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IN WHICH A FOX IS A BAD HOST AND A HUNGRY GUE ST



Before he could say or do anytl)ing, the hare was long gone. So the
TH E RE WAS tortoise decided to cl’lallenge the hare to a race. The general population
tl’)ought this was unusuaﬂy stupid of the tortoise. The hare though’t
Q N C E A VE RY only how certain he was to win. But the tortoise knew what he was
F S T —'ﬂ doing, the hare Leing so very predictable.
A -~
_4 The race Legan and the hare hurtled off into the distance. The tortoise
AND A VERY SLOW TORTOISE. The hare liked p[oclcle({ forwarc{, sett]ing his tl’lOllgl’ltS on hig}ler tl'lingsA Even when

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 ¢ 7R P

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 - lastg 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

to retaliate.



THERE
WAS ONCE “A

TORTOISE

whose head was a wws in the L,l()u&].b, Llu)ug]q the rest
of him all too fu'mly 11u5ged 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 ﬁHing 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 liyphens, l’xoverecl among the bulrushes.

Bats flew and fished the evening skies, airy mice on shivering
£ /21Ty, £
parclnnent wings. Even seeds from brainless, tlwughtless
rooted plants were lifted into aimless ﬂigllt on the slightes’t
breeze. Every ﬂvin ’t}ling conspired to make the tortoise
1y tlying € P
angry, un{air]y treated })y nature, so wing]css, s0 so]i(l, SO

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 pohtely
for lessons in the glorious art of ﬂying The eagle did not 1aug11 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 the tortoise sl.i“ insich(] he was born to ﬂy.
“Close cousin of a roclz,” said the eag[e, “y()u are as airwort])y asa
stone.” And he added not un]ain(ny, “You are a tortoise and therefore
aerodynamiaally suited to a slow life on the grouncl."

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 leeep a creature air})orne, this one migllt 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




