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AESOP’S
FABLES

REMAIN AMONG
THE MOST
ENDURING OF

S TQ IQI E : o The scoming simplicity of

s‘lh'i% f-llt‘h‘ as ..l.]h‘ ],l\”‘l .‘II’HI fl‘ll‘ .\111”'-'!'. .‘ll]ll ..lilh' ll.’ll’l'

and the Tortoise’ belie the strength of their uml.-rlyinq
message, and the final moral once heard is u-lt]un:
!'nxg\lllcn. But .-\u.—up himself remains .-um-.-‘.]\in.j of a
mystery. Some say that he was a Greek slave who lived in
the late 5th century B.C. and made up the uri.:inal tales
to amuse his master, n‘.lwr:« ‘.]ml .\us‘ull 15 a cu”ccli\'v name
mulvr w]mi;l: ‘.}m }w.-«! .nul c.n]im‘. {.xMw ]1.1\1- l\cm: ,:.ltl:urc;]
.nn[ [ms'.w(] (L‘\\‘ll lllrn::.:l'. generations. \V'lmh-\vr l‘w':r true

. o ¢ .1 k
ongin, vanations ol these stories appear 51\« 1\\'[‘](] OVeT,

. 1 . - ' :
p.:rlu'u].\rl_\’ in Ancient Greece, ]:g'\'pl and ]mlm.




IN THIS EDITION award-winning illustrator Helen
Ward has collected together a dozen of her favourites,
including fables both familiar and lesser-known. All

use animals as the central characters in place of people,
tlleml:y avoiding the distractions of race or class, age or
gonclor. As such, the experiences described apply to us all
and the lessons learned are both timeless and universal.
Each creature comes to symbolize in its own way some
particulnr aspect of the human condition - the sly, li(lling
fox; the ei"y crow; the majestic lion; all acting out their
parts, uncompmhonding, in the great game of life. As the 7
thor G.K. Chesterton once wrote, “In Aesop's Fables...
ons are always pchble. They have no

£ . ] ' .
the animals reach
| - 1 .
:.ﬁ‘. an bt 31 8. oY are

Here then is a panoply of human feeling expressed
through Ward's animals. Fear, greed, arrogance, stupidity,
all these and more put in an appearance, leaping ctraig'!t
to the heart of our umlerstamling from each page

of this magnificent edition.
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THERE

WAS ONCE

A BUNCH OF

PARTICULARLY
FINE

GRAPES

lmn{in;‘ tumptinaly from a vine that had wound its way up

a tree, And as is usual with such unguarded temptations

THERE WAS SOON ALsOA FQOX.,

The t.1nl.1|ising fruits lmng just a Little Liglwr than the

(nx u)ul(] rc:lch lml hu wnul(l not lw !lawnrlwl.

He lc.\lst as lxigh as he could, twisting in the morning
]iglll. his jaws c]apping shut on air and flies and dust until
hig tecth hurt. He tried to climb the tree but the trunk
was too stmig]ll, tlw 'mrL' too smnntll, tlw {irst ‘"’-‘Ill»‘ll too
]ﬁg}\. If\'('r)'thing about the tree was unhvlpful. It refused

to so much as twitch a twig when he tried to shake it.

The fox found a lnng cane and tried to pmcl the grapes from their vine,
Iml tlw cane snnpp«l. He tlmrow and L'icln-(] slicl:s mul stones at the vine,
hut the grapes were determined to stay put. Their sweet smell drifted
among the Imnwllw. wasps and butterflics flew 11_\' with casual case,
while on the gmun(l below the fox l.\y panting and exhausted. Not even
a fow minutes’ patience solved the fox's problem. By the evening the

dark fruits |'mn§ as r\'su]utoly from the vine as tlwy had that morning.

The shadows had ]vngtl'u-mwl ]ny the time the fox {ina"_\' turned his back

on the grapes, muttering to himself that they were undoubtedly
THE NASTIEST,
mosTt HORRID,
DISGUSTING,
REVOLTING,
INEDIBLE,
INDIGESTIBLE

and very probably the S Q U RiE S T

srapes lu‘ had over |m<[ !ln: p]m.-nn'

(-l’ NOT cating!







THERE ONCE
WAS A CITY

OFMICE, ..

agninsl nmr.m(l(-m wit}l lligll, thicL‘ wa"s, pur{umtc(! nnly
l\)' a hundred little exits or entrances just l\ig cnough fora

mouse and just small cnnug]\ to L‘oop out anytlting Iargcr

and more dam_lcmus... IN PARTICULAR, WEASELS.

The mice and the weasels had been at war for longer than
anyone could remember. So }ung that neither the mice
nor the weasels knew Wl\_\'. All thcy knew was that (]wy
]mtml cach uthcr. .\ml t]mt was cnnu:h to (ig]ﬂ lmlllu a‘tur
battle. But this long war had cost the mice dear, for in
all the time llwy had been fig]xl'mg l}wy had lost every

battle and many a mouse to their ferocious enemy.

At lung last the mice decided to have a conference. T]u‘y
concluded that their pmHom was a lack of (lisciplinc on
the battlefield. No attack had ever been co-ordinated,

no retreat anything other than cvor)'—mnusc-[ur-himse".
'”w_v decided that what l]u.-_v needed was organization

.xml lcmlcrsllip.

So l]wy chose from among themselves some leaders. Charismatic mice
w]m pmmiqu victory on llu.- lm!llcfic“, mice whose very firsl act as
guncm]s was to order themselves some par(icularly shiny swords and

the very gramlcsl and most exclusive battle helmets with wide, imposing
horns. Then, after a very good meal, they sat idly picking their gleaming

teeth and passing the port.

The next day the mouse army assembled on the battlefield, with new
llupc and lcccnncss, to await l]w a(lvancc of l]w wcasc]s, l)ut w]wn t}w
uns]augl\t came the mice were no more nrganisud than before. As usual
the army scattered and fled for the sa[cty of the cily. Tlley scuttled
lhmug]) their mouse holes, all except the new gencm]& who were a

little too sluggish on their feet and, with the g]anmrous horns on their
g[eaming helmets too wide to s]ip c.uily lllruugh, l‘wy were simpl)'

caplurcd l)y the enemy and taken away.




IN WHICH A JACKDAW
”»
“BORROWS

SOME FEATHERS
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THERE WAS
ONCE A

JACKDA

who was as black as soot with a larigl\l eve, a voice like a

-~

broken bell and some nasty habits that she couldn't ]wlp.

She wanted to be a popu]ar and important 1)ir<], so she was
very careful to be ever so pulile and ever so attentive to any
bird who had alrcad‘\' acl:icvcd such slatus; lo cacl:]c ]uud
and ]uug at their bad iul:us and cmnplinwn! their looks,
however Ju“, [ar. far too often. She was inclined to tread
on the Sparrows on her way to see the influential cag]cs
and was surprisml to find at the end of all her efforts that

she was still a very urJinary i.xclulaw.

One J.ly the iaclul.xw heard that there was to be a
competition to find the most beautiful ])irJ, and she
determined that she must win it. Despite lu-ing rather

pl.\in she had an idea or two behind that glinling eye...

She followed the ])riglxlcr birds around and collected the
feathers that !Ifwy (!mppml £0 c.1n-luﬂ|'\' about the pl:lco.
The sparrows were intrigued but kept their distance, not

wanting to lose their own feathers to such an avid collector.

Each evening in her roost the jackdaw cleaned and combed her growing
collection. She sorted them ‘)‘v size and colour and threw out those that
were too dull or lwyuml repair. The niglll before the competition the
jackdaw care(u"'\' slotted the abandoned feathers in amongst her own.
With their stripes and spols, blotches and p.xlclws, she settled cach in
p].u'c.- to create a riotous rainhow of culuur, as neat and pcrfuct as if it
had grown there of its own accord. She looked quite beautiful in her

borrowed feathers. Now it was her turn to shine.

The compelitors ruffled up their gorgeous plumcs and pu“c«] out
their chests. They strutted about and the jackdaw strutted among them,
pmuclcr than a pmcucl:, stc.nling the attention of the jucl!:cs with a swish

of her purlninml tail. Who in the audience could resist this sp.lrl.']ing,
effervescent bird?

There was no doubt about the winner. The jackdaw was

CERTAINLY THE MOST BEAUTIFUL.

Sml(lcnl_\'. a kerfuffle broke out in the audience. 1t sprm(’ l]nnugl'l

the crowds and among the competitors. T}wy cach l'-ognn to recognise
snmctlling familiar in the pattern and the colour of this .:lnmnrnus bird.
Tl’xcy snatched and pluclw(! their feathers back until the deceitful jackdaw
was revealed, quite undressed and plnin and dull and rather dishevelled.
Without her borrowed finery, with no prize for being the most beautiful,
no audience to plcasc. no important friends and nothing remarkable to
be or to say, she had on]y herself for company and some hard l]liulzing

to ]\e June.

’
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THERE
WAS ONCE

\WOLF

WHO WAS UNHAPPY WITH HIS LOT IN LIFE,

He t‘mughl, among other t‘\in_.:s, that he was very clever
and that too much of his valuable time was spent running
about rislziug life and limb just to £l his Iw“\ And when
his lm"y was full he had to spend the rest of his day
moping about in a (lingy hole or lurL‘ing in the shadows.
So he .xpplim] his agilu and cunning mind to cuusidcring

how his life migl\t be made easier,

He needed to live closer to his supper, and his most
favourite supper was 5lu~cp He needed ;.unuuﬂ.l se. He
could be a lwdgc, or a rock... or sumutl:ing altugc!lwr

more devious.

As {urluno W()lll(' havo it, tho very next (Lly tlw wo][
fouml llw remains of a dcad oewe .m(l, ]mving wrappcd
])imse” carc[u"y in }\er sL‘in, lw ioinod a ﬂm:lr nf ]wr

woo”y-})mincd sisters, quite ummlicml.

Slam]ing in the warm morning sun, he listened to their inane gossip.
In the alternoon he luungud about among the fowers and butterflies.
He learned all he didn't need to know about grass. While the erickets
churred and the shadows grew lnng, he ].w.il_v cast an eye over his

nwa(low- munc llillg ﬂlt‘.‘ll.

In the evening he moved with the contented, murmuring flock to
the close comfort of the s]wupfuld. The woll's attention tured to
his grumlsling stomach, and his head filled with the self-satisfied
tlmugl\ls of one whose pl.ms were wurlein!: S0 w;-", whose casy future
now slrc!chvcl nlw.ul into a dmusaml Jrv.uny mse-cnlourcd sunsets,

lmt wlmnc [.ﬂ, w«m”y lmcl\' had caugllt the eye uf the sllt‘p‘lt‘l‘(l.

His gruml)ling stomach was also matched l)y a head filled with

tlwugl\ls... of roasted mutton.

The woll's disguise was SO VERY CLEVER,
5O VERY EFFECTIVE,
SO VERY, \VE RY LIKE A
- SHEEP
that it lasted right through

to !]w ]as! !ender,

tﬂsty

"l(ﬂ’it‘l.



IN WHICH A CRICKET LEARNS ABOUT WORK

THE HARD WAY
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LLl

THER!
WAS
ONCE A

CRICKET

A VERY HAPPY CREATURE WITH NOT A CARE IN
THE WORLD .’m(! not an illcn n his ln-.u]. He lx:u] never

heen hurdened l»y great llmu:hls or bothered l»y the smn”vn

L

more usc(ul ones that s]ippc(l {rnm his ]wml like down {rnm
a thistle. As Iung as the sun shone each «l.‘l_\' he was content

to sit on a l'mr]c_v stalk and sing.

He ate win-n lw was lmngry, }w slc-pl wlu-n lw was tirml,

.mcl since tl‘l(' sun Slll)ﬂ(‘ -1“ summer, -1” summer lll' sang.

In autumn the cold }w,:.m to bite. Food hecame surprisingly
scarce, o the ericket gdrew hollow with lmngor. He no lnncvr
l’v[t inclined to sing, but slliwn-(l and rattled in-clc'ul I

was m“ men t!mt llu ANTS Il.‘l(l plt nh(ul -upp]u b8, lmt

nulmcl_v lm(l clnrul to try ll’wir generosity. \r\'vrthc]os;, llw

cricL‘cl lclnl l)is lmrlc_v sta": .'m(l set n“ [a)r t}w ants {nrtrvss...

The cricket l)cggml one of the ;uan]s for a little smnctlling to eatl.
“How can you be hungry?” demanded the ant. “Winter is only

just slarting. What have you done with your slores of food?”
“Stores?” said the cricket.

“Food put away to eat in the winter. Stores of food from the months
when lllcrv was p]cnl'\'. \Vlml," .l:L‘c(] the ant (llmu,:lx no more l:im“y},
“Ilnl\’t' '\'Ull lit‘t‘ll (](lill!: -l” summur'.’!"

“1 was ]mﬂ_\'...." whined the cricket (.nnl he had to admit it sounded

a little si“)' on a l.ru:l)' morning), "...sin.:in,:."

The ant of course was unimprc.«‘:wtl. “Then MAYBE...,” he said .lciJ]'\'.
“...YOU SHOULD DANCE ALL WINTER." And with that,

1e turned his back on the cricket and marched into the nest.
| I his back he crick | hed i |
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IN WHICH A FOX IS A Bx’\D HOST AND A HUNGRY GUE ST



THERE
S ONCE

B STORK

a tall and ol elegant qul very po lite and refined in her

habits. She moved to a new neighbourhood and {.nr[_v

soon received an invitation to dinner. It was (rnm one

H{ fh\' Incn] T\‘Si(l\‘lﬂs‘, A l:\\x,

She knew nui]ling of the nature of I-uw-:, 0 when she
arrived for dinner she was nnly a little taken aback to
find every course served in shallow dishes. Sllnwin:

no \'Hllﬁi(l\‘r.\“dln (nr I1i~‘ guest (Iu- l-mc I.lppml l]is way

lhmugll t‘w Jv[icinus meal witll an all too apparent gusto,

The stork could nnl_v (lip the very tip of her heak into the
Various sauces. Slw went humv more 1|mn a litt]c }mn;ry,
not to mention n”cn(!c(l, whilc tlw {ox ]1.1ppily finis}w(l

n” lllc Ic‘hb\‘t‘rﬁ.

Some wecks later the .-'Enrl.‘, ]wing a well Ivrnug]ﬂ up ‘»ir(l,
sent a dinner invitation to the fox. The fox was nnl\' too
plm-ul to accept. He liked nullnn better than a .‘mul

nu-.ll al someone c].-u 5 expense.

He L!icl not L'nnw tlml l]w s!nr]: wnul«] repay ltim wiflx a taste n{

the same cnn-si(lvr.xlinn that he had slmwn his own guest.

The stork invited the fox into the (liniug room. He was tantalised l)_\'
the wonderful smells w.xl-lin.: lllnm,:]x the room. His mouth watered
at llw prospect o{ a sumptuous (c.uf, lml lllurv was no pln‘.lvr u(
roasted meats, no dish of gravy or bow! of sauce in the room. Not
one morsel of the «lvliciuus-snw"in.: food was served in .1n_vllling

ulln-r tlmn !.1". n.1rr<m'-muul|n-ll jars, 1" pu‘rl-m'i {nr llw
(;LQVG
BF \I\

T I’ K.
lz‘u'll clu;.ml \'L':i:'t'l, Imgmnt with the promise u( [uml, sluppcll
llw (u\'* snoul Jggmmlin.:[\' short nf ]lii !'L‘J‘Cll '['Iw -i!url.' .:ppc.)rc(]
ul ]u.xuu- to ]n- cl ]cmnm l)upxtu llw rmllnu-- n( t]u occasion .nnl

lln.- pu]xh- attentions n{ l]lc aturl:, not so muull as a Imtlurml pea

pa:u.-w(] his lip: all evening.

'[~IIL‘ (('.\ wenl ]mmu \'L'l}’ ]lungr_\' JH(] \'L'l"\’ pn.'l'l‘lt'.‘(t.‘(].

It took him quile a while to work out wlxy he had
(]cscr\'ml sucll treatment. '\\'"wn Iw ‘rixm"_\' umlcrslmul,
lw l'cll no lwllcr, [nr Lu was not at \” u:«u(! to

lwin.: outsmarted.
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Before he could say or do .urydxing, the hare was lung gone. So the

TI I E RE WAS tortoise decided to c]m"cngc the hare to a race. The gvnuml po])u]nlion
l]umglit this was unusua"_\' plupi(l of the tortoise. The hare {lmug]lt
/ O N C E A VE RY only how certain he was to win. But the tortoise knew what he was

=1 T (lning, the hare ‘wing S0 very prwlio.’!alw]o.
-
N
/ The race began and the hare hurtled off into the distance. The tortoise

T80

. lodded fnrw.xrcl, sculin‘ ]lis thou ‘lxts on lli*lu-r thin 5. Fven wlwn
AND A VERY SLOW TORTOISE. The hare liked e . W » i _
the hare hurtled back and ran a few rings around lum, the tortoise
nullling better than impressing the guncm] ]mpu]aliun

{vlt no noml to clmm:v hii even, patient pace,
with his spvt‘tl. “l am the master of ]wiug [aslcr, " was ) ' P P

how he so irritatingly put it. .
0N 2880 ITISeHDgY pat] With S0 little to c‘m"ungu his supremacy, the hare decided to take a

X1 short nap. The nap turned into a bit of a (]uzc. the doze into a ](mg
Ihe gencral pupu[.\tinn, on the other hand, liked not]:ing ¥ ’ '

R snooze... until the hare fell fast into a proper sleep. Meanwhile the
better than Jiscussing the small size of the hare's brain, e ) Prop B .

tortoise plodded steadily on until he passed the deep-dreaming hare.
and where he l.'cp! it while he was Ilurl]ing about, and how : P TR L iy A X

None of the general population had disturbed him. The tortoise was
]ung it would take a crocodile to eat him if he JL‘\.‘i(lL‘lllJ")’ ‘ e £ g L

) ) almost at the finishing post when the hare woke up and shook his
ran into tlw river, .uul wlwt]wr or not anyone wnuld try to .

(]mug]xls into some sort of order. He remembered he was supposcd

to be winning sumcl]ling. A RACE?
BUT IT WAS TOO LATE...

rescue him. Most admitted to a pm[numl respect for the

cnu:mlilc': tcctl\ l)ut none {nr any part n[ l]w lmrc.

The tortoise su“vrml {mm tlw 1:.1:1- more than most.
The hare humiliated him at every opportunity, but the
N tortoise was just too ,:untlv and too slow

to retaliate.



...As the hare came s‘pcctling up to the [inislling post THE TORTOISE

CROSSED THE LINE AN WON.

The hare was t]mmug“y humiliated. For a lnn: time afterwards

the gcncml pnpul.ﬂinn made SNOTing Noises whenever the hare was in
carshot or glanced into the distance to shout “TORTOISE COMING!”
None of this did much to slow the hare Juwn, but he was at least less
annoying, and there was still a .;nml chance that s‘unwday he would

end up testing the hardness of a tree trunk, or the firmness of the
gmuml at t]w.uml uf a ]un!: (lmp or, n( course, llw slmrpncss ul'

a crunulilc's luclll SbA




N
Lo
NN
&/

IN WHICH
HE WHO WOULD HAVE EVERYTHING,

GETS NOTHING




)

THERE
WAS ONCE

ADOG

WHO, one way or another,

TOOK THE VERY BEST OF EVERYTHING.

He was not a “fetch” or a "sit” or a “stay” kind of dog.
He was a nnsc-le(] "Ju my own lliing”, "go my own wa_v”
kind of Jug to whom every unguanlccl ta”clop, lmwl, l'nin,
kitchen or butcher's ill()p ]wlnugml. One Ja)' he stole a
particularl_\' fine bone, right off of a rcchn]y unguanlml
butcher's counter, and made off with it up the street. It
was g0 Iargc that he could ]mrc'y run with it, but run he
did lc.wing the angry shoplwop-cr behind with nnly his
shaking fist for company.

The tlog trotted homeward pmuc"y, gripping his prize
firmly between his teeth, so that anyone passing mig‘\!
admire it. With a spring in his step and his tail in the air,
he had no other llmugllt in his head than the salisf,\'ing
certainty that he owned the very best of all bones and that

was just how tltings should be.

He headed for home and a private corner where he could
enjoy his prize or bury it unseen so as to savour the

moment awhile.

His chosen p.\l]) took him over a l)ri(lge across a puul in a calm river.

No sooner had the Jog sh.-pped onto the first plaulz than somcllling
caugl\t his eye. Another Jog lnnlzing far too plmsm] with himsell was
staring at him from among the lil)' p.u!s. Worse, this Jcrg too had a bone,

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

Being among other llxiugs a gu-ed_\', jealous, ll\ieving kind of creature,
the (lug on the ])ric]gu did not hesitate. Without lllinleing further, he
lungu(l forward with snapping jaws, drupping his own bone as he tried

to snatch the largcr one.

Sl) LI\S[[' As soon as his muzz]c ])il lhe waler, the sccom! Jug
(limppcarﬁl and his jaws snappc(l hard shut on nutl\ing. His reflection,
for that indeed is all it had been, broke and sp]intcrul into shimmering

ripplcs, sprmding out across the pool until all was still again,

When the groc«]_v (]ng looked down he could see that it was his own image
that had fooled him. And WOrse, that mlit! mmi"usinn of a bone that

he had o recent]y released from the butcher's cut(o(ly, that wholesome
promise of genuine plo.uurc, had fallen from his mouth and was gone,
For one tiny moment it had been overlooked in favour of somothing
more nmgnificcn(, somothing that turned out to be as insubstantial as

a dream. Now it was lost, droppod into the river, as much a memory

as its reflection. The onl_v lhing left on the Jog's mind was the fact of his

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

ALION

sleeping peacefu"_v in the shade of a cedar tree when
A MOUSE misloole him for a l'mul(]or an(l scraml)led

across his shoulders. The lion woke and slmddered lil:e

an earl]xqualee under the little creature, slm‘eing him
to the grmxnd where he caug]xl the mouse l)y the tail

beneath one greal paw.

The mouse was terrified. The lion oyecl the smallness
of the soon-to-be-eaten sighl hefore him and sniffed
the mousiness of this less-than-a-mouthful squea‘ter.
The mouse trembled. Almost too scared to say auyllling,

he ])egged to be set [ree.

The lion '\'awned a]:scnhnin(ledly, ravealing his cavernous,
lootlx-ringcd mouth, his coarse pinlz tongue and the dark
threat of his throat. He breathed upon the mouse the

very breath of doom.

The mouse squeaked again. “Please let me go and I give

vou my word that one (lay I will return the favour.”

“You give your word, squealzing pip?” asked the lion, lnughing at the
mouse’s impertinence. The mouse nodded as well as he could, and
the lion lifted his great paw and let the little creature free. T]wy went
their separate ways, The lion llmught nutlling more of the mouse,

lmt tlw MOuse was f.:r more carcfu] of whcrc lw put Liv {cul.

Then one Jay the roar of the lion rang pitifu"y t]uuugh the forest.

It woke the mouse in the close comfort of his nest. There was sadness

in the cclming roar and, as it shook the pine needles from the trees, the
mouse hurried towards it, mindful of the promise he had made. The li(m,
hugc and fierce t‘umg‘: he was, now hung from a great laram:‘l, caught

in a hunter's net and lmppc(l $0 lightly in its cntang]ing mesh that he
could not move., The mouse quiclel_v climbed up the tree and down the
thick ropes where he set to work with his sh:lrp white teeth. He chewed
and pu"od and fr:ly«l and nibbled and gnawed through the mesh until
ovcnhm"_\' the net iwgnn to loosen, Limb iv_v limb, the lion was released,

fa"ing ungainly as a newborn calf onto the forest floor.

The lion tried to look as humble as he felt, thanlzing the mouse pru(usc]_v
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 reliefl and not a little pride that he watched

as the lion (lisappeare(l into the shadows of the forest.






THERE
WAS ONCE

TORTOISE

w}wse eaJ was alwava in llw Lluuds. llmu.:h llw rest

of him all too firmly hugged the earth. THE TORTOISE
DREAMED, as no olller tortoise had dreamed,

oF FLYING.

‘w.:"nws Suluic(l lm\ across tlw r.xsslam[ rulx Huc Ll.\rls u[

s

squcalmg, aggravating pp\'c(l each flit and turmn fn"uu the
tortoise with envy. Butterflies ﬂapp«l like (lnmp handkerchiefs

n thc slummonn hcat nr t}w :lflom(mn Even tlw

earthbound ants grew wings and flew. IT WAS UNF ‘AlIR.

l)mgonﬂics rattled and reversed over pouls, and damselflics,

bright turquoise l\yplwns, hovered among the bulrushes.

Bats flew and fished the evening skios, airy mice on f‘\ivvring
pnrchmcnl wings. Even seeds from brainless, tlmuglﬂlcss
rooted plants were lifted into aimless ﬂiglxt on the s]iglttcﬂ
breeze. Every ﬂying thing conspiro«l to make the tortoise
angry, un[airly treated Ly nature, so winglcss. so solid, =0

very keen to leave the grmmcl.

He wanted just for once to look down on the carth and to enjoy the vast
freedom of the ln..h thin air where the ecag gle circled, master of the slfy. So
it was to the o.\.:lc that the tortoise went. He asked the mglc over o pnlilo]y

for lessons in the glorious art of flying. The eagle did not laugh at this.

“When yvou grow wings, my little pcl)lnlc," he said. “You are as solid as

the earth you walk upon." But the tortoise still insisted he was born to ﬂy
“Close cousin of a rock,” said the cagl(-, “you are as airwor(l'ly asa
stone.” And he added not unkindly, “You are a tortoise and therefore
aemd\'namua"\ suited to a sluv. life on the roum]

The tortoise was not deterred. “All I need is a little lwlp. Once I'm free

of the earth [ can flap my legs.”

After months of relentless pestering the tortoise, so llmroug]lly convinced
of his nying alwilily and so Jcsper.xlc for a chance, touched the eaglu's heart.

I{ determination could lzucp a creature airborne, this one migllt yet ﬂy.

And so the eag sle took the tortoise up
into the lugh thin air where his dreams had a]ways flown,
and there the eagle launched him into the clear slzy and

left him to the whim of UR““'IT)—

("'\'/J »
%,
A.
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THERE
WAS ONCE

A GOOSE

WHO LAID, Ly strange and un]ucl:y chance,

ONE GOLDEN EGG EACH DAY. Her owner considered
himself very fnrtunatc, as this curious quirl' of nature had
slc.ulil)' 'wlp«l him to become a wcaltlty man. He no I(mgcr
needed to work. His life became one of case and comfort,

and vach (L‘ly his faithful goose laid another gol(lcn e,

He had cvcrytl’xing he needed and nuthing to think about
but what he migltt ‘my next. As his desires became ever
more extravagant, he mggcstc(l to his fo0s0 that she In_v
her go'nlcn efgs a little faster. There alvmys seemed to be
more things he wanted than he had money to lm_v. He

became impatient.

“Goose,” he asked tersely, “perhaps you could try laying
another egg cach day. Two eggs would be nice!” But she
was no more capablc of c]mnging her habits than any
other goose.

“Three eggs a Ja)'?" he continued. “Yes, three would be
enuug]l... or four. Four is a nice even numl)er, not too

muclx Lo aslz. "

But five, five is a handlul, yes, ma_le- a handful a Jay... a]l]mugh

six is a more usual numlwr... for eggs, ”a" a tlmwn guldcn egdes would
make me so happy...” And so he hecame a greedy man. “Seven ...
may‘x' cig]ﬂ, or nine. Nine is such a lovoly number... three times three,
very Iuclty... but then ten is so much easier... two handfuls... good for
malzing calculations...,” he said, calculaling in his [)usy mind,

“or eleven... ma'\'lw not eleven, neither one l]ling nor another... twelve,
now there's a (}mugl)l. Twelve! A lovely round dozen go]den egis each
(]ay... or a baker's dozen... d\irteen, but thirteen is unluclzy... add

one more... fourteen, a handsome number but maybe not quite as good

as fifteen...

re THIRTY... FTFTY .

no, not good onough!

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

he wanted every goldcn o he was due NOW. No more waiting for the
goose lo L\y, no more waiting to l)uy what he wanted to [my. [t would be
so much better to det all this out of the way 0 he could enjoy a life of

case, spcm]ing more and tllin‘:ing less.

So he killed the goose for her go]deu eggs. But inside there was no hoard
of treasure, no instant forlune, not even one sing]e small gouen egg
more. With no goose there would be uodning... every (lay... forever...

nulluing but hard work and sour regret.




v whici Arox PERSUADES

A CROW OUT OF HIS LUNCH



THERE WAS
ONCE

" CROW

sitting in a tree, lwltling a largu, fresh cheese in his

beak and [cc]ing very pleasc with himsell. In fact,
he was so plu.\sml that he was just sitling there on
his branch enjoying the all-round sense of Wt-“-lwing'
and sMugness that the cheese was giving him

WHEN A I: QX WANDERED INTO THE STORY...

. A story that had lm-gun when a {rt‘ﬁ‘ll_\' made cheese
was left too close to an open window and the crow had
stolen it. And would end, l}mugl)l the fox cun[idcnl]y,
with the cheese -.u[i.-]y in his mouth. Another opportunity

[nr lricL'ur‘v. llmug]nt tlw [ux (aud [uncl))!

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

until at last the crow looked unoasill\' down at the fox.

“I was just .1(lmirin,: your paﬂicul.\rl_v fine feathers,”
said the fox. “Have vou discovered some new birdbath
on your travels? Your eyes seem ;x'lrlicular[_\' Lrighl too,

and as for your toes... so dark and shin_v... and your beak

gluaming in the .-"-un]i_:‘)t... -

S0 per(cclly sel o“ ])_\' llw creamy wllilem-ss uf w]mtuvcr t}mt is vou ]mvc
a hold of. Quite magnificent!” The crow was becoming more astonished

and plmsml with himself lx_v the moment.

“And,” continued the fox, “a little bird was saying only this morning that
_\mu'm not just a pretty f.\cc. | was told that you can sing lwauti[u”y too.
In [-.1\':!, [ understand vou have the most remarkable singding voice {nr
miles around... that you ¢can move your audience from tears to l.unghh-r
wit‘t a sing}v note... tlmt the ni:lﬂin:nlos hereabouts have 1” retired
mn‘y..." Here the fox l]mugl\t he had better stop, nn]_v :ultlin;. “How

I would love to hear that mvliﬂunus VOice of yours, It would be Fll\'l‘l a

"

privi]cgc. A private por{nrmnn\'o — a mere verse or two?...
tHE crow, SO OVERWHELMED
WITII I:]J\T‘FIE RY, folt a lu-lplcﬂ urge to sing.

He opcncd his beak... —~ L
“CAV... LA\Y ! he went, unsweetly and tunelessly

as nn]y 4 Crow can.

At lho {irsl note llw chcosc fc“, lmuncin._: {mm l’amnch lo ‘\mnc]l lo

p]ummul into the fox's wide open, waiting jaws. And that's where the

story, as the fox prcdiclcd, ends.
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THERE WAS

k]\?Ilkl £ l\ IRL

‘.\Iln l L.al to d 11'\ ar 1\ paini m ma .'\- '.!':lu.-, sometimes

Ooul .!I ]‘.1}“" or *.11‘f|.' -]l'l; somefimes oul -I Illl stig L- 1nll
- | |

NIAss-q ] '\I‘:Hf‘. ‘]I\‘ clhimbi Il trees Illl never lt il out ‘Ill read

I s o ]w.-.-rn m-l l 1stens ! to \\Il.‘.l evervone ‘.o‘-.n{ Iv--v, Imt -.."--

\liél nos Say lll.:\'ll lh'\'.’ll:‘c' -l'.l' was very r']"l_\

3 ' " . "
.‘lh' '.'.'.lntml to be an illustrator and ["-r parents, who were
| . | . .
land still are) artists, ']h‘-‘.:.‘l'f that this was a f_n.!.l idea. =0, In
. 1 1 1 . 1
a Deplember gale, rll-.' went to the r\\l.‘l\lx‘ ullc:u there was an

art u-l:u-;u to :-.-.x.':‘. .1” dlwu‘. it. ‘\‘.l-.'z lll'-.'c years ~lu- l-.-:-‘. l"li

.\‘..ll’lt‘\] to :..]u.«‘.mtc lh.v-.-l:.- l-«'l chil x ren. ne 11 ul lu nnul a lx

lvit .11'.-111 l:w ob l\u: s:'w L‘u;\: Ic.nnin-_‘ .x::g:. s}n- ‘.l)inL's. ii‘ .-Iu-
|

L'c\- 1w trying, lll.'.l one l:..l'. she xn':.,j]lt L‘Zl\'\\ \'nnl:,;]x
l ! )

to 11\' good at it.




She likes writing stories too, hut is very worried that one day

somobody is going to make her sit down and take an exam in
lning a writer and then she will be found out.

She likes walking and watching the countryside and, when
she has time, gardening and making things (though now not
usually out of mud). What she likes most of all is her job and
the pcoplo she works with.

She is less little now and she tries to be less shy. She is still
womlcring when or if she's suppooecl to grow up and, fina“y,
she knows where there are some trees that need to be climbed...







