
Erasmus	and	the	Lion
I

One	 fine	 morning	 Erasmus	 was	 driving	 a
little	 donkey	 along	 the	 bank	 of	 a	 river.	 On	 the
little	donkey’s	back	was	a	 large	 jar	of	water,	 for
they	had	just	been	down	to	the	river	to	get	water
for	dinner.

Now	 Erasmus	 was	 a	 holy	 monk,	 and	 he
lived	with	many	other	monks	in	a	large	house	on
the	hill.

The	 sun	was	very	hot,	 but	 the	birds	 in	 the
trees	 were	 singing	 sweetly.	 So,	 as	 Erasmus
walked	along,	he,	too,	began	to	sing.

All	at	once	he	heard	a	strange	sound.	It	was
not	 a	 bird’s	 song.	 It	 was	 too	 loud	 for	 that.	 The
little	 donkey	 stopped	 and,	 throwing	 up	 his	 ears,
stood	 still,	 looking	 very	 much	 frightened.
Erasmus	stopped,	 too.	But	he	was	not	afraid,	 for



he	was	too	good.	Still,	he	wondered	at	the	sound.
“Dear	me!”	 he	 said.	 “What	 a	 very	 strange

sound!	What	do	you	suppose	it	was?”	Of	course,
he	 was	 talking	 to	 himself,	 for	 no	 one	 else	 was
near.

Erasmus	 looked	 around,	 but	 he	 saw
nothing,	 so	 he	 started	 once	more	 up	 the	 hill.	He
had	 gone	 but	 a	 few	 steps	when	 the	 sound	 came
again.	This	time	it	was	a	sad	sound,	and	it	stopped
with	a	whine.

The	 donkey	 trembled	 all	 over,	 he	 was	 so
frightened.	His	master	said,	“It	must	be	a	lion.”

And	 a	 lion	 it	 was.	 Just	 at	 that	 minute	 the
great	head	and	the	yellow	eyes	of	a	lion	appeared
among	 the	 bushes	 beside	 the	 road.	 Then,	 giving
his	 sad	 cry	 again,	 the	 lion	 jumped	out	 and	came
toward	 good	 Erasmus,	 who	 was	 holding	 the
donkey	tight	to	keep	him	from	running	away.

He	was	a	very	large	lion,	much	larger	than
the	 donkey.	As	 he	 came	 near,	 Erasmus	 saw	 that
he	was	lame.	At	once	the	good	man	was	sorry	for
the	poor	animal,	because	he	did	not	like	to	see	any
of	 God’s	 creatures	 suffer.	 He	 went	 to	 meet	 the



lion,	and	put	his	hand	on	his	head.



The	lion	did	not	jump	at	Erasmus	or	try	to
kill	him,	but	he	lay	down	at	his	feet	and	began	to
whine.



“Poor	 old	 fellow!”	 said	 Erasmus.	 “What
makes	you	lame,	Brother	Lion?”

The	lion	shook	his	head	and	roared.	But	his
eyes	were	not	fierce.	They	looked	up	at	Erasmus
as	 if	 asking	 him	 for	 help.	Then	 the	 lion	 held	 up
his	right	front	paw	and	shook	it,	to	show	that	this
was	the	lame	foot.

“Lie	down,	 sir,”	 said	Erasmus,	 just	 as	you
would	talk	to	a	big	dog.

The	lion	lay	down,	and	Erasmus	took	up	his
great	paw	in	his	hand.	Then	he	saw	a	long	thorn.
No	wonder	 the	poor	 lion	had	 roared	and	whined
in	pain.

As	Erasmus	took	out	the	thorn,	the	lion	did
not	make	 a	 sound.	When	 the	 thorn	was	 out,	 the
lion	 looked	 up	 into	 the	 monk’s	 face	 as	 if	 he
wanted	to	say,	“Thank	you,	kind	friend,	I	will	not
forget.”

II
Again	 Erasmus	 and	 the	 donkey	 began	 to

climb	 the	 hill	 for	 home.	 As	 he	 walked	 along,
Erasmus	heard	the	sound	of	soft	steps	behind	him.
He	 turned	 round	and	saw	 that	 the	great	 lion	was



following	him.
“Suppose	 he	 goes	 all	 the	 way	 home	 with

me,”	 thought	 Erasmus	 to	 himself.	 “What	 shall	 I
do	with	him?”

When	he	 reached	home,	he	 took	 the	 jar	of
water	 from	 the	 donkey’s	 back.	 Then	 he	 put	 the
donkey	into	the	stable.

As	he	turned	to	go	into	 the	house,	 the	 lion
lay	down	at	his	 feet	and	pulled	at	his	gown	with
his	 paws,	 as	 if	 to	 say,	 “Kind	 friend,	 I	 love	 you
because	you	took	the	thorn	out	of	my	foot.	Let	me
stay	with	you	always.”

Erasmus	 said,	 “You	 may	 stay	 as	 long	 as
you	are	good.”

Then	 he	 walked	 into	 the	 house.	 The	 lion
went	behind	him	and	lay	down	on	the	floor	like	a
kitten,	and	soon	he	went	to	sleep.

III
Wherever	 Erasmus	 went,	 Leo,	 the	 lion,

went	also.	Best	of	all,	Leo	liked	to	go	to	the	river
for	water.	As	 the	 donkey	walked	 along	with	 the
jar	of	water	on	his	back,	Leo	would	run	and	jump
on	the	sand	and	have	great	fun.



One	day	as	Erasmus	was	on	the	way	to	the
river	with	the	donkey	and	the	lion,	a	poor	man	ran
out	to	him	and	asked	him	to	come	into	his	hut	and
cure	his	sick	baby.

Of	course,	Erasmus	was	glad	to	go	with	the
poor	man.	But	before	he	went,	he	said,	“Stay	here,
Leo,	and	watch	the	donkey.”

Now,	 Leo	 wished	 to	 obey	 his	 master,	 but
the	day	was	hot,	and	he	was	sleepy.	He	lay	on	the
sand	beside	the	donkey	and	tried	to	keep	his	eyes
open,	but,	before	he	knew	it,	he	was	asleep.

The	 foolish	 donkey	 soon	 grew	 tired	 of
standing	beside	 the	 sleeping	 lion,	 so	off	he	went
to	get	a	bite	of	green	grass.	As	he	ate,	he	walked
farther	and	farther	away	from	the	lion.

By	and	by	a	camel	driver	came	along	with	a
band	of	horses	and	camels	and	donkeys.	He	was
taking	them	to	a	country	far	away.



“What	 a	 fine	 little	 donkey!”	 he	 cried.	 “I
shall	take	him	along	with	me.”

With	 that,	 the	 camel	 driver	 took	 the	water
jar	 off	 the	 donkey’s	 back	 and	 then	 drove	 the
donkey	away	in	front	of	him.

Now	 the	 noise	 woke	 Leo.	 He	 jumped	 up
with	a	 roar	 just	 in	 time	 to	 see	 the	camel	driver’s
face	as	he	went	over	 the	hill.	But	he	did	not	 see
the	donkey.	Around	and	around	he	 ran,	 smelling
the	air,	but	he	could	not	 find	his	 friend.	Then	he
stood	 by	 the	 water	 jar	 and	 roared	 with	 all	 his
might.



When	 Erasmus	 came	 out	 and	 saw	 Leo
standing	beside	 the	water	 jar,	 and	 found	 that	 the
donkey	was	gone,	he	thought	Leo	had	eaten	him.

“You	 wicked	 lion!”	 he	 cried.	 “You	 have
eaten	my	poor	donkey.	What	shall	I	do?”

But	 Leo	 only	 roared	 louder.	 He	 could	 not
talk	and	tell	his	master	what	had	happened.

Erasmus	 was	 very	 sad.	 “You	 will	 have	 to
be	my	 donkey	 now,”	 he	 said.	 “Come,	 stand	 up,
and	let	me	tie	the	water	jar	upon	your	back.”

Leo	hung	his	head	and	stood	still	while	the
good	monk	 tied	 the	water	 jar	 upon	his	 back.	He
was	ashamed	 to	do	a	donkey’s	work,	 for	he	was
the	King	 of	 Beasts.	He	was	 sadder	 still	 to	 think
that	his	master	was	angry	with	him.

When	they	reached	home,	Erasmus	told	the



story	to	the	other	monks.	They,	too,	said	that	Leo
would	have	to	take	the	donkey’s	place	and	go	for
water	every	day.

This	was	 a	 sad	 time	 for	Leo.	He	 could	 no
longer	sleep	in	the	house,	but	had	to	be	tied	in	the
stable.	How	he	wished	that	he	could	talk	and	tell
his	master	that	he	had	done	no	wrong!	But	he	was
only	a	lion,	and	all	he	could	do	was	roar	or	whine.

Many	 months	 passed	 by.	 Leo	 was	 still
doing	the	donkey’s	work.

One	day	Erasmus	took	Leo	to	a	little	town.
The	 good	man	wished	 to	 buy	 food	 in	 the	 town.
Then	 he	would	 tie	 it	 upon	 Leo’s	 back,	 and	 Leo
would	carry	it	home.

Erasmus	bought	the	food	and	was	putting	it
into	baskets	when	he	heard	Leo	give	a	loud	growl.
Looking	up,	he	saw	a	long	train	of	horses,	camels,
and	donkeys	going	by.

Leo	had	 seen	 the	 face	of	 the	camel	driver,
and	he	knew	the	man	was	the	one	who	had	taken
the	poor	donkey.

The	lion	ran	toward	the	camel	driver,	but	as
he	went	he	saw	his	old	friend,	the	donkey.



With	 a	 roar	 and	 a	 jump	 he	 caught	 at	 the
donkey’s	 bridle	 and	 led	 the	 poor	 frightened
animal	to	Erasmus.

Then	Erasmus	knew	the	truth.	He	looked	at
the	donkey	well.	While	he	did	so,	the	lion	looked
up	at	him	and	growled	as	if	to	say,	“Here	is	your
old	donkey,	safe	and	sound.	You	see	I	did	not	eat
him	after	all.	There	is	the	real	thief.”	And,	turning
toward	 the	 camel	 driver,	 the	 lion	 roared	 and
looked	 so	 fierce	 that	 the	 poor	 man	 ran	 away	 as
fast	as	he	could	go.

“This	 is	my	donkey,”	 the	good	monk	said,
“and	I	shall	take	him	home	with	me.”

Then	he	 tied	 the	baskets	upon	 the	donkey,
who	 was	 happy	 to	 be	 once	 more	 with	 his	 old



master.
“My	poor	old	Leo!”	said	Erasmus.	“I	have

not	 been	 kind	 to	 you,	 but	 now	 I	 know	 you	 are
faithful.”

Then	the	three	set	out	for	home,	and	all	the
way	Erasmus	kept	his	hand	upon	the	lion’s	head.

How	 happy	 Leo	was	 to	 know	 that	 he	 and
his	dear	master	were	friends	once	more!

Leo	 lived	 with	 the	 good	 monk	 for	 many,
many	 years,	 and	 he	 was	 always	 a	 good	 and
faithful	friend.
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