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Warthog was once a handsome beast who was very proud of his fine looks. He loved 
to admire himself and often boasted about his beauty to the other animals of the 
savannah. He was so vain and rude that nobody liked him at all.

Warthog had made his home in an abandoned aardvark hole, which he’d enlarged to make a 
comfy den. It was also a safe place to hide whenever his rude remarks got him into trouble. 

One morning, Warthog went out to look for some breakfast. He didn’t notice Porcupine, who’d 
been awake all night and was searching for somewhere to sleep. 

As soon as Warthog was out of sight, Porcupine slipped into Warthog’s den and scuttled down 
to his cosy bed for a nap.

Meanwhile, Warthog enjoyed a good meal, followed by a drink at the waterhole and a long 
wallow in the mud. Then along came Lion. Warthog was feeling so pleased with himself that he 
couldn’t resist telling Lion how scruffy his mane looked, compared to his own fine bristles. 

“I’ll teach you not to be rude to me,” roared Lion angrily and leapt for the cheeky hog. 
Warthog realised he may have crossed the line and darted out of the water as fast as his legs 

would carry him. Lion ran after him and proceeded to chase Warthog all the way home.
Warthog came into sight of his aardvark hole and breathed a sigh of relief. He shot into his 

den, thinking he was safe, but was unaware that there was a visitor inside. He crashed straight into 
Porcupine and got a face-full of sharp quills.

Out he came again, howling with pain. 
“Let that be a lesson to you,” said Lion and he walked away. 
It took Warthog a long time to remove Porcupine’s quills. None of the other animals would 

help because he’d been rude to them all. To his dismay, his swollen face was left covered in ugly 
warts and bumps. 

From that day, Warthog lost his handsomeness – and always entered his den backwards!
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There was once a wise man who travelled the world on a fine elephant. One evening, while 
looking for somewhere to stay for the night, he came upon a house that was owned by 
six brothers.

The wise man knocked on the door and asked the brothers if they would be kind enough to 
provide him with a bed and somewhere for his elephant to sleep for the night.

The brothers looked puzzled. “What is an elephant?” they asked.
“You’ve never seen one?” exclaimed the wise man. “Then prepare to be amazed!” 
But the sun had already slipped down below the horizon and there was no moon that  

night, so the wise man said to the brothers, “It’s dark now. Let us sleep here tonight and  
then you shall see how magnificent an elephant is in the morning.”

The brothers smiled. “We are all blind,” they told the wise man. “The darkness is nothing to 
us. Come, lead us to this strange thing that you call an elephant immediately, as we are keen to 
find out all about it!” 

One of the brothers fetched a lantern for the wise man, for they considered the comfort of 
their guests. The wise man then led them all outside in a procession to where his elephant was 
standing nibbling the leaves of a nearby tree, exactly as he had left it before going to knock on 
the door of the brothers’ house. 

The six brothers gathered around the elephant and the first brother put out his hands to feel 
the elephant. His hands touched the elephant’s leg. “Aha, it’s like a pillar,” he said.

The second brother took hold of the elephant’s tail. “No,” he cried, “it’s like a thick rope.”
The third brother reached out and felt the elephant’s trunk. “Neither of you are right,” he 

snapped. “It’s like a thick branch with rough bark.”
The fourth brother raised his arm and brushed his hand against the elephant’s ear. “What 
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are you all talking about? It’s like a leather 
apron,” he insisted.

The fifth brother bumped into the 
elephant’s belly. “You’re all speaking 
complete nonsense! I can tell you that it is 
obviously just the same as a huge wall!” 

The sixth brother reached up and 
grasped the elephant’s tusk. “No, I say you’re 
all wrong, it’s like a curved pipe.”

The blind brothers began to argue 
vigorously among themselves. Each one was 
sure that he understood exactly what an 
elephant was like. 

“How can it be like a wall when it swings 
like a rope?” said one brother.

“It can’t be like an apron when it’s hard 
like a pipe!” said another.

“I’m the eldest and I say it feels like a 
pillar, not a rough branch!” said a third.

The wise man sat in the lantern light and 
smiled quietly to himself.

After a little while, he interrupted their 
quarrels. “Friends,” he said, “there is no need 
to fight among yourselves. You are each 
right in what you have discovered. But you 
are all wrong to think that what you know 
is the whole truth. 

“An elephant is made up of many parts.  
If you want to discover how magnificent he 
really is, I suggest you listen to what each of 
your brothers has learned and has to say on 
the matter!”

Then the six brothers felt ashamed of 
their outburst and apologised to each other. 

“Forgive us,” said the eldest brother. “We 
may not yet understand the magnificence of 
the elephant, but we all recognise the words 
of a wise man.” 
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“The Dragon king wants your liver for 
the queen to eat, so she will recover from 
her illness, chuckled Jellyfish.”

“Oh dear,” sighed the Monkey. “I wish 
you’d told me this before we left the island.”

“Why would I do that?” asked Jellyfish.
“Well,” said Monkey, “you see, my liver 

is rather heavy, so I take it out and hang it 
on the persimmon tree every morning. I was 
so keen to see your wonderful land that I’m 
afraid I’ve left it behind.”

Jellyfish, who didn’t know anything about 
Monkeys or livers wasn’t sure what to do. 

“Don’t worry,” said the monkey, “I’m 
sure the Dragon king won’t mind and the 
queen will be fine without it. Let’s get along 
to the banquet.”

“No, no,” said jellyfish, “I can’t bring you 
to the banquet without it. We’ll have to go 
back.” And with that, he turned around and 
swam back to Monkey Island. 

As soon as they reached the island, 
Monkey scampered back up into his 
persimmon tree.

“Have you got your liver now?” called 
out Jellyfish. 

“Yes!” laughed the monkey. “It’s safe 
inside me and that’s where it’s going to 
stay!”  At that moment the jellyfish knew 
that he’d been tricked. 

There was nothing he could do but return 
to the palace and explain the the king what 
had happened. 

When the Dragon king found out that 
Jellyfish had failed to bring the cure for the 
queen, he ordered his guards to remove 
Jellyfish’s beautiful white shell and pull all 
the bones out of his legs as a punishment. 

And so, the jellyfish never walked on the 
seabed or the shore again. 

However, when the Queen heard the 
story about how Monkey had tricked 
Jellyfish, she laughed so much that she felt 
quite better. 
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b u f f a l o  a n d  e a g l e  w i n g

A long time ago, there were only tall, straight trees and bushes, with enough space between 
them so that a man could walk without a path, and the land was smooth under his feet, 
without any stones.

A great buffalo wandered across the land. He had a spirit power, which enabled him to 
change things from one form to another and he gained his power by always drinking from a 
certain pool.

Buffalo often travelled across a high mountain. One day, he said to the mountain, “Would 
you like to be changed into something else?”

“I would like to be something that nobody climbed over,” said the mountain.
Buffalo used his spirit power to change the mountain into a very large stone. “Now you are 

hard so that no one can break you,” he said, “and smooth so that you cannot be climbed. And I 
give you the power to change into anything else, as long as you don’t break yourself.”

On the other side of the mountains lived men who hunted animals. Buffalo decided to visit 
them and try to persuade them to change their ways.

Buffalo crossed the mountains to the other side. He came to a lodge, where he was greeted 
by an old woman and her grandson, who made him welcome.

“I have the power to change you into anything you choose,” said Buffalo. “What would you 
like to be?”

“I want only to be with my grandson,” said the old woman. “Wherever he goes, I wish to be.”
“Then come home with me,” said Buffalo. “We will teach the boy to be a swift runner and 

wherever he goes, you shall be.”
So the grandmother and the boy followed Buffalo over the mountain to the other side. 
The other buffaloes promised to teach the boy to run swiftly, if he agreed to teach his people 
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when he got older not to hunt them.
Then, Buffalo drank from the pool 

and used his spirit power to change the 
grandmother into Wind, so that wherever 
the boy went, she would be.

The boy stayed with the buffaloes until 
he was a man. Then the buffaloes reminded 
him of his promise and he went back to live 
with his people. 

As he was such a swift runner he soon 
became the leader of the hunters and he 
was given the name Eagle Wing.

One day, the chief asked Eagle Wing to 
lead the other hunters over the mountains 
and bring back the meat and hide of the 
buffaloes for the tribe. 

“If you do this for our people you will 
become chief one day,” he said.

Eagle Wing was ambitious and wanted 
to be chief of his people, so, forgetting his 
promise, he agreed. 

He led the hunters over the mountains, 

but ran so swiftly that he was soon far 
ahead. When he reached the land of the 
buffaloes he hunted them without mercy. 

The great Buffalo was away roaming 
the valleys when this happened. On the way 
home, he was struck with thirst and as he 
was too far from his special pool, he drank 
from another. When he saw what Eagle 
Wing had done he was very angry. He tried 
to turn the hunters into grass, but because 
he had drunk from another pool his spirit 
power was gone.

Buffalo went to the stone that was once 
a mountain. “Help me punish the hunter for 
what he has done,” he asked.

Then Stone bent and tangled the straight 
trees and bushes, so that men could never 
again find an easy path, and broke himself 
into many pieces, so that men hurt their feet 
on the scattered stones. This punishment 
Eagle Wing brought upon his people, for not 
keeping his promise to the buffalo.
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The rat scooted off as fast as he could, 
along the cliff path. Half way, he realised that 
he didn’t need to hurry, so he slowed down 
a little to catch his breath. “Why tire myself 
out?” he thought, “That beetle will still be 
scuttling along at sunset. It’s hardly worth 
racing her at all.” But then he thought of the 
fancy new coat he would win, so he took off 
again at top speed, eager to claim his prize.

However, when he reached the palm tree 
at the top of the cliff, the rat couldn’t believe 
his eyes. There was the little beetle, sitting 
beside the green and gold parrot. 

“How did you get here so fast?” he 
gasped in disbelief. 

The beetle drew out the tiny wings from 

her sides.  “Nobody mentioned any rules 
about running,” she said, “so I flew instead.”

The rat stared in astonishment. “I didn’t 
know you could fly!”

“Never judge by looks alone,” said the 
parrot. “You don’t know when you may find 
hidden wings.” 

Then the parrot asked the beetle what 
colours she wanted for her new coat. The 
beetle looked around at the green and 
gold palm trees and mangos, the green and 
gold parrot and the golden sunshine on the 
distant green hills.

“I choose green and gold,” she said. So, 
the tailor bird made the beetle a shiny new 
green coat with golden lights in it.
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t h e  o w l  o f  c w m  c o w l y d

The Eagle of the Alder Wood had lived 
for many tens of years and was very 
old and lonely. 

His wife had died long ago and his 
children had flown away to raise families of 
their own. 

“I need a new wife to keep me company,” 
Eagle thought to himself. But he didn’t want 
the bother of raising any more children, for 
he was too old and tired to feed a squabbling 
brood again. 

“If I find a new wife she must be really 
old like me, so that she will be happy just 
sitting quietly at my side.”

A few days later, Eagle heard about an 
old owl who lived alone in a place called  
Cowlyd Coomb. 

“Maybe she needs a companion,” he 
thought to himself. But was she old enough 
to be his wife? 

The eagle knew it would be impolite to 
ask the owl her age, so he went to see his 
friend, the Stag of Ferny-side Brae.

“Tell me, Stag,” said Eagle, “how old is 
the Owl of Cowlyd Coomb?”

Stag was sitting beside a tree stump. “For 
hundreds of years I watched this tree grow 
from a little acorn into the tallest, broadest 
oak tree in the wood,” he said. “Then, for 
hundreds of years, I watched it die. I can 
tell you that when that little acorn fell from 
the branch, the Owl of Cowlyd Coomb was 
already old. But if you want to know more, 
ask the Salmon of Glynllifon, she is much 
older than me.”

The eagle thanked the stag and went to 
find the salmon.

“Tell me, Salmon,” said Eagle, “how old is 
the Owl of Cowlyd Coomb?”

Salmon flapped her tail thoughtfully. 
“I have lived a year for every scale on my 
body,” she said, “and for every egg in my 
belly. But when I was just a small fry, the 
Owl of Cowlyd Coomb was already old. If 
you want to know more, ask the Ouzel of 
Cilgwri, he is much older than me.

THE OWL OF 
COWLYD coomb

a story from wales

EUROPE
The eagle thanked the salmon and went 

to find the ouzel.
“Tell me, Ouzel,” he asked, “how old is 

the Owl of Cowlyd Coomb?”
The ouzel was perched on a rock. 
“See that stone at your feet, no bigger 

than a nut?” he said. “Well, once it was  
a boulder so huge that it would have needed 
a hundred oxen to move it. The reason it 
wore away is because I have wiped my beak 
on it every day of my long, long life. But 
when I was a chick in the nest, the Owl of 
Cowlyd Coomb was already old.”

“If you want to know more, you must 
ask the Toad of Cors Fochno, he is the only 
one older than me,” he continued.

The eagle thanked the ouzel and went to 
find the toad.

“Tell me, toad,” he asked, “how old is the 
Owl of Cowlyd Coomb?”

Toad gazed up at the distant hills. “On 
this bog there once stood a hill, as high as 
those you see with their heads in the clouds, 
but I have slowly, slowly eaten it up, taking 
only tiny mouthfuls of dust every day. I can 
assure you that when I was just a tadpole, 
the Owl of Cowlyd Coomb was already 
very, very old.”

Then the eagle was sure that the owl 
was old enough to be a suitable wife, so he 
went to Cowlyd Coomb and asked her to 
marry him.  

The ancient owl had been feeling lonely 
too, so she agreed. And there was never a 
happier, quieter wedding than that of the 
Eagle and the Owl of Cowlyd Coomb!
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food and shelter from the icy north wind. 
But winter couldn’t last forever. The frozen lake slowly melted and the ugly duckling felt 

the warmth of the sun on his back. Spring had arrived. He preened his feathers and stretched 
his wings. To his surprise, they had grown strong over the winter. The ugly duckling took a run, 
raised his wings and swooped up into the air. “I’m flying!” he cried excitedly, although there was 
nobody to hear.

He flew once around the lake and then on, to explore what lay beyond. Down below he soon 
saw a sparkling river and there, to his delight, were the beautiful white birds he had admired 
in the autumn, gliding through the water with their heads held proud. The ugly duckling landed  
on the riverbank and watched them shyly, but the swans had seen him.

“Come, swim with us,” they called. 
The ugly duckling looked around, thinking they had spoken to somebody else, but there was 

no other bird nearby.
“Who, me?” he said. “I don’t belong here, I’m just an ugly duckling.”
“Come into the water,” said the swans. 
The ugly duckling stepped timidly into the water and the swans glided over to greet him. 

“Look at your reflection,” they said.
He looked at his reflection. A beautiful white bird stared back at him, with a fine curving neck 

and dazzling white wings.
“What has happened to me?” said the ugly duckling in astonishment.
His companions smiled. “You were never an ugly duckling,” they said, “you were a cygnet and 

now you have become a swan.”  
The beautiful swan was no longer ashamed. “I am a swan!” he cried. Great happiness flooded 

through him. At last he knew where he belonged.
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Long ago in Hawaiki, the ancestral homeland of the Maori people, there lived a chief called 
Uenuku who had many wives. Over time, his wives gave him seventy-one sons. Seventy 
of these sons had mothers of noble birth and the eldest of these was Kahutia-te-rangi. 

However, the youngest son, Ruatapu, was the child of a slave wife Uenuku had taken captive 
after a battle.

One day Uenuku decided to have a magnificent canoe built for his sons, beautifully carved 
and painted red. When the canoe was finished, he called his sons together. 

“Here is my gift,” he said. “But before you take up your paddles I will comb your hair with 
the sacred comb of our people, and tie it in the traditional way, so that everyone shall know of 
your noble birth.”

Uenuku’s sons thanked their father and knelt before him, one by one, to have their hair 
combed. Last in line was Ruatapu.

When he saw Ruatapu, Uenuku laid the comb down. “This is not for you,” he said. 
“But I’m your son, too, just like the others,” said Ruatapu, feeling the eyes of his brothers 

upon him.
“Your mother is a slave wife,” said his father. “You are not a son of noble birth, Ruatapu. You 

may take your place in the canoe but you have no right to be honoured with the sacred comb.”
Ruatapu felt ashamed at being rejected by his father in front of his older brothers. Burning 

with anger, he ran away to hide.
That night Ruatapu planned his revenge. When everyone was asleep, he crept down to the 

water’s edge, drilled a hole in the bottom of the canoe and plugged it with wood chips. 
The next day a ceremony was held to launch the canoe. Ruatapu took his place and paddled 

out to sea with his brothers. But as soon as they were beyond sight of land, he knocked the 
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