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Once upon a tim e there w as a sparrow . 
And he would have been a fine enough 
sparrow , except that, unfortunately, he was 
rather foolish. He hadn 't learned a  thing from  
the time he b roke out of his egg. He w asn 't 
capable of anything: either of building a nest, 
or finding a tasty  g rain  to eat; w herever he 
sat, there  he fell asleep — w hatever appeared 
before his eyes, that he ate. One thing about 
him though, he was very  h igh-sp irited  — 
ready to fight for a reason, or for no reason 
at all.

One day he was flying about the yard  of 
a hom estead w ith one of his friends, also a 
young sparrow . They flew about, playing 
around the rubbish  heap, when they found 
three seed grains. And here our sparrow  
said:

"They 're my seeds, I found them!"
But the other, too, chim ed in:
"No, th ey 're  mine! Mine! Mine!"
And they started  to fight. They fought, 

hopping up and dow n and plucking at each 
o ther so hard  that the feathers flew. They 
fought till they  w ere both  tired, then sat 
facing each other, all puffed up and having 
fo rg o tte n . w hat the fight was all about. 
Suddenly rem em bering, they  looked about 
for the seeds. W hat could have happened to 
them?
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A hen, follow ed by  her chicks, was w alk 
ing about the yard, clucking:

"W here fools fight, the w ise profit; w here 
fools fight, the w ise profit!"

''W hat are  you saying?" asked the 
sparrow s.

“W hy, I ’m thanking you for being so 
foolish! W hile  you  w ere so stup id ly  fighting, 
I fed the  seeds you w ere fighting about to 
my chicks. WJiat is it they  say of som eone 
w ho's foolish? There was no one to 'b ea t you, 
and teach you! If som eone w ould only  take 
you  in  hand, you  m ay yet grow  up to  be 
sensible birds!.."

The o ther sparrow  grew  angry  at these 
words.

"Teach your own children sen^e, as for 
me, I have enough for myself!" he chirped 
angrily , hopped, tw itched a  w ing, and flew 
off. But our sparrow  rem ained and began to 
think.

"It's  true," he thought, "it's better to be 
sensible. The hen is sensible, for she has 
eaten and I'm  sitting here, hungry ."

He thought and thought som e more, then 
tu rned  to the hen and begged:

"Teach me to be sensible, Madame Hen! 
You are so w ise yourself!"

"Oh, no!" answ ered the  hen. "Excuse me, 
m y dear, but I have enough troubles w ithout
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you,:— look at my large family, they  also 
have to be taught som e sense! Look for o ther 
teachers!" And she w alked off into the hen
house.

The sparrow  was left alone.
"W hat to do? I 'll have to ask  som eone to 

help me, because I don 't w ant to live w ithout 
w isdom !" A nd he flew up and headed for the 
woods.

A rriv ing  in the woods, w ho should he 
see first but a cuckoo sitting on a snow ball- 
tree, singing out: "Cu-ckoo! Cu-ckoo!"

He w ent right up to her.
"Auntie, I have a request to m ake of you. 

Teach me to be wise! You have no children 
of your own. I asked the hen, but she told 
me she had enough troubles already."

"W ell, let me tell you!" answ ered the 
cuckoo. "If I have no troubles of my own, 
then w hy should I take on som eone else's. 
As if I have nothing better to do than teach 
strange children common sense! That isn 't 
m y affair! But if you 'd  like to know  how 
m any years you 'll live, that I could tell 
you."

"As long as y o u 're  alive, don 't w orry  
about me!" re to rted  the sparrow , and flew 
away.

He flew until he came to the swamp, 
and there he saw the  pelican busily  catching
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frogs. He flew dow n and tim idly  approached 
him:

"Mr. Pelican, teach me to be sensible. You 
are so wise..."

"W hat? W hat? W hat?" screeched the 
Pelican. "Be off, you, w hile y o u 're  still alive! 
I have no use for such as you!.."

The sparrow  quickly  w hirred  away, bare
ly b reath ing  from  fright.

Looking down, he caught sight of the 
crow  sitting sadly in a ploughed field.

"A untie," he asked as he jo ined her, "why 
are you  so w orried?"

"I don 't know, Sonny, I ju st don 't know!"
"Could you, A untie, teach me to be 

wise?"
"No, Sonny, I couldn 't. I 'm  not really  

sensible myself, so how  could I teach anyone 
else? But if you really  w ant to learn, w hy 
don 't you go to the owl? They say  the owl 
is very, very  wise, and she may be able to 
give you som e advice. I'm  not much in the 
line of w isdom  myself. God help me!"

"Good-bye A untie!" said the sparrow .
"Good luck!"
The sparrow  flew about quite a w hile 

asking everyone he met w here the owl lived. 
He w as to ld  that she lived in the hollow  
tru n k  of the d ry  oak tree. Off he went, and 
su re  enough, th ere  she was, sitting  in the 
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hollow , fast asleep. The sparrow  settled  on a 
branch:

"Madame! A re you asleep? Madame! M a
dame Owl!"

The owl jum ped, flu ttering  her w ings 
rapidly:

"W hoo! W hat? W ho is it?" she hooted, 
her eyes bulging.

The sparrow  was a little  frightened h im 
self, bu t he was a determ ined little  bird.

"It's  me, the  sparrow ..." he said.
"The sparrow ? W hat sparrow ? I can 't see! 

W hat do you want? W hat kind of evil wind 
brings you here in the daytim e? W hat a nu i
sance! They w on 't even let you sleep during 
the day..."

And she p rom ptly  fell asleep again. The 
sparrow  didn 't have the courage to awaken 
her again, so he sat in the tree  and waited 
for night to come. He w aited and w aited till 
he got tired  and bored  w ith  it all. W hen it 
started  to get dark, how ever, the owl aw oke 
and suddenly hooted: "W hoo-oo-oo!..
W hoo-w hoo-w hoo-oo-oo..." The sparrow  
turned num b w ith terro r: he w anted to fly 
away, but held on somehow. The owl came 
out of the hollow, glanced at the sparrow  
w ith  such shiny, b rillian t eyes that he was 
frightened all over again.

"W hat are you doing here?" she hooted.
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"W hy I, begging your pardon, Ma'am, 
have been w aiting here since m orning..."

"W hat for?"
"W ell, until you got up..."
"So. I'm  up! W hat d o -y o u  want? Speak 

up!"
"I w anted to ask you, M a'am, if you 

would be so kind as to give me lessons in 
wisdom? You are so wise..."

"He w ho is born  a fool, dies a fool! Run 
along now, because I'm  v e ry  hungry!" she 
hooted, and again her b rillian t eyes glowed 
in the m ost frightening m anner.

The sparrow  spurted  aw ay quickly, 
thinking only  to hide him self in som e bush. 
There he spent the night. He slept soundly 
that he w oke w ith a sta rt when he heard a 
loud "ch irr-r-r-r"  over his head. Looking up 
he saw a w hite-w inged m agpie sitting  on a 
kno tty  branch above him, and ch irring  away 
w ith such concentration that her eyes w ere 
closed.

"W ho is it y o u 're  talk ing  to, M iss?" asked 
the sparrow .

"And w hat is it to you? Such curiosity! 
M aybe I'm  talk ing  to you!"

"W ell, I 'm  very  happy if i t 's  to me. I 'd  
like to beg of you, Miss, to g ive me lessons 
in w isdom ."

"Now tell me w hat you  need wisdom  for,
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young man? It's  much easier, and certain ly  
much happier, to live in this w orld w ithout 
thinking. If I w ere you, Sonny, I 'd  sooner 
learn how  to steal, the w ay I do, and for 
that you  don 't need any wisdom. You just 
listen to me! I 'll teach you how  to live 
w ithout w isdom ..." the M agpie chirred  
louder and louder and faster and faster as 
she offered this advice.

"M ay you be struck  dumb, you talkative 
bird!" chirped the sparrow . "You've deaf
ened me w ith your chatter! A w ay w ith  you!" 
and he flew quickly  away.

Settling dow n in a field, he paused to 
think. "W here can I learn to be wise? I've 
been flying about now  for quite a w hile and 
can 't seem to learn anything. M aybe that's  
the w ay it's  going to be?" And he sat there, 
w orrying away, looking sadly across the 
field, w here a rook was w alking about in 
his d ignified fashion.

"I 'll ask him yet," the sparrow  brightened 
up. "But he 'll be the last one."

"Teach me to be w ise," he asked the  rook 
very  directly. "I 'v e  been seeking wisdom  for 
a long time, but I can 't seem to find it."

"W isdom, my young friend, doesn 't lie 
about on the roadside," answ ered the rook 
w ith great dignity . "It's no t such a sim ple 
thing to acquire. But I 'll  tell you  one thing:
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if you 've  never know n adversity , you 'll 
never grow  wise. Think about it. Now go 
your way, as I have no tim e."

The sparrow  flew off. "W hat kind of 
advice is that?" he thought, sadder than ever. 
But he d idn 't ask anyone else to teach him 
from  then on, it w as too much. He brooded 
a little  about having to live w ithout wisdom, 
and then fo rgo t about it. He again turned to 
hopping about m errily , w ithout a thought.

Time passed so quick ly  that before the 
sparrow  knew  it, sum m er was gone. Autum n 
arrived  w ith  its cold winds, its stinging 
rains, and later, w ith snow  flurries. The 
sparrow  was really  in troub le — facing 
hunger and cold! At night, w herever he 
settled, he couldn’t sleep. The wind was so 
cold it w ent through  him. There was nothing 
to eat during  the day, because everyth ing 
had been hidden away into the g ranaries for 
the w inter, and when he did find anything, 
he lost it th rough  quarreling.

And here is w here our sparrow  began to 
acquire wisdom. He decided he m ust stop 
quarreling. W herever his sparrow  friends 
flew, he flew w ith them; w hatever they 
found to eat he got a share. W hen he s to p 
ped quarre ling  and fighting they  accepted 
him, when they w ouldn 't even let him come 
near them  before.
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A EC51 YKPAHHKA

EEA A  H A Y H H T
CKaaKa 

(Ha ailTAHHCKOM 5I3HIKG)

H3AaTeAtCTBO XyAOJKeCTBeHHOH AHTepaTypw

The sparrow  saw how  the o ther birds 
kept w arm  in the nests they  had built them 
selves earlier, so he looked closely  to see 
how  the nests had been built. He started  to 
collect feather after feather, straw  after 
straw , w eaving one after another into a nest 
for himself. He tried  and w orked  so hard  
that some of the birds began to respect him. 
W henever they  met in council, he was called, 
and his ideas w ere listened to w ith  great 
attention. He lived th rough the w inter 
successfully, and by spring  he had grow n 
into a w ise and sensible sparrow . He no 
longer sat in his nest by  himself, he now  had 
a mate, and four little  eggs nestled in the 
nest. Soon he was raising a family and had 
m ore responsib ility  — the baby  sparrow s had 
to be fed, taught to fly and defended from 
enemies. There was no tim e to play about. 
His neighbours could not get over his good 
sense and wisdom  and often asked him:

"Mr. Sparrow, you are so clever and wise, 
w here on earth  did you learn all this?"

And he, when asked, w ould only  nod his 
head. "A dversity  teaches!" he 'd  say.
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