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THE YOUNG CRAB AND HIS MOTHER 

 

"Why in the world do you walk sideways like that?" said a Mother Crab to her 
son. "You should always walk straight forward with your toes turned out." 

"Show me how to walk, mother dear," answered the little Crab obediently, "I want 
to learn." 

So the old Crab tried and tried to walk straight forward. But she could walk sideways only, 
like her son. And when she wanted to turn her toes out she tripped and fell on her nose. 

Do not tell others how to act unless you can set a good example. 

 

THE FOX AND THE GRAPES 

 

A Fox one day spied a beautiful bunch of ripe grapes hanging from a vine 
trained along the branches of a tree. The grapes seemed ready to burst 
with juice, and the Fox's mouth watered as he gazed longingly at them. 

The bunch hung from a high branch, and the Fox had to jump for it. The 
first time he jumped he missed it by a long way. So he walked off a short 
distance and took a running leap at it, only to fall short once more. Again 
and again he tried, but in vain. 

Now he sat down and looked at the grapes in disgust. 

"What a fool I am," he said. "Here I am wearing myself out to get a 
bunch of sour grapes that are not worth gaping for." 

And off he walked very, very scornfully. 

There are many who pretend to despise and belittle that which is beyond 
their reach. 

 
 

THE BUNDLE OF STICKS 

A certain Father had a family of Sons, who were forever quarreling among themselves. No 
words he could say did the least good, so he cast about in his mind for some very striking 
example that should make them see that discord would lead them to misfortune. 

One day when the quarreling had been much more violent than usual and each of the Sons 
was moping in a surly manner, he asked one of them to bring him a bundle of sticks. Then 
handing the bundle to each of his Sons in turn he told them to try to break it. But although 
each one tried his best, none was able to do so.[Pg 21] 

The Father then untied the bundle and gave the sticks to his Sons to break one by one. This 
they did very easily. 

"My Sons," said the Father, "do you not see how certain it is that if you agree with each other 
and help each other, it will be impossible for your enemies to injure you? But if you are 
divided among yourselves, you will be no stronger than a single stick in that bundle." 

In unity is strength. 

 

THE LION AND THE MOUSE 

 

A Lion lay asleep in the forest, his great head resting on his paws. A 
timid little Mouse came upon him unexpectedly, and in her fright 
and haste to get away, ran across the Lion's nose. Roused from his 
nap, the Lion laid his huge paw angrily on the tiny creature to kill 
her. 

"Spare me!" begged the poor Mouse. "Please let me go and some 
day I will surely repay you." 

The Lion was much amused to think that a Mouse could ever help him. But he was generous 
and finally let the Mouse go. 

Some days later, while stalking his prey in the forest, the Lion was caught in the toils of a 
hunter's net. Unable to free himself, he filled the forest with his angry roaring. The Mouse 
knew the voice and quickly found the Lion struggling in the net. Running to one of the great 
ropes that bound him, she gnawed it until it parted, and soon the Lion was free. 

"You laughed when I said I would repay you," said the Mouse. "Now you see that even a 
Mouse can help a Lion." 

A kindness is never wasted. 

 

THE ANTS AND THE GRASSHOPPER 

 

One bright day in late autumn a family of Ants were bustling about in the 
warm sunshine, drying out the grain they had stored up during the summer, 
when a starving Grasshopper, his fiddle under his arm, came up and humbly 
begged for a bite to eat. 

"What!" cried the Ants in surprise, "haven't you stored anything away for the 
winter? What in the world were you doing all last summer?" 

"I didn't have time to store up any food," whined the Grasshopper; "I was so busy making 
music that before I knew it the summer was gone." 

The Ants shrugged their shoulders in disgust.[Pg 35] 

"Making music, were you?" they cried. "Very well; now dance!" And they turned their backs 
on the Grasshopper and went on with their work. 

There's a time for work and a time for play. 



 
 

THE HARES AND THE FROGS 

 

Hares, as you know, are very timid. The least shadow, sends them 
scurrying in fright to a hiding place. Once they decided to die rather 
than live in such misery. But while they were debating how best to 
meet death, they thought they heard a noise and in a flash were 
scampering off to the warren. On the way they passed a pond where a 
family of Frogs was sitting among the reeds on the bank. In an 
instant the startled Frogs were seeking safety in the mud. 

"Look," cried a Hare, "things are not so bad after all, for here are 
creatures who are even afraid of us!" 

However unfortunate we may think we are there is always someone worse off than ourselves. 

 

 

 

THE FOX AND THE STORK 

The Fox one day thought of a plan to amuse himself at the expense of the 
Stork, at whose odd appearance he was always laughing. 

"You must come and dine with me today," he said to the Stork, smiling to 
himself at the trick he was going to play. The Stork gladly accepted the 
invitation and arrived in good time and with a very good appetite. 

For dinner the Fox served soup. But it was set out in a very shallow dish, 
and all the Stork could do was to wet the very tip of his bill. Not a drop of 
soup could he get. But the Fox lapped it up easily, and, to increase the 

disappointment of the Stork, made a great show of enjoyment. 

The hungry Stork was much displeased at the trick, but he was a calm, even-
tempered fellow and saw no good in flying into a rage. Instead, not long 
afterward, he invited the Fox to dine with him in turn. The Fox arrived promptly 
at the time that had been set, and the Stork served a fish dinner that had a very 
appetizing smell. But it was served in a tall jar with a very narrow neck. The 
Stork could easily get at the food with his long bill, but all the Fox could do was 
to lick the outside of the jar, and sniff at the delicious odor. And when the Fox 
lost his temper, the Stork said calmly: 

Do not play tricks on your neighbors unless you can stand the same treatment 
yourself. 

 

 

 

THE ASS AND HIS DRIVER 

 

An Ass was being driven along a road leading down the mountain 
side, when he suddenly took it into his silly head to choose his own 
path. He could see his stall at the foot of the mountain, and to him 
the quickest way down seemed to be over the edge of the nearest 
cliff. Just as he was about to leap over, his master caught him by 
the tail and tried to pull him back, but the stubborn Ass would not 
yield and pulled with all his might. 

"Very well," said his master, "go your way, you willful beast, and 
see where it leads you." 

With that he let go, and the foolish Ass tumbled head over heels 
down the mountain side. 

They who will not listen to reason but stubbornly go their own way against the friendly advice 
of those who are wiser than they, are on the road to misfortune. 

THE FOX AND THE LEOPARD 

A Fox and a Leopard, resting lazily after a generous dinner, amused 
themselves by disputing about their good looks. The Leopard was very 
proud of his glossy, spotted coat and made disdainful remarks about 
the Fox, whose appearance he declared was quite ordinary. 

The Fox prided himself on his fine bushy tail with its tip of white, but 
he was wise enough to see that he could not rival the Leopard in looks. 
Still he kept up a flow of sarcastic talk, just to exercise his wits and to 
have the fun of disputing. The Leopard was about to lose his temper 
when the Fox got up, yawning lazily. 

"You may have a very smart coat," he said, "but you would be a great 
deal better off if you had a little more smartness inside your head and 
less on your ribs, the way I am. That's what I call real beauty." 

A fine coat is not always an indication of an attractive mind. 

 

THE COCK AND THE FOX 

One bright evening as the sun was sinking on a glorious world a wise old Cock flew into a 
tree to roost. Before he composed himself to rest, he flapped his wings three times and crowed 
loudly. But just as he was about to put his head under his wing, his beady eyes caught a flash 
of red and a glimpse of a long pointed nose, and there just below him stood Master Fox. 

"Have you heard the wonderful news?" cried the Fox in a very joyful and excited manner. 

"What news?" asked the Cock very calmly. But he had a queer, fluttery feeling inside him, 
for, you know, he was very much afraid of the Fox. 

"Your family and mine and[Pg 59] all other animals have agreed to forget their differences and 
live in peace and friendship from now on forever. Just think of it! I simply cannot wait to 
embrace you! Do come down, dear friend, and let us celebrate the joyful event." 



"How grand!" said the Cock. "I certainly am delighted at the news." But he spoke in an absent 
way, and stretching up on tiptoes, seemed to be looking at something afar off. 

"What is it you see?" asked the Fox a little anxiously. 

"Why, it looks to me like a couple of Dogs coming this way. They must have heard the good 
news and—" 

But the Fox did not wait to hear more. Off he started on a run. 

"Wait," cried the Cock. "Why do you run? The Dogs are friends of yours now!" 

"Yes," answered the Fox. "But they might not have heard the news. Besides, I have a very 
important errand that I had almost forgotten about." 

The Cock smiled as he buried his head in his feathers and went to sleep, for he had succeeded 
in outwitting a very crafty enemy. 

The trickster is easily tricked. 

 
 

THE ASS AND THE LAP DOG 

 

There was once an Ass whose Master also owned a Lap Dog. This 
Dog was a favorite and received many a pat and kind word from his 
Master, as well as choice bits from his plate. Every day the Dog would 
run to meet the Master, frisking playfully about and leaping up to lick 
his hands and face. 

All this the Ass saw with much discontent. Though he was well fed, he 
had much work to do; besides, the Master hardly ever took any notice 
of him. 

Now the jealous Ass got it into his silly head that all he had to do to 
win his Master's favor was to act like the Dog. So one day he left his 

stable and clattered eagerly into the house. 

Finding his Master seated at the dinner table, he kicked up his heels and, with a loud bray, 
pranced giddily around the table, upsetting it as he did so. Then he planted his forefeet on his 
Master's knees and rolled out his tongue to lick the Master's face, as he had seen the Dog do. 
But his weight upset the chair, and Ass and man rolled over together in the pile of broken 
dishes from the table. 

The Master was much alarmed at the strange behavior of the Ass, and calling for help, soon 
attracted the attention of the servants. When they saw the danger the Master was in from the 
clumsy beast, they set upon the Ass and drove him with kicks and blows back to the stable. 
There they left him to mourn the foolishness that had brought him nothing but a sound 
beating. 

Behavior that is regarded as agreeable in one is very rude and impertinent in another. 

Do not try to gain favor by acting in a way that is contrary to your own nature and character. 

 
 

THE MILKMAID AND HER PAIL 

 

A Milkmaid had been out to milk the cows and was returning from the 
field with the shining milk pail balanced nicely on her head. As she 
walked along, her pretty head was busy with plans for the days to 
come. 

"This good, rich milk," she mused, "will give me plenty of cream to 
churn. The butter I make I will take to market, and with the money I get 
for it I will buy a lot of eggs for hatching. How nice it will be when 
they are all hatched and the yard is full of fine young chicks. Then 
when May day comes I will sell them, and with the money I'll buy a 
lovely new dress to wear to the fair. All the young men will look at me. 
They will come and try to make love to me,—but I shall very quickly 

send them about their business!" 

As she thought of how she would settle that matter, she tossed her head scornfully, and down 
fell the pail of milk to the ground. And all the milk flowed out, and with it vanished butter and 
eggs and chicks and new dress and all the milkmaid's pride. 

Do not count your chickens before they are hatched. 

 

THE WOLF AND THE HOUSE DOG 

 

There was once a Wolf who got very little to eat 
because the Dogs of the village were so wide awake 
and watchful. He was really nothing but skin and 
bones, and it made him very downhearted to think of 
it. 

One night this Wolf happened to fall in with a fine fat 
House Dog who had wandered a little too far from 
home. The Wolf would gladly have eaten him then 
and there, but the House Dog looked strong enough to 

leave his marks should he try it. So the Wolf spoke very humbly to the Dog, complimenting 
him on his fine appearance. 

"You can be as well-fed as I am if you want to," replied the Dog. "Leave the woods; there you 
live miserably. Why, you have to fight hard for every bite you get. Follow my example and 
you will get along beautifully." 

"What must I do?" asked the Wolf. 

"Hardly anything," answered the House Dog. "Chase people who carry canes, bark at 
beggars,[Pg 83] and fawn on the people of the house. In return you will get tidbits of every 
kind, chicken bones, choice bits of meat, sugar, cake, and much more beside, not to speak of 
kind words and caresses." 

The Wolf had such a beautiful vision of his coming happiness that he almost wept. But just 
then he noticed that the hair on the Dog's neck was worn and the skin was chafed. 

"What is that on your neck?" 



"Nothing at all," replied the Dog. 

"What! nothing!" 

"Oh, just a trifle!" 

"But please tell me." 

"Perhaps you see the mark of the collar to which my chain is fastened." 

"What! A chain!" cried the Wolf. "Don't you go wherever you please?" 

"Not always! But what's the difference?" replied the Dog. 

"All the difference in the world! I don't care a rap for your feasts and I wouldn't take all the 
tender young lambs in the world at that price." And away ran the Wolf to the woods. 

There is nothing worth so much as liberty. 

 

THE FOX AND THE CROW 

 

One bright morning as the Fox was following his sharp nose through the 
wood in search of a bite to eat, he saw a Crow on the limb of a tree 
overhead. This was by no means the first Crow the Fox had ever seen. 
What caught his attention this time and made him stop for a second 
look, was that the lucky Crow held a bit of cheese in her beak. 

"No need to search any farther," thought sly Master Fox. "Here is a 
dainty bite for my breakfast." 

Up he trotted to the foot of the tree in which the Crow was sitting, and 
looking up admiringly, he cried, "Good-morning, beautiful creature!" 

The Crow, her head cocked on one side, watched the Fox suspiciously. But she kept her beak 
tightly closed on the cheese and did not return his greeting. 

"What a charming creature she is!" said the Fox. "How her feathers shine! What a beautiful 
form and what splendid wings! Such a wonderful Bird should have a very lovely voice, since 
everything else about her is so perfect. Could she sing just one song, I know I should hail her 
Queen of Birds." 

Listening to these flattering words, the Crow forgot all her suspicion, and also her breakfast. 
She wanted very much to be called Queen of Birds. 

So she opened her beak wide to utter her loudest caw, and down fell the cheese straight into 
the Fox's open mouth. 

"Thank you," said Master Fox sweetly, as he walked off. "Though it is cracked, you have a 
voice sure enough. But where are your wits?" 

The flatterer lives at the expense of those who will listen to him. 

 
 


