The Turtle and The Scorpion

(True character never changes)

By: b’shadow

For all his pals in Fac. of Letters and PT SP’s English Club

After several years of wandering, a young and ambitious male scorpion decided he would like to return to the other side of the river where he belonged. He badly missed all his friends and family members. His home-coming instinct to get together with all his folks became more and more unbearable. It was triggered by the smell of lebaran cakes and the sight of colourful lebaran baskets that he saw along the road in front of the various food and fruit stalls.  As he did not know how to swim, he thought hard about any living creature who could help him to cross the river.  Suddenly, he remembered his next door neighbour, a sweet little turtle who was always roaming the river as her play ground. He therefore planned to ask her to help him to cross the river. 

It took him quite some time, though, to collect all his courage to ask Miss Sweety Turtle to help him.  As a matter of fact, he had never talked to her or shown any gesture of friendship before this. To make matters worse, he had not paid his condolences when her mother passed away the week before and he had not even bothered to help extinguish the flames when her house caught fire the previous month.  In truth, he was always busy with his own business of collecting and trading scrap iron from village to village on his side of the river. 

In the midst of his profound introspection and internal conflict, he lamented to himself :  “Shame on me! Shame on me! How can I now ask her to help me to cross the river when actually before this I did not even care to say hello to her when by chance we passed by on the street.  I did not realize how  important it is to be kind and friendly to every one as there may come a time when we need their help to do something we are not capable of doing by ourselves. This is really a good lesson for me.  I will change for the better from now on  I will be more friendly and caring to every one that I meet.  I will make special times to socialize with those around me.  I promise God and myself, I really will learn from this shameful experience.  Now shame on me as I did not bother either to pay my condolences when her mother passed away or help when her house caught fire right in front of me eyes.  Oh! Shame on me! Shame on me! I did not even ask her about these tragedies that she went through in spite of the fact she is my immediate neighbour. How can I ask her to help me now?  How can I be the first to break the ice?  Oh no, I just cannot do that. But look! I really,  really miss all my folks at home. My girl friend might think that I am dead by now and decide to marry someone else as I am a year late with my promise. No matter what, I have to find a way to go home. I have to ask Miss Sweety Turtle to help me cross the river. ”

In the midst of his lingering and painful doubt, he consulted his only friend Mr Monkey. He asked him if it would be all right to ask Miss Sweety Turtle to help him cross the river in spite of the fact that he had never talked to her before. Also he mentioned all the things that he had not done in relation to his obligation as a close neighbour. As soon as Mr Scorpion finished describing his case, Mr Monkey smiled broadly.  Flashing across his mind, he saw the chance to swap his sincere consultation service for his long-delayed debt to Mr. Scorpion. 

In a split second Mr Monkey replied smilingly, “Easy, easy, easy!  No one can blame you if you start a friendship rather late with your neighbour Miss Sweety Turtle. My literature references about turtles show very clearly that she belongs to a kind of species that enjoys slow movement.  In fact, her kind does not appreciate rushing. Every theory emphasizes that, like earth quakes, friendship can start anytime along the continuum of our life and interaction.  Like an earth quake, you never can tell exactly when it will happen. It is common, and maybe perfect, that friendship should start from your immediate need to ask her to help you cross the river to meet your folks before Lebaran. It’s the right moment. Forget all your mistakes in the past and concentrate on your immediate need. Besides that, I know very well that Miss Sweety Turtle is such an innocent, such a naïve and kind-hearted creature.  She won’t remember all your mistakes and misdeeds in relation to your obligations as a neighbour. I’ll tell you the most workable strategy for asking a favour if you agree to swap this consultation with my long-delayed debt to you.”   Without waiting for Mr. Scorpion to nod his head Mr. Monkey continued hastily : “Smile the sweetest smile you can, and compliment the one whose favour you need to ask.  Come on, go for it, concentrate and execute your mission. Lebaran is getting closer. You won’t fail, I can assure you. Come on ! Come on! And make sure to note that my debt is wiped out by this piece of so important advice,” added Mr Monkey with an even  broader smile.   

Having been told by Mr. Monkey of the natural innocence of the turtle and having seen it for himself in some close observations, and having practised the sweetest smile that he could manage using a mirror, Mr Scorpion plucked up all his courage to execute his mission. Now, he concentrated on his mission. He smiled his sweetest smile and started to speak to Miss Sweety Turtle exactly as advised by Mr. Monkey.     

“Please help me to cross the river, Miss  Sweety Turtle. You are said to be the most kind-hearted creature not only on this side of the river but on this whole planet earth.  I can’t stand not seeing my folks at home as I have been away for more than three years. I will never forget this favour of yours till the end of my life.”  The male scorpion pleaded for help with his fulsome,  persuasive compliments.

“I would like to,” she said.  “You are my most immediate neighbour.  I see you at least three times a day. Wise men say your close neigbour is more important than your immediate relatives who are often far from you. They are the first to jump to help you in case of trouble or when you need a favour. I can feel what you feel about missing your folks at home after all these three years you have been away from them. And you are right,  I was born with a golden heart. And helping you to cross this river is not difficult for me. It’s nothing compared with my holy, philanthropic mission to spread my thousands and thousands of eggs to help feed the world for free.  But my basic instinct screams in me that helping you to cross the river on my back can be suicide. You are notorious for being  the most stinger-happy being under the sun. You will surely bite and sting me as soon as you have the chance and I will surely sink to the bottom of the river.”

“Look, if I bite you I will surely sink with you to bottom of the river. You know that I can’t swim at all. Come on Miss Sweety Turtle!  I have been missing all my friends and family so much after living on this side of the river for three years. I promise you my free and sincere service for two weeks when we get there. I will never forget your good deed to me”. The scorpion spoke persuasively and softly somewhat like a boy to a girl on their first love date.

“Will you promise not to bite me while crossing the river? I haven’t spread a million eggs yet to help feed the world - my mission for being born here on earth”.  The female turtle spoke seriously and sincerely and naively.

“I promise you, I promise you.  God is my witness,”  the male scorpion swore earnestly and convincingly. “And I will be your servant for four weeks on the other side of the river. My friends and family will also serve you like a queen”.  The male scorpion added some more bonuses to his promise so lightly and freely.

“If you promise this solemnly, then I can’t say no anymore. Come on! Hop onto my back and cling to my neck! Hide in one of the little crevices between my neck and my back! Hang on tightly as I swim! You will surely be safe if you listen to me and keep your promise not to sting or do me any harm,”  the female turtle said so tenderly and sincerely and assuringly like a caring elder sister to a spoiled younger brother. 

On jumped the male scorpion to the back of the female turtle and off the female turtle swam crossing the river taking the male scorpion to where he belonged. Everything seemed all right up to about five metres before the other side of the river. Then suddenly, the female turtle felt a strong and painful sting such as she had never experienced before. It was so painful that she lost all her power. It was so painful  that she could not continue swimming and thus started to sink. However so keen was her curiosity that in the last minutes of her life, before they got to the bottom of the river to meet their so tragic death, she asked the male scorpion: 

“I am dying for sure, but I am anxious to know why you still stung and bit me in spite of so earnest a promise not to.  How could you do it  knowing that you too would drown and meet your end as is now happening to us? And not to mention the fact that you are now less than four meters from meeting all your folks at home.”   The female turtle spoke so curiously while sinking with the male scorpion down to the bed of the river.

The male scorpion could hardly reply.  “It’s not about the promise. It’s not about the fact that I knew that if I stung you, I, too, would sink and die as I can’t swim. It’s not about missing my folks at home whom I have not seen for ages. It’s about my true and incorrigible character. Honestly, since I got into the soft crevice of  your neck,  I have tried my best to control myself so as not to bite and sting you.  However, I couldn’t resist biting and stinging your neck as soon as I touched its incomparable softness. Look! never in all my life have I touched so soft and so tender a neck as yours. Besides, it smells so heavenly sweet.  My true character has been totally triggered by all of this, maybe partly as a result of the whitener and the softener that perhaps you apply periodically. I apologize for all the trouble I have caused you. Let me be your servant forever in whatever paradise we get to. Don’t cry with regret Miss Sweety Turtle.   Kindly take my biting as a token of true love.   I promise to truly serve you forever, till death join us together”. 

With her last breath the naïve turtle could barely whisper,  more to herself than to the scorpion,  “Poor grandma is absolutely right in her wise words : ‘Once a stinger, always a stinger.’ ”

Questions :

1. What is your comment or impression about the story? 

      Feel free to say anything you think or feel?

2. What do you learn from Mr. Monkey’s character?

3. What do you learn from Miss. Sweety Turtle?

4. What do you learn from Mr. Scorpion’s character? 

5. Have you ever learnt the same bitter experience in your life from being betrayed after helping somebody?

6. Have you,  like Mr Scorpion, ever felt quilty having failed to do your basic obligation to your neighbour and then found yourself in need of his/her help?  

7. Did you expect the scorpion to bite the turtle as you got to the part of the story when they started to swim across the river? Why? 

8. Do make promises easily when you need somebody’s help?

9. Would you like to tell this story to your friends who haven’t heard it?

10. Would you like to write a story of this type when you have some spare time?

11. Some people say that a good story can teach us more than direct advice. Do you agree with this opinion?
