Zebras

Farmer Giles went to the sales to buy himself a horse.

Unfortunately that day there were no horses, but the final lot to come up was a zebra.

Although Farmer Giles knew that no one had ever trained a zebra to do anything before, he decided to make a low offer.

Naturally he got the zebra.

Knowing what he knew Farmer Giles immediately told the zebra that when he got back to the farm he was to go around all the animals and chat to them about their work and decide what he could do best.

He warned the zebra that if he did not become a useful animal within six weeks he would be packed off to the abattoir.

So the zebra lost no time in talking to the animals.

He asked the hen first, what did she do?

‘Oh well’ cackled the hen, ‘I peck around in the farmyard, pick up a few worms and as long as I lay an egg every day old Giles leaves me alone—it’s a good life really.’

‘I don’t think I’d like that’ said the zebra, ‘I think I will go and talk to the pig and see what he does.’

He explained to the pig the stern warning he had had from Farmer Giles and asked him what he did.

‘Oh I enjoy myself’ the pig snorted, ‘I snuffle around in the mud and he gives me lots of hot potato peelings and good food and doesn’t ask me for much. The only thing that worries me is that a few of my brothers have disappeared recently and I don’t think what happens to them is terribly good news. Still, I live in the hope that my turn is yet a long way off.’

The zebra thought this was a little uncertain for him so he continued with his inquiries

by asking the bull what he did for a living.

The bull snorted impatiently, ‘If you take those silly pyjamas off,’ he roared 

‘I will show you!’

