The Story of Ferdinand  (Adapted from Munro Leaf)


In the countryside, not to far from the big Spanish city of Madrid, their lived a young bull named Ferdinand.  His mother and father loved him very much, but felt that he may be a little different than the other bulls.  While the other bulls wanted to be selected to fight in the bullring in Madrid, Ferdinand wanted to sit under the cork tree and smell the flowers.  He would waste away the days laying in the shade and he would sniff one flower after another.  

In Madrid, a magnificient bull fighter named Hernando Cortez was easily defeating all of the bulls that entered the ring.  He wore only the fanciest of clothing for a matador.  Often, he pranced around the bull ring boastfully.  Cortez was known for taunting the bulls and complaining that no bull could even contest his skills in the ring.

The mayor of Madrid realized that fans were tired of seeing Cortez repeatedly win and they started to avoid going to the bull ring to see him fight.  The mayor knew he needed stronger competition for Cortez.  He sent out three men to the countryside in search of a fierce bull.  They found many bulls and some were fairly tough, but none seemed to be fit to fight Cortez.  

While nearly ready to give up their search the three men took one last look at a pasture quite a ways into the countryside.  Many bulls stomped up to the men, ready to take their chance in the ring.  The bulls snorted and pawed the earth, so the men would think that they were strong and fierce. Knowing they wouldn't pick him, Ferdinand went over to his favorite cork tree and sat down, but accidentally sat on a bee and was stung. He jumped up with a bellow and ran around snorting and pawing the ground as if demented. 

             The men shouted with joy, confident they had found the fiercest bull of all. So they took Ferdinand away for the bullfight. 

             He was promoted as "Ferdinand the Fierce," and when released, he ran into the ring as everyone applauded wildly, because they were sure he would fight fiercely. But when Ferdinand got to the middle of the ring he saw the flowers in the ladies' hair and he just sat down quietly and smelled. Some in the audience threw flowers into the ring to honor Ferdinand.  He continued to smell the wonderful aroma.  The crowd was confused.  The mayor looked on disappointedly.

          He wouldn't fight no matter what they did. He just sat and smelled. Hernando Cortez grew very angry and tried to taught Ferdinand.  The bull got up and looked at Cortez, wondering why he was so upset, but when he tried to sit back down on the bed of flowers, he sat directly on another bee.  He shot up kicking and bucking wildly!  Ferdinand dug his feet in the dirt and swung his horns back and forth.  Cortez began to get a little nervous.  Ferdinand tried to run from the bee and ran maniacally in the direction of the bull fighter.  Cortez turned and tried to run away, but it was too late.  In Ferdinand’s pain and anger, he swung his head and caught Cortez by the belt and threw him high in the air over the wall and into the audience.  The crowd roared (as they didn’t much care for Cortez)!
Ferdinand was chosen as the winner and the crowd again threw more flowers.  By this time Ferdinand had calmed down and realized that they were throwing the very things he loved so much at him.  He sat down in a huge mound of flowers and sniffed and smiled.

Later that day, Ferdinand was taken on a parade route from the bull ring all the way back home as a hero.  When asked if he would fight again, he said, “No… I don’t like to fight, but I wouldn’t mind another load of flowers!”  He returned to his favorite spot in the shade under the tree.
