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“There are many sides to a story,” intoned the story teller beginning his tale. As was his 

custom when telling stories, he was dressed in his best white sheet, loosely wrapped 

around his frame. It was conspicuously tied around his middle in a way that would not 

expose his privates. Indeed, he even wore a male’s codpiece which strapped things 

securely in place, but such undergarments were unpredictable at best. An ‘accidental’ 

peek was good for a quick laugh from an adult crowd, but his watchers today were mere 

children so he would be careful. Unlike his audiences in the bawdy houses, these little 

ones came to actually hear his stories, and for that, he would be the best he could be in 

the craft of his art. Life would catch up to them eventually, but for now, they were fresh 

and at least somewhat untarnished by the lusts of life. 

 

“I wish you to pay close attention now! See if you will not agree with me in the truth of 

which I speak,” he said loudly; raising a finger in the air as if he were a famous orator 

making a point.  

 

Giving voice to a deep rumbling snarl, he made a sudden movement towards the 

youngest of them, hands extended as if to grab him. The child’s body jumped with fright, 

and he almost fell over backwards; all to the laughter of the other children. 

 

Pointing at another child, the story teller asked quickly, “What did you just see?” 

 

“You scared him,” the boy replied, his smile large.  

 

“Did I scare you as well?” 

 

“Of course not.” 

 

The man pointed at a third child. “Did I scare him?” 

 

“Yes,” was the reply, “He darned near peed himself.” The other children burst out in 

fresh laughter at this. 

 

“Not that boy,” the story teller said, speaking over top of them, “The second boy I 

asked,” and he looked back at that lad, who gave a rather sheepish smile. 

 

“Yes,” replied the third, “He jumped too.” 

 



“Ah… did he now?” Pointing at the very first child, he asked him, “Did I scare you?” 

 

“No,” he replied, and the other children were again besides themselves, some openly 

jeering at the claim.  

 

When the hilarity subsided, the story teller looked at all of them, giving them a school 

master’s stern look. “Pay attention and learn children. Life’s lessons are often hard to 

come by, and life is a cruel mistress.” Looking back at the first child, he said, “Tell them 

why it was that you were really not afraid.” 

 

“Because you told me you were going to jump at me, and that I was to act as if I feared 

you,” he replied loudly in defiance of the opinions of his peers. 

 

The story teller reached quickly to the child’s ear and produced a copper coin seemingly 

from within, which he gave to the boy in payment for his help. There was a low ‘oooooo’ 

from all the other children present, though the story teller wasn’t sure if it was from his 

magic trick, or his generosity… nor did he care. He had proven his point. 

 

“So you see… different sides of the story relate different things to the listener, or the 

witness. This one,” he said pointing to the second child, “Sees and says one thing… and 

another, will see and say something else entirely.” He said this pointing to the third for 

emphasis. “The truth, however, is something altogether different than what either of them 

perceived.” 

 

Turning, he walked back two paces, letting his sheet flow out majestically behind him. 

Stopping, he performed a parade ground ‘about face’. He looked at each of them in turn 

and then again at the whole. He was good at his craft and used his entire body to tell his 

tale. Expansive gestures and different voices were part and parcel of who he was. In this 

case, he needed but three… a small voice, a very large voice, and then again, the voice of 

the story teller standing before them. 

 

“Just last week,” he began, “I was on my way to Tooleetum just over the far hill from 

here. It is a modest village, but they sought my services as their official story teller for the 

week of their harvest festival. As I walked, my mind drifted in thought, and though I 

strode a very familiar path, I soon had no idea where it was I came to be. I called out…”  

 

Cupping his hands about his mouth he yelled loudly, “HALLLOOOOOOOooooo.” 

 

To the children’s delight, someone from a near by building called back. 

 

“No,” he told them through the laughter, “I did not hear anyone call back. What I did 

hear, was a low growl.” Hunching his shoulders and making claw fingers, he growled. 

The children became as still as field mice caught out in the open. “And I heard the 

chittering of a squirrel,” he continued, making a chittering noise and hopping about as if 

he had suddenly become a bushy tailed tree rat. 

 



The same quiet children laughed again, and the story teller was buoyed up as if he were 

the reciprocant of some strange and heady drug. 

 

“Crouching down, I made my way ever so quietly up the hill until just my eyes were 

above its crest as I wished to see without being seen. There, in a tree, was a very plump 

squirrel. Lying on the ground below him was an equally thin wolf. It was obvious to me 

that the wolf looked upon the squirrel as his dinner, and the squirrel looked upon the wolf 

as an annoyance. Certainly he felt quite safe high in the tree; as anyone would in their 

own home.” He looked at them, and then folding his hands behind his back, made to pace 

slowly in front of them. “I would have left it at that and been about my business… 

goodness knows I had a long ways yet to walk, but I clearly heard the wolf’s voice, and 

understood every word. ‘Friend squirrel,’ he said, ‘I have not eaten anything in a full 

week. I swear I can feel my stomach scraping against my very backbone’.” 

 

He stopped and gave them a look of amazement. He was pleased to see all of their faces 

mirror his own.  

 

“I froze to the spot. Watching the wolf’s lips carefully, I determined that I would see for 

sure if my ears were playing a falsehood upon the rest of me. As I watched the wolf’s 

lips, I clearly heard the squirrel reply, ‘Say what you will, wolf, I shall never leave the 

safety of my tree… no dinner will you make of me.’” 

 

He turned and pretended to carefully look up and over the crest of the pretend hill behind 

which he hid. “The squirrel spoke too. In the names of the gods; I prayed that I was not 

going crazy. In the names of the gods, I also prayed that I was not falling under the 

influence of those foul things we see not in the night… bad dreams, I thought… bad 

dreams… but still I listened and watched. I just had to know how this would play out.” 

 

“Sir squirrel,” says the wolf, “I ask not that you give yourself to me for my dinner… I but 

ask that you spare some of your nuts that I know you have hidden in your tree. It would 

take but a few of your acorns to take the edge off of my hunger; and perhaps we could be 

friends.” 

 

“I nodded my head at this request, though I’m sure I didn’t realize it at the time. This was 

but a pitiful request of a very hungry creature. What harm could a few nuts do… the 

squirrel had plenty after all; having worked hard to gather them.” 

 

The story teller gave all of the children a look, and then said, “And that is exactly what I 

thought as I saw it happen. I was taken in, just as the squirrel was taken in. The wolf, you 

see, though he acted the pitiful half starved creature, was using his cunning to trick the 

squirrel.” 

 

The was a soft ‘ooooo’ from his audience.  

 



Now, acting as the squirrel, the story teller pretended to toss a nut down from his tree. 

“Here is sustenance enough for a squirrel, Mr. Wolf. Eat it now and go away from this 

place.” 

 

As the wolf, he looked up and replied, “Alas, friend squirrel, I am too weak to even move 

to take your precious nut. I shall most surely die right here below your tree. In a few days 

you will not be able to live here but for the stink of me.” 

 

“This distressed the squirrel,” he explained to the children. “All of his wealth was in this 

tree, and if he had to leave it all behind because of the smell of death… well… that would 

have just been too bad.” 

 

“Very well,” the story teller said in his higher voice, “I will come down and feed you the 

nut Mr. Wolf, but when I do you must promise to move yourself away from my tree.” 

 

“Oh, I will, I absolutely promise I will… but please hurry… things are beginning to fade. 

I think I see Death reaching out to take me away.” With this, the man made a terrible 

gurgling sound as a wolf’s last breath might sound. 

 

“The squirrel, being a trusting soul and fearing that the wolf would perish, thus stinking 

up his home, skittered down the tree. Gathering up the nut, he took it to the wolf. Can you 

imagine his surprise when the wolf snatched him up and held him tight?” 

 

“Now, friend squirrel, you shall make such a nice dinner for me!” the wolf roared. 

 

The children were beside themselves, but the story teller quickly calmed them by holding 

up a finger to his mouth. “Now… you’ve seen the story through my eyes and through 

those of the wolf, but what about the eyes our trusting little squirrel?” 

 

“The wolf ate him!” cried out one of the children, and some of the others mumbled their 

agreement. 

 

The story teller stood tall and adjusted his robe, taking the time to dust it off with a brush 

of the hand here and there. “If that were the case,” he said as he did this, “There would be 

no moral to the story. By telling it I would be saying to you; live as you can and die at the 

hands of your oppressors… there is no hope.” He looked at them. “Is that what you want? 

Is that what you believe?” 

 

“NOOOOoooooooo…” they all cried. 

 

“I thought not.” Holding up a finger he told them, “Squirrels are not that quick to give up 

their lives, nor should anyone be.” 

 

Changing his stance to mimic the squirrel, he said in his high voice, “Mr. Wolf… please 

don’t eat me! If you do not eat me, I will give you all the nuts I have stored, and you will 

be full for weeks eating all of them.” 



 

“This gave pause to the wolf’s actions. If he ate the squirrel, he would be hungry again in 

an hour… but if he took all of the squirrel’s nuts as a ransom… weeks and weeks without 

a care in the world…wellllll…” 

 

Changing his voice, making it deeper, he said, “But if I release you, you will run up your 

tree and never come down again. I am not a stupid squirrel; I am a wolf. You will have to 

do better than that.” 

 

“I will have my brethren throw them to you,” squirrel offered. “Give me but a moment to 

call for them.” 

 

“Do so and be quick!” 

 

Cupping his hands around his mouth, the story teller called out, “Squirrels of the forest 

come hither and gather up all of my nuts. You must throw them to the wolf or I will 

surely die!” 

 

In a very short order, the trees were alive with squirrels of every description… hundreds 

and hundreds of them just like our glorious Phalanx. All of them held an armful of nuts. 

When they were close, the squirrel looked at the wolf, and then looked to his comrades. 

In the loudest voice he could summon, he yelled out, “Do it now! Give the wolf what he 

desperately deserves!” 

 

“All of the squirrels began throwing their nuts at the wolf, and he was stung badly. He 

was overwhelmed by the sheer number of the small creatures, being struck so many times 

that he dropped his captive and ran for his very life; never to come back to that place 

again.” 

 

“THERE YOU ARE YOU SNOT NOSED LITTLE WHELP!” yelled an angry voice.  

 

The man who yelled, grabbed the child who had initially helped the story teller, yanking 

him up from his place on the ground. “There’s a quarry full of rocks that needs to be 

moved,” he said loudly. “I’ll get paid well for your labors brat.” 

 

“Good sir,” said the story teller. “Does this child belong to you?” 

 

“He’s a slave slipped off, and if you mean to try something funny, I’ll see the magistrate 

comes to know your name.” 

 

He began dragging the child away from the group, but the story teller’s voice called to 

him again, and he stopped; not because of a threat, but because of his greed. 

 

“I have a silver coin here to be paid for this child’s labor if you would like it.” 

 



The two men looked at each other, their eyes briefly meeting. The slaver held out a 

grubby hand. “Give it to me.” 

 

“As you wish,” the robed man replied, and expertly threw it like a minute discus, 

bouncing it off of the fellow’s head and drawing blood. 

 

As the man reeled, and before he could recover, the story teller picked up a rock, and 

called to the children, “My fellow squirrels, let us give the wolf what he so deserves!”  

 

With that, stone after stone was hurled at the man until, sustaining many wounds, he ran 

away in absolute fear. 

 

Walking to the child he had left behind, the story teller bent and picked him up, setting 

him on his feet.  

 

“Are you all right?” 

 

“Yes.” 

 

The story teller offered him his hand to hold, and together they walked back to the other 

children.  

 

“My fine squirrels,” he told them, “You learned your lesson very well this morning. The 

moral of the story is; ‘Stand together against the wolf, and he will always run away.’ 

Now then, before our wolf can come back with more of his kind, we should all run back 

to our trees and hide there until it is once again safe.”  

 

With that, he shooed them all away, except for the young boy he had rescued. 

 

“Was that man your father?” he asked. 

 

“No. He was my uncle. My father was a soldier, and killed protecting our country. My 

mother died when I was born. My uncle told me I could not have been my father’s son, 

and kept me as a slave.” 

 

“Do you have any other family?” 

 

“No.” 

 

“Well then… perhaps I could be of some assistance. It just so happens that I am in need 

of a son; if you are interested.” He used his white robe to wipe the boy’s snotty nose, as 

he nodded his answer. 

 

“Good… do you have a name?” 

 

“No.” 



 

“I shall call you Aesop then.” Hearing a shout, he placed a hand upon the boy’s shoulder, 

and quickly directed him away from the place. “We shall visit the local magistrate, and if 

I cannot formally adopt you, I will keep you all the same… a slave, but not a slave; with 

a wink and a nod.” 

 

“Thank you,” the boy told him softly as they walked. 

 

“Think nothing of it,” the story teller replied affably. “I am indeed reminded of another 

time I was watching the animals of the forest. You can learn much by watching them, and 

if the gods are kind, you can even hear them speak… did you know that? I tell you it is a 

truth.” 

 

By the time the bloodied uncle returned with his friends, the pair was nowhere to be 

found. 

 

There was, however, a squirrel watching them from his tree… though they never saw 

him. 

 

 

 


