
Shared Values
A story of our values, what 
they really mean and how 
we can live them. 



How Lion got his roar 

One morning, just as light started
to show, a pair of hornbills noticed 

a curious movement on High Rock. 
Something was jumping up and down, up 
and down; a round flurry of swirls that 
went up and down, up and down.

“What on earth?” said Mrs. Hornbill.

“What indeed, my beauty. Shall we fly a bit 
closer to investigate?” Mr. Hornbill ruffled 
his feathers to show off his masterful 
decisiveness. Silently they took off into 
the coming light to get a better look. Just 
above Big Rock stood the remains of a 
tree that had been struck by lightning 
years ago. There they settled, rocking 
on their perch to see better what was 
happening on the ground.

“Will you look at that, my beauty. Noble 
Lion is doing a strange, jumpy dance! It is 
his great mane swirling from side to side 
that we saw in the distance. How odd. 
Rather ridiculous for such as he, I must 
say.” Mrs. Hornbill nodded her startling 
yellow bill and tapped it softly against his 
and said, “He is truly magnificent! See his 
mane, his large teeth flashing in the dawn 
light, the gleam of health all over, from 
tawny flank to impressive paws and claws! 
But my dear, his breathing is heavy, he 
looks very tired and he doesn’t look as if 
there’s much more energy left in him. Do 
ask him what he is up to.”

Mr. Hornbill agreed, but waited politely for 
Lion to complete his leaping dance. Once 
the whole sun was above the horizon, Lion 
at last settled down to rest. All of him was 
now bathed in glorious sun and slowly 
his breathing became easier. When he 
yawned, Mr. Hornbill took his cue.

“Good morning Noble Lion! We Hornbills 
greet you as we greet Great Sun! However, 
we were wondering about the nature of 
the ceremony you have just performed, 
which has left you so tired so early in the 
day.” Mr. Hornbill hoped he wasn’t being 
too forward with his observations, but 
then, it’s no good avoiding the truth in 
this world, he thought. So he dropped his 
huge beak, raised his wings and called 
sweetly, ”Speak-speak!” he called and Mrs. 
Hornbill tunefully echoed, “Speak-speak!”  

Noble Lion looked up at the stately pair in 
the tree. He looks tired, but good-natured, 
the female hornbill thought, examining the 
gentle face framed by a spectacular mane.

“Good morning,” he panted and lay down 
his heavy head on his paws.

 “Forgive me for a moment, while I get my 
breath back. I jump for Sun and jump to 
warn other prides of our presence. It is a 
tiring ceremony, I must admit. I heard you 
from far away earlier. Your voices greeting 
dawn were strong and loud. I wish I had a 
voice like that. I could greet Sun and also 
avoid a lot of trouble.” Lion noticed the 
Hornbill pair looking quizzically at him.

“The trouble comes when two prides 
meet, you see. When we accidentally 
find ourselves hunting in the same area 
as others, it causes terrible fights and 
nasty wounds. And then everything is 
upset for a long time, not just among the 
prides, but the entire kingdom! A strong 
voice like yours would give us a way to 
recognise each other and move in the 
right direction.” Lion shook his mane and 
sighed.

Now this was a long, long time ago, before 
Lion could roar. Instead, Lion purred and 
sometimes coughed. Quite softly. It was 
a time when animals had to earn their 
voices.

Mrs. Hornbill glared down at Noble Lion 
with a stern eye.  

“Well, well, well,” she said. “Getting a voice 
is serious business, Noble Lion. But with 
the help of Doctor Honeybadger, we could 
assist you in finding a voice if you have 
reasons.”

“Yes, indeed,” nodded Mr. Hornbill. 
“Serious business, to have a voice. Must 
have reasons, good reasons. You really 
want a voice?”

“Yes! Oh yes!” Noble Lion suddenly leaped 
up high. He jumped again, facing in the 
opposite direction. Then he settled down 
again. “Sorry about that. Just had to 
check in on the family and show myself to 
imposters. Now where were we? Oh yes, 
reasons, you said.”
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“You have to give reasons – good ones, 
many ones. Are you sure?” asked Mrs. 
Hornbill. “Doctor Honeybadger has a 
very bad temper and would have to be 
convinced. She may listen and afterwards 
she may say yes and she may say no. She 
may even get nasty. That is the way it is.”

“Some animals get really grumpy when 
they fail to earn a voice and then they 
don’t want to talk to us anymore. So can 
you promise us that we will still be friends 
afterwards, even if it doesn’t work out as 
you expected?” asked Mr. Hornbill.

“I promise you, dear Hornbills! I will take 
your wise counsel and persevere until I 
earn a voice. Until then, I will enjoy your 
dawn presence and you will have nothing 
to fear from me or any of my kind.” Lion 
turned his huge face up to the Hornbills 
and his eyes were calm, clear, honest and 
pleading. 

“Please can we start? I have reasons. 
Many, many reasons!”

So the Hornbills agreed to meet up in the 
same place with Lion the next morning 
and set off to find Doctor Honeybadger 
and hopefully persuade her to come to 
Lion’s help.

The next morning, the sun was already 
high when the Hornbills returned. Lion 
was pacing back and forth, back and forth, 
swishing his tail.

“Get ready Noble Lion, the doctor comes!”

And before Lion could even reply, a busy, 
bushy shape bustled into the clearing with 
a large piece of honeycomb in her mouth. 
She put the comb, which was buzzing with 
a cloud of angry bees, onto a rock, shook 
herself and faced Lion sternly.

“Reasons!” said Doctor Honeybadger. “I’m 
listening. Do not waste my time for I have 
sharp teeth and a short temper.”

“We’re also listening,” assured the 
Hornbills.

The air was thick with the smell of honey 
and the sound of bees. Lion pulled himself 
up into a stately pose and addressed 
Doctor Honeybadger and the Hornbills 
calmly, with great dignity.

“I thought long and hard about reasons. 
First I would like a voice to greet Sun. 
Deep inside of me burns a desire to let 
Sun know how we all praise the coming 
of day, of light, clarity and warmth! We 
live by Sun’s great journeys, east to west, 
tending north then south again, season 
after season.

“A voice of praise! A voice that says, We Are 
Here! I want a voice that is trusted by the 
pride, by old and young. I want a voice that 
can encourage, correct, soothe, reprimand 
and reassure the cubs and their mothers. 
A voice to warn of danger and scare off 

intruders. Being Lion, whether Hunter or 
Protector, is serious business.”

Through all this talk, Lion and 
Honeybadger never once took their eyes 
off each other.

“Reasons!” demanded the doctor.

“At heart we lions are very playful. It is 
our way of learning and teaching, but 
sometimes spirits run high and manners 
are forgotten. Lions need a voice that 
says That’s Enough! in a good way to stop 
youthful enthusiasm from losing dignity. 
That’s when things get disrespectful and 
insolent. A call for order without hurting 
pride. I want a voice that is rich and 
melodious as the smell of this honey, as 
clear in its warnings as those of the bees.”

In fact, the honey smelled so appetising, 
that Lion couldn’t help quick glances from 
Honeybadger to the honeycomb. His 
large golden eyes drooped drowsily as the 
honey smell got more intense as the sun-
warmed honey ran over the rough rock.

“Have some honey,” offered Doctor 
Honeybadger. She sounded much kinder 
and wasn’t glaring at Lion so fiercely any 
more.

“Lick the lovely honey off this rough 
old rock and let’s see what happens.” 
Lion went slowly up to the rock, making 
sure not to show his tail-end to Doctor 



Honeybadger. This he had learned from 
his mentor when he was just a cub.

The honey smelled full of flowers, the bees 
buzzed and Lion took in all the wonder 
of this essence of nature, so tirelessly 
manufactured by the little blossom 
workers. He marvelled at the precision 
of the honeycomb, each perfect pocket 
bursting with golden nourishment. He 
stuck his tongue out just a little bit and 
licked delicately. Sweetness! Bushes, trees, 
herbs! Lion breathed in their fragrance of 
pure floral glory in that one little taste.

“Mmmmmm... MMMMmmmm!” he purred.

Lion paid no attention to the bees 
buzzing louder now and crawling all over 
his head, looking for a place to sting. 
Doctor Honeybadger, the Hornbills and 
also the bees, took note of every sound 
very carefully. First they heard a soft 
haaw nrrrr, haaw nrrrr. The bees felt the 
vibration of Lion’s appreciation for their 
work and declared that by this gentle 
sound, Lion expressed honour to bees 
and the fruits of the earth. This was a 
good start, they all agreed.

 “Eat-eat!” called the Hornbills.

Then Brrraw, BRRaaaw BRRRAAAWaaaa 
came from Lion’s chest. Now there were 
bees stinging his nose. It hurt, but the 
honey was worth fighting for. From deep 
in his belly came a brruufff BRRuuuUF 
that sounded very much like bravery and 
courage, pain and enjoyment, wrapped 
into one. Lion licked through the stings 
and ate through the chewy honeycomb, 
allowing sound to flow from him as he felt 
strength pouring into him.  

As he licked against the roughness of 
the rock, he got stung on his tongue and 
suddenly he startled even himself with a 
mighty “Awruuuuuwhaaaaa!” that echoed 
off the cliffs and through the valleys.

Suddenly everything was deadly quiet. 
Untranslatable, unmistakable, Lion’s voice 
embodied a stance that resounded in 
every living being that was ready to give up 
on the glorious challenge of life. All were 
awake. All encouraged.

“The King has spoken,” proclaimed Doctor 
Honeybadger and scuttled off, her job 
done. The Hornbills too fluttered off 
without any further ceremony to tell their 
family all about it.

Lion roared again, this time warmer, 
mellower, full of the deep appreciation he 
felt for his friends’ wisdom and guidance. 
He roared to celebrate the pain and 
pleasure the little flower workers gave, the 
same ones he loved watching on hot lazy 
days.

He roared for just being alive and made 
his way back to the pride, leaving the bees 
to carry on with their honey business.
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