Moral of the story:
Those who eat alone, die alone.
Characters:
The otter and the badger
Traits: 
Otter = playful, social, gregarious
Badger = serious, solitary, taciturn

Conflict:
The otter wants a friend, the badger wants to be left alone.
Otter organises games and picnics to try and lure the badger out. The badger gets angry every time. One day the badger doesn’t come out. He has passed away on his own.

Fable

In Scotland, at the Falls of Clyde

there lived a badger on the hillside. 

He’d built a den, well overgrown
and hidden, where he lived alone.
He liked the quiet in the trees,
the buzz of midges, beetles, bees,

And never felt he needed more

than comfort, peace and worms galore.

Then one day, totally out of the blue,
a new neighbour arrived, with much ado.

An otter, he figured, by the cut of his jib,
all springy and happy and chatty and glib.

He spoke with an accent, not sure whence.
The badger took immediate offense.

“Ahoy” said the otter, “it’s nice to be here,
maybe we could share a beer?”
The badger made a vague excuse and

disappeared into his woodland.

“Shy”, thought the otter, “That’s okay,

we’ll try again later today.

Maybe I can coax him out

with some freshly caught river trout.”

And off he went, down to the waters
While keeping an eye out for other otters.
Alone he sang and jumped and splashed,
caught his fish and off he dashed

back up the slope and into the wood

to try and change the badger’s mood.

 In front of the badger’s property

he inhaled deep and said “hekani!”

But silence was all that came from the den.
No reply echoed in the glen.

A deep loneliness settled in

under the otter’s brown skin.

He’d travelled far and was new to the land
and in dire need of a friend.

The otter continued to try and try

but the badger was a solitary guy.

Otter painted his snout in frustration
to show this was serious integration.

But badger, not the considerate type,
was unimpressed by the white stripe.

Otter saw him pass by, every other day

and asked him to eat, to chat, to play.
But badger the stoic, always the same,

told him to go back whence he came.

Then one day otter felt a change,

something was a little strange.

Then suddenly a pesky midge

came flying from under the bridge

and shouted: “neighbour, pray,
the badger has just passed away.”

The otter bowed his head and sniffed
“I wish we could have healed our rift.

Let’s put a flower on his stone.

Those who eat alone, die alone.”

