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Once, in a big, big forest called Fable Land, all the creatures are created 

wonderfully by the Powerful Him. The forest trees are big and thick, the 

flowers in different colors are everywhere, and the animals are living in all 

over the places. It is a forest rich in milk and honey. At the middle of the 

forest there is the flowing river, wide and endless, clean and pure, it is where 

all the creatures get their waters from.  

Every creature, including insects, has their own territories in the forest, 

and all of them have their own talents and concerns…including their own 

responsibilities. 

In the eastern corner of the Fable Land, there lived a young white dove. 

His home is nested above the smallest tree and he is living alone. He has no 

parents to guide him because he was abandoned from the day he was born. 

Despite this, the dove knows he is not an orphan, for he believes that the 

Powerful Him is the Father of all creatures in Fable Land. 

This young dove is known as the poorest and the most unlucky one. But 

unlike the other birds he never wastes his time just to play. At early in the 

mornings, when the sun is not yet risen, he wakes up just to pray to the 

Powerful Him.  

He prays that his rich neighbors would not tease him during days.  

He prays that he could catch worms just enough for him to survive. 



He prays that Mr. Black wouldn’t knock his door so hard when he comes 

to play, or when he comes just to brag his newest artifacts.  

He prays that his parents would find him one day. 

And most of all, he prays for the safe return of the Powerful Him. Him 

who promised them to come back when everything is settled down to the 

place that Him is going.  

When the sun is bright and broad, he comes out from his home to do 

some work. But because he is young and his feathers are thin, he couldn’t do 

the heavy works, instead, he works at the nearest store wherein his job is to 

wipe the dirty windows.   

Sometimes, when he is free, he goes to the river to collect some stones. 

He uses them to put beneath his tree, so that when it rains the wind wouldn’t 

uproot the smallest tree, because it is where he lives. Unless his friends 

would invite him to play, this young dove has no fun in the day.  

During nights, he flies home to prepare for the next day. And before he 

sleeps, he brushes his white feathers so that it shines and glows, just like the 

beautiful feathers of Mr. Black.  

 

The white dove has a rich neighbor, and his name is Black of the Raven 

Tribe. Among his clans, Mr. Black is the most adventurous one. He wakes 

up in the morning without having to worry for his food, because worms are 

always served on his golden plate. He never catches them. His father and 

mother would buy them at Mr. Wood’s store, their worms are special that 

comes in different flavors.  

Mr. Black is three weeks older than him. He starts his day exploring, and 

exploring places, and ends the day with bragging to his neighbors and friends 

whatever items he has got from his adventures. 

Mr. Black is rich and he never worries at anything.  



One day, he flaps his wings to visit the white dove in his feeble tree. 

“Creature! Creature!” He calls, rapping his strong and pointed beak to 

Creature’s door. 

“What is it, Black? What is it that you want that you have rapped my 

door so hard? Can you not do it a little lighter? Because my door is frail and 

my house is weak.” Replies the dove, and Creature is his name. 

“I bring with me some news! No, it’s not news, it is more than that!” 

Exclaims the crow. 

“What is it? What is it, then?” Asks the dove. 

“I found a new route! It’s a route that has never been explored before!” 

Informs Black. 

“A route it is! But why are you telling this to me? You know I’m not 

adventurous like you!” Says Creature. 

“It’s nothing like that! The Serpent, the Serpent! You see, he says to me 

that this route is full of treasures, and there are other creatures, too!” 

“The Serpent?!” Creature’s eyes widen. 

“Yes! The one that crawls.”  

“I know him, yes, of course! But why, of all creatures, you believed in 

him?”  

“Why not?” Black irks his brows.  

“Why why not? He’s the one that Him said not to trust! The Serpent 

always lies. He lives for it.” Explains the dove. 

“Him? You still believe in Him even though he hasn’t returned until 

now? My, my, Creature. You must know. Serpent has changed, this, I say to 

you!” Exclaims Black. 

“I want to believe you, I really do. But I’m afraid I couldn’t this time. 

Because I promised Him to stay here until he returns. That place must be 

very far.” Says Creature, shaking his head. 



 “Oh, fine! Don’t come with me then. I regretted that I’ve told you about 

this.” Black says, his tone is suggesting annoyance.  

“I’m going to that place and you’ll see!” He adds, then he flaps his wings 

away. 

“Be well in your journey then!” Creature waves his right wing. 

 

Days later, the Fable Land in its darkest hours is in a peaceful state. The 

moon is full and its borrowed light is gleaming over the vast forest. While 

the other animals are having their deep sleep, Creature, who lives in the 

eastern corner in his small tree, is disturbed in his slumber by the knocks of 

his door.  

“Creature! Creature!” Someone yells and Creature knows who he is. 

Creature rubs his sleepy eyes as he went to open his door. ‘What is it? 

What is it that you want that you have rapped my door so har—” The dove 

widens his rounded eyes as he saw the crow. 

“Oh, Black of the Raven Tribe, richest of all riches, what happened to 

your beautiful wings?” Shouts the dove, he’s so surprised that he forgot 

about his sleep. 

“Help me, Creature, my wings are burnt!” Cries the crow. 

“Didn’t you go to explore that route? What has this journey done to you 

and your wings?” Asks the dove, opening his door so wide. 

“Explore? Yes, explore, I did! I’ve travelled so very far, to that place the 

Serpent told me, until I didn’t notice that I was flying farther, farther, and 

father outside the forest!” 

“You went outside the forest?” Gasps the dove. 

The wounded crow nods and he starts to cry.  

“The Serpent…fooled me! There was no treasure in that place! You were 

right, Creature. I wished I had believed in you. But now, I even lost my own 



treasures. The Serpent barged into my house while I was away. Even my 

expensive medicines, the Serpent took away!” Cries Black.  

“I’ve told you. I’ve told you! Didn’t I?” Says Creature. 

“The Serpent always lies.” The dove adds as he helps the crow to enter 

his house. “Come now, you poor creature, let me treat your wounds.” 

_END_ 
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