The Tortoise and the Ducks

‘T)he Tortoise, you know, carries his house on his back. No

matter how hard he tries, he cannot leave home. They say that
Jupiter punished him so, because he was such a lazy stay-at-
home that he would not go to Jupiter's wedding, even when
especially invited.

After many years, Tortoise began to wish he had gone to that
wedding. When he saw how gaily the birds flew about and how
the Hare and the Chipmunk and all the other animals ran
nimbly by, always eager to see everything there was to be seen,
the Tortoise felt very sad and discontented. He wanted to see the
world too, and there he was with a house on his back and little
short legs that could hardly drag him along.

One day he met a pair of Ducks and told them all his trouble.

"We can help you to see the world," said the Ducks. "Take hold
of this stick with your teeth and we will carry you far up in the
air where you can see the whole countryside. But keep quiet or
you will be sorry."

The Tortoise was very glad indeed. He seized the stick firmly
with his teeth, the two Ducks took hold of it one at each end, and
away they sailed up toward the clouds.

Just then a Crow flew by. He was very much astonished at the
strange sight and cried:

"This must surely be the King of Tortoises!"
"Why certainly..." began the Tortoise.
But as he opened his mouth to say these foolish words he lost his

hold on the stick, and down he fell to the ground, where he was
dashed to pieces on a rock.

Foolish cum’osity and vam’ty (frzm lead to misfortune.

The ‘Hare and the Tortoise

‘A Hare was making fun of the Tortoise one day for being so

slow.
"Do you ever get anywhere?" he asked with a mocking laugh.

"Yes," replied the Tortoise, "and I get there sooner than you
think. I'll run you a race and prove it."

The Hare was much amused at the idea of running a race with
the Tortoise, but for the fun of the thing he agreed. So the Fox,
who had consented to act as judge, marked the distance and
started the runners off.

The Hare was soon far out of sight, and to make the Tortoise feel
very deeply how ridiculous it was for him to try a race with a
Hare, he lay down beside the course to take a nap until the
Tortoise should catch up.

The Tortoise meanwhile kept going slowly but steadily, and,
after a time, passed the place where the Hare was sleeping. But
the Hare slept on very peacefully; and when at last he did wake
up, the Tortoise was near the goal. The Hare now ran his
swiftest, but he could not overtake the Tortoise in time.

The race is not afways to the swiﬁ,



Be[ﬁ’ng the Cat

The Mice once called a meeting to decide on a plan to free

themselves of their enemy, the Cat. At least they wished to find
some way of knowing when she was coming, so they might have
time to run away. Indeed, something had to be done, for they
lived in such constant fear of her claws that they hardly dared
stir from their dens by night or day.

Many plans were discussed, but none of them was thought good
enough. At last a very young Mouse got up and said:

"I have a plan that seems very simple, but I know it will be
successful. All we have to do is to hang a bell about the Cat's
neck. When we hear the bell ringing we will know immediately
that our enemy is coming."

All the Mice were much surprised that they had not thought of
such a plan before. But in the midst of the rejoicing over their
good fortune, an old Mouse arose and said:

"I will say that the plan of the young Mouse is very good. But let
me ask one question: Who will bell the Cat?"

Tt is one tﬁing to say that sometﬁing should be done,
but quite a different matter to do it.

The Eag[é and the Jackdaw

‘An Eagle, swooping down on powerful wings, seized a lamb in

her talons and made off with it to her nest. A Jackdaw saw the
deed, and his silly head was filled with the idea that he was big
and strong enough to do as the Eagle had done. So with much
rustling of feathers and a fierce air, he came down swiftly on the
back of a large Ram. But when he tried to rise again he found
that he could not get away, for his claws were tangled in the
wool. And so far was he from carrying away the Ram, that the
Ram hardly noticed he was there.

The Shepherd saw the fluttering Jackdaw and at once guessed
what had happened. Running up, he caught the bird and clipped

its wings. That evening he gave the Jackdaw to his children.

"What a funny bird this is!" they said laughing, "what do you call
it, father?"

"That is a Jackdaw, my children. But if you should ask him, he
would say he is an Eagle."

Do not fet yOMT vam’ty malée you overestimate yOUT J?OWQT'S.



The QBoy and the Filberts

‘A Boy was given permission to put his hand into a pitcher to get

some filberts. But he took such a great fistful that he could not
draw his hand out again. There he stood, unwilling to give up a
single filbert and yet unable to get them all out at once. Vexed
and disappointed he began to cry.

"My boy," said his mother, "be satisfied with half the nuts you

have taken and you will easily get your hand out. Then perhaps
you may have some more filberts some other time."

Do not attemjot too mucﬁ at once.

Hercules and the Wagoner

‘A Farmer was driving his wagon along a miry country road

after a heavy rain. The horses could hardly drag the load
through the deep mud, and at last came to a standstill when one
of the wheels sank to the hub in a rut.

The farmer climbed down from his seat and stood beside the
wagon looking at it but without making the least effort to get it
out of the rut. All he did was to curse his bad luck and call loudly
on Hercules to come to his aid. Then, it is said, Hercules really
did appear, saying;:

"Put your shoulder to the wheel, man, and urge on your horses.
Do you think you can move the wagon by simply looking at it
and whining about it? Hercules will not help unless you make
some effort to help yourself."

And when the farmer put his shoulder to the wheel and urged on
the horses, the wagon moved very readily, and soon the Farmer
was riding along in great content and with a good lesson
learned.

Seﬁfﬁego is the best help.
Heaven ﬁeﬁos those who ﬁe[p themselves.



The Kid and the Wog[

‘A frisky young Kid had been left by the herdsman on the

thatched roof of a sheep shelter to keep him out of harm's way.
The Kid was browsing near the edge of the roof, when he spied a
Wolf and began to jeer at him, making faces and abusing him to
his heart's content.

"I hear you," said the Wolf, "and I haven't the least grudge
against you for what you say or do. When you are up there it is
the roof that's talking, not you."

Do not say anytﬁing at any time that
you would not say at all times.

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 Jorewmf to dé.sjaise and belittle
that which is Eeyonaf 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.

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 um’ty is strengtﬁ.

The Wo[j[ and the Crane

‘A Wolf had been feasting too greedily, and a bone had stuck

crosswise in his throat. He could get it neither up nor down, and
of course he could not eat a thing. Naturally that was an awful
state of affairs for a greedy Wolf.

So away he hurried to the Crane. He was sure that she, with her
long neck and bill, would easily be able to reach the bone and
pull it out.

"I will reward you very handsomely," said the Wolf, "if you pull
that bone out for me."

The Crane, as you can imagine, was very uneasy about putting
her head in a Wolf's throat. But she was grasping in nature, so
she did what the Wolf asked her to do.

When the Wolf felt that the bone was gone, he started to walk
away.

"But what about my reward!" called the Crane anxiously.
"What!" snarled the Wolf, whirling around. "Haven't you got it?

Isn't it enough that I let you take your head out of my mouth
without snapping it off?"

fxyect no reward for serving the wicked.



The Oxen and the Wheels

‘A pair of Oxen were drawing a heavily loaded wagon along a

miry country road. They had to use all their strength to pull the
wagon, but they did not complain.

The Wheels of the wagon were of a different sort. Though the
task they had to do was very light compared with that of the
Oxen, they creaked and groaned at every turn. The poor Oxen,
pulling with all their might to draw the wagon through the deep
mud, had their ears filled with the loud complaining of the
Wheels. And this, you may well know, made their work so much
the harder to endure.

"Silence!" the Oxen cried at last, out of patience. "What have you

Wheels to complain about so loudly? We are drawing all the
weight, not you, and we are keeping still about it besides."

Clﬁey comy[ain most who suﬁ[er [east.

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 Farmer and the Stork

‘A Stork of a very simple and trusting nature had been asked by

a gay party of Cranes to visit a field that had been newly planted.

But the party ended dismally with all the birds entangled in the
meshes of the Farmer's net.

The Stork begged the Farmer to spare him.

"Please let me go," he pleaded. "I belong to the Stork family who
you know are honest and birds of good character. Besides, I did
not know the Cranes were going to steal."”

"You may be a very good bird," answered the Farmer, "but I

caught you with the thieving Cranes and you will have to share
the same punishment with them."

You arejud:ged By tﬁe comyany you /éee}a

The Sﬁeeja and the Q’ig

One day a shepherd discovered a fat Pig in the meadow where

his Sheep were pastured. He very quickly captured the porker,
which squealed at the top of its voice the moment the Shepherd
laid his hands on it. You would have thought, to hear the loud
squealing, that the Pig was being cruelly hurt. But in spite of its
squeals and struggles to escape, the Shepherd tucked his prize
under his arm and started off to the butcher's in the market
place.

The Sheep in the pasture were much astonished and amused at
the Pig's behavior, and followed the Shepherd and his charge to
the pasture gate.

"What makes you squeal like that?" asked one of the Sheep. "The
Shepherd often catches and carries off one of us. But we should
feel very much ashamed to make such a terrible fuss about it like
you do."

"That is all very well," replied the Pig, with a squeal and a frantic

kick. "When he catches you he is only after your wool. But he
wants my bacon! gree-ee-ee!"

It s easy to be brave when there is no ofanger.



The Travelers and the Purse

‘T)wo men were traveling in company along the road when one

of them picked up a well-filled purse.

"How lucky I am!" he said. "I have found a purse. Judging by its
weight it must be full of gold."

"Do not say 'I have found a purse," said his companion. "Say
rather 'we have found a purse' and 'how lucky we are.' Travelers

ought to share alike the fortunes or misfortunes of the road."

"No, no," replied the other angrily. "I found it and I am going to
keep it."

Just then they heard a shout of "Stop, thief!" and looking
around, saw a mob of people armed with clubs coming down the
road.

The man who had found the purse fell into a panic.

"We are lost if they find the purse on us," he cried.

"No, no," replied the other, "You would not say 'we' before, so
now stick to your 'T'. Say 'T am lost."

We cannot exyect any one to sﬁar € our mt.if ortunes

unfess we are wi[ﬁ’ng to sﬁare our goodfortune a[so.

The Trogs Who Wished
for a ﬂ(ing

‘T)he Frogs were tired of governing themselves. They had so

much freedom that it had spoiled them, and they did nothing
but sit around croaking in a bored manner and wishing for a
government that could entertain them with the pomp and
display of royalty, and rule them in a way to make them know
they were being ruled. No milk and water government for them,
they declared. So they sent a petition to Jupiter asking for a
king.

Jupiter saw what simple and foolish creatures they were, but to
keep them quiet and make them think they had a king he threw
down a huge log, which fell into the water with a great splash.
The Frogs hid themselves among the reeds and grasses, thinking
the new king to be some fearful giant. But they soon discovered
how tame and peaceable King Log was. In a short time the
younger Frogs were using him for a diving platform, while the
older Frogs made him a meeting place, where they complained
loudly to Jupiter about the government.

To teach the Frogs a lesson the ruler of the gods now sent a
Crane to be king of Frogland. The Crane proved to be a very
different sort of king from old King Log. He gobbled up the poor
Frogs right and left and they soon saw what fools they had been.
In mournful croaks they begged Jupiter to take away the cruel
tyrant before they should all be destroyed.

"How now!" cried Jupiter "Are you not yet content? You have
what you asked for and so you have only yourselves to blame for
your misfortunes."

‘Be sure you can better your condition

66)(01’6 you seeﬁ to cﬁange.



