The Fox and the Man
A Story from Afghanistan
By Amanda Kane-Smith

On a snowy hillside just outside Kabul in Afghanistan, a clever little fox sat quietly, gazing down at the twinkling lights in the city. It was the longest night of the year, and families had gathered to celebrate Yalda. Homes were filled with laughter, stories were shared, and delicious food was being eaten.  
As the sun began to rise, the Fox saw the sky change from black to deep purple, then pink, orange, and finally a bright wintry blue, and on the breeze, he smelled something good to eat. 
‘Mmmm, maybe I’ll follow that smell into town’, he thought, hoping to find some leftovers from the celebrations - maybe watermelon or bread, or even better, some meat. 
Soon he found himself sitting on a quiet street corner. 
A man came walking by and stopped. ‘Peace be with you. I trust you are well,’ said the man politely.
The fox looked up, surprised, and answered kindly, ‘Very well, thank you.’ ‘What a friendly man’, he thought. 
Then the man asked the fox a question: ‘What’s the one thing you’d most like this cold winter morning?’
The fox’s tummy began to rumble. ‘I would like a juicy chicken to eat!’ he said with a toothy grin and licked his lips just thinking about it.
‘Well then, come with me,’ said the man. ‘I have chickens! I’ll give you one to eat.’
The fox could hardly believe his luck and happily followed the man to his home.
‘Wait here,’ said the man when they arrived. ‘The chickens are round the back.’
The man went inside and found a sack, but instead of getting a chicken, he filled it with heavy stones from his garden. ‘Silly fox’, he thought. ‘Tricking him was so easy! And I’ll have a warm fox fur hat by morning.’ Then he carried the stone-filled sack out and handed it to the fox. ‘Thank you!’ said the fox, about to open the sack.
‘No! Don’t eat it here, it’ll make a mess,’ said the Man ‘Why don’t you eat it over there under the shelter of that bush?’ 
‘How kind,’ said the fox and he trotted over and pushed inside the bush to enjoy his meal in peace. But when he opened the sack—no chicken.  Just stones!
‘I don’t understand!’ thought the fox.
Just at that moment there was a loud noise all around him - SNAP! The bush had been covered in a large net. He was trapped!
‘I need to escape!’ thought the fox.
He tried digging, but the ground was frozen hard with the cold. So, he tried to bite the net, but his small, pointy teeth could not cut through its ropes. 
He needed to think fast. Suddenly he saw a sharp, pointy stone sticking out of the sack, and being a clever little fox, he knew exactly what to do! He picked it up with his mouth and used it to cut the net! He made a hole big enough for his nose, then his ears, then his body until he was able to escape!
And it was just in time, because striding towards him was the man!
‘Come back here, fox!’ he shouted.
‘No!’ shouted the fox, and he didn’t stop to look back. He ran and ran, all the way back up the hillside. 
The sun was now fully up as he sat catching his breath. He looked down at the bustling city below and smiled to himself. 
‘Trick me once, but never again,’ he said, ‘next Yalda, I’ll catch my own chicken.’

