

[image: ]




[image: ]




The Fox and the Crow


A crow who had stolen a piece of cheese was flying towards the top of a tall tree where she hoped to enjoy her prize, when a fox spied her. “If I plan this right,” said he to himself, “I shall have cheese for supper.”


So, as he sat under the tree, he began to speak in his politest tones: “Good day, mistress crow, how well you are looking today! How glossy your wings, and your breast is the breast of an eagle. And your claws—I beg pardon—your talons are as strong as steel. I have not heard your voice, but I am certain that it must surpass that of any bird, just as your beauty does.”


The vain crow was pleased by all the flattery. She believed every word of it and wagged her tail and flapped her wings to show her pleasure. She liked especially what friend fox said about her voice, for she had sometimes been told that her caw was a bit rusty. So, chuckling to think how she was going to surprise the fox with her most beautiful caw, she opened wide her mouth.


Down dropped the piece of cheese! The wily fox snatched it before it touched the ground, and as he walked away, licking his chops, he offered these words of advice to the silly crow: “The next time someone praises your beauty be sure to hold your tongue.”


MORAL:


Flatterers are not to be trusted.





The Gardener and his Dog


The gardener was drawing water at the well to water his garden plants. His little dog was jumping and barking on the well curb until he lost his balance and fell in.


Hearing the splash, the gardener quickly drew off his clothes and descended into the well to rescue his dog. Just as he was bringing the struggling and slippery animal to the top, the ungrateful wretch bit his master’s hand.


“Why, you little monster,” exclaimed the gardener. “If that is your idea of gratitude to a master who feeds you and pets you and treats you kindly, then pull yourself out of the well.” With that he dropped the dog right back into the well again.


MORAL:


Don’t bite the hand that feeds you!





The Milkmaid and her Pail


A milkmaid was on her way to market, carrying a pail of milk on the top of her head. As she walked along the road in the early morning, she began to turn in her mind what she would do with the money she would receive for the milk.


“I shall buy some hens from a neighbour,” said she to herself, “and they will lay eggs every day which I shall sell to the pastor’s wife. And with the egg money I’ll buy myself a new frock and ribbon. Green they should be, for green suits my complexion best. And in this lovely green gown I will go to the fair. All the young men will strive to have me for a partner. I shall pretend that I do not see them. When they become too insistent I shall disdainfully toss my head—like this.”


As the milkmaid spoke she tossed her head back, and down came the pail of milk, spilling all over the ground. And so all her imaginary happiness vanished, and nothing was left but an empty pail and the promise of a scolding when she returned home.


MORAL:


Do not count your chickens before they are hatched.





The Ant and the Grasshopper


One frosty autumn day an ant was busily storing away some of the kernels of wheat which he had gathered during the summer to tide him over the coming winter.


A grasshopper, half perishing from hunger, came limping by. Seeing what the industrious ant was doing, he asked for a morsel from the ant’s store to save his life.


“What were you doing all during the summer while I was busy harvesting?” inquired the ant.


“Oh,” replied the grasshopper, “I was not idle. I was singing and chirping all day long.”


“Well,” said the ant, smiling grimly as he locked his granary door, “since you sang all summer, it looks as though you will have to dance all winter.”


MORAL:


It is thrifty to prepare today for the wants of tomorrow.





The Mice in Council


For many years the mice had been living in constant dread of their enemy, the cat. It was decided to call a meeting to determine the best means of handling the situation. Many plans were discussed and rejected.


At last a young mouse got up. “I propose,” said he, looking very important, “that a bell be hung around the cat’s neck. Then whenever the cat approaches, we shall always have notice of her presence, and so be able to escape.”


The young mouse sat down amidst tremendous applause. The suggestion was put to a motion and passed almost unanimously.


But just then an old mouse, who had sat silent all the while, rose to his feet and said, “My friends, it takes a young mouse to think of a plan so ingenious and yet so simple. With a bell about the cat’s neck to warn us we shall all be safe. I have but one brief question to put to the supporters of the plan—which one of you is going to bell the cat?”


MORAL:


It is one thing to propose, another to execute.





The Fox and the Grapes


Mister Fox was just about famished, and thirsty too, when he stole into a vineyard where the sun-ripened grapes were hanging up on a trellis in a tempting show, but too high for him to reach. He took a run and a jump, snapping at the nearest bunch, but missed. Again and again he jumped, only to miss the luscious prize. At last, worn out with his efforts, he retreated, muttering, “Well, I never really wanted those grapes anyway. I am sure they are sour, and perhaps wormy into the bargain.”


MORAL:


Any fool can despise what he cannot get.





The Fox and the Goat


A fox had the misfortune to fall into a well from which, try as he might, he could not escape. Just as he was beginning to be worried, a goat came along intent on quenching his thirst.


“Why, friend fox, what are you doing down there?” he cried.


“Do you mean to say that you haven’t heard about the great drought, friend goat?” the fox said. “Just as soon as I heard I jumped down here where the water is plentiful. I would advise you to come down, too. It is the best water I have ever tasted. I have drunk so much that I can scarcely move.”


When the goat heard this he leaped into the well without any more ado. The fox immediately jumped on to the goat’s back and using his long horns was able to scramble out of the well to safety. Then he called down to the unhappy goat the following advice: “The next time, friend goat, be sure to look before you leap!”


MORAL:


It is not safe to trust the advice of a man in difficulties.





The Donkey carrying Salt


A rumour reached a certain huckster who owned a donkey that salt was to be had cheap at the seaside. So he and the donkey proceeded down to the shore to buy some. There he loaded his poor beast with as much as he could bear and started for home. As they were passing a slippery ledge of rock, the sorely laden donkey fell into the stream below. The water melted the salt, thus relieving the beast of his burden. Gaining the bank with ease, he pursued his journey homeward light in body and in spirit.


The huckster, nothing daunted, set out again for the seashore for a load of salt. He piled an even heavier burden upon the donkey. On their return, as they crossed the stream into which the donkey previously had fallen by accident, this time he fell down on purpose. As before, the water dissolved the salt and freed him from his load.


Greatly provoked by his loss, the master began to think how he could cure the animal of his tricks. So, on the next journey to the coast he burdened the donkey with a load of sponges. When they arrived at the same stream as before the beast was up to his old tricks again. No sooner was he in the river than the sponges became soaked with water, and instead of lightening his load, he found as he staggered homeward that he had more than doubled the weight of it.


MORAL:


An old trick may be played once too often.





The Gnat and the Bull


Once there was a silly gnat who kept buzzing about the head of a bull. Finally he settled himself down upon one of the bull’s horns.


“Pardon me, Mr Bull,” he said, “if I am inconveniencing you. If my weight in any way is burdensome to you, pray say so, and I will be off in a moment.”


“Oh, never trouble your head about that,” replied the bull. “It is all the same to me whether you go or stay. To tell the truth, I was not even aware that you were there.”


MORAL:


The smaller the mind the greater the conceit.





The Hare with Many Friends


There was once a hare who had so many friends in the forest and the field that she truly felt herself to be the most popular member of the animal kingdom. One day she heard the hounds approaching.


“Why should a popular creature like me have to run for her life every time she hears a dog?” said she to herself. So she went to the horse, and asked him to carry her away from the hounds on his back.


“There is nothing I would rather do, friend hare,” said the horse, “but, unfortunately, right now I have some important work to do for my master. However, a popular creature like you should have no difficulty in getting someone to help you.”


Then the hare went to the bull and asked him if he would ward off the hounds with his horns.


“My dear friend,” replied he, “you know how I feel about you, and how glad I always am to be of service. But at this very moment I have an appointment with a lady. Why don’t you ask our mutual friend the goat?”


But the goat was busy too, and so was the ram, and so were the calf and the pig and the ass. Each assured the hare of his undying friendship and anxiety to aid her in her trouble, but each had some excuse which prevented him from performing the service. By this time the hounds were quite near, so the hare took to her heels and luckily escaped.
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