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AESOP’S
FABLES

REMAIN AMONG
THE MOST

ENDURING OF "
STORIES. tremingsmictyt

such tales as “The Lion and the Mouse’ and “The Hare

and the Tortoise” belie the strengtll of their unl].erlying
message, and the final moral once heard is seldom
{orgotten. But Aesop himself remains something of a
mystery. Some say that he was a Greek slave who lived in
the late 5th century B.C. and made up the original tales
to amuse his master, others that Aesop is a collective name
under which the best and earliest fables have been gathered
and passec{ down tllrough generations. Whatever their true
origin, variations of these stories appear the world over,

parlicularly in Ancient Greece, Egypl and India.
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IN THIS EDITION awar(l—wi_uuiug illustrator Helen
Ward has collected toget}ler a dozen of her {avourites,
including fables both familiar and lesser-known. All
use animals as the central characters in place of people,
t]:erel)y avoic]iug the distractions of race or class, age or
gencler. As such, the experiences described appIy to us all
and the lessons learned are both timeless and universal.
Each creature comes to sym)aolize in its own way some
particular aspect of the human condition — the sly, Eill]j_ng
fox; the si_uy crow; the majestic lion; all acting out their
rts, uncompre]nencling, in the great game of life. As the 7
t]:lor G.K. Chesterton once wrote, “In Aesop's Fables...

anirnals' reactions are always Pled table. T]ley ]Jave no

Here then is a panop]y of human feeling e

t]:lroug]:l Ward’s animals. Fear, greed, arrogance, Etupiclity,
all these and more put in an appearance, leaping straigh’c
to the heart of our uuderstandi_ug from each page

of this magnj:ﬁcent edition.




; WHICH
A
FOX
TRIES
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HIDE
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WITH
INSULTS
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THERE

WAS ONCE

A BUNCH OF

PARTICULARLY
FINE

GRAPES

hangmg temptmg from a vine that had wound its way up

a tree. And as is usual with such unguarde& temptations

THERE WAS SOON ALSO A FQOX.,

The tantalising fruits lxung just a little higher than the
fox could reach but he would not be thwarted.

He 1eapt as lligh as he coulcl, twisting in the morning
1ig11t, his jaws clapping shut on air and flies and dust until
his teeth hurt. He tried to climb the tree but the trunk
was too straight, the bark too smoot}], the first branch too
high. Everytliing about the tree was unl’xelp{ul. It refused
to so much as twitch a twig when he tried to shake it.
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The fox found a long cane and tried to proc[ the grapes from their vine,
but the cane snappe(l. He threw and kicked sticks and stones at the vine,
but the grapes were determined to stay put. Their sweet smell drifted
among the l)ranches, wasps and butterflies flew lay with casual ease,
while on the ground below the fox lay panting and exhausted. Not even
a few minutes’ patience solved the fox’s problem. By the evening the
dark fruits hung as resolutely from the vine as t}ley had that morning.

The shadows had lengthened by the time the fox ﬁnaﬂy turned his back
on the grapes, muttering to himself that they were unclouhtedly

THE NASTIEST,
most HORRID,
DISGUSTING,
REVOLTING,
INEDIBLE
INDIGESTIBLE

and very probably the S O U RE S T

grapss hslailioverhail ihsin sastive
of NOT eating!
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TH E RE O NC E So tl’ley chose from among tl]emselves some leaders. Charismatic mice

wlm promlsed victory on the Lattle{leld, mice W}lOSe very first act as

WA S A C :[ TY generals was to order themselves some parﬁcularly sl’liny Swor[]s and

the very grandest and most exclusive battle helmets with wi(le, imposing

Q F horns. T[’len, after a very gooc] meal, ’t}ley sat ic{ly picleing their gleaming
fortified teeth and passing the port.
ortinied

against marauders wxl ug h, Lllu,lz Will]b, pur[orate(l UD]V The next (lay the mouse army asseml)led on the Lallle[ield, wit]l new

]:)y a hundred little exits or entrances just 131g enoug h for a lmpo and 1<eenness, to await the advance of the weasels, but when the

mouse and just small enougll to lzeep out anytl)ing larger onslaugllt came the mice were no more organised than before. As usual

and more clangerous.” IN PARTICULAR, WEASELS. the army scattered and fled for the sa{e’cy of the city. Tlley scuttled
tl’xrougl'x their mouse holes, all except the new generals who were a

The mice and the weasels had been at war for longer than little too sluggish on their feet an(‘l, with the glamorous horns on their

anyone could remember. So long that neither the mice gleaming helmets too wide to slip easily tl’lrough, tlley were simply

nor the weasels knew why. All they knew was that t}xey capturec[ l)y the enemy and taken away.

hated each otller, and that was Ol’\ﬂ\lg]’] to {ig]lt battle after ~

battle. But this ](mg war had cost the mice (]ear, for in
all the time t]wy had been {igllling Ll]ey had lost every

battle and many a mouse to their ferocious enemy.

At 1ong last the mice decided to have a conference. They
concluded that their prol)lem was a lack of fliscipline on
the battlefield. No attack had ever been co—ordinated,

no retreat anyt}ling other than eVery—mouse—{or-himsel{.

Tlley decided that what ’tl’xey needed was organisation
and leac]ersllip.
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THREE

IN WHICH A JACKDAW

“BORROWS”

SOME FEATHERS
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Each evening in her roost the jacleda\v cleaned and combed her growing

collection. She sorted them ]:)y size and colour and threw out those that

THERE WAS
QN C E A jackdaw carefully slotted the abandoned feathers in amongst her own.

With their stripes and s ots, blotches and atches, she settled each in
P P P
place to create a riotous rainbow of colour, as neat and perfect as if it
had grown there of its own accord. She looked quite beautiful in her
g 1

borrowed feathers. Now it was her turn to shine.

were too dull or Leyond repair. The night before the competition the

who was as black as soot with a 11riglll. eye, a voice like a

broken bell and some nasty habits that she couldn’t I]elp. N
The competitors ruffled up their gorgeous plumes and puffed out
P! P gorg P P
Sligsmanted to bea popular and important Lircl, | e tlxelrdclxeslll:s. They strultted a]:lyout :iml the ]aclzdav{v s}i:ruttj(l ammig tl)emi
very caralilte bereverrso polite atid ieversoralienbveiio any prouder than a peacock, stealing the attention ot the judges with a swish

Tied ilio Tad dlseadyadiisved sudlstatis doresakls loiwd of her purloined tail. Who in the audience could resist this sparlaling,

ird?
and long at their bad jolzes and compliment their looks, elfervescent bird?

however tluH, JEar, far too often. She was inclined to tread
. . . Tl’lere was no dou]ot about the winner. Tl’xe jacledaw was 4
on the sparrows on her way to see the influential eagles &

and was surprisecl to find at the end of all her efforts that CERTAINLY THE MOST BEA[JTIF[TL

she was still a very ()r(lilmry j:lcle‘]awA
Su(ldenly/ a kerfuffle broke out in the audience. It sprea(l t]1roug]1

One (1ay the jaclzdaw heard that there was to be a the crowds and among the competitors. Tlley each ]:)egan to recognise
competition to find the most beautiful Lir(]., and she something familiar in the pattern and the colour of this glamorous bird.
determined that she must win it. Despite Leing rather Tl’xey snatched and plucleed their feathers back until the deceitful jaclzc]aw
Plain she had an idea or two behind that glintiug eye... was revealec[, quite undressed and plain and dull and rather dishevelled.

Without her borrowed J1"11191'}7, with no prize for l)eing the most beauti{ul,
She followed the hrigh’ter birds around and collected the no audience to please, no important friends and nol:l'ling remarkable to
feathers that they (lropped so carelessly about the P]ace, be or to say, she had only herself for company and some hard t}linlz'mg
The sparrows were intrigue({ but lzept their c]istance, not to be done.

wanting to lose their own feathers to such an avid collector.
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IN WHICH A
WOLF’S CUNNING IS

HIS OWN
DOWNFALL



THERE ¢
WAS ONCE

AWOLF

WHO WAS UNHAPPY WITH HIS LOT IN LIFE.

He thoug}mt, among other things, that he was very clever
and that too much of his valuable time was spent running
about rislzing life and limb just to fill his laeuy. And when
his beHy was full he had to spenr.] the rest of his c]ay
moping about in a clingy hole or lurlaing in the shadows.
So he applied his agile and cunning mind to considering

how his life mig]ﬂ be made casier.

He needed to live closer to his supper, and his most
favourite supper was sllee[x He needed camouﬂage. He
could be a 11ec1ge, or a rock... or something altogetller

more devious.

As fortune would have it the very next day the wolf
found the remains of a dead ewe anc{, having wrapped
himself carc{u]]y in her skin, he joinct] a flock of her

wo()”y—l)rainc(] sisters, quite unnoticed.

Standing in the warm morning sun, he listened to their inane gossip.
In the afternoon he 1ounge(1 about among the flowers and butterflies.
He learned all he didn’t need to know about grass. While the crickets
churred and the shadows grew 1ong, he Iazily cast an eye over his

meac[ow—muncl’xing meal.

In the evening he moved with the cnntenle([, murmuring flock to
the close comfort of the s]wep[om. The wol[ys attention turned to
his grumuiug stomac}l, and his head filled with the self-satisfied
thoughts of one whose plans were Wurlz'mg so We”, whose easy future
now stretched ahead into a thousand c]reamy rose-coloured sunsets,

but whose {at, Woouy back had caugllt the eye of the sllepl'lercl.

His grumbling stomach was also matched }Jy a head filled with
tl’mugh’cs... of roasted mutton.

The wolf’s ([isguise was SO VERY CI_EVER,

SO VERY EFFECTIVE,

SO VERY, \/ ERY LIKE A

that it lasted right tllrougll
to the last tencler,
tasty

morsel.
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IN WHICH A CRICKET LEARNS ABOUT WORK —

THE HARD WAY "
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The cricket l)egge(l one of the guarc]s for a little something to eat.

TH E RE “How can you be Lungry?” demanded the ant. “Winter is only

just starting. What have you done with your stores of food?”

WAS “Stores?” said the cricket.

“Food put away to eat in the winter. Stores of food from the months
O \‘ C E A when there was plenty‘ W}lat, " asked the ant (tl'lougl'l no more lzindly),

~ —ﬂ “]li\VL‘ you l)CCl’l dOil]g il” Sl‘ln’]rllel’?!”
‘ “I was l)usy.“," whined the cricket (and he had to admit it sounded
a little si“y ona frosty morning), “..singing.”
A /

A VERY HAPPY CREATURE WITH NOT A CARE IN The ant of course was unimpresse(l “Then MAYBE...,” he said acic”y,
THE WORLD and not an idea in his head. He had never *Y QU SHOULD DANCE ALL WINTER.” And with that,
been burdened Ly great ’tl'!OughtS or bothered LY the smaller, he turned his back on the cricket and marched into the nest.

more useful ones that s[ipped from his head like down from
a thistle. As long as the sun shone each day he was content
to sit on a }wrley stalk and sing.

He ate when he was I]ungry, he slepl when he was tire(l,

and since the sun shone all summer, all summer he sang. . The hundred journeys o/

Tn autumn the cold Legan to bite. Food became surprisingly 0
scarce, so the cricket grew hollow with hullger. He no Ionger -
felt inclined to sing, but shivered and rattled instead. It ‘
was well known that the ANTS had plenti{ul supplies, but o : RS Lo
no}mdy had dared to try their generosity. Nevertheless, the & f‘\\’
cricket left his })arley stalk and set off for the ants’ fortress...
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THERE ”
WAS ONCE

*STORK

a tall and e]egant }m( very pollte and refined in her
habits. She moved to a new nelghkourhood and {axrly

soon received an invitation to dinner. It was from one

of the local residents, A FOX

She knew notlﬁng of the nature of foxes, so when she
arrived for dinner she was only a little taken aback to
find every course served in shallow dishes. Slwwing

no consideration for his guest the fox lappet] his way

L]]rougll the delicious meal with an all too apparent gusto.

The stork could on]y (lip the very tip of her beak into the
various sauces. She went home more than a little l)ungry,

not to mention o{{endecl, while the fox 11appi1y finished
off the leftovers.

Some weelas later the s’tor]@, l’)eing a weH ]orouglﬂ: up ]oircl,
sent a dinner invitation to the fox. The fox was only too
p]easec] to accept. He liked notlling better than a g(mcl

meal at someone else’s expense.

He did not know that the stork would repay him with a taste of

the same consideration that he had shown his own guest.

The stork invited the fox into the dining room. He was tantalised ]ay
the wonderful smells wa{'ting t]’ll‘DUgl’l the room. His mouth watered
at the prospect of a sumptuous {east, but there was no platter of
!'\)E\SLOJ nlCEllS, no (]isl] (7[ gl’ﬂvy or l)()WI ()[ sauce il] Ll](.‘ room. N()l
one morsel of the (]elicious—sme”ing food was served in anyl.]]ing

other than tall, narrow-mouthed jars, all perfeut for the

LONG
BEAK

OF A

* STORK.

Each elegant Vessel, {ragrant with the promise of £OO({, stopped

the fox's snout aggravating’]y short of his reach. The stork appearcd
oblivious to his dilemma. 1)espile the grmu[ncss of the occasion and
the polile attentions of the stor]z, not so much as a buttered pea

passe(l his lips all evening.

The fox went home very 11ungry and very perplexed.
It took him quite a while to work out w}ly he had
deserved such treatment. When he J}inany un({erstoocl,

he felt no Letter, for he was not at all used to

lﬁeing outsmarted.
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IN WHICH A HARE IS TOO 9 @
% CONFIDENT r 3
25
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efore he could say or do anythin ; he hare was long gone. So the
TH E RE WAS ’]%rtoi:e cl}elciclec[ fo);l'laﬂelrllge )S)e d}xir{(: Lo a rac‘:. 'srl}eh:efl;leral gopiiftion
thought this was unusually stupid ot the tortoise. e hare thought
Q N C E A VE RY only iow cesrtv:iz he was tj winI.J But the l:ortoisse knew what he Wgas
FA T HAR —'ﬂ doing, the hare Leing so very predictable.
S j f S The race Legan and the hare hurtled off into the distance. The tortoise

AND A VERY SLOW TORTOISE. The h liked p[oclcle({ forwarc{, sett]ing his tl’lOllgl’ltS on hig}ler tl'lingsA Even when
e hare (<]

the hare hurtled back and ran a few rings around him, the tortoise
not}nng better than impressing the general populatlon

felt no need to change his even, patient pace.
with his speed. “I am the master of ]:)eing faster," was ¢ ¢ B

how he so 1rr1tatmgly Butit: With so little to cha”enge his supremacy, the hare decided to take a

short nap. The nap turned into a bit of a c[oze, the doze into a long

The general population, on the other hand, liked notliing
better than discussing the small size of the hare’s Lrain,
and where he kept it while he was hurtling al)out, and how
long it would take a crocodile to eat him if he accidenta“y

snooze... until the hare fell fast into a proper sleep. Meanwhile the
tortoise plodded steatlily on until he passecl the deep—&reaming hare.
None of the general population had disturbed him. The tortoise was
almost at the finishing post when the hare woke up and shook his

ran into the river, and whether or not anyone would try to
4 4 thougl'lts into some sort of order. He remembered he was supposecl

rescue him. Most admitted to a profoum] respect for the - lastig sometl’)ing A RACE?
BUT IT WAS TOO LATE...

crocodile’s teeth but none for any part of the hare.

The tortoise suffered from the hare more than most.
The hare humiliated him at every opportunity, but the

tortoise was just too gentle and too slow

‘3

o hbog 4
y U )

to retaliate.
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...As the hare came speeding up to the ﬁnishing post THE TORTOISE

CROSSED THE LINE AN WON.

The hare was thoroug}lly humiliated. For a long time afterwards

the general population made snoring noises whenever the hare was in
earshot or glancecl into the distance to shout “TORTOISE COMING!”
None of this did much to slow the hare down, but he was at least less
annoying, and there was still a good chance that someday he would

end up testing the hardness of a tree trunle, or the firmness of the
ground at the ‘encl of a long drop or, of course, the sharpness of

a crocodile’s teeth...
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IN WHICH
HE WHO WOULD HAVE EVERYTHING,

GETS NOTHING
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THERE
WAS ONCE

ADOG “

WHO, one way or anotl ner,

TOOK THE VERY BEST OF EVERYTHING.

He was not a “fetch” or a “sit” or a “stay” kind of dog.
! g
He was a nose-led “do my own thing”, “so my own way”
Yy g5 8 y y
kind of dog to whom every unguarded tableto 5 })owl, ]3in,
g ry ung P
kitchen or butcher’s sl’xop Belonged. One (lay he stole a
particularly fine }Jone, rigl'l’c off of a reclelessly unguarc]ec]
butcher’s counter, and made off witll it up the street. It
was so large that he could Barely run with it but run he
did ]enving the ang shopkeeper behind with only his
& gy preep )

slml-zing fist for company.

The dog trotted homeward prou(ﬂy, gripping his prize
ﬁrmly between his ’ceeth, so that anyone passing migllt
admire it. With a spring in his step and his tail in the air,
he had no other tl)ought in his head than the satis{ying
certainty that he owned the very best of all bones and that
was just how tllings should be.

He headed for home and a private corner where he could
enjoy his prize or l]m'y it unseen so as to savour the

moment awhile.

His chosen patll took him over a ]ariclge across a pool in a calm river.

No sooner had the Aog steppe(] onto the first planla than solnetlling
caugl'lt his eye. Another dog looleing far too pleasecl with himself was
staring at him from among the Iily pac[s. Worse, this dog too had a ]aone,

and how much larger and juicier it looked than his own.

Bcing among other I.]lings a grecdy, jealous, Ll]ieving kind of creature,
the (log on the Lri&lge did not hesitate. Without t]liulzing [urt]wr, he
lung‘e(l forward with snapping jaws, (lropping‘ his own bone as he tried

to snatch the 1arger one.

SPLASH' As soon as his muzzle hit the water, the second dog
disappeared and his jaws suappe(] hard shut on notlling. His reﬂection,
for that indeed is all it had ]oeen, broke and splintered into s]limmering

ripp[es, spreac{ing out across the poo[ until all was still again.

When the greetly (Jog loolec(] (]x)wn he could see that it was 11is own image
that had fooled him. And worse, that solid nonillusion of a bone that

he had so recently released from the butcher’s custo(ly, that wholesome
promise of gdenuine pleasure, had fallen from his mouth and was gone.
For one tiny moment it had been overlooked in favour of something
more magniﬁcent, sometlling that turned out to be as insubstantial as

a dream. Now it was 1ost, c]roppe(l into the river, as much a memory

as its reflection. The only thiug left on the dog's mind was the fact of his

own s’tupiclity, and he slunk home with a low tail and a hollow stomach.
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THERE
WAS ONCE

ALION

sl(,eplng puaue[u”y in the shade of a cedar tree w])en
A MOUSE mistook him for a boulder and scrambled
across his shoulders. The lion woke and shuddered like
an earthqualee under the little creature, sl’lalzing him
to the grountl where he caug}ﬂ: the mouse By the tail

beneath one great paw.

The mouse was terrified. The lion eyed the smallness
of the soon-to-be-eaten sight before him and sniffed
the mousiness of this less-than-a-mouthful squea]eelx
The mouse trembled. Almost too scared to say any‘ching,

he Legged to be set free.

The lion yawned al)sentmincleclly, revealing his cavernous,
tootll—ringetl nmuth, his coarse pinlz tongue and the dark
threat of his throat. He breathed upon the mouse the
very breath of doom.

T}\e mouse squea]eecl again. “Please 1et me go and I give

you my word that one day I will return the favour.”

“You give your wor&, squea]aing pip?” asked the lion, 1aug11ing at the
mouse’s impertinence. The mouse nodded as well as he coul(l, and
the lion lifted his great paw and let the little creature free. Tlley went
their separate ways. The lion tllougl'l’t no‘ching more of the mouse,

but the mouse was far more careful of where he put his feet.

Thcn one (]ay tl]o roar o[ t]w li()n rang piti{Lllly tl}rougll l]]c {()rest.

It wolec the mouse in the cl()se comfort of his nest. There was sa(lness

in the eclwing roar and, as it shook the pine needles from the trees, the
mouse hurried towards it, mindful of the promise he had made. The Iiun,
lxuge ancl ﬁerce tllougll 1’1e was, now llung from a great Lranclﬂ, caught

in a hunter’s net and trappecl so tiglltly in its entangling mesh that he
could not move. The mouse quic]zly climbed up the tree and down the
thick ropes where he set to work with his sharp white teeth. He chewed
and puued and fraye(l and nibbled and gnawed through the mesh until
eventua“y the net Legan to loosen. Limb l’)y lim}), the lion was re]easecl,

ra”ing ungain]y as a newborn calf onto the forest floor.

The lion tried to look as humble as he {elt, (:llanlzing the mouse pro{usely
and promising never to underestimate the smaller creatures again. The
mouse in turn tried to look heroic and brave and as unlike a tasty snack
as he could. It was with some relief and not a little pri&e that he watched
as the lion (‘[isappeared into the shadows of the forest.

‘This high quality PDF preview was generated on Sunday 10 November 2024. Visit bookshelt.bonnierbooks.co.uk for up-to-date previews and information.



This high quality PDF preview was generated on Sunday 10 November 2024. Visit bookshelf. k for up-to-date d infe




THERE
WAS ONCE “A

TORTOISE

whose head was al ways in the L,l()u&].b, Llu)ug]q the rest
of him all too {nm 1u=ged the earth. THE TORTOISE
DREAMED, as no other tortoise had &reame{l,

oF FLYING.

Swallows scooted low across the grassland, rich blue darts of
squealing, aggravating speed, each flit and turn ﬁlling the
tortoise with envy. Butterflies ﬂapped like clamp handkerchiefs
in the s]limmering heat of the afternoon. Even the

carthbound ants grew wings and flew. I'T WAS UNFAIR.

Dragonﬂies rattled and reverse(l over pools, and clamselﬂies,

bright turquoise lxyphens, hovered among the bulrushes.

Bats flew and fished the evening sleies, airy mice on shivering
parclnnent wings. Even seeds from bramless, lxouglltle«
rooted plants were lifted into aimless ﬂlgllt on the sllghtest
breeze. Every ﬂying ’t}ling conspirec] to make the tortoise
angry, unfair]y treated ky nature, so wing]css, S0 so]id, £

very keen to leave the gr()un([.

He wanted just for once to look down on the earth and to enjoy the vast
freedom of the high thin air where the eagle circled, master of the sle)n So
it was to the eagle that the tortoise went. He asked the eagle ever so politely
for lessons in the glorious art of ﬂying The eagle did not 1augh at this.

“When you grow wings, my little pel’!ble," he said. “You are as solid as
the carth you wa”e up()n.” But lIm tortoise sl.i“ insich(] he was born to ﬂy.
“Close cousin of a roclz,” said the eag[e, “y()u are as airwort])y as a
stone.” And he added not un]ain(ny, “You are a tortoise and therefore
aerodynamiaally suited to a slow life on the groun&."

The tortoise was not deterred. “All T need is a little help. Once I'm free
of the earth I can ﬂap my 1egs."

After months of relentless pestering the tortoise, so thoroughly convinced
of his ﬂying a})ility and so despera’te fora cl’lance, touched the eagleys heart.

If determination could ]euep a creature air})orne, this one migl\t yet ﬂy.

And s0 the eagle took the tortoise up
into the 1lig11 thin air where his dreams had always ﬂown,
and there the eagle launched him into the clear slzy and
left him to the whim of GI\’AV[TY
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THERE
WAS ONCE

A GOOS!

WHO L /\ID 17y strange and un m,lzy Ll]al](.(.
ONE GOLDEN EGG EACH DAY. Her owner considered

himself very fortunato, as this curious quirlz of nature had

[ll

steaclily llelpe(]. him to become a wealthy man. He no longer
needed to work. His life became one of ease and com{or’t,

and each tlay his faithful goose laid another goltlen egg.

He had everytlling he needed and nothing to think about
but what he might Luy next. As his desires became ever
more extravagant, he suggestec{ to his goose that she Iay
her golt]en eggs a little faster. There always seemed to be
more t])ings he wanted than he had money to l)uyA He

became impatient.

“Goose,” he asked tersely, “perhaps you could try laying
another egg eacll clay. Two eggs would Le nice!” But sl’xe
was no more capal)le of changing her habits than any
other goose.

“Three eggs a clay?" he continued. “Yes, three would be
enougll._ or four. Four is a nice even numher, not too

much to ask...

But five, five is a hancl{ul, yes, mayl)e a handful a day... alt})ougll

six is a more usual num]:!er... {or eggs. Hal{ a clozen golclen eggs woulc]
make me so happy...” And <o he became a greedy man. “Seven ...
mayl)e eight, or nine. Nine is such a [ovely number... three times t})ree,
very luc]@y... but then ten is so much easier... two handfuls... good for
malzing calculations...," he said, calculating in his Lusy min(‘l,

“or eleven... may})e not eleven, neither one tl'ling nor another. .. twelve,
now t!lercys a tllougllh Twe]ve! A lovcly rnun(] (]azen golden eggs oach
(layu. or a baker’s dozen... L]lirteen, but thirteen is unluc]ey“. add

one more... fourteen, a handsome number but may])e not quite as good

as fifteen...

wan THIRTY... FTETY .

no, not good enough!"

He could not wait. He did not want to be counting eggs forever. No,

he wanted every go]c]cn egg he was due NOW. No more waiting for the
goose to lay, no more waiting to }7uy what he wanted to }nlyA It would be
so much better to get all this out of the way so he could enjoy a life of

ease, spending more and t})inlzing less.

So he killed the goose for her gol&en eggs. But inside there was no hoard
of treasure, no instant fortune, not even one single small golclen egg
more. With no goose there would be no’thing... every day... forever...
no’c}]ing but hard work and sour regret.
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THERE WAS

ONCE

A CROW

sitting in a tree, luolcling a ]arge, fresh cheese in his

beak and feeling very pleased with himself. In fact,

he was so pleased that he was just sitting there on

his branch enjoying the all-round sense of Well—l)eing

and smugness that the cheese was giving him
WHEN A F QX WANDERED INTO THE STORY...

sal story that had laegun when a {reshly made cheese

was left too close to an open window and the crow had
stolen it. And would encl, tl’lougl'\t the fox conﬁdently,
with the cheese sa[ely in his mouth. Another opportunity
for triclzery, t})oug}lt the fox (an& 1unc}1)!

So the fox sat under the tree and looked up at the crow

until at last the crow looked uneasily down at the fox.

“I was just aclmiring your particularly fine feathers,"

said the fox. “Have you discovered some new birdbath
on your travels? Your eyes seem Particularly })tight too,

and as for your toes... so dark and sl’liny..‘ and your beak

gleaming in the sunlightu.
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so perfectly set off I)y the creamy whiteness of whatever that is you have
a hold of. Quite magni{'icenty7 The crow was Lecoming more astonished

and pleased with himself ]:)y the moment.

“An&, ” continued the fox, “a little bird was saying only this morning that
you're not just a pretty face. I was told that you can sing Leauti{u”y too.
In {act, I understand you have the most remarkable singing voice for
miles around... that you can move your audience from tears to lauglxter
with a single note... that the nig}atingales hereabouts have all retired
early.“” Here the fox tl’mught he had better stop, only a(lcling, “How

I would love to hear that melifluous voice of yours. It would be such a

”

privilege. A private performance — a mere verse or two?...

tHE crov, SO OVERWHELMED
WITH FIATTE RY, felt a helpless urge to sing.

He opened his beak... 5
“CAW... CAW! he went, unsweet]y and tuneless[y

as only a crow can.

At the first note the cheese {eH, Louncing from branch to branch to
plummet into the fox’s wide open, waiting jaws. And that's where the
story, as the fox pre&icte&, ends.
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THERE W

L GIRL

wllo Iilze([ to ([vaw an(l palnt and mal\e tlnm.,», metimes

out l‘lg lepCl' or Jl l]LI somehmcs out ()[ I‘ﬂll(l s 11]L1
gs. She mbed trees and never fell out. She read

lots of books and listened to what everyone told ller, but she

did not say much l)ecause sl]e was ver slly.

Slle wante([ to 1’)6 an iuustrator an(l 1191‘ parents, wllo were
(and still are) artists, thought that this was a gooc dea. So, in
a Septeml}er gale, she went to the seaside where there was an
art Conege to learn all about it. After three years she left and
started to illustrate books for children. She had learned a little
bit about her ju]v but she ]chl ]earning and she E]linlzs, if she
lecep: trying, llml one le_ she migllt lcxlt\w enuug]l

to be goo(l at it.
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She likes writing stories too, but is very worried that one (]ay
somel‘:ody is going to make her sit down and take an exam in
])eing a writer and then she will be found out.

She likes wa].leing and watc}:ning the countryside and, when
she has time, gardeni.ug and malzing t]:ings (t]mugl'x now not
usuauy out of mud). What she likes most of all is her jol) and
the people she works with.

She is less little now and she tries to be less s]1y. She is still
womlering when or if she’s suppcsed to grow up anc‘, {inaﬂy,

she knows where there are some trees that need to be climbed...

-
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