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About the book: “Fair Enough! They Laughed!!!” In this book there are 5 stories, based on different creatures and nature; it is “most humorous,” a book you need to read. (1) The Family Of Beasts. (2) The Bird and the Stream. (3) The Chicken Thieves. (4) The Sweet Four. (5) The Wasp. These are all fictions designed to amuse the readers, or even to get you thinking. If you don’t get this book and read it; then, you could perhaps just be denying yourself the chance of a good laugh. Like they say, “laugh and the world will laughs with you.” It is for your own good to laugh all your cares and tears away. Why not read this book and see….

About Free-view: 
The Family of Beasts: Donkey’s reason for complaining is quite genuine. Why should he carry the burdens of his big “cousins” the horses and the mules?

The Bird and the Stream: Having a good friend is very nice; we all need someone to be close to us, someone who is reliable, and ever helpful.                                                                                                                                                                                             

The Sweet Four: These “Guys” they are just four of the best.                                                                                                                                               
The Chicken Thieves: Hawk and Mongoose, they have their unsolved problems

Wasp: This so-called expert, “he made many combs, of all shapes and sizes, but he couldn’t produce the honey to put in them,” why couldn’t he produce the honey for his combs? Tell me, didn’t he try hard enough? Or, was he not prepared to learn from he who knows? It’s all revealed in the reading of this book!!!

Preface:

About the Author: Clarence Prince was born in Jamaica W.I of the Caribbean. He migrated to England May1961, where he lived until December 10, 1998. After that, he came here to Canada, where, he is now residing for the last sixteen years. 

He considers writing to be a pretty good past time; also, he recognizes that writing stories can be great fun. As a result, he devotes part of his time doing that. In fact, he is of the opinion that writing can stimulate, and enhance one’s brain activity. Then, it is for the same reason, why he is writing in this way. “Inspirational, fictional, and poetry.           

The whole truth is, however, he believes that, his real calling is more into the inspirational field of writing. In the light of that, he wrote a book called “MY GOD and ME.” Besides, he used to writes articles for a magazine known as “The Encourager” published by the West Toronto Church of God.” Here’s something else, “in time past, he had actually written many lyrics, which were made up into some satisfactory Demos.” He loves writing, and his intention is to continue doing so, as long as time will permit. Using God as his guide; he knows that whatever he shall write; it’ll be what is worthy of reading by many.

Clarence also knows that with God one can do all things, so in all his work he’s ever-putting God first. Finally, he thinks that he is travelling in the right direction.

Chapter 1: “The Family of Beasts”

These beasts: which I want to tell you about, they are horses, mules and donkeys.

In spite of the fact, that these animals are closely related; somehow, they are not the best of friends. Well, one might ask! “Why aren’t they?” And, I could reply, “I don’t know.” Then, is there any who knows? Well, there is an observer, who said this! “There are many birds, which, are flocking around these animals; but there is one in particular, who is very close to them. This special bird, feeds on parasites, which live on these animals; it is the one who knows, why those beasts are not friends.”                                                                                   

This same bird, who is known as Freddie; claims that by being with the animals from day to day, more than once it overheard them arguing. Someone asked Freddie, what can you tell us, that you’ve heard the animals argued about? “Oh! This and that,” replied Freddie. Well, how could one who asked a question, expect to be totally satisfied with “this and that,” for an answer? I’ll tell you! This unsatisfied individual again, asked Freddie to interpret “this and that.”                                                                                                                 

Mind you! Freddie was careful of, not wanting to gossip on his friends; nevertheless, he was pressured to explain “this and that.” In the end, he testified! And, this was his testimony “the problem he said was favouritism: the shepherds weren’t entirely fair.” He continues to say this! “Even though, these animals feed in the same pasture, and are living on the same farm, they weren’t all treated equally.”                                                          

The horses, in the sight of the shepherds, they were seen as “Royalty”, and they were cared for in like manner. The mules, the shepherds considered those to be the “Dukes,” and they were also, cared for as dukes. The donkeys! Said Freddie! And while shaking his head; “they were looked at as slaves and they were all treated in a slavish manner. That is what is causing the animals to be nasty with each other, instead of being friendly.”                                    

Now, because of all that, God might have intervened, news got around to the owner, in relation to the unfair treatment, mainly to the poor little donkeys. Then, the owner takes action; and after, he queries the problem with the shepherds, he declares equal rights for all his animals. Consider this! In the first place, it was not the will of the animals to be treated in any superior way; therefore, they went along with the equality enforcement without any fuss.                                                                                                                   

Following the enforcement, did it make those animals any less or, any more friendly? “No!” Actually it didn’t! At least, not right away! Donkeys were always grumbling about being over burdened. The truth is this: as most donkeys are kind-hearted in nature; they were always forced to work harder than the mules, which is unfair, since mules are much bigger, and stronger.                                                                                                                                           

Why then, were donkeys continually looked at as the beasts of burden, abused and pressured to work harder than, those powerful horses and the mighty mules? Hardly could one find an answer, which could satisfy such a question; however, if I should comment here; I’d have to say, it is because donkeys choose to be kind, they have been done for with disadvantage. Donkeys are too humble; so everyone will want to use them. If they don’t learn how to refuse work, they’ll ever be paying, the price of suffering with hard work.                                                                                                                                     

Here again, injustice can sometimes cause, great distress upon any living thing. Acknowledging that! We should try our best to be fair in all our actions. Mules, donkeys, and horses, had a debate to see if they could find a way, how to live more sincere, and peaceful with each other. Eventually, they found a solution to rid the evil-prejudice from amongst them. They realised that they are beasts, and beasts they’ll always be; so no man, said the animals, “even by means of inferior treatment; should cause prejudice to strive with us.”                                                                                                                      

We must make some changes said the mules, “We can’t have colt, or any young one to look after; therefore, we should try and humble ourselves; so, as to help out with more of the work. We shouldn’t be leaving so much of it to horses, and the poor little donkeys; since they have colt, and have to look after their young.” Hearing that! Donkeys, all sighed, the sigh of relief, but the horses’ they laughed, and smiling they said “after-all it is us only, who are bringing home the money from the races.”                                                               

Donkeys, indicating that mules had spoken fairly, they said, as a matter of fact, mules, for too long, you’ve been getting away with, much idleness.” In gladness, all the donkeys began braying ha, ha, ha, he-ah, he-ah, he-ah, ha, ha, ha. Ever since then, to this day, the animals united in the knowledge of what they really are, and live accordingly. The beasts found out for themselves that, their purpose here is to be of service to man. In which case, they won’t be able to refuse doing as is required of them; but as, to be envious of each other that, they will avoid.                                                                                                              

Organizing themselves, they feed, drink, and finally learn to live together in a much better way. Then, do you think that, it has been the will of God, for the animals to be peaceful? Surely! I have no doubt about it. Yes, it is God’s will. It seems to me, that evil will try to direct the path of man, given the chance, and especially in disguise. Why do I think that? Because, it is obvious! Whenever, man tries to do things following after his own imagination; it sometimes, turns out into envy and strife. Oh! And, why is that? It is because we don’t judge fairly most of the time.                                                                                

You see! Man will elevate some people, to very great heights; while, they drop down others, to the lowest level. This they can do, and without, even noticing any wrong in doing so. Actually, that is the plain fact; it is just the way most people perceive life; so, they operate in that same manner. Blessed be the family of beasts; horses, mules, and donkeys; they spotted the evil, which, perhaps was unintentionally planted among them, by shepherds taking sides, and they got rid of it, before any further damage….                                       

Since then, it is evident, the animals move around from pasture to pasture and are living peacefully, in lasting harmony. However, if you can remember rightly! At the beginning I’d mentioned that horse, mule, and donkey; they were closely related. I’m “right,” it is a fact! What I didn’t say however, was how close; well, they are very close indeed. To this day, some people could be surprised, when they learn that a mule can only, be produced by, coupling a horse with a donkey. Usually, they would couple a mare to a male donkey.                                          

In any case, it makes no difference to mules, which of the two beasts is, their mother or their father. The fact is, they came by them; and that is for sure. We can note this as, another mystery of the Creator. Horses accept mules, donkeys accept mules, and, we also accept all of the animals. Who knows, perhaps the world wouldn’t be the same, without having the “Hybrid” mules into it? All creatures are here for a purpose; even, such as these animals.                                                                                                                                

For instance, horses are here mainly for riding and racing. Donkeys also, serving their purpose by hard working. Horse and donkey, one could say, they brought forth the mule, so that the mule would be able to help them with carrying their burdens, which is placed upon them by man. Sharing burden is a very good thing; it can help to alleviate pains and pressures, from any life.                                                                                                                                                       

Mules are very strong, and brutish animals; owing to their brutishness most people don’t like them; then, because of their nasty attitude, many people don’t enjoy working them; so, they let them alone. Anyway, since mules now, decide to be more humble, in order to help the donkeys and horses carry their burdens it is good. Rightly, considered as a relief by donkeys, and, what a relief it is indeed!                                                                                             

At this point, from previous declaration, all readers should easily determine for themselves, how much these animals are closely related. You can’t go wrong; as long as you are mindful of this fact; mules will not remain in existence, unless, horse be bred with donkey, frequently. So, then, even for that reason’s alone mules should show some more generosity toward their parents. No wonder they said this: “we are to humble ourselves; we will get rid of our wicked nature, and we will be kind at heart; we must try to be more helpful.” Yes, all that! Mules said in their prayer before going to bed.

The following day horses and donkeys, they were up first having their breakfast; the grass was quite fresh, and juicy due to some over night rain. A little later, the mules also arose, and looked across at horses and donkeys; with smiling faces; they greeted them. They did their greetings in a happy fashion: one could say they did it, in the spirit of kindness; besides, right away, the mules all volunteer to help the donkeys with their work.                                                                                                                              

It is apparent, since that day, until today: horses, mules and donkeys; learn to live together, they feed and drink at the same place; and they maintain a fairly good animal, family relationship. Thanks be to God, who shows these animals the light, they take advantage of it, and they rid evil from their midst. Perhaps, it is because of that, why mules are still in existence today, in that case, your guess is as good as mine.                                                                                                  

Looking for answers, what shall we say then, if animals can spot evil, and get rid of it, and prosper; then, everything else can, even us “human.” Let us just give God thanks for the animals. What's more, let us also, give more thanks to Him for all His goodness; and for all that He has created. The end!!!                                                                                                                                                                                   

Chapter 2: Bird, River, and the Sea.                                                                                      

 Legend reckons there is a very high mountain, in eastern Asia, which they call “Sky.” They name it Sky, just because of its height. At the foot of this mountain, there is a large “Rock.” And, flowing from under the rock is, an ice-cold stream. This stream later turns out to be a “River.” The entire natives in the area use this river, for their convenience.                                 

Owing to the coolness of the water they call it the river “Quench.” Well, Quench gains many friends but her dearest friend is a little bird name Jeff. Quench and Jeff, they share much company spending lots of time together, when possible. As long as Jeff is in the area, he would never drink or, take a bath anywhere else, but at Quench.                               

The minute Jeff turns up to see Quench, there would be bubbles flowing, everywhere, all over in the water. That is how Quench always greets Jeff; actually, Jeff enjoys seeing lots of bubbles in the water too, especially, when he is going to take his bath. Now, one of Jeff’s ways of greeting Quench is by singing; so, whenever, he visits for his bath; he would sing a praise song.                                                                 

After a long bath; Jeff would take a drink; then, dried himself off, and oil his feathers. Once grooming is done: he would just spread his wings; stretch his legs, rest for a while, and watch the flowing bubbles. He was very much in love with Quench; so much so, that once he is there; it was hard for him to leave. Then, instead of rushing home: he would jump back into he water, this time only for a swim, and to clean up the stream.                 

To help keep Quench clean is, what Jeff loves to do. There were times, when he would soar a distance down stream, just to get rid of obstacles that, could hinder flowing progress, from the water. The whole truth is this: Jeff is not for the things that might prevent progress. Helping a friend! You could say it is one of his strong points.                 

Anyway, there was a day when Quench and Jeff were having fun as usual, then Jeff’s grandmother Mary calls for him to come home. It was close to suppertime, and also, few hours from bedtime. Mary’s call for Jeff made Quench very quite. All her bubbles were disappearing; and the flowing water went silently sad. Jeff, observing the quietness he realizes that, there was something wrong with Quench. In fact, he also became very sad too, in such a way; he didn’t feel like leaving that evening.                                                                                      

Mary calls out for him again; he then, bid goodbye to Quench and went home. In the house, Jeff was still very sad; actually, he was sick with worry. He was wondering about his friend Quench. Well, it didn’t take Mary, his grandmother long to become aware of Jeff’s sadness. “What’s the trouble Jeff?” She asked! Jeff replied. “See grandma, it is not really me something is wrong with; but it is my friend Quench.”                                                         

“What’s troubling her?” asked Mary.  Jeff explained “as soon as you called for me to come home, all the bubbles began to vanish; and leaving the water flowing quietly sad.” Grand! I am really worried about Quench. “How can we help?” He asked Mary. Then, said Mary to him, “you have your supper, you worry too much.” Later, Jeff asked Mary again, “Grand do you have any idea, what might be the trouble with my friend Quench, my very best friend?” No, replied Mary. Continued to speak, she said this “I’m sorry but I haven’t got a clue of what may be her problem.”                                             

Jeff, are you sure Grand? She replied. “Oh yes! I’m very sure so, stop worrying, you go get cleaned up and change, say your prayer, and go off to bed.” With sadness in his voice Jeff said okay Grand; they kissed good night; he walked towards his bedroom but just before he closed the door; he shouted, “Granny, do rivers have grandmothers too?” Oh yes, answered Mary. “Their grandmother is the Sea.”                                                             

Jeff went to bed, and as sleep fell upon him, he had a dream. In his sleep he saw a fairy. This fairy, which he saw, in his dream told him this; “the reason for your friend’s sadness is because, she cannot reach her grandmother the “Sea” it is too far away.” The following morning, Jeff was up early; then, he went to see Quench. The water was still flowing very silently; there wasn’t a single bubble in sight; and sadness didn’t disappear. 

“Cheer up!” Jeff said to his friend. “I have good news for you today. Yesterday, when I left you were very sad, and upon me also, fell sadness, because of that, I did not sleep well; however, I must have slept a little; for I had a dream, and in this dream which I had I saw a fairy, who told me all about the reason for your sadness.” The fairy, which I saw told me this; “you are sad because you want to meet with your grandmother; but it doesn’t seem possible.” 

Knowing this, Said Jeff! “I taught of a way to let you meet with her.” The news was of great interest to Quench. Jeff continued to speak he said, “I’m of the opinion, that with determination, you could flow to the Sea. She is your grandmother; then once you get to meet with her, you will be much happier.” When we reach there, said Jeff. “We, who are we?” Quench sadly asked. Jeff said “you and me are we; I wouldn’t dare to let you go alone.”                                       

Quench! “Oh Jeff, you are such a good friend to me; you are a real friend indeed, and with wishful thinking.” Here Jeff said! “I’m going to turn my wishful thinking into reality for you. Meeting with your grandma you must, you’ll see her in her glory. You shall see all those mountainous, beautiful waves. Oh! Quench you’ll be so thrilled; you will never be sad, whenever, my grandmother calls for me again.”                                                          

Quench! “Jeff, Jeff! I can just picture the wonderful sights. With all that beauty there, it is so great to imagine; surely, I’d love to go, and to see everything; even, the beautiful shore. Nonetheless, Jeff, haven’t you forgotten something? I dried up ten miles from here; also, consider the distance, and my responsibility. My duty here is very demanding.” 

I have to think about all the lives, which are depending upon me, for regular drink, such as human, animals, insects, seen and unseen, even, the plants and weeds that are growing all along my banks. “So, Jeff, my friend, you know my situation? Then, your idea, it sure sounds good, but it is too tall an order; I cannot consider it at present.”                   

Quench said as she continued to speak; “I’d suggest that we watch out for the weather; and should the drought disappear; then, who knows? Perhaps, there could be a chance. Only, the sort of drought, which we are having now, it is more than enough to, deem this idea of going to see granny impossible. There is no way that I can flow any farther. No! Not a chance I’m powerless to do so; still, it would be great to meet with my very own grandmother.”                                                                                                                          

In sadness, Quench kept on grumbling, to herself; she said, “But how under these heavens could it become possible. I just can’t do it, on the other hand, if I could it would be very nice. It is such a shame, such a shame, Quench, kept on.” “Oh! It will be easy,” said Jeff. While looking at Quench with his wings widely spread, and smiling. “Trust me,” he said. “I think I’ve got the solution, for your problem.”                                                                                           

“That’s what I come to tell you, but you won’t give me a fair chance to explain. Listen to me; there is water in the heavens, much, much water that is where the rain comes from, when it does rain. Now, I am working on a method to try and make it rain; then, once it starts raining you could begin flowing farther.” “Sound good!” said Quench. But such miracle, who can perform? “Just leave it to me,” replied Jeff.                                                       

“You are my friend; I must help you, and your granny you will meet. Again, Jeff said this! I shall get all my bird friends together here, as from tomorrow; and we will sing some of our sweetest songs of praise unto God. I know that He will listen, and thereafter, He shall cause the rain to fall. In addition, once it begins raining we shall sing daily. So, you just wait and see, with each days rain; it won’t be long before, you are hugging, with your grandmother.”                                                                                                                                      

The following day the birds came, and sang their songs; actually, they sang even, better than they ever sang in the past; God heard them, and He was pleased; so He let the rain pour down from heaven. The birds continued singing for eight days; and the rain poured periodically for eight more days; until Quench safely flowed to the “Sea.” The sea took her in, and greeted her; she could not be happier.                                                                    

Jeff was definitely pleased; he and the birds they had done a good job. Quench became one of the longest, and best rivers of the ages. Thanks to the birds, who sang their songs unto God. Readers! Consider this! The same God who listened to the birds, and granted their request, He will also, listen to you and me, with blessings according to our needs. 

Saying that might seem as just wishful thinking, but how about Jeff, and his team; “the birds” they put their trust in God; they went to Him on the behalf of Quench, in faithfulness; then, He helped Quench! Our God is always a listening God.  Story ends!!!                                                                                                                                        

Chapter 3: The Chicken Thieves:
In some parts of the world people, who don’t live in cities, breed their own chickens. Those chickens are mainly known as “free reins,” their meat is considered better for food than some of the farm-bred fowls. They are richer in protein; seeing that, they are free, they have the choice to feed on the things God bids them eat. Whereas, farm-bred chickens do not have any such choice; so, all that they can eat is, just what the farmers are able to provide.                                                                                                                                         

No one knows for sure everything, what God says, chickens are to eat? I have to assume then, that it’s the free rein fowls only, know what is best for them to eat. Since they are free, they feed on all the necessary things. That is what makes their eggs and flesh become rich in protein, and very good for human consumption. For the same reason mentioned, many people breed and rear them. However, let me first say this! Free rein chickens are not very easy to rear, they have two great enemies; I call them chicken thieves. These enemies of the chickens eat them as, part of their daily food.                 

Many chickens don’t even get a chance to be fully-grown; their enemies catch and eat them, while they are young and defenceless. It may be fair to say that out of every 12 chicks hatched; the surviving rate is about 6 or 8. In that case, taking into account the surviving rate, people could sometimes, fail to rear less than they had anticipated. Yet, it is noticeable, that there are people, who in spite of how small a number they can raise; still, they continue to breed their own fowls.                                                                        

This I consider, due to my God fearing personality, I realize that all creatures reserve the right to live; so, if one loses a few of one’s chickens to other existing creatures; one still has to be thankful, for not losing all. Well, right here and now, I’ll give you the names of the chicken thieves; they are “Mongoose, and Hawk.” These two creatures are always, at rivalry with each other; because of this fact, they sometimes get into each other’s way while hunting. If you stay on course, as I go along I’ll explain.                                                                                 

Mongoose, this creature, is rather sly in some of his ways of operation. There are times, when he would pretend to be a friend of the fowls, but actually, it is just a sham, for the chickens to trust him. Yes! Mongoose would try to place all blame of the disappearing chicks on the Hawk; when the blame really should be upon him.                                                   

This creature, mongoose, it does it’s hunting under tall grass, undergrowth, holes, and rocks. It is a very skilful hunter, who knows how to catch chickens. It travels low and silently; then, launches out, takes the prey, and then disappears with it, without being seen. Many times he did it to the chickens; then, later he would visit the fowls; to ask mother hen if everything was all right; as she seems so sad, crying and quarrelling.                 

In this way, mother hen would reply, “oh go away, you’ve done it again; you’ve just stolen another one of my chicks.” “No! No! Not me! Why do I always get the blame around here?” Mongoose asked, pretending to be innocent. Again he asked mother hen, “Don’t you know that I’m your friend? Then, could you see me stealing from you”? Of course, I could not! Mind you, he said, “one never sees smoke without a fire” here, he is trying to shift the blame from himself.                                   

“It couldn’t be more than half an hour ago; when I saw Bro-Hawk flying as if, he was struggling with something very heavy. You know what! I bet that was the same time he stole your chick. Probably the very same one for which, you are blaming me.” “Oh, my poor little Peggy,” cried mother hen! Right away Mongoose said this, “Such a sweet chick, she was fat, nice, and very heavy. No wonder Bro-Hawk was struggling, so much while he was flying.”                    

Rooster! Hearing all that, he just stares and listens, “then, lifting up his neck feathers, and kicking up stones, showing his spurs, picking up in his beak, and throwing away more stones; he goes “caaa, caaa that hawk, that hawk, whenever I catch him he’ll be a dead hawk” Right away Mongoose said this! “Bro-Rooster, just call me as soon as you catch him, and let me help you to get rid of him, once and for all.”                                      

Hawk, hiding in a tree, he hears all the nasty lies that, mongoose is telling about him to the chickens. Subsequently, Hawk knows that he was in real trouble; he began to wonder how he could clear his name. It wasn’t going to be easy, owing to Mongoose’s plot against him, which caused the chickens to be so frightened at his presence. This gave Hawk all the more reason for hating Mongoose.                                                                      

The Hawk knows that Mongoose is a dangerous thief, disguising himself as a friend of the fowls; when, he is only using his name to gain the chickens trust, so that he may catch them easier. While Hawk, still hiding in the tree over head, he sees and hears everything. The main problem is this, since Mongoose caused the chickens to be so bitter against Hawk; there is no way that, he will be able to clear his name. Why? The chickens won’t let him get close enough, so that he could tell them about Mongoose’s dirty scheme.            

In the light of that, Hawk remains in trouble. He is still considered by, the chickens as, the chief thief, who must be feared. Often, Mongoose kept on warning all the chickens to, “watch out for Hawk,” he warns them every day before walking away. Of course, by this time, he already decides on which chick to steal next; then as soon as he turns the corner; he’d disappear under tall grass or, undergrowth where, he’ll wait for the chick, which he has targeted. Again, mother hen has to weep; but Hawk gets the blame.                                      

Well, right here and now, it may be fair to say that it is a bad thing, when one cannot be trusted; or else, Hawk would have his chance to let the chickens know about Mongoose’s scheme. It’s owing to the lack of trust, why Hawk has no chance to defend himself, as no chicken will risk listening to him. Remember, what I said before, Mongoose placed a cast-iron plot in the chicken’s mind against him.                                                                                    

Even if the slightest wind blows or, if the least shadow move, the chickens would all run and hide, believing that it is Hawk coming to get them. Yes! Mongoose makes sure of that. He got the chickens to be dread of hawk. None would hear what he has to say? Yes! That’s right. You see the trouble is this; all the chickens are already too scared; and, this is causing Hawk much worries too; and making him to be more hateful for mongoose.                                       

It causes me to consider this, it seems as if it is from a very long way, back in time, Mongoose and Hawk’s resentment began. I say that because of their behaviour in hunting; as, there are times, when they are attracted to the same target. In which case, the one would prove superior to the other, causing a problem.                                                   

Mongoose and Hawk specialize in some of the same meals, which young chickens are their favourite, among many other creatures, such as rats etc…. This gives them all the more reason to hate each other; as there comes a time, when Hawk may be sitting up in a tree waiting to catch something, when comes Mongoose below causing Hawk to lose out. 

Sometimes it can be the other way around too; but the fact is, in many ways, Mongoose and Hawk were always in conflict with each other while hunting. Thus, Hawk seems to have the greater advantage over Mongoose. Here I’ll prove it to you; once Hawk was out sitting in a tree; he was waiting to catch a chick for dinner. When he noticed Mongoose creeping below, “there he is again,” said Hawk. He knew that Mongoose was looking for his dinner too.                                                                                                                   

The very sight of Mongoose was enough to upset Hawk; he gets quite angry; then decides the only way to get rid of Mongoose is to eat him. The truth is Hawk had never eaten Mongoose before; still, there is always a first time. He waits patiently until Mongoose merges from under the tall grass, he rushes down, pricked his long and sharp claws into him; there was quite a struggle, Mongoose was big, strong and heavy. 

He was a little more than Hawk had anticipated; nevertheless, Hawk kept his wings going swiftly up and down; until, he lifted off with Mongoose in his claws. In the air, the struggle continued, Mongoose was fat and weighty; he tried to get Hawk back to the ground; but Hawk resisted. He soon finds out that Mongoose’s weight was a result, of all the chickens, which he had been eating.                                                                                       

In the air, and in much pain, Mongoose riddled and swished his tail, “he shouted don’t take me Bro-Hawk put me down.” He cried, “Sheep, sheep, sheep, no, no, no Bro-Hawk please don’t take me; put me down, put me down.” At this point, Hawk knows, being airborne Mongoose is going to be a sure feast. Hawk’s home was a fair distance away; but he got lucky, a tail wind came to his aid.                                                                                             

The wind saves Hawk lots of wings energy; and made him glide along faster. He could hardly believe his luck, for such blessing of the tail wind. Mongoose! The pain he was suffering, and the fear of being in the air, he died quickly. Hawk glided on home, to his nest at the top of a high rock; where, he had three hungry off springs waiting for their supper; also, Mother-Hawk who was taking care, and keeping guard.                                       

They all had a great feast as they ate Mongoose, for the first time. Finally, Hawk finds out that Mongoose meat was good for food. They took a break from eating chickens; they concentrated on eating Mongoose instead. When Rooster and Mother Hen heard about it, that Hawk was catching and eating Mongoose; they kept a party to celebrate the good news. It brought peace to their lives, with rest from their so-called friend Mongoose, and from even, Hawk their other enemy.                                                                                                 

Rooster spread his wings and “crowed,” while the Hens cackled “caa, caa, cac, aaah.” The chicks, they sang, “Chick, chick, chick, chicky, chick, chick.” Happy they were, at least, for a while; they knew that such happiness wasn’t going to be for too long; but they were enjoying it while it lasted. Hawk, they like a change of meal; so in a week or two, their next meal could be rats; or some other creature, and then, back to the chickens. 

Nonetheless, until then, it was great to see the chickens could have a little laugh, seeing their enemies turned onto each other. Hawk whispers this to Mongoose in the air, “birds of feather flock together” but not birds and Mongoose. “Now, who does the chickens prefer to have as their friend?” That’s what Hawk asked Mongoose at first as he caught him. To this day, Hawk and Mongoose remain enemies; but many people are still breeding, and rearing chickens, to help support our food supply. And, so, there you have it, the story ends.  

CHAPTER 4: THE SWEET FOUR:

The Sweet Four! They are Eric, John, May and Susanne.

They were all born and grown in the same neighbourhood. As very young kids, just able to play, they played together; and because of that, they developed close friendship. Then, as they got more mature, they began sharing similar interest, doing good deeds. One may well say their godly attributes began to surface. People noticed those four, that in many ways, their conduct was different to the other youngsters, of their age group; since, mainly, they would try and support every good cause. Whatever was right in their sights; they would do, in the interest of others.                                                                            

In their community, people honour their activities, such as their helpfulness, obedience, and their care for others. In fact, Eric, John, May and Susanne, these four could always walk in their community, with their heads up high, all the time. They would never do anything, which could bring shame upon themselves; or, their family, or upon their friends. Godliness took hold of their lives; and enticed them into serving the Creator. 

Hardly could there be any doubt, about their service for the Saviour. Their entire attributes were goodness and godliness. Of course, through observation, we’ll notice that certain people come into this world for special purposes. In that case, The Sweet Four, they came for special reasons; such as to help with doing God’s will. Oh yes! It sure seems as if righteousness spells their middle names. If the same thing could be said for many others today, it would be good. Still, we are only human and made of flesh and blood; in addition, our measure of faith is not the same; nor, do we always, look at things in the same way.                                                                                                            

This Sweet four! Eric, John, May and Susanne, that I’m telling you about; being human, they love some sort of socializing too; but not in the comparable order as most others, they were different. The difference with them is this; they wouldn’t fail to use morality with their activities. Now, they love hunting, swimming, fishing and dancing; and even much more social events. One day, they went fishing; John, he caught pikes, snappers, and herrings; but Eric, he was unlucky. He spent as much time as John, on the river, casting his hook; yet, a single fish, he couldn’t catch. It is a wonder if one really requires common sense in catching fish.                                                                                              

Well, if there is something special about catching fish perhaps, Eric needs to check it out. However, the girls, May and Susanne, they too were a little confused; after, they saw the results of both fishermen, seeing Eric caught nothing. The next day, as fishing began, the girls considered a change of bate for Eric. They wanted to see that his fortune change in the fishing world, for the better. Luckily, for him, what the girls considered worked. They advised him to use live worms instead of flies and dead maggots. Shortly after Eric acted upon the girls idea; he caught many fish, and of various kinds and sizes. After Eric’s                                     

luck changed for the better; they retired from fishing and were very satisfied.                               

Telling you all that, however, I’m sure that by this time, you might begin to wonder, what is so special concerning The Sweet four? Why were they so exclusive? Well, they were just great friends, who decided to make a difference in society, by doing well for the less fortunate. During the age, in which they lived, they joined and organized themselves doing only good deeds. In and around their community, they worked hard; they took pleasure helping: maim and lame people to get around. Even so, like I said before, they too had liked to socialise; so many social events, they attended.                                                  

Their main hobbies were fishing, swimming, camping, dancing, and hunting. In fact, anything to do with good moral, they would, somehow, be engaged into it. You name it! They would go for it, while it is something helpful. It was great pleasure knowing that “The Sweet Four” spent much of their youth comforting a number of others. At the same time, even in so doing, they also enjoyed themselves. Considering that it was through friendliness, kindness, and godliness they did it. Then, because of their righteous deeds, God served them with many great blessings.                                                                                     

Quite frankly, I think that if it was at all possible; one should try and live the way Eric, John, May and Susanne lived their lives. Yes! I truly believe that it would make life much happier, for lots of people. Their way of living, could give some people even, more reason for wanting to go on living. Such people, as those who may at times, question the worth of life. There must be lots of people, in and around the world, who could live better, if only there was someone, somewhere to share a thought with them, during difficult times.                                                                                                                                  

The human race will always find life tricky, if we just try to live for self. Here is a quote from the Father “ It is not good for Man to be alone”. According to that quotation, there could be more to life, if only we would share it with someone else. One shouldn’t just choose to live one’s life alone. Friends and companionships help to elevate the spirit of life in man. One can place a damper upon one’s spirit by just being sad most of the time. Obviously, this often happens when one spends too much time by one’s self.                         

No doubt! Sadness sets in more quickly, when there is nobody a round to cheer us up. Actually, it is quite visible, that as soon as we have someone with us, to comfort us; in spite of how little is the comfort; it makes life different, things get better, and we begin to feel much more cheerful. The next person can wake up the spirit in someone else, which puts brightness upon the face: so as to bring the countenance alive, providing a much nicer appearance.                                                                                                                     

Somehow, it is a very good omen, when people can go about having happy feature on their faces. What is a happy feature? One might ask! Well, how about looking peaceful; or, even try to smile sometimes. Again, it is evident, a cross, stern looking face may drive away others. A pleasant cheerful face could attract many others. Then, my advice to the sad, and lonely is, to try and adopt a more caring personality. Be willing to start a conversation, be quicker to put on a smile, apt to tell a joke etc.                                                

Here is something else, which is necessary to try and avoid. Never be over protective, especially with the material things, with, which we are blessed. In fact those blessings to a certain extent are to be shared with those less fortunate. It may be a shame to have to mention this; but why not, since it is so very true; a number of the loneliest people are those who have great material wealth. In addition, they allow their wealth to do them out of a wife, or a family, or a husband. Choosing not to get married, and settle down is not always the best choice.                                                                                                                   

Surely, darkness can fall upon anybody; but it is wise to try and avoid it, while there is still time. Blessed are those who think wisely; and act correctly, while there is time. It is great to accumulate some of this world’s given prosperity; besides, it is also a good thing, when we do well with our lives. To achieve much doesn’t always come easy; but with hard work lots can be achieved. The people who are prepared to try, they’ll bring in the best results. Still, perhaps we are not to be just mindful of material success, as it may lessen our concentration on God.                                                                                                            

The Lord should ever be our chief guide, for the sake of righteousness, and in all our ways He must be our compass, and our source. Clearly it is without a doubt, neither good nor lasting success can ever be achieved but through the blessing of God. Now, having that fully established, we must allow Him to have the first say in all our undertakings. It would be good! If some of us would face facts; we are not going to remain, strong, young, and beautiful, at all times. Therefore for that reason, we are to make the necessary preparation, for old age, before it comes upon us.                                       

Too many of us lacking wisdom, especially when we are young and everything is all right. Only, when old age begins to set in, many of us start to realize our mistakes. Imagine one who accumulates much but having to spend life alone. “Sad!” Yes it is indeed very sad! Eric, John, May and Susanne, they, by their way of living have taught us much, even how to live and share. If some of us would try and copy, “The Sweet four” method of life; then, perhaps loneliness would be forced to accept defeat, and depart            

“The Sweet four! Eric, he made Susanne his wife, and they reared children; while John, he also married May, and they too established a lovely family”. Since then, they live in a close community; taking care of their families; and still mindful of others. That is the life of “The Sweet Four”. Through their righteousness, God’s blessing continues with them, so that they never experience want. We should forgive to get forgiveness; give and we’ll receive; help and we’ll receive help; love and we shall be loved.

Chapter 5: The story of Wasp:

After the ending of creation, on a day, when all that was created, began to take up their duties for, which they have been created. Wasp realized that he was a kind of genius. Sure enough! Like one of his cousins, the Honeybee; he was a very good comb-maker. In fact, he got so skilled at it, in so little time; it made him think he was even better than, the real expert, the Honeybee. Well, Wasp got more proud of himself, in such a way, he made many combs. Each comb that he made was of different shape and size. 

Wasp would hang the combs out on display, for all to see them. Combs were hanging everywhere, for example, on trees, garden fences, even on human houses. These combs of different shape, sizes and beauty; caused other insects, of relative spices to be jealous of Wasp. Only the Honeybee, didn’t take any notice of what Wasp, was getting up to. Perhaps it was because, even at that time, Bee was too full of activity. If you must know! Bee was already making honey. Oh yes! That’s right he was, at this point, he had already made it, and had it sealed into his combs, so that it would be there for future purposes. 

This news about Bee began producing honey and saving it for the future; was not good news for Wasp. As a result, after Wasp heard about it, he made sure he had the news verified. The whole truth was then established. Wasp was satisfied; Bee has been indeed making real honey. This caused Wasp to become very angry at Bee, over the honey producing affair. He then, began to blame Bee for producing honey too soon. When the truth is just this! Wasp was upset with Bee, as Bee produces honey, and he could not.             

In the eyes of some other relative insects: “Bee,” turns out to be the most important, at that time after creation. Now, with all the glory, which Bee was receiving from others, it made Wasp become, even, more cross. It made him so upset, and confused; he became dangerously wicked. As a matter of fact, he turns out to be so naughty; no one could go close to view his combs anymore. He would try to stop all viewers by, stinging them. Still, owing to the beauty of the combs, some couldn’t resist viewing but all who did, get stung. 

Owing to the stinging, those with authority, they forced Wasp to get his combs from off display for a certain season. Of course, being forced from exhibiting his combs didn’t do any good for Wasp. In fact, it actually sets him back. Why? It puts a great restraint upon his progress, of trying to make honey. The set back, which he suffered, was terribly damaging to his image progressively. Finally he decides that the issue, about honey must be settled soon. “Bee, he is the problem, I must visit him” said Wasp. He even, went on to say this; “Who can tell what I might learn; while I’m with Bee?” Thinking that maybe he’ll be able to lure Bee into a peace offering, whilst the visit survived.                                  .                                            

This he grumbled to himself! Having a tricky grin on his face, he kept on grumbling. After all, Bee and me, we are first cousins; then why shouldn’t we be able to reason. Wasp has a plan in his mind: he wants to learn from Bee, and then later he’d probably, deceive Bee. The meeting took place at a time, when Bee was quite busy; he was preparing honey portion. Wasp caught him working at it, and tried to make peace with him. He saw the moment as a good opportunity, in his favour, to learn the honey making trade. Anyway, somehow, Bee seems to have realized what Wasp had in mind, and so, he puts an end to working. “He said that he was weary, and lacks the urge to continue.”       

Wasp guessed Bee might have smelt a rat about why he is there. He was so disappointed; his colours began to change. He became a dark, sort of yellowish or, gold-like colour. Bee, still taking his break; Wasp was greatly annoyed, he returned home; even, more bitterly upset with Bee than before, he went to the meeting. Well, after few days went by, Wasp started to calm down. At last, he has his mind now more at peace. Relaxing within himself, he began thinking of how to make honey. He decided to use only, his own wisdom, to start with the experimenting. “Obviously, such was his thoughts.”                     

All his desire however, was to make honey, and to seal it up into his combs for safekeeping. He began to fetch all what he could consider, as the best things for making this product. He thought only of the things of real necessity. These are some of the things, which he considers “sugar-cane-juice, water, nectar, and all kinds of fruit-juices.” These he placed into a large container, getting it ready for mixing. When it was ready, “he stirred it all up, and mixed it for a while, and then he tasted it. Oh yeah! Oh yeah! Yes! This is sweet! Real sweet indeed! Almost there, almost there; but not yet honey.”                                                                                                                                     

Finally, Wasp said to himself; there must be something else, which I need to add to the mixture. He sat himself down, scratching his head; he suddenly thought of mango. Ah! He said. “Mango-juice, I need to put some mango-juice in.” Fortunately, at that time there were lots of ripe mangoes available. Quick the following morning, Wasp sets out to get the mango-juice. There were many mangoes, which already fell from, the trees. Wasp looked over most; actually, he was spoilt for choice, seeing so many.                                      

Naturally, he identified a large burst one, with the juice flowing out. He went for that one; his intention was to fetch, as much juice, as he could carry. Sadly, while he was still sucking up juice, the east-wind came; owing to the force of the wind, more ripe mangoes fell off the trees. Fruit came to the ground in great numbers. They rolled and bounced all over the place. Unfortunately, something happened to wasp! One of the fruit bumped him on the head; and it knocked him unconscious for quite a time.                                                    

A little bird called Beanie saw when the fruit bumped Wasp. The same little bird was also, eating mangoes too! Of course, when he realized that the fruit had hurt Wasp; he went to help him. He gave Wasp first aid until he revived him. As soon as Wasp partly regained consciousness, he tried to fly; but he couldn’t, seeing he had broken wings. He also tried to walk, but he couldn’t do that either, as his legs were also badly damaged. 

The truth is this: Wasp’s injuries had been terrible. Beanie watched him as he tried time after time to manoeuvre himself, but he could not. Then, Beanie showing more pity, picked the Wasp up, and took him back with him to his home. At home, Beanie continues to take care of Wasp until he got better. Of course, because his broken wings and damaged legs didn’t heal quickly; Wasp suffered yet, another great set back with his honey making venture. Furthermore, due to his injuries, his brain couldn’t function as well as before.                                                                                                                                    

This poor Wasp, had to live with bad memories, and according to Bee, to produce honey it takes more than just common sense; it takes knowledge, and understanding. Whereas, Wasp finds himself short of all that, even, before his accident, which made him sustain brain damage, and since honey is so difficult to produce, he gave up on the idea. Nevertheless that’s not the entire end of Wasp’s ingenuity! Even to this day, “he is still making beautiful combs, and handing them out on display, probably, all around the world.” In addition, Beanie, and wasp, their sociability remains unchanged.                                                                     

Throughout the Caribbean, it is almost sure that anywhere, there is a Wasp nest; you’ll find that Beanie has a nest very close by too. The faithfulness in the union between Wasp, and Beanie continued to be a mystery “but it is certainly not a myth.” Could it be just because of the kindness, which Beanie rendered during the time of Wasp’s distress: “when he’d received the bumped on his head?” Perhaps, one day it will all be revealed. Until then, try and remember this; keep clear of wasp, as he is always defending his combs; and he does it by stinging, then don’t let him sting you, it is very painful. At this point, close your book as, all stories ended here!!!  And, didn’t they read well?

