Once, when drinking at the sea of a stream, a thirsty ant fell into the water and got carried away.
“Help, help, I cannot get out! Help!” cried the ant.
Happily a kind bird, a dove, saw the ant’s danger. She plucked a leaf off a tree with her beak, and placed it
on to the water just in front of the ant.
“Get on the leaf, Mr Ant, and I’ll carry you to safety.”
The ant quickly climbed on to the leaf, and the dove immediately rose into the air with the leaf in her beak.
Three seconds later the ant was safe and sound on dry land again.
“Thank you, Mrs Dove, for saving my life. I’ll never forget what you’ve done this day.”
“That’s quite all right, Mr Ant. It’s a small matter. Good bye, and take care you don’t fall in again!”
“Thank you once again Mrs Dove. If ever I can help you, you know I will do so. Goodbye, and God bless you!”
Some days later, our friend the ant was searching for food at the bottom of a tree. Suddenly he heard
something moving slowly nearby. Looking up he saw a cruel-looking man stalking forward towards the tree.
He had a big gun which he kept pointed up in the air, ready to shoot.
“I think he is going to shoot birds,” thought the ant, at the same time glancing up into the tree. How
horrified our friend must have felt, for at that moment he caught sight of his friend the dove. The dove who
had saved his life only a few days ago!
Quickly, and with all his strength, the ant ran up the tree, calling to the bird.
“Fly away, Mrs Dove! There’s a man going to shoot at you. Fly away, quick, fly away!”
The bird recognized here friend the ant, and in a twinkle she had spotted the man with the big gun. Danger!
“Thank you Mr Ant. You’ve saved my life.”
And the bird was out of sight in a moment.
What a dissappointment for the cruel man with the gun!
“Well, I never!” he grumbled. How did the bird know I was here? I was so quiet!”

The ant was so happy because he had been able to warn his friend in time, and so save the bird from a
horrible death.
“Now I am the happiest ant in the world.”

One good turn deserves another.
	
  

Two boys were taking a
shortcut on a narrow path
through dark and tangled
woods. They walked silently
through the deep shadows and
they pretended not to hear
the rustlings in the thickets,
for neither wanted to admit
that he was frightened.
Then the air rumbled with a
low, menacing growl. "Don't
look; I'm sure it's nothing,"
said the first boy quickly.
"Well, it's a very large nothing!" shouted the second boy. There, lumbering toward them,
was a monstrous, hairy bear.
The two friends began to run. Before they had taken three steps, however, the first boy
stumbled and sprawled upon the ground.
"Help me!" he cried as he scrambled to get up.
But his friend ran on. He clambered up a towering pine tree and sat astride a bough,
clutching the tree trunk and quaking.
The horrible bear loomed over the first boy. Mouth wide, teeth glinting, the bear lunged.
Now, luckily for this boy, he had learned his lessons well, and he remembered that bears
usually do not bother anything that is not moving. So, he threw himself facedown in the
dirt.
When he felt the bear's hot breath on his ankle, the boy stayed very, very still. When a
heavy bear paw lightly touched his back, he closed his eyes and willed himself not to move.
The bear sniffed and snuffled, pawed, prodded, and pushed at the boy, until finally the
beast's muzzle was next to the boy's face. The creature whiffed and snorted as he nuzzled
the boy's ear. Although the boy was in an agony of fright, still he lay unmoving.
After a time, the bear became bored with the limp lump that was the boy. With a final
swipe of his huge paw, he turned away and shuffled back into the woods.
At that, the first boy's friend came running back.

"That was amazing!" said the second boy. "The bear put his nose right on your ear! Why, it
looked as though he even whispered some secret to you! What did he say?"
The first boy glared at his companion. "The bear told me I need to find a more dependable
friend!" he said as he stomped away.

Fairweather friends aren’t worth having.	
  

"Let us go to the pond and have some fun," said George.
"What fun can we have there?" asked Frank. "The pond is
nothing but an old mudhole. We can not swim in such
water."
Down at the pond the sun shone warm, and an old mother
frog and her children were sunning themselves on a log. Now
and then one plunged into the water with a chug! and then
crawled out on the bank.
That was a happy time in frog land.
In the midst of their play, they heard a sound which made
the mother frog tremble. It was only a boy's laugh, but as
soon as the mother heard it she said, "Into the water, every
one of you. The giants are coming;" and they all jumped into
the water.
The giants had armed themselves with pebbles. Each one had a pocketful. As soon as they caught sight of
the frogs, they cried, "Now for some fun!"
Before the mother frog could reach the water, a stone hit her on one of her feet. The one-sided battle had
begun.
Every time a little frog peeped out of the water to get a breath of air or to look at the two giants, whiz!
flew a pebble right toward it, and it never cared to look at its enemies again.
The mother became very angry. She lifted her head boldly above the water.
"Cowards!" she cried. "If we could sting, would you fight us? If we could bite, would you be here? You have
great sport tormenting us, because we cannot fight for ourselves. You are cowards! cowards!"
And all the little frogs echoed, "Cowards! cowards!"

Always stop to think whether your fun may not
be the cause of another's unhappiness.

A singing bird was confined in a cage which hung outside a
window, and had a way of singing at night when all other birds
were asleep. One night a Bat came and clung to the bars of the
cage, and asked the Bird why she was silent by day and sang
only at night.
"I have a very good reason for doing so," said the Bird. "It was once when I was singing
in the daytime that a fowler was attracted by my voice, and set his nets for me and
caught me. Since then I have never sung except by night."
But the Bat replied, "It is no use your doing that now when you are a prisoner: if only you
had done so before you were caught, you might still have been free."

Precautions are useless after the crisis.

A CERTAIN HOUSE was overrun with Mice. A Cat,
discovering this, made her way into it and began to catch
and eat them one by one.

Fearing for their lives, the Mice kept themselves close in
their holes. The Cat was no longer able to get at them
and perceived that she must tempt them forth by some
device. For this purpose she jumped upon a peg, and
suspending herself from it, pretended to be dead. One of
the Mice, peeping stealthily out, saw her and said, "Ah,
my good madam, even though you should turn into a
meal-bag, we will not come near you."

If you are wise you won't be deceived by the innocent
airs of those whom you have once found to be dangerous.

No rain had fallen for many weeks. All the small streams and the ponds were dried up.
An old crow had been looking for water all the morning. At last he found some in a pitcher in a garden. He
flew down to it and thrust in his bill; but he could not reach the water.
He walked around to the other side and tried again; but he could not get a drink. Oh, how very thirsty he
was! It seemed as if he should faint.
"I must have that water. I will have it," he said.
Again he stretched his neck into the pitcher. No, he could not reach it.
He stopped a second and seemed to be thinking; then he said, "I will break the pitcher. My bill is strong and
hard." So he gave the pitcher a hard thump. It did not break. He "thumped! thumped! thumped!" first here,
then there. What a strong pitcher that was! It did not even crack.
"This will not do," he said. "I must try some other plan. I am big and strong. I will tip the pitcher over."
With that he pushed against it with his breast. It did not move. It seemed as if he must give up the
attempt to get the water, but he did not once think of doing that.
Near by in the path lay some pebbles. The crow picked up one in his bill and let it fall into the pitcher. He
dropped one after another into it. He could see the water rising a little. Now he worked harder than ever.
Before very long the water had risen so high that he could reach it with his bill. How refreshing it was! He
drank as much as he wished, then flew away.

Where there’s a will, there’s a way. But it helps if you use your brain.

Once a little mouse who lived in the country
invited a little Mouse from the city to visit him.
When the little City Mouse sat down to dinner
he was surprised to find that the Country Mouse
had nothing to eat except barley and grain.
"Really," he said, "you do not live well at all;
you should see how I live! I have all sorts of
fine things to eat every day. You must come to
visit me and see how nice it is to live in the
city."
The little Country Mouse was glad to do this,
and after a while he went to the city to visit
his friend.
The very first place that the City Mouse took the Country Mouse to see was the kitchen cupboard of the
house where he lived. There, on the lowest shelf, behind some stone jars, stood a big paper bag of brown
sugar. The little City Mouse gnawed a hole in the bag and invited his friend to nibble for himself.
The two little mice nibbled and nibbled, and the Country Mouse thought he had never tasted anything so
delicious in his life. He was just thinking how lucky the City Mouse was, when suddenly the door opened with
a bang, and in came the cook to get some flour.
"Run!" whispered the City Mouse. And they ran as fast as they could to the little hole where they had come
in. The little Country Mouse was shaking all over when they got safely away, but the little City Mouse said,
"That is nothing; she will soon go away and then we can go back."
After the cook had gone away and shut the door they stole softly back, and this time the City Mouse had
something new to show: he took the little Country Mouse into a corner on the top shelf, where a big jar of
dried prunes stood open. After much tugging and pulling they got a large dried prune out of the jar on to
the shelf and began to nibble at it. This was even better than the brown sugar. The little Country Mouse
liked the taste so much that he could hardly nibble fast enough. But all at once, in the midst of their eating,
there came a scratching at the door and a sharp, loud MIAOUW!
"What is that?" said the Country Mouse. The City Mouse just whispered, "Shh!" and ran as fast as he could
to the hole. The Country Mouse ran after, you may be sure, as fast as HE could. As soon as they were out of
danger the City Mouse said, "That was the old Cat; she is the best mouser in town,--if she once gets you,
you are lost."
"This is very terrible," said the little Country Mouse; "let us not go back to the cupboard again."
"No," said the City Mouse, "I will take you to the cellar; there is something especial there."
So the City Mouse took his little friend down the cellar stairs and into a big cupboard where there were
many shelves. On the shelves were jars of butter, and cheeses in bags and out of bags. Overhead hung

bunches of sausages, and there were spicy apples in barrels standing about. It smelled so good that it went
to the little Country Mouse's head. He ran along the shelf and nibbled at a cheese here, and a bit of butter
there, until he saw an especially rich, very delicious-smelling piece of cheese on a queer little stand in a
corner. He was just on the point of putting his teeth into the cheese when the City Mouse saw him.
"Stop! stop!" cried the City Mouse. "That is a trap!"
The little Country Mouse stopped and said, "What is a trap?"
"That thing is a trap," said the little City Mouse. "The minute you touch the cheese with your teeth
something comes down on your head hard, and you're dead."
The little Country Mouse looked at the trap, and he looked at the cheese, and he looked at the little City
Mouse. "If you'll excuse me," he said, "I think I will go home. I'd rather have barley and grain to eat and
eat it in peace and comfort, than have brown sugar and dried prunes and cheese,--and be frightened to
death all the time!"
So the little Country Mouse went back to his home, and there he stayed all the rest of his life.

A modest life with peace and quiet is better than
a richly one with danger and strife.

One day the Dog was nosing about the farm. He liked to poke his nose into everything, sniffing
around here and there. He sniffed in the barn, he sniffed in the shed, he sniffed in the bedroom,
and in the kitchen.
"Are you under foot again?" asked the cook. "Get out of here!"
But the Dog just sat on the floor and panted happily.
"Can't you see I can't make dinner while you're around?" said the cook.
The Dog just barked.
Finally, the cook gave the dog a piece of bone, and pushed him out of the kitchen.
There was a hill not far from the house that would be the perfect place to bury the bone. So, off
the Dog trotted down the road.
He came to the bridge, and happened to look down into the stream.
What did he see, but another Dog staring back at him?
Now, you and I know it was just his shadow, but the Dog thought it was another Dog.
And this Dog has a bone even bigger than his own bone!
"Give me that bone!" the dog barked, jumping into the stream. He attacked the other dog fiercely
to get the second bone.
But as soon as he barked and bit at the other dog, his own bone fell from his mouth and dropped
into the stream, where it was quickly washed away.
It took some time for the Dog to notice that his treasure was gone, because he was so busy
attacking the other Dog. Eventually, however, it began to dawn on him that he was fighting up a

storm, but not coming any closer to winning.
So he climbed back up on shore and shook himself off.
When he realized his bone was gone, he climbed back on the bridge, and looked down at the other
Dog. The other Dog's bone was gone too.
He trotted back to the farm house, but the cook had locked the door, and ignored his howls.
Sometimes, the dog thought, it is better to be satisfied with what you have, and not to chase
after shadows.

Don't be greedy!

Once a dog saw a cowshed while searching for food. At
that time, the cows were away for work. So, the dog
climbed on to a pile of hay in the manger hoping to find
something to eat.
Being hungry, it sat down to eat the hay but hated the
taste and couldn’t eat it.
In the evening the cows came back to the cowshed.
They had worked the whole day and were hungry. When
they went to the manger, they found the dog resting on
the hay.
One of the cows said, “Please get off. We want to eat
the hay.”
The dog snarled at them and refused to move.
The cows said, “How mean you are? You can’t eat the
hay and don’t let us eat either. We are hungry and
tired after the day’s work.”
But the dog ignored the plea of the horses. Just then came the master of the horses. He gave a sound
thrashing to the dog with a stick. The dog repented and went away.

If it’s no use to you, then let someone else have it.

AN EAGLE and a fox formed an intimate friendship
and decided to live near each other. The eagle built
her nest in the branches of a tall tree, while the
fox crept into the underwood and there produced
her young.
Not long after they had agreed on this plan, the
eagle, being in want of provision for her young ones,
swooped down while the fox was out, seized on one
of the little cubs, and feasted herself and her
brood. The fox on her return, discovered what had
happened, but was less grieved for the death of her
young than for her inability to avenge them.
A just retribution, however, quickly fell on the
eagle. While hovering near an altar, on which some
villagers were sacrificing a goat, she suddenly seized
a piece of the flesh, and carried it, along with a
burning cinder, to her nest. A strong breeze soon
fanned the spark into a flame, and the eaglets, as
yet unfledged and helpless, were roasted in their
nest and dropped down dead at the bottom of the
tree. There, in the sight of the eagle, the fox
gobbled them up.

Do unto others as you would have them do unto you.

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?"

Never trust a flatterer.

One hot sunny day, a thirsty fox was looking down into a deep
well, and fell in.
"I wanted some water, but not this much" said the fox to
himself, as he splashed around in the water.
"Now how am I going to get out of here" he said, looking up at
the top of the well.
Just then a thirsty goat came to the well. He looked down and
was surprised to see the fox in the water.
"What are you doing down there?" asked the goat.
"I came down to get some of this wonderful cool water" said
the fox, pretending everything was alright.
"Come on down and try some. It's the best water you'll ever
taste" he shouted up at the goat. 'And there isn't any more
water for miles."
"I'm thirsty, and that water does look so good" thought the goat.
"OK. Look out, I'm coming down," the goat shouted to the fox as he jumped down into the well.
Just as the goat started drinking, the fox said, "There's one small problem. The top of the well is so high it's
going to be hard getting out of here. But don't worry I have a plan."
"If," he said to the goat "you put your front feet on the wall of the well, I'll run up your back and jump up
to the top. Once I'm out I'll help you to get out too."
The goat did as he was told and the fox leapt onto his back, jumped up on to his horns, and then scrambled
up out of the well.
"That was a really good plan" said the fox.
"See you later" he said, looking down at the goat.
"But, what about me?" cried the goat from the bottom of the well.
"If you had any brains you would never have gone down there until you had worked out how to get out." said
the fox.
"Have you ever heard the expression, look before you leap?" laughed the fox as he ran away.

Look before you leap.

Once upon a time a fox was walking through the forest.
She was very hungry and thirsty, because she had not
had anything to eat or drink since the day before.
The fox came to a glen in the forest where there were
grapevines growing, but she was disappointed to see that
almost all of the grapes had already been eaten by other
animals. Then she looked up and saw one last bunch of
grapes, hanging from a vine that was looped high over
the limb of a tree.
She could see that the grapes were big and fat and
purple, and she knew from experience that they would be
sweet and juicy, just the thing to quench her hunger and
thirst.
The fox jumped as high as she could, but the grapes
were too high and she could not reach them. She tried to
climb the tree, but the bark was too slick and her paws
were not well-made for climbing. She jumped again, but
still could not reach the grapes.
The fox sat for a moment and looked up at the bunch of ripe grapes, so far above her head. The
thought of how those luscious fruit made her mouth water and her stomach growl. She wanted
them very badly.
The fox walked a little ways away, then turned and ran back toward the grapes and leaped as
high as she could leap. She went very high into the air, but not high enough to reach the grapes.
She fell to the ground and rolled over and over until she bumped against the trunk of the tree.
She lay there on the ground for awhile, looking up at the grapes. Then, moving slowly, bruised and
dusty, she got to her feet and walked away. As she left the clearing, she looked back at the
grapes one last time and sneered, "Hmmph. They were probably sour, anyway."

It is easy to disparage what we cannot have.
	
  

A lion, no longer able from the weakness
of old age to hunt for his prey, laid
himself up in his den. Breathing with
great difficulty and speaking with a low
voice, the lion gave out that he was very
ill indeed. The report soon spread among
the beasts and there was great
lamentation for the sick lion. One after
the other came to see him. Catching him
thus alone, and in his own den, the lion
made an easy prey of them and grew fat
upon his diet.
The fox, suspecting the truth of the matter, came at length to make his visit of inquiry
and, standing at some distance, asked his Majesty how he did. "Ah, my dearest friend," said
the lion, "is it you? Why do you stand so far from me? Come, sweet friend, and pour a
word of consolation in the poor lion's ear, who has but a short time to live."
"Bless you!" said the fox, "but excuse me if I cannot stay. For, to tell the truth, I feel
quite uneasy at the mark of the footsteps that I see here, all pointing towards your den,
and none returning outwards."

He is wise who is warned by the misfortunes of others.

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, eventempered 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.

One day a fox was out walking when suddenly
he heard a loud snapping noise and felt a sharp
pain in his rear.
“Ooooow!!!!” howled the fox, tears coming to his
eyes. “That hurts. Ooooow!!!
The fox looked behind him and saw his tail was
caught in a trap. He struggled and struggled to
get free but his tail was firmly stuck in the
jaws of the trap.
With one last frantic effort the fox used all his
strength and broke free.

“Ooooow!!!!” howled the fox as he looked behind him and saw his tail still stuck in the trap. All he had left
was a little stump on his backside.
“My tail, my beautiful fluffy tail. What will I do?” he cried. “How will I face all the other foxes without my
beautiful tail? It will be so embarrassing.”
The fox thought and thought and finally came up with a plan.
He called all the other foxes together for a meeting.
When the other foxes saw the little stump on his backside they began to laugh.
“I've cut off my tail on purpose and I want you all to do the same” he yelled over the laughter.
“A large tail is more trouble than it's worth”, he shouted. “When we're being chased by dogs it gets in the
way, and when we get together for a talk you never know what to do with it. Do you wrap it around your
feet, do you sit on it, or do you leave it out for some one to trip over?” asked the fox.
“So now is the time to free yourself from your tail and join me in a tailless society.”
One of the older foxes shook his head and said, “You wouldn’t be saying that if you still had a beautiful tail.
You’re only saying that out of your own self interest and because you’re embarrassed.”
All the other foxes walked off laughing with their big bushy tails proudly pointing upwards.

Misery loves company.

Once a little Frog sat by a big Frog, by the
side of a pool. "Oh, father," said he, "I have
just seen the biggest animal in the world; it
was as big as a mountain, and it had horns on
its head, and it had hoofs divided in two."
"Pooh, child," said the old Frog, "that was
only Farmer White's Ox. He is not so very big.
I could easily make myself as big as he." And
he blew, and he blew, and he blew, and
swelled himself out.
"Was he as big as that?" he asked the little
Frog.
"Oh, much bigger," said the little Frog.
The old Frog blew, and blew, and blew again,
and swelled himself out, more than ever.
"Was he bigger than that?" he said.
"Much, much bigger," said the little Frog.
"I can make myself as big," said the old Frog. And once more he blew, and blew, and
blew, and swelled himself out,--and he burst!

Self-conceit leads to self-destruction.	
  

A Goatherd was tending his goats out at pasture when he saw a number of Wild
Goats approach and mingle with his flock. At the end of the day he drove them
home and put them all into the pen together.
Next day the weather was so bad that he could not take them out as usual: so
he kept them at home in the pen, and fed them there. He only gave his own
goats enough food to keep them from starving, but he gave the Wild Goats as
much as they could eat and more; for he was very anxious for them to stay, and
he thought that if he fed them well they wouldn't want to leave him.
When the weather improved, he took them all out to pasture again; but no
sooner had they got near the hills than the Wild Goats broke away from the
flock and scampered off.
The Goatherd was very much disgusted at this, and roundly abused them for
their ingratitude. "Rascals!" he cried, "to run away like that after the way I've
treated you!"
Hearing this, one of them turned round and said, "Oh, yes, you treated us all
right - too well, in fact; it was just that that put us on our guard. If you treat
newcomers like ourselves so much better than your own flock, it's more than
likely that, if another lot of strange goats joined yours, we should then be
neglected in favor of the last comers."

Don't take for granted that which you possess.
	
  

There was once a Countryman who possessed
the most wonderful Goose you can imagine, for
every day when he visited the nest, the Goose
had laid a beautiful, glittering, golden egg.
The Countryman took the eggs to market and
soon began to get rich. But it was not long
before he grew impatient with the Goose
because she gave him only a single golden egg a
day. He was not getting rich fast enough.
Then one day, after he had finished counting
his money, the idea came to him that he could
get all the golden eggs at once by killing the
Goose and cutting it open. But when the deed
was done, not a single golden egg did he find,
and his precious Goose was dead.

Those who have plenty want more and so lose all they have.
	
  

In a field one summer's day a grasshopper was hopping about, chirping and singing to its heart's content. A
group of ants walked by, grunting as they struggled to carry plump kernels of corn.
"Where are you going with those heavy things?" asked the grasshopper.
Without stopping, the first ant replied, "To our ant hill. This is the third kernel I've delivered today."
"Why not come and sing with me," teased the grasshopper, "instead of working so hard?"
"We are helping to store food for the winter," said the ant, "and think you should do the same."
"Winter is far away and it is a glorious day to play," sang the grasshopper.
But the ants went on their way and continued their hard work.
The weather soon turned cold. All the food lying in the field was covered with a thick white blanket of
snow that even the grasshopper could not dig through. Soon the grasshopper found itself dying of hunger.
He staggered to the ants' hill and saw them handing out corn from the stores they had collected in the
summer. He begged them for something 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 any food," complained the grasshopper; "I was so busy playing music that before
I knew it the summer was gone."
The ants shook their heads in disgust, turned their backs on the grasshopper and went on with their work.

Don't forget -- there is a time for work and a time for play!

Once upon a time . . . an old carter kept a
horse and a donkey in the same stable. He was
equally fond of both his animals, but as he
used the horse to pull his trap, he gave it
better food and more attention than he did
the donkey. However, the donkey, knowing he
was not so precious as his stablemate, ate
straw instead of corn and hay, without
complaining. Even when both animals carried
sacks to market, the donkey's was the heavier
load, for the carter did not want to overwork
his noble horse, though he had no such feelings
about the donkey. As time went by, the horse
grew more handsome and robust, while the
donkey became thin and weak.
One day, on their way to market, the donkey was carrying his usual heavy load, while the
horse had only two lightweight sacks tied to the saddle.
"I can't go much further!" moaned the donkey. "I'm much weaker today! I can hardly stand
and unless I can get rid of some of this weight, I won't be able to go on. Couldn't you take
some of my load?"
When the horse heard this, he looked the donkey up and down in disdain, for he considered
himself much superior, and said: "Our master gave you the heavy load, because he knows
that donkeys are beasts of burden. Their loads ought to be heavier than those of noble
horses!"
So the wretched donkey stumbled on. But after a short distance, he stopped again, blearyeyed, his tongue hanging out."Please, please listen! If you don't help me, I'll never reach
market alive." But without even a glance, the horse haughtily replied: "Rubbish! Come on,
you'll manage this time too!" But this time, after a few tottering steps, the donkey dropped
dead to the ground. The donkey's master, who had lingered to pick mushrooms, ran up when
he saw the animal fall.
"Poor thing!" he said. "He served me well for so many years. His load must have been too
heavy."
Then he turned to the horse: "Come here! You'll have to carry your companion's load too
now!" And he hoisted the donkey's sacks onto the horse's back.
"I'd have done better to help the donkey when he was alive," said the horse to himself. "A
little more weight wouldn't have done me any harm. Now, I'm frightened of collapsing myself
under a double load!" But feeling sorry too late did nothing to lighten his load.

	
  
	
  

	
  

You get nothing from being selfish.

A Jackdaw, watching some Pigeons in a farmyard, was filled with envy when he saw how
well they were fed, and determined to disguise himself as one of them, in order to secure
a share of the good things they enjoyed. So he painted himself white from head to foot
and joined the flock; and, so long as he was silent, they never suspected that he was not a
pigeon like themselves. But one day he was unwise enough to start chattering, when they
at once saw through his disguise and pecked him so unmercifully that he was glad to
escape and join his own kind again. But the other jackdaws did not recognize him in his
white dress, and would not let him feed with them, but drove him away: and so he became
a homeless wanderer for his pains.

It is never good to cheat. A cheat almost always gets cheated.

One day a Lion lay asleep in the jungle. A tiny
Mouse, running about in the grass and not noticing
where he was going, ran over the Lion's head and
down his nose.
The Lion awoke with a loud roar, and down came
his paw over the little Mouse. The great beast
was about to open his huge jaws to swallow the
tiny creature when "Pardon me, O King, I beg of
you," cried the frightened Mouse. "If you will only
forgive me this time, I shall never forget your
kindness. I meant no harm and I certainly didn't
want to disturb Your Majesty. If you will spare
my life, perhaps I may be able to do you a good
turn, too."
The Lion began to laugh, and he laughed and laughed. "How could a tiny creature like you ever do
anything to help me? And he shook with laughter.
"Oh well," he shrugged, looking down at the frightened Mouse, "you're not so much of a meal
anyway." He took his paw off the poor little prisoner and the Mouse quickly scampered away.
Some time after this, some hunters, trying to capture the Lion alive so they could carry him to
their king, set up rope nets in the jungle. The Lion, who was hunting for some food, fell into the
trap. Her roared and thrashed about trying to free himself but with every move he made, the
ropes bound him tighter.
The unhappy Lion feared he could never escape, and her roared pitifully. His thunderous bellows
echoed through the jungle. The tiny Mouse, scurrying about far away, heard the Lion's roars. "That
may be there very Lion who once freed me," he said, remembering his promise. And he ran to see
whether he could help.
Discovering the sad state the Lion was in, the Mouse said to him, "Stop, stop! You must not roar. If
you make so much noise, the hunters will come and capture you. I'll get you out of this trap."
With his sharp little teeth the Mouse gnawed at the ropes until they broke. When the Lion had
stepped out of the net and was free once more, the Mouse said, "Now, was I not right?"
"Thank you, good Mouse," said the Lion gently. "You did help me even though I am big and you are
so little. I see now that kindness is always worth while."

Even the strong sometimes need the friendship of the weak.

SOME little Mice, who lived in the walls of a
house, met together one night to talk of the
wicked Cat and to consider what could be done
to get rid of her. The head Mice were Brownback, Gray-ear, and White-whisker.
"There is no comfort in the house," said
Brown-back. "If I but step into the
pantry to pick up a few crumbs, down
comes the Cat, and I have hardly time to
run to my nest again."
"What can we do?" asked Gray-ear. "Shall we all run at her at once and bite her, and
frighten her away?"
"No," said White-whisker; "she is so bold we could not frighten her. I have thought of
something better than that. Let us hang a bell round her neck. Then, if she moves,
the bell will ring, and we shall hear it, and have time to run away.'
"O yes! yes!" cried all the mice. "that is a capital idea. We will bell the Cat! Hurrah!
hurrah! No more fear of the Cat!" ad they chanced in glee.
When their glee had subsided a little, Brown-back asked, "But who will hang the bell
round her neck?"
No one answered, "Will you?" he asked of White-whisker.
"I don't think I can," replied White-whisker; I am lame, you know. It needs someone
who can move quickly."
"Will you, Grey-ear?" said Brown-back.
"Excuse me," answered Gray-ear; "I have not been well since that time when I was
almost caught in the trap."
"Who will bell the Cat, then?" said Brow-back. "If it is to be done, some one must do
it."
Not a sound was heard, and one by one the little Mice stole away to their holes, no better
off than they were before.

Let those who propose be willing to perform.

It happened once upon a time that a
certain Greek ship bound for Athens
was wrecked off the coast close to
Piraeus, the port of Athens. Had it not
been for the Dolphins, who at that time
were very friendly toward mankind and
especially toward Athenians, all would
have perished. But the Dolphins took
the shipwrecked people on their backs
and swam with them to shore.

Now it was the custom among the Greeks to take their pet monkeys and dogs with them
whenever they went on a voyage. So when one of the Dolphins saw a Monkey struggling in
the water, he thought it was a man, and made the Monkey climb up on his back. Then off
he swam with him toward the shore.
The Monkey sat up, grave and dignified, on the Dolphin's back.
"You are a citizen of illustrious Athens, are you not?" asked the Dolphin politely.
"Yes," answered the Monkey, proudly. "My family is one of the noblest in the city."
"Indeed," said the Dolphin. "Then of course you often visit Piraeus."
"Yes, yes," replied the Monkey. "Indeed, I do. I am with him constantly. Piraeus is my very
best friend."
This answer took the Dolphin by surprise, and, turning his head, he now saw what it was he
was carrying. Without more ado, he dived and left the foolish Monkey to take care of
himself, while he swam off in search of some human being to save.

One falsehood leads to another.

“Be quiet now,” said an old Nurse to a child sitting on her lap. “If
you make that noise again I will throw you to the Wolf.”
Now it chanced that a Wolf was passing close under the window as
this was said. So he crouched down by the side of the house and
waited. “I am in good luck today,” thought he. “It is sure to cry soon,
and a daintier morsel I haven’t had for many a long day.”
So he waited, and he waited, and he waited, till at last the child
began to cry, and the Wolf came forward before the window and
looked up to the Nurse, wagging his tail. But all the Nurse did was to
shut down the window and call for help, and the dogs of the house
came rushing out. “Ah,” said the Wolf as he galloped away “Enemies’
promises were made to be broken.”

Enemies promises were made to be broken.	
  

A Giant Oak stood near a brook in which grew some slender Reeds. When the wind
blew, the great Oak stood proudly upright with its hundred arms uplifted to the sky.
But the Reeds bowed low in the wind and sang a sad and mournful song.
"You have reason to complain," said the Oak. "The slightest breeze that ruffles the
surface of the water makes you bow your heads, while I, the mighty Oak, stand
upright and firm before the howling tempest."
"Do not worry about us," replied the Reeds. "The winds do not harm us. We bow
before them and so we do not break. You, in all your pride and strength, have so far
resisted their blows. But the end is coming."
As the Reeds spoke a great hurricane rushed out of the north. The Oak stood
proudly and fought against the storm, while the yielding Reeds bowed low. The wind
redoubled in fury, and all at once the great tree fell, torn up by the roots, and lay
among the pitying Reeds.

Better to yield when it is folly to resist, than
to resist stubbornly and be destroyed.

The peacock made complaint to the
goddess Juno that, while the nightingale
pleased every ear with his song, he, the
proud peacock, no sooner opened his
mouth than he became a laughingstock
to all who heard him. The goddess, to
console him, said; "But you far excel in
beauty and in size. The splendor of the
emerald shines in your neck and you
unfold a tail gorgeous with painted
plumage."
"But for what purpose have I," said the
bird, "this dumb beauty as long as I am
surpassed in song?"

"The lot of each," replied Juno, "has been assigned by the will of the Fates. To you,
beauty; to the eagle, strength; to the nightingale, song; to the raven, favorable, and to
the crow, unfavorable expectations. These are all contented with the endowments allotted
to them."

Be content with your lot; one cannot be first in everything.

There lived a Vaishya who was very
kind, pure and pious. He had several
sons whom he loved very much. And
there lived a crow also who used to
feed himself on the remains of food
left by Vaishya and his sons.
Vaishya's sons were also very kind to
him. They regularly gave him milk,
yogurt, food, and honey. Thus the
crow used to grow on their good
items. He considered himself much
superior than his other companion
crows and even superior crows. He
used to insult them.
Once it so happened that some beautiful swans came there. They were fast-flying.
Seeing those swans the Vaishya boys said to crow - "O ranger of skies, You are superior
to all winged creatures." That proud crow who fed on remains of those children's foods
took their words to be true and alighted in the flock of the swans who were capable of
traversing the great distances at their will. He tried to find out who was their leader.
Then the foolish crow, at last challenged him saying, "Let us compete in flight". Hearing
the crow's challenge those swans started laughing, then said to the crow - "We are
swans. We traverse the whole Earth and are admired for our long flights. O fool, being a
crow, how can you challenge us for flight? O crow, how can you fly with us?" The crow
was very proud so he disregarded the swan's words and said to him - "I am skilled in
hundred and one different kind of motions doing a hundred Yojan in a separate kind of
motion. I shall display those motions to you- rising up, swooping down, whirling around,
coursing straight, wheeling in a circle, and rushing proudly, then you can witness my
strength."
Hearing these words, one of the swans said to the crow - "We are sure that you can fly
with one hundred and one different kind of motions, but I, however, fly that one kind of
motion that all birds know, because I do not know any other one. You may fly in any
motion you might know and like." At this the crows who gathered there to support their
brother's challenge to swans, laughed and said - "How can one type of flight be better
than one hundred and one different kinds of flights?"
Then the swan and the crow flew in the sky and challenged each other. The swan flew
only in one kind of flight, while the crow used his many kinds of flights. Both started
flying showing their skills in their styles. The crow greatly enjoyed his different kinds of
flights and started cawing loudly. The swans laughed but in mockery. After a few
moments the swan flying up looked like he was yielding to the crow with his one motion.
Seeing this, the crows said - "It seems that the swan is yielding."
Hearing these words of crows, the swans swiftly flew westward with great velocity to
the ocean which was the abode of crocodiles. Seeing this, the flying crow feared, because
he did not see any island or tree to perch upon if he got tired. He started thinking as
where to take rest when he got tired.

The swan was much ahead of the crow, so he looked back and though he was capable, he
could not leave him behind, so he waited for him. The crow somehow came up to the swan
tired. Then the swan like good folk spoke to him - "You said to us that you know many
kinds of flights, but you never told us this kind of flight to us. Is it a secret type of
flight? What is the name of this kind of flight, O crow, which now you have adopted? You
are repeatedly touching water with your wings and beak, what kind of flight are you
practicing now? Come quickly, I am waiting for you."
The crow was very tired and exhausted. He said to swan - "We are crows, we fly just
here and there. Please save me, help me to take me the shore of the ocean." The crow
was so tired that by saying these words he actually fell on the water. Seeing him at the
point of the death, the swan said - "You remember your words that you told us that you
could course the sky with one hundred and one types of flights, and you thought that you
were superior to us, but sorry, still you fell in the sea." The crow raised his head with
great difficulty and said - "I was proud. My life is in your hands now, please take me to
the shore. If I am back in my country, I will never insult my own folks.”
The swan found him weak, exhausted, drenched, feared, trembling, so he took him by his
feet and slowly helped him to ride his back and brought him back on the island from
where they started their flight. Then he flew away where he wanted to go. Thus this was
the proud crow and the good pious swan. After this incident the crow started living
piously and peacefully. No he did not insult anybody.

We all have our own limitations.

A Rat was traveling along the King's
highway. He was a very proud Rat,
considering his small size and the bad
reputation all Rats have. As Mr. Rat
walked along—he kept mostly to the
ditch—he noticed a great commotion up
the road, and soon a grand procession
came in view. It was the King and his
retinue.
The King rode on a huge Elephant adorned
with the most gorgeous trappings. With
the King in his luxurious howdah were the
royal Dog and Cat. A great crowd of
people followed the procession. They were
so taken up with admiration of the
Elephant, that the Rat was not noticed.
His pride was hurt.
"What fools!" he cried. "Look at me, and you will soon forget that clumsy
Elephant! Is it his great size that makes your eyes pop out? Or is it his wrinkled
hide? Why, I have eyes and ears and as many legs as he! I am of just as much
importance, and"—
But just then the royal Cat spied him, and the next instant, the Rat knew he
was not quite so important as an Elephant.

A resemblance to the great in some things
does not make us great.	
  

There once was a shepherd boy who was
bored as he sat on the hillside watching the
village sheep. To amuse himself he took a
great breath and sang out, "Wolf! Wolf!
The Wolf is chasing the sheep!"
The villagers came running up the hill to
help the boy drive the wolf away. But when
they arrived at the top of the hill, they
found no wolf. The boy laughed at the sight
of their angry faces.
"Don't cry 'wolf', shepherd boy," said the villagers,
"when there's no wolf!" They went grumbling back down
the hill.
Later, the boy sang out again, "Wolf! Wolf! The wolf is chasing the sheep!"
To his naughty delight, he watched the villagers run up the hill to help him
drive the wolf away.
When the villagers saw no wolf they sternly said, "Save your frightened song for when there is
really something wrong! Don't cry 'wolf' when there is NO wolf!"
But the boy just grinned and watched them go grumbling down the hill once more.
Later, he saw a REAL wolf prowling about his flock. Alarmed, he leaped to his feet and sang out as
loudly as he could, "Wolf! Wolf!"
But the villagers thought he was trying to fool them again, and so they didn't come.
At sunset, everyone wondered why the shepherd boy hadn't returned to the village with their
sheep. They went up the hill to find the boy. They found him weeping.
"There really was a wolf here! The flock has scattered! I cried out, "Wolf!" Why didn't you come?"
An old man tried to comfort the boy as they walked back to the village.
"We'll help you look for the lost sheep in the morning," he said, putting his arm around the youth,
"Nobody believes a liar...even when he is telling the truth!"

Liars are not believed even when they speak the truth.

It happened that a Countryman
was sowing some hemp seeds in a
field where a Swallow and some
other birds were hopping about
picking up their food. “Beware of
that man,” observed the Swallow.
“Why, what is he doing?” asked
the others. “That is hemp seed he
is sowing; be care- ful to pick up
every one of the seeds, or else you
will repent it.” The birds paid no
heed to the Swallow’s words, and
by and by the hemp grew up and
was made into cord, and of the
cords nets were made, and many a bird that had ignored the Swallow’s advice was caught in
nets made out of that very hemp. “What did I tell you?” said the Swallow.

Destroy the seed of evil, or it will grow up to be your ruin.
	
  

A Tortoise, lazily basking in the sun, complained
to the sea-birds of her hard fate, that no one
would teach her to fly.
An Eagle, hovering near, heard her lamentation
and asked what reward she would give him if he
would take her aloft and float her in the air.
“I will give you,” the Tortoise said, “all the
riches of the Red Sea.”
“I will teach you to fly then,” said the Eagle;
and taking her up in his talons he carried the
Tortoise almost to the clouds.
Suddenly the Eagle let the Tortoise go, and she
fell on a lofty mountain, dashing her shell to
pieces.
The Tortoise exclaimed just before she died: “I have deserved my present fate; why did I
think I was meant for wings and clouds, when I have such difficulty moving about on the
earth?’

Think about the consequences before you wish for something.
	
  

Once upon a time there was a hare who, boasting how
he could run faster than anyone else, was forever
teasing tortoise for its slowness. Then one day, the
irate tortoise answered back: “Who do you think you
are? There’s no denying you’re swift, but even you can
be beaten!” The hare squealed with laughter.
“Beaten in a race? By whom? Not you, surely! I bet
there’s nobody in the world that can win against me,
I’m so speedy. Now, why don’t you try?”

Annoyed by such bragging, the tortoise accepted the challenge. A course was planned, and
the next day at dawn they stood at the starting line. The hare yawned sleepily as the
meek tortoise trudged slowly off. When the hare saw how painfully slow his rival was, he
decided, half asleep on his feet, to have a quick nap. “Take your time!” he said. “I’ll have
forty winks and catch up with you in a minute.”
The hare woke with a start from a fitful sleep and gazed round, looking for the tortoise.
But the creature was only a short distance away, having barely covered a third of the
course. Breathing a sigh of relief, the hare decided he might as well have breakfast too,
and off he went to munch some cabbages he had noticed in a nearby field. But the heavy
meal and the hot sun made his eyelids droop. With a careless glance at the tortoise, now
halfway along the course, he decided to have another snooze before flashing past the
winning post. And smiling at the thought of the look on the tortoise’s face when it saw the
hare speed by, he fell fast asleep and was soon snoring happily. The sun started to sink,
below the horizon, and the tortoise, who had been plodding towards the winning post since
morning, was scarcely a yard from the finish. At that very point, the hare woke with a
jolt. He could see the tortoise a speck in the distance and away he dashed. He leapt and
bounded at a great rate, his tongue lolling, and gasping for breath. Just a little more and
he’d be first at the finish. But the hare’s last leap was just too late, for the tortoise had
beaten him to the winning post. Poor hare! Tired and in disgrace, he slumped down beside
the tortoise who was silently smiling at him.
“Slowly does it every time!” he said.

Slow and steady wins the race.

The North Wind boasted of
great strength. The Sun argued
that there was great power in
gentleness.
"We shall have a contest," said
the Sun.
Far below, a man traveled a
winding road. He was wearing a
warm winter coat.
"As a test of strength," said
the Sun, "Let us see which of us
can take the coat off of that
man."
"It will be quite simple for me to force him to remove his coat," bragged the Wind.
The Wind blew so hard, the birds clung to the trees. The world was filled with dust and
leaves. But the harder the wind blew down the road, the tighter the shivering man clung
to his coat.
Then, the Sun came out from behind a cloud. Sun warmed the air and the frosty ground.
The man on the road unbuttoned his coat.
The sun grew slowly brighter and brighter.
Soon the man felt so hot, he took off his coat and sat down in a shady spot.
"How did you do that?" said the Wind.
"It was easy," said the Sun, "I lit the day. Through gentleness I got my way."

Gentle persuasion is stronger than force.

A Wolf had been gorging on an animal he had
killed, when suddenly a small bone in the meat
stuck in his throat and he could not swallow it.
He soon felt terrible pain in his throat, and ran
up and down groaning and groaning and seeking
for something to relieve the pain.
He tried to induce every one he met to remove
the bone. "I would give anything," said he, "if
you would take it out." At last the Crane agreed
to try, and told the Wolf to lie on his side and
open his jaws as wide as he could.
Then the Crane put its long neck down the Wolf's
throat, and with its beak loosened the bone, till
at last it got it out.
"Will you kindly give me the reward you
promised?" said the Crane.
The Wolf grinned and showed his teeth and said:
"Be content. You have put your head inside a
Wolf's mouth and taken it out again in safety;
that ought to be reward enough for you."

Do not expect gratitude.

A certain Wolf could not get enough to
eat because of the watchfulness of the
Shepherds. But one night he found a
sheep skin that had been cast aside and
forgotten. The next day, dressed in the
skin, the Wolf strolled into the pasture
with the Sheep. Soon a little Lamb was
following him about and was quickly led
away to slaughter.
That evening the Wolf entered the fold
with the flock. But it happened that the
Shepherd took a fancy for mutton broth
that very evening, and, picking up a
knife, went to the fold. There the first
he laid hands on and killed was the Wolf.

The evil doer often comes to harm through his own deceit.

