 
for herself and her chicks. On she went pecking on the ground and 
clucking away. The two chicks that had followed her soon got tired. 
They went “cheep, cheep” and stopped as they were unable to keep 
up with their mother.

A squirrel came down from the tree and showed them the way to 
their mother. The chicks soon followed the squirrel as it scampered 
towards Little Brown Hen. The squirrel knew that they were new to the 
area. He was curious to find out what Little Brown Hen and her chicks 
were doing there. He led the two chicks to Little Brown Hen.
 
“Tell me Brown Hen, what are you doing in this place?” asked the 
squirrel. “I came out of the fenced area to look for more food,” 
answered Little Brown Hen. The squirrel chattered loudly and said “My 
dear Brown Hen, you will not find any food here.” Little Brown Hen 
began to wonder where she was and what would happen to her and 
her chicks. She clucked aloud calling out to her two chicks to be close 
to her.  She walked on without knowing where she was going.
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A mynah bird saw Little Brown Hen and her chicks from the branch of 
a tree above. The mynah remembered seeing Little Brown Hen and 
her chicks when she used to fly down to eat the leftovers in the dish 
after the hens and ducks had all eaten their food. The mynah feared 
Little Brown Hen and her chicks were lost. She was sure they would not 
be able to find their way back to the farm.
 
Mynah bird hopped down from the branch in front of Little Brown Hen. 
Little Brown Hen had a shock and called out to her chicks.  “Tell me 
Brown Hen, what are you doing in this place?” asked the mynah bird. 
“I came out of the fenced area to look for more food,” answered 
Little Brown Hen.  Mynah bird chirped out loudly, “My dear Brown Hen, 
you will not find any food here.”
 
This time Little Brown Hen 
was really scared.  “What 
am I to do?  How can I 
go back?” asked Little 
Brown Hen. “Do not 
fear, I’ll show you the 
way,” answered mynah 
bird. Little Brown Hen 
felt safe. “Now Brown 
Hen, I’ll fly for a short 
distance and wait on 
a branch for you and 
your chicks to follow 
my calls. Come up 
to the branch where 
I’ll be waiting.”  Little 
Brown Hen called 
her chicks again 
and told them what 
they were to do.
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The clever mynah bird’s bright idea was really wonderful.  So, Little 
Brown Hen and her chicks followed mynah bird’s instructions very 
carefully. They reached the first stop safely.  
 
The curious squirrel was out again. “And this time, where are you 
going Brown Hen?” asked the squirrel. “We are on our way back to 
the farm,” replied Little Brown Hen.
 
“Didn’t I tell you that there is no food around here? We have to hunt 
for our food day after day,” said the squirrel. “Yes, I can see that 
now,” said Little Brown Hen softly. She was eager to reach the farm 
house.

Mynah bird continued her short flights with patience. She looked 
down to see that Little Brown Hen and her chicks followed the route 
she took. Mynah bird was indeed a kind bird. She knew Little Brown 
Hen was very tired and so were her chicks. She kept chirping from the 
branch where she perched and waited for Little Brown Hen and her 
chicks until they reached the spot.
     
After a few flight stops, they were soon at the farmhouse yard. This 
time mynah bird perched on the fence. Little Brown Hen and her 
chicks crept back through the opening in the fence into the yard. 
Little Brown Hen’s other four chicks chirped out and joined them. 
They were happy to see their mother and the two chicks. Little Brown 
Hen was glad when the farmer put food in the dish. Soon the hens 
and ducks were having their 
evening meal. As the hens 
and ducks moved away, 
mynah bird was next to Little 
Brown Hen pecking at the 
food. “Don’t you ever do 
such a foolish thing again,” 
whispered mynah bird into 
Little Brown Hen’s ear.
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THE CURIOUS CAT

Timah had a pet cat. The cat had beautiful soft fur. So Timah named 
her cat ‘Fluffy’. Fluffy had white fur and shiny blue eyes.  Timah gave 
her fish and rice to eat. Besides water, Timah gave her milk every 
night. Fluffy had a soft comfortable cushion in a basket where she 
slept at night.

Fluffy was a playful cat. She climbed up chairs and tables in the 
house. When Timah returned home from school, Fluffy followed her 
from room to room. She even tried to swing from the window curtains 
when the wind blew. Fluffy was an active little cat and was always 
waiting for something to happen. 
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Timah was proud of Fluffy. She showed off Fluffy when her friends 
visited her. Fluffy would sit near Timah and look at the picture on the 
television set. She appeared to be watching television with Timah and 
her friends. Even Timah’s friends loved Fluffy. They would stroke her fur 
as she stretched herself and purred softly. Fluffy enjoyed being patted. 
However, her ears would twitch at the slightest noise at the doorway. 
At the sound of a dog’s bark, Fluffy would perk up and run out of the 
room to see what was happening.

It happened one day when the neighbour’s dog came into their 
lawn. Fluffy heard the sound of the bell on the collar around the dog’s 
neck. Fluffy was curious. Out she ran onto the lawn. The dog saw Fluffy 
and thought it was a good chance to get close to Fluffy. The dog 
gave chase and Fluffy ran. Nobody in the house saw the dog and cat 
race. As the dog ran after Fluffy it came closer to her. Fluffy was out of 
the lawn and far from the dog.  Fluffy quickly struck upon an idea.

Without looking back, she quickly climbed the nearest tree. She 
climbed up meowing, but there was nobody to hear her mournful 
meows except the dog. The dog barked at her and decided to 
sit under the tree. The dog too was tired, so there he was waiting 
perhaps for Fluffy to come down.
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Fluffy though tired, climbed higher, hoping to catch two birds on the 
top of a branch. Of course the birds were frightened and so they flew 
away. Fluffy was left on the branch. She was still waiting for the dog to 
leave the place.
 
Fluffy meowed faintly from the branch of the tree. The dog looked up 
at Fluffy on the branch and barked now and then. Soon a grass-cutter 
came along. He was on his way home after the day’s work. Fluffy and 
the dog didn’t know what to do. The grass-cutter did not know what 
had happened. He didn’t know that Fluffy was in the tree, and he 
didn’t know that the dog was waiting for Fluffy under the tree. He just 
walked on, past the tree and was soon out of sight.

The sun was setting. It was evening. The dog, tired of sitting there, soon 
got up and walked away. Fluffy saw 
the dog leave. She whimpered 
as she came down slowly with 
great difficulty.
 
By then Timah was back 
home from school and 
was shocked to find Fluffy 
missing. No one in the 
house knew where Fluffy 
had disappeared to. A search 
party was soon on the way to look for Fluffy. While out looking for Fluffy 
they came across the grass-cutter.  “What are you looking for?” asked 
the grass-cutter.  “We are looking for our cat,” said Timah’s mother. 
“A cat?” asked the grass-cutter. “I saw a dog under that tree, and I 
heard the faint meow of a cat,” said the grass-cutter. “The meow of 
a cat? That must be Fluffy,” they shouted with delight.  They thanked 
him for giving them the information.

As their voices became louder and louder, Fluffy’s meows became 
clearer. The naughty cat was now scared to jump down from the tree. 
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Timah’s brother climbed up and coaxed Fluffy to come down. Fluffy 
was soon safe in his arms. Nobody scolded her at all, but instead 
stroked her fur and assured her that everything was alright. They 
knew that it was a game of ‘run and chase’ between Fluffy and the 
neighbour’s dog. They were happy she was safe.

Timah did not let Fluffy out of her sight.  She fed and comforted Fluffy. 
She also gave Fluffy a ‘lecture’ on good behavior. After a while, she 
put her to sleep in her basket.  Fluffy was soon purring. It was quite an 
adventure for a day.
 
The next day was a quiet day as usual. Fluffy was in and out of 
the rooms. Looking for company, she meowed in the kitchen. She 
jumped up as she heard a sound in the next room. What 
attracted her most was the smell from the dried 
salted fish. She went close to the trap and 
put out her paw to take out the slice of 
the fish. “Snap!” went the rat trap. 
“Meow!” wailed Fluffy. Timah’s 
mother rushed out of the 
kitchen. She quickly released 
the trap wire and pulled out 
Fluffy’s paw. What a terrible 
shock it was for all of them. 
They quickly took Fluffy to the 
veterinary doctor and got Fluffy’s 
paw treated. Timah was sad to see 
Fluffy in that condition.  Imagine how the rats managed to keep away 
from the rat trap. As they say, “Curiosity may kill the cat!” Timah loved 
Fluffy very much. She told Fluffy to keep out of trouble.
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BENJI THE DOG

Away in the countryside far from the town, there was a small village. 
In that village lived Ah Chai, a farmer and his family.  Ah Chai grew 
vegetables which he sold to the market stall holders in the town.  His 
wife, Ming-Ming was also hardworking.  She did all the housework.  
Mei Lin, their daughter who was ten years old had a pet dog named 
Benji.  She looked after her dog very well.
 
Benji was a playful dog; he was a good watchdog too.  Benji would sit 
in front of the door when both Mei Lin’s parents were at the vegetable 
farm and Mei Lin was in school. Benji would bark at would be intruders 
or passersby.
 
Very often Benji would accompany Mei Lin to the bus stop, where 
she waited for her school bus. On her return, Benji would go up to the 
gate to welcome her home wagging his tail with delight. Benji would 
wait for his sweet or crunchy biscuit which Mei Lin often brought for 
him.
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Benji was very friendly with Mei Lin’s cat too.  Dina, the cat was also 
very fond of Benji.  The two would roll on the ground, while Benji 
barked and frightened her with his barking. While Benji lay quietly, 
Dina would go and play with Benji’s bushy tail. Benji wagged his tail 
vigorously while Dina tried to hold it between her paws. Now and then 
he would chase her. Dina would run into the house or climb up a tree. 
Both Benji and Dina enjoyed these games.

Mei Lin enjoyed watching Benji and Dina running around and chasing 
each other. They were loveable pets.  Benji showed his happiness 
when Mei Lin’s parents returned from the farm.  He ran to the gate 
wagging his tail and barking loudly. Mei Lin knew her parents were 
back. Benji looked very happy and would follow Mei Lin’s mother in 
and out of the house. He looked as busy as Mei Lin’s mother.
 
Benji was Mei Lin’s pet and she took good care of him. Everyone 
loved Benji. Sometimes, you could see Benji sitting snugly at Mei Lin’s 
father’s feet. Everything in the house would be quiet at times.
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Every evening Benji went out for a walk or a run with Mei Lin. He loved 
those outings as Mei Lin often took him to a nearby field where he 
chased after birds or butterflies. Mei Lin sometimes tried to teach him 
a trick or two. He was a young and playful dog so he really enjoyed 
those outings. They would both return home panting and tired.

The hens and the ducks were scared of Benji. They would ‘cluck and 
quack’ when they saw Benji. He would stand near the gate when 
Mei Lin’s mother went in to feed the hens and the ducks.  Benji did 
not mean to harm them, but he would have enjoyed chasing them 
around.
 
Benji grew very fast. He had good food, plenty of exercise and a lot of 
affection from Mei Lin and her parents. His brown fur was well-washed 
and groomed. He was the talk of the neighbours. They too loved 
him. People passing by would often call out to him “Benji” which he 
didn’t appreciate very much. He was no longer a puppy. He was 
a full-grown watch dog, and he knew his owners well. As he was a 
friendly dog, the neighbours liked him a lot. They liked to watch Benji 
accompanying Mei Lin to the bus stop. As both Benji and Dina had 
grown, they did not chase each other so much. It was not unusual to 
see Benji and Dina sitting 
side by side having a 
short nap. They were 
good friends. Mei Lin 
and her parents were 
happy that they had 
such wonderful pets.

One evening, Mei Lin 
noticed that Benji was 
not around. She called 
and called but Benji 
was nowhere to be 
seen. 
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Even Dina meowed faintly as she rubbed her head against Mei Lin’s 
feet.  She too felt that Benji was missing. Benji was not in the house 
compound. She had not planned to go for her evening walk as she 
had a school project to complete. Mei Lin’s mother came out of the 
kitchen when she heard Mei Lin calling for Benji. “What’s happened, 
Mei Lin?” asked her mother. “I can’t find Benji. Where can he be?” 
asked Mei Lin.  
 
Soon Mei Lin and her mother went to look for Benji. Mei Lin’s father 
was not worried. “He’ll be back,” said Mei Lin’s father. “But Benji has 
never left the house all this time,” Mei Lin argued.  “We must go and 
look for him.”  Both Mei Lin and her mother called out to Benji and 
asked the neighbours if anyone had seen Benji. “Why, he was walking 
past this way,” said on old woman, as she pointed towards the field.

That gave them hope. They walked faster but when they reached 
the field, Benji was nowhere to be seen. They walked on for a short 
distance. On the way, they met a group of school boys returning 
home from school. “Hello Mei Lin, where are you and your mother 
going?” asked one of the boys who was their neighbour’s son.  “We 
are looking for Benji,” said Mei Lin. “Looking for Benji? I think he is with 
a group of dogs in the valley,” said Lim Swee. “I’ll go along with you,” 
he said.  Lim Swee then told his friends to tell his parents that he was 
going with Mei Lin and her mother to bring Benji home.

The three of them walked hurriedly as it would be getting dark soon. 
They walked along a narrow winding path which led them to the 
valley at the edge of the village. There was a group of scruffy looking 
dogs. They were running and chasing each other. Mei Lin called out, 
“Benji! Benji!” He saw them and stood still, not knowing what to do. 
“Benji! Benji!” Mei Lin called again and again. Lim Swee picked up a 
stick and walked towards the group of scruffy dogs. They barked, they 
growled, but turned away leaving Benji to his fate. Lim Swee chased 
the dogs, while Mei Lin caught Benji by the collar.  Mei Lin’s mother 
had brought along his chain which they seldom used. 
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They chained him and led him back to the house. Benji didn’t make a 
sound. He knew he had done something wrong, very wrong indeed.

They soon reached the house, and Mei Lin and her mother thanked 
Lim Swee for helping them. The neighbours who were at their gates 
smiled at the naughty dog. They were surprised that Benji had run 
away to play with the scruffy dogs. Benji had seen them roaming 
around when he went out with Mei Lin for his evening run round the 
field.  He managed to sneak away by digging a hole in the ground at 
the bottom of the fence.
 

Benji did not get a beating. He got a good scolding and a bath.  Mei 
Lin had to scrub him well, as Benji had played with those stray dogs. 
Mei Lin’s father lay bricks at the bottom of the fence round the house. 
And as for Benji, he was chained when they were not home. Dina 
was surprised at all these changes. Benji was afraid of Mei Lin and 
her mother. He looked up gently at Mei Lin’s father as he spoke softly, 
“So you made friends with those stray dogs, hey?”  Benji knew he 
had done something terribly wrong. He laid his head on the rug and 
looked at Dina sleeping in her basket in the corner of the room. 
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MR SQUIRREL

The forest had been 
cleared near the edge 
of the housing estate.  
There were a few trees at 
the border. The birds and 
other small animals now 
made their nests and 
homes in the remaining 
trees.
 

These birds often flew to the nearby houses to look for food. Some 
even tried to make their nests in the eaves of houses or the cultivated 
garden bamboo clumps. The pleasant twitter in the dawn was 
something the residents looked forward to. The birds even hopped 
onto the lawn and window sills. Sometimes the residents threw out 
grain in front of their houses. It was a pleasant sight to behold the 
different types of birds pecking at the grain on the ground. 
 
The scarcity of trees meant there was insufficient food for the small 
animals in the jungle.  Mr Squirrel watched these birds flying out of 
the trees during the day and flying back at night. One day Mr Squirrel 
thought he would try his luck. He was a very handsome squirrel with his 
brown fur and long bushy tail.
 
He climbed over the fence and soon scrambled up a coconut tree in 
the garden.  Wasn’t he glad?  “Just the thing,” he thought when he 
saw a clump of yellow coconuts below the feathery leaves. ‘Chuck, 
chuck’ the squirrel gnawed the coconut husk with its sharp front teeth. 
Mr Squirrel was delighted as in a short time he managed to make 
a hole to scrape out bits of the kernel for his afternoon meal. The 
lunch was complete with a sweet and cool refreshing drink from the 
coconut itself.
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As soon as he was full he scampered away into the nearby trees.  
“You look very happy,” chirped the green pigeon perched on the 
telephone cable. “Oh yes! I had a wonderful lunch,” squeaked the 
squirrel as he jumped from branch to branch.
 
Mr Squirrel was sure of food for a few days. He would hop from branch 
to branch, and then on to the ground.  That night he slept snugly in his 
hole.  

Next morning, the twitter of the birds in the forest woke him up early. It 
was too early for him to scamper out. He waited for the people who 
were on their way to work and the children on their way to school to 
leave.  He was afraid that they would notice him up in the coconut tree.
 
When he came out of the hole, he saw a magpie at the entrance. 
“And what are you doing here so early in the morning?” asked Mr 
Squirrel hurriedly. “I saw you up the coconut tree yesterday. I wonder 
if I could join you for a meal,” said the magpie.  “You think you 
can peck the coconut and make a hole?” Mr Squirrel asked in an 
arrogant tone. “No, not at all! Your beak will break and you’ll be sorry 
for that,” went on Mr Squirrel.
 
He was arrogant, but he was kind. He knew the birds and insects had 
to go very far in search of food. The clearing of the forest had created 
a big problem for the birds and little animals in that area.  He felt sorry 
for the magpie and invited her to join 
him at the coconut tree. The magpie 
was overjoyed. She flew from tree to 
tree and perched on a branch until 
Mr Squirrel caught up with her.

Soon they were both on the coconut 
tree. This time Mr Squirrel started gnawing 
at another coconut. The magpie tried 
to peck the coconut with her beak. 
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It was terrible. It hurt her beak so much that she gave up the idea. 
However, she was lucky. She managed to pick up some insects for 
her meal. When Mr Squirrel had made the hole and was enjoying the 
kernel, he invited the magpie to take a piece.
 
Mr Squirrel was excited. It was indeed great to see a squirrel and a 
magpie at the same clump of coconuts. Mr Squirrel scampered up 
and down and around with excitement. The magpie was however 
very quiet and warned the squirrel to be quiet. In fact the lady of the 
house came out into the backyard to pick up the clothes from the 
clothes line. She saw the magpie but not the squirrel. As the lady left 
the yard, both Mr Squirrel and the magpie left the place.

That evening, Mr Squirrel announced to the birds and animals that he 
did not have to worry about food anymore. “Be careful of the men 
folk,” warned the Wise Owl from the top of the tree. “People use the 
coconut. They eat the kernel and they drink the sweet water,” added 
the Wise Owl. Mr Squirrel heard what Wise Owl said, but didn’t pay 
any heed to it. He rushed into his hole and went off to sleep.
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The next morning, Mr Squirrel woke up with a feeling of dread. Wise 
Owl’s words kept ringing in his ears. He was confused and didn’t know 
what to do. He remembered the lady who had come into the yard to 
take in the laundry. He thought of the dog in the neighbour’s house. 
The dog had barked at him once or twice, but since he was up in the 
tree he felt safe enough.  He decided not to go out that day as those 
thoughts troubled him throughout the day. He picked up some nuts 
and seeds from around the forest.

Meanwhile, the residents had complained that the birds dirtied their 
balconies and windows, and some had even pecked the half ripe 
mangoes on their trees in the lawn. Was the damage caused only by 
the birds? The people began to wonder. They started thinking. One 
day a resident found a dead squirrel which was obviously killed by his 
cat. What a strange thing it was as people starting questioning one 
another.
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By then one or two other squirrels followed Mr Squirrel’s trail. Everyone 
was angry and they were on the look-out for these animals.
 
Mr Squirrel stayed away for a few days and when he felt strong, 
he thought everything was safe. Late one afternoon Mr Squirrel 
scampered merrily back on his old trail. He neither paid any heed to 
the magpie nor the Wise Owl. Off he went and there he was up again 
on the clump of yellow coconuts. Once again the neighbour’s dog 
barked and out came a little boy with a catapult aiming straight at 
Mr Squirrel. He had gnawed the husk just a little when a stone whizzed 
past him. He was lucky but a stubborn little squirrel he was. The little 
boy aimed the elastic from his 
catapult once again but 
his mother came out in 
the nick time to stop 
her son.

“Let it go,” said the 
woman, “it’s just an 
animal.”  The boy put 
down his catapult and 
ran to the coconut tree and 
chased away Mr Squirrel.  He 
thought of Wise Owl’s words and quickly leapt over the fence, out 
into the bushes and away into the forest, his heart still racing very fast.
 
Wise Owl saw him hurrying up the trunk into his hole. Wise Owl guessed 
what had happened.  He flew over to the entrance of the hole and 
asked “How is it that you are back home so fast?” Mr Squirrel told Wise 
Owl what had happened. Wise Owl had a kind heart. “Go to sleep. 
Be happy with what you have around here, and you will be safe,” 
said the Wise Owl.
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THE KINGFISHER
The padi fields stretched 
for miles to the foot 
of the blue hills in the 
distance. Small canals 
led the water into the 
padi fields. You could 
see the birds flying in 
the sky or perched on 
some branches in the 
trees.  There was plenty 
of fish in the nearby 
stream and pond. It was 
indeed a beautiful and 
picturesque sight. The 
people in the village 
too were healthy and 
happy.
 
They went to bed with 
the singing of the cricket 
and woke up to the 
chirping of the birds. The 
gentle breeze from the 
woods cooled the air.

The sparrows, mynahs, swallows, magpies, kingfishers and other birds 
had their nests and homes in the woods. The Kingfisher with its blue 
and brown feathers, perched on a branch over the pond, looked 
very pretty. It was a very patient bird and a clever bird too.  “Are you 
coming out with us?” asked the swallow as it started on its graceful 
flight in the air.  It didn’t wait for an answer.
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The Kingfisher sat and sat and with the slightest ripple in the water he 
would swoop down gracefully into the water and pick up a fish in his 
long thin beak. He was happy when he had a good catch.  Other 
birds envied him, but they would never try it. The Kingfisher sat for 
hours and suddenly flew down again for another catch. Once when 
he flew up with a 
fish in his beak, it 
dropped down 
on the ground. A 
passing dog picked 
it up, but dropped 
it on the ground as 
the fish was raw. The 
poor Kingfisher was 
tired and didn’t dive 
down to catch any 
more fish that day.

“What a tiresome 
way of getting 
one’s food,” said 
the sparrow. “Look 
how simple it is for 
us, picking up seeds 
or grain from the 
ground,” said the 
mynah bird. “My food is fresh,” said the Kingfisher. “You can’t eat fish, 
can you?” asked the Kingfisher.  “Each one of us has our own food. 
There are different types of food for different types of birds,” said Wise 
Owl who was listening to their argument.
 
“Some birds eat nuts, grains and seeds; some birds eat worms, insects 
and fish; and other birds eat fruits,” added Wise Owl, “and we are all 
strong and healthy.” The little birds stopped arguing and continued 
looking for seeds.
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The Kingfisher was quite observant. As he set on the branch above the 
pond he could see a duck and eight ducklings swimming in the pond. 
Now and then they would duck to catch a little fish or look for worms 
at the side of the pond. He had a kind heart, too.
 
One day while waiting for his catch, he swooped down and caught 
a fish and took it to the ducklings at the side of the pond who were 
digging for worms. The Kingfisher left the fish for the ducklings. They 
were delighted, and two or three of the ducklings enjoyed their morsel 
of food.
 
The Kingfisher was 
pleased and felt 
like a great hero. 
At first, Mother 
Duck was scared 
that he would fly 
away with one 
of her ducklings. 
Then she became 
happy as her 
ducklings were 
safe and were 
swimming right 
behind her.
 
As the Kingfisher 
continued this 
routine whenever 
he saw Mother 
Duck and 
her ducklings 
swimming in the pond, they became happy to see the Kingfisher by 
the pond.  This made him very happy too.
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Wise Owl noticed all this from a distance. When evening came, and 
it was getting dark Wise Owl came to his favourite tree and told 
the birds about the Kingfisher’s kindness. “He has a kind heart, this 
Kingfisher,” said Wise Owl.  “He helps the ducklings by giving them 
his catch,” said Wise Owl. The birds listened to Wise Owl’s tales while 
sitting snugly in their nests. The Kingfisher thanked Wise Owl for all the 
kind words about him.

Soon the birds were all asleep. The Kingfisher walked into his hole 
feeling happy and ready for a good sleep. The forest was quiet 
except for the chirping sound from the crickets. Wise Owl flapped his 
wings and flew out deep into the forest looking for food in the dark 
and still night.
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THE CLEVER COWS

Ramu and his family lived in a village away from town. Ramu grew 
vegetables and bananas in a plot near his house.
 
His wife, Kushi, did all the housework. Their two sons, Kirti and Rana, 
helped their parents after school.
 
Besides growing vegetables, Ramu also looked after his three cows 
and two calves. Every morning after watering the vegetables, he 
would take his cows out to graze in a field in the rubber plantation.

On Sundays, Kirti who was ten years old would go with his father.  He 
liked the cows and he liked walking through the rubber plantation 
with his father.
 
Sometimes he took his story-book with him.  He turned the pages of his 
story-book and kept a watchful eye over the cows.
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His father told him stories of days when Kirti’s grandfather had a dairy 
farm. They had many cows and they milked the cows. They then sold 
the milk to people in the town. Kirti listened and thought it would be 
great to have a dairy farm. “Can we have a dairy farm some day?” 
asked Kirti. “Oh no,” replied his father. “Is it hard work?” asked  Ramu.

When they were 
back home, Kirti 
would talk to the 
cows and pet 
them. He helped 
his father milk the 
cows sometimes. 
Kirti liked the cows 
so much that he 
gave the three 
cows names. 
‘Goldie’ was the 
name of the oldest 
cow, then came 
‘Sweet-Cream’ 

whose milk was sweet and creamy, and the youngest one was named 
‘Moonie’ because she had a white moon-like patch on her forehead.
 
Sometimes these cows grazed along with other cows owned by the 
villagers. There they met other cowherds. They discussed many things 
but mostly, they talked about their cattle.

Kirti often helped his father to bathe the cows in a nearby river.  He 
cleaned the cow-shed with his father, cut fresh grass for the night, 
and gathered dry grass for burning to keep away the mosquitoes. His 
mother too gave a helping hand whenever she could. Besides grass, 
the cows were also fed on a special porridge which was prepared by 
his mother. This porridge consisted of broken rice and sweet potatoes 
from their vegetable plot.
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The cows were so well-trained that on their return from the pastures in 
the evening they would trot up straight to the courtyard. “Where is our 
porridge?” they seemed to say. Kushi and her son Kirti would carry out 
the containers of porridge and put them in the courtyard.
 
Here Rana would coax them with endearing words. The cows enjoyed 
this wonderful meal. Looking silently at Kushi, they thanked her for the 
refreshing and quenching sweet porridge. “How sweet,” they seemed 
to say, and would lick right to the bottom of the container.  “You are 
clever cows and you are good cows,” Kushi would say stroking them 
gently.

One day Ramu was not feeling well.  So, he let the cows graze just 
around their house. “Aren’t the cows going into the plantation to 
graze?” asked Kirti. “No, your father is not well,” said his mother.  
“Don’t worry, I can manage them myself,” said Kirti enthusiastically 
and was getting ready with his books and cap. “Let Rana go with 
you,” added his father.  “Oh no, he’ll make things difficult,” insisted 
Kirti as he rushed out of the house to take up the job of cattle grazing 
all by himself.
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He talked to the cows seriously and shouted out to his mother, “Have 
no fear, I’ll be home with the cows on time.” He waved his cap in the 
air wildly and said, “Come, let’s go to the green, green grass fields.” 
The cows were happy and walked at his pace moving towards the 
familiar area. They were soon there. The cows started grazing and Kirti 
gave a sigh of relief.
 
He was overjoyed. “My parents trust me,” he thought. “Wow, I can do 
a job independently,” he mused. “You better do a good job,” thought 
Goldie.  “We’ll see how clever you are,” thought Moonie. So they 
grazed inch by inch and sat when chewing the cud. Kirti felt happy 
that the cows looked contented.  He was there to sit and watch.

So Kirti climbed up a tree and sat on the forked branch.  He took out 
his mouth-organ from his pocket and played some sweet tunes, the 
notes of which floated in the air around him. What a beautiful picture, 
the cows grazing leisurely, he enjoying his music as the trees swayed 
gracefully to this melody. Nature all around seemed so peaceful.

The cows grazed and moved around, Kirti was watchful, now and 
then he called out their names and he was sure they listened to him. 
“Now,” thought Kirti “let me read the story-book.” He looked at the 
cows, they were in their place. So he reclined on the branch and was 
on his way to story-land. Page after page he turned.  “Let me see,” 
thought he, “where are they?” The cows were within their boundary.
 
It must have been an interesting story for he kept on reading page 
after page for quite some time. The sun’s rays shone through the 
clump of leaves. A breeze swept through the plantation. Kirti was the 
happiest boy, he was happy he was able to help his father.  He was 
happy that his parents had given him a chance to take on a job on 
his own. The cows continued grazing and Kirti continued reading. 
Though he was absorbed in the story, he looked out now and then 
and counted the number of heads. “They are all there,” he would say 
and continued reading his story.
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He must have read for quite some time, sitting there up on the tree. 
“It is a wonderful way to spend the afternoon,” he thought to himself. 
Hours passed by. He changed his position and leaned against the 
trunk of the tree. He was comfortable. He continued reading, now 
and then looking out at the cows.

As more hours passed by, the cows continued grazing. The birds too 
chirped high on the trees. Suddenly he woke up from his nap, as his 
story-book slipped out of his hand and fell to the ground below. “Oh 
dear me!” he exclaimed as he looked around and saw none of the 
cows there.  He called out, “Goldie, Sweet Cream, Moonie, where are 
you?” He jumped down from the tree.
 
He called and called the cows, but he could not see any of them.  
He looked around and went further into the plantation. The cows 
were nowhere to be seen. He was frightened. What would he tell his 
parents?  He did not realise that he had slept for so long.
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He hurried home as fast as his legs could carry him.  Ramu and Kushi 
were shocked to see Kirti return home without the cows.  “Where 
are the cows?” asked his father.  “Why have you left the cows in 
the plantation?” shouted his mother.  Rana felt sorry for his brother. 
He went up to Kirti and held his hand and asked gently, “What 
happened, Kirti?”  Rana knew his brother was a responsible person. 
All this seemed very strange. Poor Kirti broke into tears and sobbed 
out, “I climbed a tree and was watching the cows from the branch. 
The cows were grazing as usual. Then when I started to read the story-
book, I dozed off.”  It didn’t appear to be a long time to Kirti. But by 
that time the cows decided to go in search of greener grass.
 
Both Ramu and Kushi were puzzled. As they were discussing to form a 
search party and contact some of their friends in the neighbourhood, 
Kirti heard the sound of the cowbells a short distance away.  He ran 
as fast as he could towards the direction where the sound came 
from. He jumped for joy and shouted, “Father, the cows, the cows are 
coming home.”
 
His parents and brother rushed out and joined Kirti. “Thank God!” said 
Ramu, “they are all back.”  Kushi also joined them and said, “They are 
clever cows.” Goldie was leading them home.  Kirti was happy as he 
petted Goldie and the other cows and calves.  “I will be more careful 
and responsible next time,” Kirti said to his parents.
 
Goldie, Sweet-Cream, Moonie and the calves were thoughtful and 
lovable animals. “What a big fuss, over such a small matter,” they 
must have thought as they trotted up in-line to the courtyard for their 
sweet and delicious porridge.
 
Kirti stood by as they had their porridge and praised them for being 
such sensible animals. The cows were happy to be back home.
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BUNNY RABBIT GOES TO TOWN

The afternoon was hot and dry. The sky above was clear. Bunny 
Rabbit was tired of nibbling his carrot just outside the hutch. Suddenly 
he hopped across the lawn onto the edge of the grass.
 
He had a bright idea! Bunny Rabbit hopped and hopped until he 
came to the gate. He stopped for a while, but the wide open gate 
was too tempting. As he hopped off the lawn, Mr Rooster who was 
at the gate asked him, “Bunny Rabbit, Bunny Rabbit, where are you 
going?”  “To the town,” answered Bunny Rabbit calmly.  “To the 
town?” asked Mr Rooster with great surprise. “Oh yes, I want to see 
the town, the motor cars, buses and lorries, the toyshops and the busy 
people,” and away he hopped.
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He met the Puppy, just at the end of the fence, “Bunny Rabbit, Bunny 
Rabbit, where are you going?” asked the Puppy. “To the town,” 
answered Bunny Rabbit calmly. “To the town?” asked the Puppy 
with great surprise. “On yes, I want to see the town, the motor cars, 
buses and lorries, the toyshops and the busy people,” and away he 
hopped.

Next he met the 
neighbour’s cat, Jerry 
just outside the housing 
estate. “Bunny Rabbit, 
Bunny Rabbit, where 
are you going?” asked 
Jerry, the cat. “To 
the town,” answered 
Bunny Rabbit calmly. 
“To the town?” asked 
Jerry the cat with great surprise.  “Oh yes, I want to see the town, the 
motor cars, buses and lorries, the toyshops and the busy people.” And 
away he hopped keeping carefully to the edge of the road.

He was now far away from home. Soon he met Mina, the bird. “Bunny 
Rabbit, Bunny Rabbit, where are you going?” asked Mina the bird. “To 
the town,” answered Bunny Rabbit calmly. “To the town?” asked Mina 
the bird with great surprise. “Oh yes, I want to see the town, the motor 
cars, buses and lorries, the toyshops and the busy people,” and away 
he hopped hoping to reach the town.
 
Just then he met Miss Squirrel who was hurrying home. “Bunny Rabbit, 
Bunny Rabbit, where are you going?” asked Miss Squirrel.  “To the 
town,” answered Bunny Rabbit calmly. “To the town?” asked Miss 
Squirrel with great surprise. “Oh yes, I want to see the town, the motor 
cars, buses and lorries, the toyshops and the busy people,” and away 
he hopped faster than ever.
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Bunny Rabbit hopped and hopped 
along the edge of the road.  He 
was very careful. He hopped 
along the grass edge. He was 
feeling tired but he hopped on 
and on. He hopped up a hill and 

he hopped down again. Soon he 
came to a field and far away he 

could hear the sound of motor cars, 
buses and lorries. So he knew he was 

quite close to the town. Bunny Rabbit 
hopped and hopped till he came to a 

tall shady tree.

He was really very, very tired and hungry. 
But he never gave up.  As he hopped to 

the tree, he heard the noises of the vehicles 
which were getting louder and louder. Just imagine, he had finally 
reached the town.
 
Little Bunny Rabbit was extremely tired, so he sat under the tall shady 
tree and looked out at the busy, noisy town.  He saw the motor 
cars, the buses and the lorries, and of course, the busy people.  The 
vehicles were very close to one another.  “Where are the toyshops?” 
he thought and as he looked and looked, he felt sleepy. He was soon 
fast asleep under the cool shade of the tree.

A group of school boys who were on their way home from school 
came upon the cute Bunny Rabbit who was fast asleep.
 
Their conversation woke Bunny Rabbit but he was too tired to run 
away. Lim, the ten year old boy, picked him up.  He was thrilled to find 
this little rabbit in such a place. His friends also stroked his white fur. 
They were all surprised to see such a lovely rabbit in such a place. “He 
must be somebody’s pet,” said Lim. 
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They looked all around the field and they could see no one. “I’ll take 
him home,” said Lim, “he needs food and shelter.”

Little Bunny Rabbit knew he would not be able to find his way back 
home. It was a good lesson for him. He was lucky though that Lim was 
taking him home as his pet.
 
Lim and his friends were very excited that they had found Bunny 
Rabbit. He took Bunny Rabbit home, brushed his fur and gave him 
carrots and greens. His mother gave him a corner in the courtyard to 
place his rabbit hutch.
 
That night before Lim went to sleep, he went to have a look at Bunny 
Rabbit. The tired Little Rabbit was fast asleep after his long trip to 
town. Perhaps he would now see the toys in the toyshops as he toured 
around dreamland.
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MUSIC IN THE WOODS

“Chirpee-chirpee, chip-chip,” chirped the sparrow on the branch of 
the tree. It was a bright morning. The golden sun shone brightly. The 
rays of the sun penetrated the woods through the spaces between 
the leaves. The colourful butterflies fluttered from flower to flower in 
the undergrowth while the bees busily gathered the nectar from the 
flowers. The wild pigeons joined in the happy sounds, cooing songs of 
love and happiness.
 
Wise Owl who was just getting ready for his nap wondered about the 
excitement. “What is happening today?” asked Wise Owl.  “Don’t you 
know Mrs Squirrel is going to have a baby squirrel soon,” answered the 
cricket who was close by.



39

The little sparrow informed 
all the other sparrows 
about the good news. 
The mynah bird heard 
the good news and 
she flew around singing 
a joyful song. “Hello 
Mrs Squirrel, how are 
you today?” asked Mr 
Owl.  “Fine,” answered 
Mrs Squirrel. “I have 
just had a new baby 
squirrel,” answered 
Mrs Squirrel with pride, 
while Mr Squirrel looked 
excited and shook his tail 
vigorously from the next 
branch. “Hoot, hoot, hoot,” 
went Mr Owl summoning all 
the birds and animals in the 
woods.

There was great joy and happiness. The birds flew in to the area from 
all directions. The sparrows who were near that area flew in first. Then 
came the magpies, swooping in with grace and majesty. The wild 
pigeons added to the colour of the scene. Even the elegant water 
fowls hurried in cackling and crowing. The hawks then swooped in, 
creating a little fear amongst them all.  “Do not fear!” said the hawks, 
“We are here to join in your festivity and singing.”  This put everyone at 
ease.
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What a wonderful picture it was 
with the squirrels, rabbits, deer, 
moles and all the colourful birds. 
The animals decided to welcome 
Baby Squirrel with a musical party.

The stage was set; it was during 
the cool hours of the evening.  
“The weather is wonderful today,” 
said the mongoose, who arrived 
just in time. “The breeze is cool,” 
chimed in Mr Rabbit.  Yes, the 
scene was unusual. The bees flew 
in, “We can buzz in for your music, 
can’t we?” asked Mr Bumble-
Bee. “Of course you’re welcome,” 
answered Mr Owl.  Never was 
there a scene like this before in 
the heart of the woods. Nature 
provided a beautiful setting, with 
green foliage, a running stream, beautiful flowers, tall trees trying to 
reach the sky whilst the rays of the sun glistened in the foliage above. 
The birds in their multi-coloured plumery perched on the branches of 
the trees and the animals sprawled beneath the green canopy. It was 
a scene any artist would want to paint on his canvas with his colours 
and brush.

As the birds flew in the air and flocked in on this joyous occasion, the 
rabbits, deer and other animals raced to the spot where Mr and Mrs 
Squirrel showed off their little baby squirrel. The beautiful colourful 
kingfishers flew in and joined the circle. “Here I am, I will not miss this 
party at all,” said one of the kingfishers who was showing off its blue 
and black feathers. Just imagine even the honeysuckers flew in on 
time to join the group.
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As everyone had great 
respect for Mr Owl, they 
invited him to be the master 
of ceremonies.  All the young 
owls nodded, and all the 
birds and animals said aloud, 
“Yes!” Of course the hawks 
looked hard, but the “Yes” 
was so loud, they had to 
agree. They could not say 
anything.

“Splendid!” said Mr Owl.  “We 
shall begin now.”

“Caw-caw,” came the sound 
of a flock of crows which 
flew in. The animal chorus 
assembled. “Welcome, now 
take your place,” said Mr Owl 
impatiently. On the count of 
“One, Two, Three,” everyone 

started to make music.  They chirped, clucked, crowed, twittered, 
squeaked, chattered and every possible note was played at that 
wonderful unique and special gathering. The crickets joined with their 
chirping, even the frogs croaked a melody. Mr and Mrs Squirrel were 
touched. They nodded and smiled and caressed Baby Squirrel. The 
sound of the music in the woods resounded through the trees and 
echoed far and wide.
 
It was a lesson for all, especially for people. The birds, animals and 
insects had come together for a beautiful occasion. They sang and 
danced and frolicked in the woods.  Soon grasshoppers and other 
insects flew in to join in the fun. A troop of monkeys were seen just 
outside the circle of fun. 
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Mr Owl spotted them on time, and knowing them to be a nuisance, 
swiftly flew to meet them before they entered the arena. “Oh dear, 
the monkeys are there,” said Mrs Kingfisher, “they are going spoil our 
fun.”  “Don’t worry,” assured Mr Owl,  “I’ll look into that.”

Mr Owl flew out quickly and met the leader. “I don’t want any 
nonsense from you all,” warned Mr Owl. “Oh, no, we’ll behave 
ourselves,” said the leader of the troop.  They kept their promise and 
slowly joined the group keeping their distance. “This is unbelievable,” 
whispered Mother Monkey. The leader was most impressed. “We’ll 
join them in the chorus,” he ordered.  “Chatter, chatter,” came the 
bass as they sang the chorus. The music was wonderful. They enjoyed 
themselves thoroughly. Not only that, they saw more animals coming 
up and more birds flying overhead.

Oh it was a beautiful sight! Mr and Mrs Squirrel said, “Thank you all for 
this wonderful party.” Baby Squirrel slept soundly through all the music. 
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Mr Owl was a great master of ceremonies. In fact the birds and 
animals were surprised at themselves.  They saw that together they 
had created music and beautiful melodies the woods could be proud of.
 
The day soon came to an end.  The evening shadows began to fall. 
They talked to each other and were happy that everybody had had 
a good time. “It was beautiful,” chirped the sparrow.  They felt so 
good that everyone left the place reluctantly.  For Mr and Mrs Squirrel, 
it was a day to remember. As for Mr Owl, he was extremely delighted 
that he had done such a wonderful job. He had even tamed the 
monkeys. “Delightful, delightful,” chattered the monkeys.
 
The Music in the Woods was an unusual event.  The monkeys were 
amazed and the owls were dazed by all the sounds. The rabbits 
hopped away lightly, still to the rhythm of the music. “Buzz, buzz,” 
buzzed the bees as they flew in the breeze.  Mr and Mrs Squirrel 
tucked Baby Squirrel up in bed, they were soon ready for a good rest.
 
The cool wind had blown the sounds of the Music in the Woods deep 
into the heart of the jungle. The birds and animals left for their homes 
with happy hearts.
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