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THE CHAMELEON MEETS A LION
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Once, a chameleon lived in a stringy broom tree. One day, a large lion was passing by, and the chameleon whistled, “I’m a Little Lion!”

“What’s this?” growled Shaggy. “I’m the Lion, the King of the Beasts!”

“If you’re a king, can you do this?” asked the chameleon, and with his long, sticky tongue, he bolted down a dragonfly.

The lion tried; he snapped at a dragonfly, then at a fly. But his tongue was much too slow and short.

“I may not be able to eat dragonflies,” rumbled Shaggy, “but I can eat you!” 

“You can’t eat me, if you can’t see me!” the chameleon whistled, and he stepped onto a leaf and turned green. “Can you turn green?” 

Shaggy rolled over and rubbed in the grass, but he didn’t turn green. “I can roar!” the lion declared, and he caused the broom tree to shudder.  

The chameleon hung on tightly with his four-fingered claws and long tail. “You can’t kill dragonflies. You can’t turn green. Can you do this?” Swiveling his eyes, the lizard looked with one eye up and one eye down. 

Shaggy tried, but he ended up looking cross-eyed.

This time the chameleon had stuck out his nose too far. The lion batted the chameleon’s branch and shook him out. The chameleon landed on the ground, his skin turning gray. Curious, the lion lowered himself to peer at the chameleon. 

The chameleon slowly––for they can only move slowly––climbed upon the lion’s limb and turned gold. 

Shaggy shook his mane and said, “You must have courage to face a lion. And you’ve turned gold like a lion. You are a Little Lion.”

And from that day on, the chameleon and the lion became friends. 
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LITTLE LION MEETS 

ANOTHER CHAMELEON


[image: ]




One day when Little Lion woke up, he heard a Gurring sound and sensed something was wrong. Swiveling his eyes, he spied a small yellow-green chameleon perched on the branch above him.

“Who are you?” Little Lion demanded to know. “What are you doing up in my tree?” 

“My name is Gurr,” he answered. “And I’ve got nowhere else to go.” 

“There’s not enough room for two chameleons here. Get out of my tree!” 

Gurr’s skin turned to pale green, and he made a nervous, Gurring sound, but he didn’t leave. 

Little Lion tried chasing the other chameleon out of his tree, but he was faster.  

Little Lion said, “You better leave, for I have a really big friend. Do you see those paw prints on the ground? That’s a lion’s. He’ll be here any time now, and he’ll put you out.” 

“Please let me stay,” Gurr pleaded. “I have no home. I have no friends.” 

“No!” hissed Little Lion. “I’m counting to five now. One, two, three, four, five...”

The small chameleon shut his eyes tight, but he didn’t move on five. 

They heard thundering from a distance.

“That’s my lion friend,” said Little Lion. “You better leave now, before it’s too late.” 

Gurr made a nervous sound and his skin turned to gray, but he didn’t move. 

Soon, a lion scent wafted through the air. “This is your last chance before my lion friend arrives!” Little Lion warned.

Gurr curled himself into a ball and turned darker grey. 

“Don’t play dead on me,” hissed Little Lion.

A little later, Shaggy, the lion, arrived.

“I’m glad you’re here,” said Little Lion. “I’ve been having trouble. Someone’s invaded my tree!”

“Who is it?” growled Shaggy. “If it’s a snake, I’ll fling him down. If it’s a hawk, I’ll roar his feathers off!” 

“No, it’s a chameleon like me. But he’s up in my tree.”

“Where is he then?” asked Shaggy, peering among the leaves.

“He may be hard to find for he’s curled up into a dark ball, just over there.” 

Gurr, however, was nowhere to be found, for he had jumped down and was hiding in the grass.

One thing Lion didn’t like was someone trying to make a fool of him. “Are you making things up?” he growled. “Is this an imaginary friend?”

Little Lion didn’t know what to say. 

Then a squeaky voice sounded, “I’m not an imaginary friend. I’m a real friend.”

“Why, another chameleon!” the lion exclaimed. “What’s your name?” 

The small chameleon, who had never seen an animal that large and up close, managed a faint “Gurr.”

Shaggy looked fiercely at Little Lion. “Don’t you know that lions share? This chameleon needs a friend and a home.”

Little Lion couldn’t bring himself to answer.

Shaggy turned to the small chameleon. “You have shown courage to face a lion, and you stuck up for someone even when he was abusing you. I think there’s enough room now for two little lions in the broom tree.”

After that, the two chameleons lived in the broom tree, and Little Lion and Gurr became friends.
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THE CHAMELEONS 

GO SEARCHING FOR THE LION 
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“I’m worried,” said Little Lion one day. “We haven’t seen Lion in a long while. I think we should go out and look for him.”

“Shaggy warned us not to find him. And lions travel far,” said Gurr, repeating what the lion once told them.   

“But he might need help,” Little Lion came back. “Are you coming with me or not?” 

“Well, I’m your friend and the lion’s. But how will we ever catch up to him?”

“We will need a bigger animal’s help,” Little Lion replied.

The two chameleons set off, and it took much of the morning to reach a nearby rock. 

While they were resting, Gurr wondered again, “How will we ever catch up to the lion?”

“Yes, we need a ride,” Little Lion answered. “Let’s wait here and see what comes our way.”

After a time, a rabbit appeared, eating some milkweed.  

“Hey Rabbit,” Little Lion whistled. “We’re looking for a friend. Can you give us a ride?”

“Who’s your friend?” asked the rabbit.  

“He’s a lion,” informed Little Lion. 

The rabbit hopped off, saying, “Since when do rabbits go looking for lions?”

A little later, a crow landed by them, pecking at seeds on the ground.

“Can you help us find a friend?” Little Lion called out. “He’s a lion, but he’s a good friend.” 

The crow flew off, saying. “I won’t help you look for imaginary friends.”  

“I’m not having much luck,” said Little Lion. “Gurr, why don’t you ask the next time somebody comes by?”

The sun was well overhead when a brown-furred creature approached.

“Rabbit, you have a nice-colored coat,” said Gurr. 

“I’m not a rabbit!” hissed the creature. “I’m a hyrax, called Little Tusker, and I have some amazing traits.” 

“You are amazing,” Gurr agreed. “Can you help us find our lion friend? We need a ride.” 

“A lion is your friend?” asked Little Tusker. “But lions are huge.”

“They are, but Shaggy is friendly.”

“Well, I could use a big friend,” said Little Tusker. “Climb on! Which way did he go?”

“We don’t know,” Little Lion answered. “But another big animal might.”

“We could ask the elephant,” the hyrax suggested. 

Little Tusker went down to the river and spotted the elephant spouting water.

“Have you seen a lion passing by?” the hyrax shrilled.

The elephant blasted water from his trunk and turned his head. 

Gurr persisted, “Your long nose is good for scenting. Did you smell him?”

“Why should I talk to rats and lizards?” the elephant snorted.

“I’m not a rat! I’m a hyrax, and I have two sharp tusks.” The hyrax opened her mouth and revealed her tusks. 

The elephant lowered his trunk and laughed. “All right, Little Tusker. A lion passed this way, not so long ago. He crossed the river and went into the grasslands.”







With the chameleons atop, the hyrax swam across the river and went into the grasslands. They came upon an oryx, an antelope-like creature with long straight horns.

“Have you seen a lion lately?” asked Little Tusker. “The elephant said one went this way.”

The oryx looked up and said, “Not lately.” 

“I know you’ve got sharp ears,” said Gurr. “Maybe you heard him?”

The oryx’s ears twitched. “Why am I talking to rats and lizards?”

“I’m not a rat. I’m a hyrax, and I make long, curious sounds.” Then the hyrax grated, trilled, and yipped a tune that sounded like a bird song. 

The oryx’s ears swiveled, and she laughed. “All right, Hyrax. Not so long ago, I heard the lion’s roar echoing by the cliffs.”







With the chameleons aboard, the hyrax traveled to a line of rocky cliffs. On their top, she spied an eagle in her nest. With suction-padded feet, Little Tusker walked up the cliff, the chameleons hanging on with their sharp nails and long tails.
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