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Then he filled up the cup again.  But before he tried to drink, he drew his
sword.

“Now, Sir Hawk,” he said, “this is the last time you will knock the cup out
of my hand.”

He had hardly spoken when the hawk again knocked the cup out of his
hand.  But the king was expecting the hawk and as the bird passed, he
struck it with his sword, killing it.

The king left the bird bleeding on the ground and began looking for his
cup again.  The cup had fallen between two rocks and was lost.  The king
still wanted a drink and was determined to drink from the spring.  With-
out a cup, he had to climb the mountain to get to the
spring.

He began to climb the steep bank to the place
from which the water trickled.  It was hard
work.  The higher he got, the thirstier he was.

Finally he reached the place.  There was the
pool of water.  But in the pool of water, almost
filling it was a dead snake of the most poison-
ous kind.

The king stopped.  He forgot his thirst.  He
thought only of the poor dead bird lying on

the ground below him.

“The hawk saved my life!” he cried,
“and how did I repay him?  He was

my best friend and I killed him.” 41


