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All the animals had to go to the river to drink every
day. 


But
Sang Buaya, the Crocodile, was always waiting to catch them. 


The
animals were afraid. But they had to drink water.


Kancil
the Mouse Deer saw the problem. 


I
can teach Sang Buaya a lesson, he thought. There is always a way to trick him. 


He is big, but a small person can be
clever.
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Kancil
went to the river and looked for the crocodile. There was a log in the river. 


Or
was that a crocodile? It might be a log. But it might be Sang Buaya.


Kancil
had an idea.


He
said in a loud voice, “If that is a log, it will float up the river.


If
that is a crocodile, it will float down the river.”


A
log could never float up the river. The water would carry it down the
river. But Sang Buaya did not know this. Slowly, the log started to move up
the river. 


“Logs
do not float UP the river!” called Kancil. 


“Sang Buaya! I FOOLED YOU!”


 


The
next day the animals came to the river to drink.


“Let
me go first,” said Kancil. “Sang Buaya might be here.”


Kancil
did not see Sang Buaya. He waded into the water. 


“WHUNK!”
Sang Buaya grabbed Kancil’s leg. It really hurt.


But
Kancil did not let the crocodile know that. 


“Sorry,
Sang Buaya!” He called. “That is not my leg. You bit a stick.” 


The
crocodile let go of Kancil’s leg and bit hard on something else.


“Oh
Oh Oh!” cried Kancil. “You are biting my LEG!” 


But
the crocodile was really biting on a stick. 


Kancil
jumped out of the water. 


“You are biting on a STICK! Sang
Buaya, I FOOLED YOU!”
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One
day the animals smelled ripe mangoes. But the mango tree was across the river. 


How
could they reach the mangoes?


“I
can get some mangoes,” said Kancil. “Just give me a bag. I will bring some back
to you.”


Kancil
went to the river and called,


“Sang Buaya! King Suleiman wants to
know how many crocodiles are in the river. The King thinks there are seven 

crocodiles here.”


 


“NO
WAY!” shouted Sang Buaya. “There are MANY more crocodiles than that.”


“Well,
I can count them,” said Kancil. “Line up across the river. I will count.”


Sang
Buaya called all the crocodiles. They lined up nose to tail…nose to tail…across
the river. 


There
were so many that their line went clear across the river.


“OK,
I will count,” said Kancil. He jumped on the back of the first crocodile.
“One.”


He
jumped on the back of the next crocodile. “Two.”


“3…4…5…6…7.”
Kancil jumped onto the bank. “There are seven crocodiles.”


“That
is not so,” said Sang Buaya. “There are MORE crocodiles. Count again.”


“I will count
again,” said Kancil. “But first, I must rest.”


 


Kancil
sat down under the mango tree.


He
filled his bag with mangoes.


“I
will count again now,” he said. 
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He
jumped on the back of a crocodile. “One.” 


“2…3…4…5…6…7…8…9…10…11…12…TWELVE!
There are TWELVE crocodiles! You are right, Sang Buaya.”


Then
Kancil jumped onto the bank of the river.


He
called all the animals. “Come eat mangoes!” 


“Goodbye,
Sang Buaya! I FOOLED YOU AGAIN!”


The animals all laughed. “We are
lucky to have a clever little friend like you, Kancil!”
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