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			Introduction

			Aesop em­bod­ies an epi­gram not un­com­mon in hu­man his­tory; his fame is all the more de­served be­cause he nev­er de­served it. The firm found­a­tions of com­mon sense, the shrewd shots at un­com­mon sense, that char­ac­ter­ise all the Fables, be­long not him but to hu­man­ity. In the earli­est hu­man his­tory whatever is au­then­t­ic is uni­ver­sal: and whatever is uni­ver­sal is an­onym­ous. In such cases there is al­ways some cent­ral man who had first the trouble of col­lect­ing them, and af­ter­wards the fame of cre­at­ing them. He had the fame; and, on the whole, he earned the fame. There must have been some­thing great and hu­man, some­thing of the hu­man fu­ture and the hu­man past, in such a man: even if he only used it to rob the past or de­ceive the fu­ture. The story of Ar­thur may have been really con­nec­ted with the most fight­ing Chris­tian­ity of fall­ing Rome or with the most hea­then tra­di­tions hid­den in the hills of Wales. But the word “Mappe” or “Mal­ory” will al­ways mean King Ar­thur; even though we find older and bet­ter ori­gins than the Mabino­gi­an; or write later and worse ver­sions than the Idylls of the King. The nurs­ery fairy tales may have come out of Asia with the Indo-European race, now for­tu­nately ex­tinct; they may have been in­ven­ted by some fine French lady or gen­tle­man like Per­rault: they may pos­sibly even be what they pro­fess to be. But we shall al­ways call the best se­lec­tion of such tales Grimm’s Tales: simply be­cause it is the best col­lec­tion.

			The his­tor­ic­al Aesop, in so far as he was his­tor­ic­al, would seem to have been a Phrygi­an slave, or at least one not to be spe­cially and sym­bol­ic­ally ad­orned with the Phrygi­an cap of liberty. He lived, if he did live, about the sixth cen­tury be­fore Christ, in the time of that Croe­sus whose story we love and sus­pect like everything else in Hero­dotus. There are also stor­ies of de­form­ity of fea­ture and a ready rib­aldry of tongue: stor­ies which (as the cel­eb­rated Car­din­al said) ex­plain, though they do not ex­cuse, his hav­ing been hurled over a high pre­cip­ice at Delphi. It is for those who read the Fables to judge wheth­er he was really thrown over the cliff for be­ing ugly and of­fens­ive, or rather for be­ing highly mor­al and cor­rect. But there is no kind of doubt that the gen­er­al le­gend of him may justly rank him with a race too eas­ily for­got­ten in our mod­ern com­par­is­ons: the race of the great philo­soph­ic slaves. Aesop may have been a fic­tion like Uncle Re­mus: he was also, like Uncle Re­mus, a fact. It is a fact that slaves in the old world could be wor­shipped like Aesop, or loved like Uncle Re­mus. It is odd to note that both the great slaves told their best stor­ies about beasts and birds.

			But whatever be fairly due to Aesop, the hu­man tra­di­tion called Fables is not due to him. This had gone on long be­fore any sar­cast­ic freed­man from Phrygia had or had not been flung off a pre­cip­ice; this has re­mained long after. It is to our ad­vant­age, in­deed, to real­ise the dis­tinc­tion; be­cause it makes Aesop more ob­vi­ously ef­fect­ive than any oth­er fabulist. Grimm’s Tales, glor­i­ous as they are, were col­lec­ted by two Ger­man stu­dents. And if we find it hard to be cer­tain of a Ger­man stu­dent, at least we know more about him than We know about a Phrygi­an slave. The truth is, of course, that Aesop’s Fables are not Aesop’s fables, any more than Grimm’s Fairy Tales were ever Grimm’s fairy tales. But the fable and the fairy tale are things ut­terly dis­tinct. There are many ele­ments of dif­fer­ence; but the plain­est is plain enough. There can be no good fable with hu­man be­ings in it. There can be no good fairy tale without them.

			Aesop, or Bab­ri­us (or whatever his name was), un­der­stood that, for a fable, all the per­sons must be im­per­son­al. They must be like ab­strac­tions in al­gebra, or like pieces in chess. The li­on must al­ways be stronger than the wolf, just as four is al­ways double of two. The fox in a fable must move crooked, as the knight in chess must move crooked. The sheep in a fable must march on, as the pawn in chess must march on. The fable must not al­low for the crooked cap­tures of the pawn; it must not al­low for what Balzac called “the re­volt of a sheep.” The fairy tale, on the oth­er hand, ab­so­lutely re­volves on the pivot of hu­man per­son­al­ity. If no hero were there to fight the dragons, we should not even know that they were dragons. If no ad­ven­turer were cast on the un­dis­covered is­land—it would re­main un­dis­covered. If the miller’s third son does not find the en­chanted garden where the sev­en prin­cesses stand white and frozen—why, then, they will re­main white and frozen and en­chanted. If there is no per­son­al prince to find the Sleep­ing Beauty she will simply sleep. Fables re­pose upon quite the op­pos­ite idea; that everything is it­self, and will in any case speak for it­self. The wolf will be al­ways wolfish; the fox will be al­ways foxy. Some­thing of the same sort may have been meant by the an­im­al wor­ship, in which Egyp­tian and In­di­an and many oth­er great peoples have com­bined. Men do not, I think, love beetles or cats or cro­codiles with a wholly per­son­al love; they sa­lute them as ex­pres­sions of that ab­stract and an­onym­ous en­ergy in nature which to any­one is aw­ful, and to an athe­ist must be fright­ful. So in all the fables that are or are not Aesop’s all the an­im­al forces drive like in­an­im­ate forces, like great rivers or grow­ing trees. It is the lim­it and the loss of all such things that they can­not be any­thing but them­selves: it is their tragedy that they could not lose their souls.

			This is the im­mor­tal jus­ti­fic­a­tion of the Fable: that we could not teach the plain­est truths so simply without turn­ing men in­to chess­men. We can­not talk of such simple things without us­ing an­im­als that do not talk at all. Sup­pose, for a mo­ment, that you turn the wolf in­to a wolfish bar­on, or the fox in­to a foxy dip­lo­mat­ist. You will at once re­mem­ber that even bar­ons are hu­man, you will be un­able to for­get that even dip­lo­mat­ists are men. You will al­ways be look­ing for that ac­ci­dent­al good-hu­mour that should go with the bru­tal­ity of any bru­tal man; for that al­low­ance for all del­ic­ate things, in­clud­ing vir­tue, that should ex­ist in any good dip­lo­mat­ist. Once put a thing on two legs in­stead of four and pluck it of feath­ers and you can­not help ask­ing for a hu­man be­ing, either hero­ic, as in the fairy tales, or un-hero­ic, as in the mod­ern nov­els.

			But by us­ing an­im­als in this aus­tere and ar­bit­rary style as they are used on the shields of her­aldry or the hiero­glyph­ics of the an­cients, men have really suc­ceeded in hand­ing down those tre­mend­ous truths that are called tru­isms. If the chiv­al­ric li­on be red and rampant, it is ri­gidly red and rampant; if the sac­red ibis stands any­where on one leg, it stands on one leg forever. In this lan­guage, like a large an­im­al al­pha­bet, are writ­ten some of the first philo­soph­ic cer­tain­ties of men. As the child learns A for Ass or B for Bull or C for Cow, so man has learnt here to con­nect the sim­pler and stronger creatures with the sim­pler and stronger truths. That a flow­ing stream can­not be­foul its own foun­tain, and that any­one who says it does is a tyr­ant and a li­ar; that a mouse is too weak to fight a li­on, but too strong for the cords that can hold a li­on; that a fox who gets most out of a flat dish may eas­ily get least out of a deep dish; that the crow whom the gods for­bid to sing, the gods nev­er­the­less provide with cheese; that when the goat in­sults from a moun­tain-top it is not the goat that in­sults, but the moun­tain: all these are deep truths deeply graven on the rocks wherever men have passed. It mat­ters noth­ing how old they are, or how new; they are the al­pha­bet of hu­man­ity, which like so many forms of prim­it­ive pic­ture-writ­ing em­ploys any liv­ing sym­bol in pref­er­ence to man. These an­cient and uni­ver­sal tales are all of an­im­als; as the latest dis­cov­er­ies in the old­est pre­his­tor­ic cav­erns are all of an­im­als. Man, in his sim­pler states, al­ways felt that he him­self was some­thing too mys­ter­i­ous to be drawn. But the le­gend he carved un­der these cruder sym­bols was every­where the same; and wheth­er fables began with Aesop or began with Adam, wheth­er they were Ger­man and me­di­ev­al as Reynard the Fox, or as French and Renais­sance as La Fon­taine, the up­shot is every­where es­sen­tially the same: that su­peri­or­ity is al­ways in­solent, be­cause it is al­ways ac­ci­dent­al; that pride goes be­fore a fall; and that there is such a thing as be­ing too clev­er by half. You will not find any oth­er le­gend but this writ­ten upon the rocks by any hand of man. There is every type and time of fable: but there is only one mor­al to the fable; be­cause there is only one mor­al to everything.

			
				G. K. Chester­ton

			
		
	
		
			Fables

		
	
		
			The Fox and the Grapes

			A hungry Fox saw some fine bunches of Grapes hanging from a vine that was trained along a high trel­lis, and did his best to reach them by jump­ing as high as he could in­to the air. But it was all in vain, for they were just out of reach: so he gave up try­ing, and walked away with an air of dig­nity and un­con­cern, re­mark­ing, “I thought those Grapes were ripe, but I see now they are quite sour.”

		


			The Goose That Laid the Golden Eggs

			A Man and his Wife had the good for­tune to pos­sess a Goose which laid a Golden Egg every day. Lucky though they were, they soon began to think they were not get­ting rich fast enough, and, ima­gin­ing the bird must be made of gold in­side, they de­cided to kill it in or­der to se­cure the whole store of pre­cious met­al at once. But when they cut it open they found it was just like any oth­er goose. Thus, they neither got rich all at once, as they had hoped, nor en­joyed any longer the daily ad­di­tion to their wealth.

			
				Much wants more and loses all.

			
		


			The Cat and the Mice

			There was once a house that was over­run with Mice. A Cat heard of this, and said to her­self, “That’s the place for me,” and off she went and took up her quar­ters in the house, and caught the Mice one by one and ate them. At last the Mice could stand it no longer, and they de­term­ined to take to their holes and stay there. “That’s awk­ward,” said the Cat to her­self: “the only thing to do is to coax them out by a trick.” So she con­sidered a while, and then climbed up the wall and let her­self hang down by her hind legs from a peg, and pre­ten­ded to be dead. By and by a Mouse peeped out and saw the Cat hanging there. “Aha!” it cried, “you’re very clev­er, madam, no doubt: but you may turn your­self in­to a bag of meal hanging there, if you like, yet you won’t catch us com­ing any­where 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.

			
		


			The Mischievous Dog

			There was once a Dog who used to snap at people and bite them without any pro­voca­tion, and who was a great nuis­ance to every­one who came to his mas­ter’s house. So his mas­ter fastened a bell round his neck to warn people of his pres­ence. The Dog was very proud of the bell, and strut­ted about tink­ling it with im­mense sat­is­fac­tion. But an old dog came up to him and said, “The few­er airs you give your­self the bet­ter, my friend. You don’t think, do you, that your bell was giv­en you as a re­ward of mer­it? On the con­trary, it is a badge of dis­grace.”

			
				No­tori­ety is of­ten mis­taken for fame.

			
		


			The Charcoal-Burner and the Fuller

			There was once a Char­coal-burn­er who lived and worked by him­self. A Fuller, how­ever, happened to come and settle in the same neigh­bour­hood; and the Char­coal-burn­er, hav­ing made his ac­quaint­ance and find­ing he was an agree­able sort of fel­low, asked him if he would come and share his house: “We shall get to know one an­oth­er bet­ter that way,” he said, “and, be­side, our house­hold ex­penses will be di­min­ished.” The Fuller thanked him, but replied, “I couldn’t think of it, sir: why, everything I take such pains to whiten would be blackened in no time by your char­coal.”

		


			The Mice in Council

			Once upon a time all the Mice met to­geth­er in Coun­cil, and dis­cussed the best means of se­cur­ing them­selves against the at­tacks of the cat. After sev­er­al sug­ges­tions had been de­bated, a Mouse of some stand­ing and ex­per­i­ence got up and said, “I think I have hit upon a plan which will en­sure our safety in the fu­ture, provided you ap­prove and carry it out. It is that we should fasten a bell round the neck of our en­emy the cat, which will by its tink­ling warn us of her ap­proach.” This pro­pos­al was warmly ap­plauded, and it had been already de­cided to ad­opt it, when an old Mouse got upon his feet and said, “I agree with you all that the plan be­fore us is an ad­mir­able one: but may I ask who is go­ing to bell the cat?”

		


			The Bat and the Weasels

			A Bat fell to the ground and was caught by a Weasel, and was just go­ing to be killed and eaten when it begged to be let go. The Weasel said he couldn’t do that be­cause he was an en­emy of all birds on prin­ciple. “Oh, but,” said the Bat, “I’m not a bird at all: I’m a mouse.” “So you are,” said the Weasel, “now I come to look at you”; and he let it go. Some time after this the Bat was caught in just the same way by an­oth­er Weasel, and, as be­fore, begged for its life. “No,” said the Weasel, “I nev­er let a mouse go by any chance.” “But I’m not a mouse,” said the Bat; “I’m a bird.” “Why, so you are,” said the Weasel; and he too let the Bat go.

			
				Look and see which way the wind blows be­fore you com­mit your­self.

			
		


			The Dog and the Sow

			A Dog and a Sow were ar­guing and each claimed that its own young ones were finer than those of any oth­er an­im­al. “Well,” said the Sow at last, “mine can see, at any rate, when they come in­to the world: but yours are born blind.”

		


			The Fox and the Crow

			A Crow was sit­ting on a branch of a tree with a piece of cheese in her beak when a Fox ob­served her and set his wits to work to dis­cov­er some way of get­ting the cheese. Com­ing and stand­ing un­der the tree he looked up and said, “What a noble bird I see above me! Her beauty is without equal, the hue of her plumage ex­quis­ite. If only her voice is as sweet as her looks are fair, she ought without doubt to be Queen of the Birds.” The Crow was hugely flattered by this, and just to show the Fox that she could sing she gave a loud caw. Down came the cheese, of course, and the Fox, snatch­ing it up, said, “You have a voice, madam, I see: what you want is wits.”

		


			The Horse and the Groom

			There was once a Groom who used to spend long hours clip­ping and comb­ing the Horse of which he had charge, but who daily stole a por­tion of his al­low­ance of oats, and sold it for his own profit. The Horse gradu­ally got in­to worse and worse con­di­tion, and at last cried to the Groom, “If you really want me to look sleek and well, you must comb me less and feed me more.”

		


			The Wolf and the Lamb

			A Wolf came upon a Lamb stray­ing from the flock, and felt some com­punc­tion about tak­ing the life of so help­less a creature without some plaus­ible ex­cuse; so he cast about for a griev­ance and said at last, “Last year, sir­rah, you grossly in­sul­ted me.” “That is im­possible, sir,” bleated the Lamb, “for I wasn’t born then.” “Well,” re­tor­ted the Wolf, “you feed in my pas­tures.” “That can­not be,” replied the Lamb, “for I have nev­er yet tasted grass.” “You drink from my spring, then,” con­tin­ued the Wolf. “In­deed, sir,” said the poor Lamb, “I have nev­er yet drunk any­thing but my moth­er’s milk.” “Well, any­how,” said the Wolf, “I’m not go­ing without my din­ner”: and he sprang upon the Lamb and de­voured it without more ado.

		


			The Peacock and the Crane

			A Pea­cock taunted a Crane with the dull­ness of her plumage. “Look at my bril­liant col­ours,” said she, “and see how much finer they are than your poor feath­ers.” “I am not deny­ing,” replied the Crane, “that yours are far gay­er than mine; but when it comes to fly­ing I can soar in­to the clouds, where­as you are con­fined to the earth like any dunghill cock.”

		


			The Cat and the Birds

			A Cat heard that the Birds in an avi­ary were ail­ing. So he got him­self up as a doc­tor, and, tak­ing with him a set of the in­stru­ments prop­er to his pro­fes­sion, presen­ted him­self at the door, and in­quired after the health of the Birds. “We shall do very well,” they replied, without let­ting him in, “when we’ve seen the last of you.”

			
				A vil­lain may dis­guise him­self, but he will not de­ceive the wise.

			
		


			The Spendthrift and the Swallow

			A Spend­thrift, who had wasted his for­tune, and had noth­ing left but the clothes in which he stood, saw a Swal­low one fine day in early spring. Think­ing that sum­mer had come, and that he could now do without his coat, he went and sold it for what it would fetch. A change, how­ever, took place in the weath­er, and there came a sharp frost which killed the un­for­tu­nate Swal­low. When the Spend­thrift saw its dead body he cried, “Miser­able bird! Thanks to you I am per­ish­ing of cold my­self.”

			
				One swal­low does not make sum­mer.

			
		


			The Old Woman and the Doctor

			An Old Wo­man be­came al­most totally blind from a dis­ease of the eyes, and, after con­sult­ing a Doc­tor, made an agree­ment with him in the pres­ence of wit­nesses that she should pay him a high fee if he cured her, while if he failed he was to re­ceive noth­ing. The Doc­tor ac­cord­ingly pre­scribed a course of treat­ment, and every time he paid her a vis­it he took away with him some art­icle out of the house, un­til at last, when he vis­ited her for the last time, and the cure was com­plete, there was noth­ing left. When the Old Wo­man saw that the house was empty she re­fused to pay him his fee; and, after re­peated re­fus­als on her part, he sued her be­fore the ma­gis­trates for pay­ment of her debt. On be­ing brought in­to court she was ready with her de­fence. “The claimant,” said she, “has stated the facts about our agree­ment cor­rectly. I un­der­took to pay him a fee if he cured me, and he, on his part, prom­ised to charge noth­ing if he failed. Now, he says I am cured; but I say that I am blinder than ever, and I can prove what I say. When my eyes were bad I could at any rate see well enough to be aware that my house con­tained a cer­tain amount of fur­niture and oth­er things; but now, when ac­cord­ing to him I am cured, I am en­tirely un­able to see any­thing there at all.”

		


			The Moon and Her Mother

			The Moon once begged her Moth­er to make her a gown. “How can I?” replied she; “there’s no fit­ting your fig­ure. At one time you’re a New Moon, and at an­oth­er you’re a Full Moon; and between whiles you’re neither one nor the oth­er.”

		


			Mercury and the Woodman

			A Wood­man was felling a tree on the bank of a river, when his axe, glan­cing off the trunk, flew out of his hands and fell in­to the wa­ter. As he stood by the wa­ter’s edge lament­ing his loss, Mer­cury ap­peared and asked him the reas­on for his grief; and on learn­ing what had happened, out of pity for his dis­tress he dived in­to the river and, bring­ing up a golden axe, asked him if that was the one he had lost. The Wood­man replied that it was not, and Mer­cury then dived a second time, and, bring­ing up a sil­ver axe, asked if that was his. “No, that is not mine either,” said the Wood­man. Once more Mer­cury dived in­to the river, and brought up the miss­ing axe. The Wood­man was over­joyed at re­cov­er­ing his prop­erty, and thanked his be­ne­fact­or warmly; and the lat­ter was so pleased with his hon­esty that he made him a present of the oth­er two axes. When the Wood­man told the story to his com­pan­ions, one of these was filled with envy of his good for­tune and de­term­ined to try his luck for him­self. So he went and began to fell a tree at the edge of the river, and presently con­trived to let his axe drop in­to the wa­ter. Mer­cury ap­peared as be­fore, and, on learn­ing that his axe had fallen in, he dived and brought up a golden axe, as he had done on the pre­vi­ous oc­ca­sion. Without wait­ing to be asked wheth­er it was his or not the fel­low cried, “That’s mine, that’s mine,” and stretched out his hand eagerly for the prize: but Mer­cury was so dis­gus­ted at his dis­hon­esty that he not only de­clined to give him the golden axe, but also re­fused to re­cov­er for him the one he had let fall in­to the stream.

			
				Hon­esty is the best policy.

			
		


			The Ass, the Fox, and the Lion

			An Ass and a Fox went in­to part­ner­ship and sal­lied out to for­age for food to­geth­er. They hadn’t gone far be­fore they saw a Li­on com­ing their way, at which they were both dread­fully frightened. But the Fox thought he saw a way of sav­ing his own skin, and went boldly up to the Li­on and whispered in his ear, “I’ll man­age that you shall get hold of the Ass without the trouble of stalk­ing him, if you’ll prom­ise to let me go free.” The Li­on agreed to this, and the Fox then re­joined his com­pan­ion and con­trived be­fore long to lead him by a hid­den pit, which some hunter had dug as a trap for wild an­im­als, and in­to which he fell. When the Li­on saw that the Ass was safely caught and couldn’t get away, it was to the Fox that he first turned his at­ten­tion, and he soon fin­ished him off, and then at his leis­ure pro­ceeded to feast upon the Ass.

			
				Be­tray a friend, and you’ll of­ten find you have ruined your­self.

			
		


			The Lion and the Mouse

			A Li­on asleep in his lair was waked up by a Mouse run­ning over his face. Los­ing his tem­per he seized it with his paw and was about to kill it. The Mouse, ter­ri­fied, piteously en­treated him to spare its life. “Please let me go,” it cried, “and one day I will re­pay you for your kind­ness.” The idea of so in­sig­ni­fic­ant a creature ever be­ing able to do any­thing for him amused the Li­on so much that he laughed aloud, and good-hu­mouredly let it go. But the Mouse’s chance came, after all. One day the Li­on got en­tangled in a net which had been spread for game by some hunters, and the Mouse heard and re­cog­nised his roars of an­ger and ran to the spot. Without more ado it set to work to gnaw the ropes with its teeth, and suc­ceeded be­fore long in set­ting the Li­on free. “There!” said the Mouse, “you laughed at me when I prom­ised I would re­pay you: but now you see, even a Mouse can help a Li­on.”

		


			The Crow and the Pitcher

			A thirsty Crow found a Pitch­er with some wa­ter in it, but so little was there that, try as she might, she could not reach it with her beak, and it seemed as though she would die of thirst with­in sight of the rem­edy. At last she hit upon a clev­er plan. She began drop­ping pebbles in­to the Pitch­er, and with each pebble the wa­ter rose a little high­er un­til at last it reached the brim, and the know­ing bird was en­abled to quench her thirst.

			
				Ne­ces­sity is the moth­er of in­ven­tion.

			
		


			The Boys and the Frogs

			Some mis­chiev­ous Boys were play­ing on the edge of a pond, and, catch­ing sight of some Frogs swim­ming about in the shal­low wa­ter, they began to amuse them­selves by pelt­ing them with stones, and they killed sev­er­al of them. At last one of the Frogs put his head out of the wa­ter and said, “Oh, stop! stop! I beg of you: what is sport to you is death to us.”

		


			The North Wind and the Sun

			A dis­pute arose between the North Wind and the Sun, each claim­ing that he was stronger than the oth­er. At last they agreed to try their powers upon a trav­el­ler, to see which could soon­est strip him of his cloak. The North Wind had the first try; and, gath­er­ing up all his force for the at­tack, he came whirl­ing furi­ously down upon the man, and caught up his cloak as though he would wrest it from him by one single ef­fort: but the harder he blew, the more closely the man wrapped it round him­self. Then came the turn of the Sun. At first he beamed gently upon the trav­el­ler, who soon un­clasped his cloak and walked on with it hanging loosely about his shoulders: then he shone forth in his full strength, and the man, be­fore he had gone many steps, was glad to throw his cloak right off and com­plete his jour­ney more lightly clad.

			
				Per­sua­sion is bet­ter than force.

			
		


			The Mistress and Her Servants

			A Wid­ow, thrifty and in­dus­tri­ous, had two ser­vants, whom she kept pretty hard at work. They were not al­lowed to lie long abed in the morn­ings, but the old lady had them up and do­ing as soon as the cock crew. They dis­liked in­tensely hav­ing to get up at such an hour, es­pe­cially in win­ter­time: and they thought that if it were not for the cock wak­ing up their Mis­tress so hor­ribly early, they could sleep longer. So they caught it and wrung its neck. But they wer­en’t pre­pared for the con­sequences. For what happened was that their Mis­tress, not hear­ing the cock crow as usu­al, waked them up earli­er than ever, and set them to work in the middle of the night.

		


			The Goods and the Ills

			There was a time in the youth of the world when Goods and Ills entered equally in­to the con­cerns of men, so that the Goods did not pre­vail to make them al­to­geth­er blessed, nor the Ills to make them wholly miser­able. But ow­ing to the fool­ish­ness of man­kind the Ills mul­ti­plied greatly in num­ber and in­creased in strength, un­til it seemed as though they would de­prive the Goods of all share in hu­man af­fairs, and ban­ish them from the earth. The lat­ter, there­fore, betook them­selves to heav­en and com­plained to Jupiter of the treat­ment they had re­ceived, at the same time pray­ing him to grant them pro­tec­tion from the Ills, and to ad­vise them con­cern­ing the man­ner of their in­ter­course with men. Jupiter gran­ted their re­quest for pro­tec­tion, and de­creed that for the fu­ture they should not go among men openly in a body, and so be li­able to at­tack from the hos­tile Ills, but singly and un­ob­served, and at in­fre­quent and un­ex­pec­ted in­ter­vals. Hence it is that the earth is full of Ills, for they come and go as they please and are nev­er far away; while Goods, alas! come one by one only, and have to travel all the way from heav­en, so that they are very sel­dom seen.

		


			The Hares and the Frogs

			The Hares once gathered to­geth­er and lamen­ted the un­hap­pi­ness of their lot, ex­posed as they were to dangers on all sides and lack­ing the strength and the cour­age to hold their own. Men, dogs, birds and beasts of prey were all their en­emies, and killed and de­voured them daily: and soon­er than en­dure such per­se­cu­tion any longer, they one and all de­term­ined to end their miser­able lives. Thus re­solved and des­per­ate, they rushed in a body to­wards a neigh­bour­ing pool, in­tend­ing to drown them­selves. On the bank were sit­ting a num­ber of Frogs, who, when they heard the noise of the Hares as they ran, with one ac­cord leaped in­to the wa­ter and hid them­selves in the depths. Then one of the older Hares who was wiser than the rest cried out to his com­pan­ions, “Stop, my friends, take heart; don’t let us des­troy ourselves after all: see, here are creatures who are afraid of us, and who must, there­fore, be still more tim­id than ourselves.”

		


			The Fox and the Stork

			A Fox in­vited a Stork to din­ner, at which the only fare provided was a large flat dish of soup. The Fox lapped it up with great rel­ish, but the Stork with her long bill tried in vain to par­take of the sa­voury broth. Her evid­ent dis­tress caused the sly Fox much amuse­ment. But not long after the Stork in­vited him in turn, and set be­fore him a pitch­er with a long and nar­row neck, in­to which she could get her bill with ease. Thus, while she en­joyed her din­ner, the Fox sat by hungry and help­less, for it was im­possible for him to reach the tempt­ing con­tents of the ves­sel.

		


			The Wolf in Sheep’s Clothing

			A Wolf re­solved to dis­guise him­self in or­der that he might prey upon a flock of sheep without fear of de­tec­tion. So he clothed him­self in a sheep­skin, and slipped among the sheep when they were out at pas­ture. He com­pletely de­ceived the shep­herd, and when the flock was penned for the night he was shut in with the rest. But that very night as it happened, the shep­herd, re­quir­ing a sup­ply of mut­ton for the table, laid hands on the Wolf in mis­take for a Sheep, and killed him with his knife on the spot.

		


			The Stag in the Ox-Stall

			A Stag, chased from his lair by the hounds, took refuge in a farm­yard, and, en­ter­ing a stable where a num­ber of ox­en were stalled, thrust him­self un­der a pile of hay in a va­cant stall, where he lay con­cealed, all but the tips of his horns. Presently one of the Ox­en said to him, “What has in­duced you to come in here? Aren’t you aware of the risk you are run­ning of be­ing cap­tured by the herds­men?” To which he replied, “Pray let me stay for the present. When night comes I shall eas­ily es­cape un­der cov­er of the dark.” In the course of the af­ter­noon more than one of the farm­hands came in, to at­tend to the wants of the cattle, but not one of them no­ticed the pres­ence of the Stag, who ac­cord­ingly began to con­grat­u­late him­self on his es­cape and to ex­press his grat­it­ude to the Ox­en. “We wish you well,” said the one who had spoken be­fore, “but you are not out of danger yet. If the mas­ter comes, you will cer­tainly be found out, for noth­ing ever es­capes his keen eyes.” Presently, sure enough, in he came, and made a great to-do about the way the Ox­en were kept. “The beasts are starving,” he cried; “here, give them more hay, and put plenty of lit­ter un­der them.” As he spoke, he seized an arm­ful him­self from the pile where the Stag lay con­cealed, and at once de­tec­ted him. Call­ing his men, he had him seized at once and killed for the table.

		


			The Milkmaid and Her Pail

			A farm­er’s daugh­ter had been out to milk the cows, and was re­turn­ing to the dairy car­ry­ing her pail of milk upon her head. As she walked along, she fell a-mus­ing after this fash­ion: “The milk in this pail will provide me with cream, which I will make in­to but­ter and take to mar­ket to sell. With the money I will buy a num­ber of eggs, and these, when hatched, will pro­duce chick­ens, and by and by I shall have quite a large poultry-yard. Then I shall sell some of my fowls, and with the money which they will bring in I will buy my­self a new gown, which I shall wear when I go to the fair; and all the young fel­lows will ad­mire it, and come and make love to me, but I shall toss my head and have noth­ing to say to them.” For­get­ting all about the pail, and suit­ing the ac­tion to the word, she tossed her head. Down went the pail, all the milk was spilled, and all her fine castles in the air van­ished in a mo­ment!

			
				Do not count your chick­ens be­fore they are hatched.

			
		


			The Dolphins, the Whales, and the Sprat

			The Dol­phins quar­relled with the Whales, and be­fore very long they began fight­ing with one an­oth­er. The battle was very fierce, and had las­ted some time without any sign of com­ing to an end, when a Sprat thought that per­haps he could stop it; so he stepped in and tried to per­suade them to give up fight­ing and make friends. But one of the Dol­phins said to him con­temp­tu­ously, “We would rather go on fight­ing till we’re all killed than be re­con­ciled by a Sprat like you!”

		


			The Fox and the Monkey

			A Fox and a Mon­key were on the road to­geth­er, and fell in­to a dis­pute as to which of the two was the bet­ter born. They kept it up for some time, till they came to a place where the road passed through a cemetery full of monu­ments, when the Mon­key stopped and looked about him and gave a great sigh. “Why do you sigh?” said the Fox. The Mon­key poin­ted to the tombs and replied, “All the monu­ments that you see here were put up in hon­our of my fore­fath­ers, who in their day were em­in­ent men.” The Fox was speech­less for a mo­ment, but quickly re­cov­er­ing he said, “Oh! don’t stop at any lie, sir; you’re quite safe: I’m sure none of your an­cest­ors will rise up and ex­pose you.”

			
				Boast­ers brag most when they can­not be de­tec­ted.

			
		


			The Ass and the Lapdog

			There was once a man who had an Ass and a Lap­dog. The Ass was housed in the stable with plenty of oats and hay to eat and was as well off as an ass could be. The little Dog was made a great pet of by his mas­ter, who fondled him and of­ten let him lie in his lap; and if he went out to din­ner, he would bring back a tit­bit or two to give him when he ran to meet him on his re­turn. The Ass had, it is true, a good deal of work to do, cart­ing or grind­ing the corn, or car­ry­ing the bur­dens of the farm: and ere long he be­came very jeal­ous, con­trast­ing his own life of la­bour with the ease and idle­ness of the Lap­dog. At last one day he broke his hal­ter, and frisk­ing in­to the house just as his mas­ter sat down to din­ner, he pranced and capered about, mim­ick­ing the frol­ics of the little fa­vour­ite, up­set­ting the table and smash­ing the crock­ery with his clumsy ef­forts. Not con­tent with that, he even tried to jump on his mas­ter’s lap, as he had so of­ten seen the dog al­lowed to do. At that the ser­vants, see­ing the danger their mas­ter was in, be­la­boured the silly Ass with sticks and cudgels, and drove him back to his stable half dead with his beat­ing. “Alas!” he cried, “all this I have brought on my­self. Why could I not be sat­is­fied with my nat­ur­al and hon­our­able po­s­i­tion, without wish­ing to im­it­ate the ri­dicu­lous antics of that use­less little Lap­dog?”

		


			The Fir-Tree and the Bramble

			A Fir-tree was boast­ing to a Bramble, and said, some­what con­temp­tu­ously, “You poor creature, you are of no use whatever. Now, look at me: I am use­ful for all sorts of things, par­tic­u­larly when men build houses; they can’t do without me then.” But the Bramble replied, “Ah, that’s all very well: but you wait till they come with axes and saws to cut you down, and then you’ll wish you were a Bramble and not a Fir.”

			
				Bet­ter poverty without a care than wealth with its many ob­lig­a­tions.

			
		


			The Frogs’ Complaint Against the Sun

			Once upon a time the Sun was about to take to him­self a wife. The Frogs in ter­ror all raised their voices to the skies, and Jupiter, dis­turbed by the noise, asked them what they were croak­ing about. They replied, “The Sun is bad enough even while he is single, dry­ing up our marshes with his heat as he does. But what will be­come of us if he mar­ries and be­gets oth­er Suns?”

		


			The Dog, the Cock, and the Fox

			A Dog and a Cock be­came great friends, and agreed to travel to­geth­er. At night­fall the Cock flew up in­to the branches of a tree to roost, while the Dog curled him­self up in­side the trunk, which was hol­low. At break of day the Cock woke up and crew, as usu­al. A Fox heard, and, wish­ing to make a break­fast of him, came and stood un­der the tree and begged him to come down. “I should so like,” said he, “to make the ac­quaint­ance of one who has such a beau­ti­ful voice.” The Cock replied, “Would you just wake my port­er who sleeps at the foot of the tree? He’ll open the door and let you in.” The Fox ac­cord­ingly rapped on the trunk, when out rushed the Dog and tore him in pieces.

		


			The Gnat and the Bull

			A Gnat alighted on one of the horns of a Bull, and re­mained sit­ting there for a con­sid­er­able time. When it had res­ted suf­fi­ciently and was about to fly away, it said to the Bull, “Do you mind if I go now?” The Bull merely raised his eyes and re­marked, without in­terest, “It’s all one to me; I didn’t no­tice when you came, and I shan’t know when you go away.”

			
				We may of­ten be of more con­sequence in our own eyes than in the eyes of our neigh­bours.

			
		


			The Bear and the Travellers

			Two Trav­el­lers were on the road to­geth­er, when a Bear sud­denly ap­peared on the scene. Be­fore he ob­served them, one made for a tree at the side of the road, and climbed up in­to the branches and hid there. The oth­er was not so nimble as his com­pan­ion; and, as he could not es­cape, he threw him­self on the ground and pre­ten­ded to be dead. The Bear came up and sniffed all round him, but he kept per­fectly still and held his breath: for they say that a bear will not touch a dead body. The Bear took him for a corpse, and went away. When the coast was clear, the Trav­el­ler in the tree came down, and asked the oth­er what it was the Bear had whispered to him when he put his mouth to his ear. The oth­er replied, “He told me nev­er again to travel with a friend who deserts you at the first sign of danger.”

			
				Mis­for­tune tests the sin­cer­ity of friend­ship.

			
		


			The Slave and the Lion

			A Slave ran away from his mas­ter, by whom he had been most cruelly treated, and, in or­der to avoid cap­ture, betook him­self in­to the desert. As he wandered about in search of food and shel­ter, he came to a cave, which he entered and found to be un­oc­cu­pied. Really, how­ever, it was a Li­on’s den, and al­most im­me­di­ately, to the hor­ror of the wretched fu­git­ive, the Li­on him­self ap­peared. The man gave him­self up for lost: but, to his ut­ter as­ton­ish­ment, the Li­on, in­stead of spring­ing upon him and de­vour­ing him, came and fawned upon him, at the same time whin­ing and lift­ing up his paw. Ob­serving it to be much swollen and in­flamed, he ex­amined it and found a large thorn em­bed­ded in the ball of the foot. He ac­cord­ingly re­moved it and dressed the wound as well as he could: and in course of time it healed up com­pletely. The Li­on’s grat­it­ude was un­boun­ded; he looked upon the man as his friend, and they shared the cave for some time to­geth­er. A day came, how­ever, when the Slave began to long for the so­ci­ety of his fel­low-men, and he bade farewell to the Li­on and re­turned to the town. Here he was presently re­cog­nised and car­ried off in chains to his former mas­ter, who re­solved to make an ex­ample of him, and ordered that he should be thrown to the beasts at the next pub­lic spec­tacle in the theatre. On the fatal day the beasts were loosed in­to the arena, and among the rest a Li­on of huge bulk and fe­ro­cious as­pect; and then the wretched Slave was cast in among them. What was the amazement of the spec­tat­ors, when the Li­on after one glance bounded up to him and lay down at his feet with every ex­pres­sion of af­fec­tion and de­light! It was his old friend of the cave! The audi­ence clam­oured that the Slave’s life should be spared: and the gov­ernor of the town, mar­vel­ling at such grat­it­ude and fi­del­ity in a beast, de­creed that both should re­ceive their liberty.

		


			The Flea and the Man

			A Flea bit a Man, and bit him again, and again, till he could stand it no longer, but made a thor­ough search for it, and at last suc­ceeded in catch­ing it. Hold­ing it between his fin­ger and thumb, he said—or rather shouted, so angry was he—“Who are you, pray, you wretched little creature, that you make so free with my per­son?” The Flea, ter­ri­fied, whimpered in a weak little voice, “Oh, sir! pray let me go; don’t kill me! I am such a little thing that I can’t do you much harm.” But the Man laughed and said, “I am go­ing to kill you now, at once: whatever is bad has got to be des­troyed, no mat­ter how slight the harm it does.”

			
				Do not waste your pity on a scamp.

			
		


			The Bee and Jupiter

			A Queen Bee from Hy­mettus flew up to Olym­pus with some fresh honey from the hive as a present to Jupiter, who was so pleased with the gift that he prom­ised to give her any­thing she liked to ask for. She said she would be very grate­ful if he would give stings to the bees, to kill people who robbed them of their honey. Jupiter was greatly dis­pleased with this re­quest, for he loved man­kind: but he had giv­en his word, so he said that stings they should have. The stings he gave them, how­ever, were of such a kind that whenev­er a bee stings a man the sting is left in the wound and the bee dies.

			
				Evil wishes, like fowls, come home to roost.

			
		


			The Oak and the Reeds

			An Oak that grew on the bank of a river was up­rooted by a severe gale of wind, and thrown across the stream. It fell among some Reeds grow­ing by the wa­ter, and said to them, “How is it that you, who are so frail and slender, have man­aged to weath­er the storm, where­as I, with all my strength, have been torn up by the roots and hurled in­to the river?” “You were stub­born,” came the reply, “and fought against the storm, which proved stronger than you: but we bow and yield to every breeze, and thus the gale passed harm­lessly over our heads.”

		


			The Blind Man and the Cub

			There was once a Blind Man who had so fine a sense of touch that, when any an­im­al was put in­to his hands, he could tell what it was merely by the feel of it. One day the Cub of a Wolf was put in­to his hands, and he was asked what it was. He felt it for some time, and then said, “In­deed, I am not sure wheth­er it is a Wolf’s Cub or a Fox’s: but this I know—it would nev­er do to trust it in a sheep­fold.”

			
				Evil tend­en­cies are early shown.

			
		


			The Boy and the Snails

			A Farm­er’s Boy went look­ing for Snails, and, when he had picked up both his hands full, he set about mak­ing a fire at which to roast them; for he meant to eat them. When it got well alight and the Snails began to feel the heat, they gradu­ally with­drew more and more in­to their shells with the hiss­ing noise they al­ways make when they do so. When the Boy heard it, he said, “You aban­doned creatures, how can you find heart to whistle when your houses are burn­ing?”

		


			The Apes and the Two Travellers

			Two men were trav­el­ling to­geth­er, one of whom nev­er spoke the truth, where­as the oth­er nev­er told a lie: and they came in the course of their travels to the land of Apes. The King of the Apes, hear­ing of their ar­rival, ordered them to be brought be­fore him; and by way of im­press­ing them with his mag­ni­fi­cence, he re­ceived them sit­ting on a throne, while the Apes, his sub­jects, were ranged in long rows on either side of him. When the Trav­el­lers came in­to his pres­ence he asked them what they thought of him as a King. The ly­ing Trav­el­ler said, “Sire, every­one must see that you are a most noble and mighty mon­arch.” “And what do you think of my sub­jects?” con­tin­ued the King. “They,” said the Trav­el­ler, “are in every way worthy of their roy­al mas­ter.” The Ape was so de­lighted with his an­swer that he gave him a very hand­some present. The oth­er Trav­el­ler thought that if his com­pan­ion was re­war­ded so splen­didly for telling a lie, he him­self would cer­tainly re­ceive a still great­er re­ward for telling the truth; so, when the Ape turned to him and said, “And what, sir, is your opin­ion?” he replied, “I think you are a very fine Ape, and all your sub­jects are fine Apes too.” The King of the Apes was so en­raged at his reply that he ordered him to be taken away and clawed to death.

		


			The Ass and His Burdens

			A Ped­lar who owned an Ass one day bought a quant­ity of salt, and loaded up his beast with as much as he could bear. On the way home the Ass stumbled as he was cross­ing a stream and fell in­to the wa­ter. The salt got thor­oughly wet­ted and much of it melted and drained away, so that, when he got on his legs again, the Ass found his load had be­come much less heavy. His mas­ter, how­ever, drove him back to town and bought more salt, which he ad­ded to what re­mained in the pan­niers, and star­ted out again. No soon­er had they reached a stream than the Ass lay down in it, and rose, as be­fore, with a much light­er load. But his mas­ter de­tec­ted the trick, and turn­ing back once more, bought a large num­ber of sponges, and piled them on the back of the Ass. When they came to the stream the Ass again lay down: but this time, as the sponges soaked up large quant­it­ies of wa­ter, he found, when he got up on his legs, that he had a big­ger bur­den to carry than ever.

			
				You may play a good card once too of­ten.

			
		


			The Shepherd’s Boy and the Wolf

			A Shep­herd’s Boy was tend­ing his flock near a vil­lage, and thought it would be great fun to hoax the vil­la­gers by pre­tend­ing that a Wolf was at­tack­ing the sheep: so he shouted out, “Wolf! wolf!” and when the people came run­ning up he laughed at them for their pains. He did this more than once, and every time the vil­la­gers found they had been hoaxed, for there was no Wolf at all. At last a Wolf really did come, and the Boy cried, “Wolf! wolf!” as loud as he could: but the people were so used to hear­ing him call that they took no no­tice of his cries for help. And so the Wolf had it all his own way, and killed off sheep after sheep at his leis­ure.

			
				You can­not be­lieve a li­ar even when he tells the truth.

			
		


			The Fox and the Goat

			A Fox fell in­to a well and was un­able to get out again. By and by a thirsty Goat came by, and see­ing the Fox in the well asked him if the wa­ter was good. “Good?” said the Fox, “it’s the best wa­ter I ever tasted in all my life. Come down and try it your­self.” The Goat thought of noth­ing but the pro­spect of quench­ing his thirst, and jumped in at once. When he had had enough to drink, he looked about, like the Fox, for some way of get­ting out, but could find none. Presently the Fox said, “I have an idea. You stand on your hind legs, and plant your fore­legs firmly against the side of the well, and then I’ll climb on to your back, and, from there, by step­ping on your horns, I can get out. And when I’m out, I’ll help you out too.” The Goat did as he was re­ques­ted, and the Fox climbed on to his back and so out of the well; and then he coolly walked away. The Goat called loudly after him and re­minded him of his prom­ise to help him out: but the Fox merely turned and said, “If you had as much sense in your head as you have hair in your beard you wouldn’t have got in­to the well without mak­ing cer­tain that you could get out again.”

			
				Look be­fore your leap.

			
		


			The Fisherman and the Sprat

			A Fish­er­man cast his net in­to the sea, and when he drew it up again it con­tained noth­ing but a single Sprat that begged to be put back in­to the wa­ter. “I’m only a little fish now,” it said, “but I shall grow big one day, and then if you come and catch me again I shall be of some use to you.” But the Fish­er­man replied, “Oh, no, I shall keep you now I’ve got you: if I put you back, should I ever see you again? Not likely!”

		


			The Boasting Traveller

			A Man once went abroad on his travels, and when he came home he had won­der­ful tales to tell of the things he had done in for­eign coun­tries. Among oth­er things, he said he had taken part in a jump­ing-match at Rhodes, and had done a won­der­ful jump which no one could beat. “Just go to Rhodes and ask them,” he said; “every­one will tell you it’s true.” But one of those who were listen­ing said, “If you can jump as well as all that, we needn’t go to Rhodes to prove it. Let’s just ima­gine this is Rhodes for a minute: and now—jump!”

			
				Deeds, not words.

			
		


			The Crab and His Mother

			An Old Crab said to her son, “Why do you walk side­ways like that, my son? You ought to walk straight.” The Young Crab replied, “Show me how, dear moth­er, and I’ll fol­low your ex­ample.” The Old Crab tried, but tried in vain, and then saw how fool­ish she had been to find fault with her child.

			
				Ex­ample is bet­ter than pre­cept.

			
		


			The Ass and His Shadow

			A cer­tain man hired an Ass for a jour­ney in sum­mer­time, and star­ted out with the own­er fol­low­ing be­hind to drive the beast. By and by, in the heat of the day, they stopped to rest, and the trav­el­ler wanted to lie down in the Ass’s Shad­ow; but the own­er, who him­self wished to be out of the sun, wouldn’t let him do that; for he said he had hired the Ass only, and not his Shad­ow: the oth­er main­tained that his bar­gain se­cured him com­plete con­trol of the Ass for the time be­ing. From words they came to blows; and while they were be­la­bour­ing each oth­er the Ass took to his heels and was soon out of sight.

		


			The Farmer and His Sons

			A Farm­er, be­ing at death’s door, and de­sir­ing to im­part to his Sons a secret of much mo­ment, called them round him and said, “My sons, I am shortly about to die; I would have you know, there­fore, that in my vine­yard there lies a hid­den treas­ure. Dig, and you will find it.” As soon as their fath­er was dead, the Sons took spade and fork and turned up the soil of the vine­yard over and over again, in their search for the treas­ure which they sup­posed to lie bur­ied there. They found none, how­ever: but the vines, after so thor­ough a dig­ging, pro­duced a crop such as had nev­er be­fore been seen.

		


			The Dog and the Cook

			A rich man once in­vited a num­ber of his friends and ac­quaint­ances to a ban­quet. His dog thought it would be a good op­por­tun­ity to in­vite an­oth­er Dog, a friend of his; so he went to him and said, “My mas­ter is giv­ing a feast: there’ll be a fine spread, so come and dine with me to­night.” The Dog thus in­vited came, and when he saw the pre­par­a­tions be­ing made in the kit­chen he said to him­self, “My word, I’m in luck: I’ll take care to eat enough to­night to last me two or three days.” At the same time he wagged his tail briskly, by way of show­ing his friend how de­lighted he was to have been asked. But just then the Cook caught sight of him, and, in his an­noy­ance at see­ing a strange Dog in the kit­chen, caught him up by the hind legs and threw him out of the win­dow. He had a nasty fall, and limped away as quickly as he could, howl­ing dis­mally. Presently some oth­er dogs met him, and said, “Well, what sort of a din­ner did you get?” To which he replied, “I had a splen­did time: the wine was so good, and I drank so much of it, that I really don’t re­mem­ber how I got out of the house!”

			
				Be shy of fa­vours be­stowed at the ex­pense of oth­ers.

			
		


			The Monkey as King

			At a gath­er­ing of all the an­im­als the Mon­key danced and de­lighted them so much that they made him their King. The Fox, how­ever, was very much dis­gus­ted at the pro­mo­tion of the Mon­key: so hav­ing one day found a trap with a piece of meat in it, he took the Mon­key there and said to him, “Here is a dainty morsel I have found, sire; I did not take it my­self, be­cause I thought it ought to be re­served for you, our King. Will you be pleased to ac­cept it?” The Mon­key made at once for the meat and got caught in the trap. Then he bit­terly re­proached the Fox for lead­ing him in­to danger; but the Fox only laughed and said, “O Mon­key, you call your­self King of the Beasts and haven’t more sense than to be taken in like that!”

		


			The Thieves and the Cock

			Some Thieves broke in­to a house, and found noth­ing worth tak­ing ex­cept a Cock, which they seized and car­ried off with them. When they were pre­par­ing their sup­per, one of them caught up the Cock, and was about to wring his neck, when he cried out for mercy and said, “Pray do not kill me: you will find me a most use­ful bird, for I rouse hon­est men to their work in the morn­ing by my crow­ing.” But the Thief replied with some heat, “Yes, I know you do, mak­ing it still harder for us to get a live­li­hood. In­to the pot you go!”

		


			The Farmer and Fortune

			A Farm­er was plough­ing one day on his farm when he turned up a pot of golden coins with his plough. He was over­joyed at his dis­cov­ery, and from that time forth made an of­fer­ing daily at the shrine of the God­dess of the Earth. For­tune was dis­pleased at this, and came to him and said, “My man, why do you give Earth the cred­it for the gift which I be­stowed upon you? You nev­er thought of thank­ing me for your good luck; but should you be un­lucky enough to lose what you have gained I know very well that I, For­tune, should then come in for all the blame.”

			
				Show grat­it­ude where grat­it­ude is due.

			
		


			Jupiter and the Monkey

			Jupiter is­sued a pro­clam­a­tion to all the beasts, and offered a prize to the one who, in his judg­ment, pro­duced the most beau­ti­ful off­spring. Among the rest came the Mon­key, car­ry­ing a baby mon­key in her arms, a hair­less, flat-nosed little fright. When they saw it, the gods all burst in­to peal on peal of laughter; but the Mon­key hugged her little one to her, and said, “Jupiter may give the prize to whom­so­ever he likes: but I shall al­ways think my baby the most beau­ti­ful of them all.”

		


			Father and Sons

			A cer­tain man had sev­er­al Sons who were al­ways quar­rel­ling with one an­oth­er, and, try as he might, he could not get them to live to­geth­er in har­mony. So he de­term­ined to con­vince them of their folly by the fol­low­ing means. Bid­ding them fetch a bundle of sticks, he in­vited each in turn to break it across his knee. All tried and all failed: and then he un­did the bundle, and handed them the sticks one by one, when they had no dif­fi­culty at all in break­ing them. “There, my boys,” said he, “united you will be more than a match for your en­emies: but if you quar­rel and sep­ar­ate, your weak­ness will put you at the mercy of those who at­tack you.”

			
				Uni­on is strength.

			
		


			The Lamp

			A Lamp, well filled with oil, burned with a clear and steady light, and began to swell with pride and boast that it shone more brightly than the sun him­self. Just then a puff of wind came and blew it out. Someone struck a match and lit it again, and said, “You just keep alight, and nev­er mind the sun. Why, even the stars nev­er need to be relit as you had to be just now.”

		


			The Owl and the Birds

			The Owl is a very wise bird; and once, long ago, when the first oak sprouted in the forest, she called all the oth­er Birds to­geth­er and said to them, “You see this tiny tree? If you take my ad­vice, you will des­troy it now when it is small: for when it grows big, the mistle­toe will ap­pear upon it, from which bird­lime will be pre­pared for your de­struc­tion.” Again, when the first flax was sown, she said to them, “Go and eat up that seed, for it is the seed of the flax, out of which men will one day make nets to catch you.” Once more, when she saw the first arch­er, she warned the Birds that he was their deadly en­emy, who would wing his ar­rows with their own feath­ers and shoot them. But they took no no­tice of what she said: in fact, they thought she was rather mad, and laughed at her. When, how­ever, everything turned out as she had fore­told, they changed their minds and con­ceived a great re­spect for her wis­dom. Hence, whenev­er she ap­pears, the Birds at­tend upon her in the hope of hear­ing some­thing that may be for their good. She, how­ever, gives them ad­vice no longer, but sits mop­ing and pon­der­ing on the folly of her kind.

		


			The Ass in the Lion’s Skin

			An Ass found a Li­on’s Skin, and dressed him­self up in it. Then he went about fright­en­ing every­one he met, for they all took him to be a li­on, men and beasts alike, and took to their heels when they saw him com­ing. Elated by the suc­cess of his trick, he loudly brayed in tri­umph. The Fox heard him, and re­cog­nised him at once for the Ass he was, and said to him, “Oho, my friend, it’s you, is it? I, too, should have been afraid if I hadn’t heard your voice.”

		


			The She-Goats and Their Beards

			Jupiter gran­ted beards to the She-Goats at their own re­quest, much to the dis­gust of the he-Goats, who con­sidered this to be an un­war­rant­able in­va­sion of their rights and dig­nit­ies. So they sent a depu­ta­tion to him to protest against his ac­tion. He, how­ever, ad­vised them not to raise any ob­jec­tions. “What’s in a tuft of hair?” said he. “Let them have it if they want it. They can nev­er be a match for you in strength.”

		


			The Old Lion

			A Li­on, en­feebled by age and no longer able to pro­cure food for him­self by force, de­term­ined to do so by cun­ning. Be­tak­ing him­self to a cave, he lay down in­side and feigned to be sick: and whenev­er any of the oth­er an­im­als entered to in­quire after his health, he sprang upon them and de­voured them. Many lost their lives in this way, till one day a Fox called at the cave, and, hav­ing a sus­pi­cion of the truth, ad­dressed the Li­on from out­side in­stead of go­ing in, and asked him how he did. He replied that he was in a very bad way: “But,” said he, “why do you stand out­side? Pray come in.” “I should have done so,” answered the Fox, “if I hadn’t no­ticed that all the foot­prints point to­wards the cave and none the oth­er way.”

		


			The Boy Bathing

			A Boy was bathing in a river and got out of his depth, and was in great danger of be­ing drowned. A man who was passing along a road heard his cries for help, and went to the river­side and began to scold him for be­ing so care­less as to get in­to deep wa­ter, but made no at­tempt to help him. “Oh, sir,” cried the Boy, “please help me first and scold me af­ter­wards.”

			
				Give as­sist­ance, not ad­vice, in a crisis.

			
		


			The Quack Frog

			Once upon a time a Frog came forth from his home in the marshes and pro­claimed to all the world that he was a learned phys­i­cian, skilled in drugs and able to cure all dis­eases. Among the crowd was a Fox, who called out, “You a doc­tor! Why, how can you set up to heal oth­ers when you can­not even cure your own lame legs and blotched and wrinkled skin?”

			
				Phys­i­cian, heal thy­self.

			
		


			The Swollen Fox

			A hungry Fox found in a hol­low tree a quant­ity of bread and meat, which some shep­herds had placed there against their re­turn. De­lighted with his find he slipped in through the nar­row aper­ture and greed­ily de­voured it all. But when he tried to get out again he found him­self so swollen after his big meal that he could not squeeze through the hole, and fell to whin­ing and groan­ing over his mis­for­tune. An­oth­er Fox, hap­pen­ing to pass that way, came and asked him what the mat­ter was; and, on learn­ing the state of the case, said, “Well, my friend, I see noth­ing for it but for you to stay where you are till you shrink to your former size; you’ll get out then eas­ily enough.”

		


			The Mouse, the Frog, and the Hawk

			A Mouse and a Frog struck up a friend­ship; they were not well mated, for the Mouse lived en­tirely on land, while the Frog was equally at home on land or in the wa­ter. In or­der that they might nev­er be sep­ar­ated, the Frog tied him­self and the Mouse to­geth­er by the leg with a piece of thread. As long as they kept on dry land all went fairly well; but, com­ing to the edge of a pool, the Frog jumped in, tak­ing the Mouse with him, and began swim­ming about and croak­ing with pleas­ure. The un­happy Mouse, how­ever, was soon drowned, and floated about on the sur­face in the wake of the Frog. There he was spied by a Hawk, who pounced down on him and seized him in his talons. The Frog was un­able to loose the knot which bound him to the Mouse, and thus was car­ried off along with him and eaten by the Hawk.

		


			The Boy and the Nettles

			A Boy was gath­er­ing ber­ries from a hedge when his hand was stung by a Nettle. Smart­ing with the pain, he ran to tell his moth­er, and said to her between his sobs, “I only touched it ever so lightly, moth­er.” “That’s just why you got stung, my son,” she said; “if you had grasped it firmly, it wouldn’t have hurt you in the least.”

		


			The Peasant and the Apple-Tree

			A Peas­ant had an Apple-tree grow­ing in his garden, which bore no fruit, but merely served to provide a shel­ter from the heat for the spar­rows and grasshop­pers which sat and chirped in its branches. Dis­ap­poin­ted at its bar­ren­ness he de­term­ined to cut it down, and went and fetched his axe for the pur­pose. But when the spar­rows and the grasshop­pers saw what he was about to do, they begged him to spare it, and said to him, “If you des­troy the tree we shall have to seek shel­ter else­where, and you will no longer have our merry chirp­ing to en­liven your work in the garden.” He, how­ever, re­fused to listen to them, and set to work with a will to cut through the trunk. A few strokes showed that it was hol­low in­side and con­tained a swarm of bees and a large store of honey. De­lighted with his find he threw down his axe, say­ing, “The old tree is worth keep­ing after all.”

			
				Util­ity is most men’s test of worth.

			
		


			The Jackdaw and the Pigeons

			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 re­cog­nise 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.

		


			Jupiter and the Tortoise

			Jupiter was about to marry a wife, and de­term­ined to cel­eb­rate the event by in­vit­ing all the an­im­als to a ban­quet. They all came ex­cept the Tor­toise, who did not put in an ap­pear­ance, much to Jupiter’s sur­prise. So when he next saw the Tor­toise he asked him why he had not been at the ban­quet. “I don’t care for go­ing out,” said the Tor­toise; “there’s no place like home.” Jupiter was so much an­noyed by this reply that he de­creed that from that time forth the Tor­toise should carry his house upon his back, and nev­er be able to get away from home even if he wished to.

		


			The Dog in the Manger

			A Dog was ly­ing in a Manger on the hay which had been put there for the cattle, and when they came and tried to eat, he growled and snapped at them and wouldn’t let them get at their food. “What a selfish beast,” said one of them to his com­pan­ions; “he can’t eat him­self and yet he won’t let those eat who can.”

		


			The Two Bags

			Every man car­ries Two Bags about with him, one in front and one be­hind, and both are packed full of faults. The Bag in front con­tains his neigh­bours’ faults, the one be­hind his own. Hence it is that men do not see their own faults, but nev­er fail to see those of oth­ers.

		


			The Oxen and the Axletrees

			A pair of Ox­en were draw­ing a heav­ily loaded wag­on along the high­way, and, as they tugged and strained at the yoke, the Ax­le­trees creaked and groaned ter­ribly. This was too much for the Ox­en, who turned round in­dig­nantly and said, “Hullo, you there! Why do you make such a noise when we do all the work?”

			
				They com­plain most who suf­fer least.

			
		


			The Boy and the Filberts

			A Boy put his hand in­to a jar of Fil­berts, and grasped as many as his fist could pos­sibly hold. But when he tried to pull it out again, he found he couldn’t do so, for the neck of the jar was too small to al­low of the pas­sage of so large a hand­ful. Un­will­ing to lose his nuts but un­able to with­draw his hand, he burst in­to tears. A bystand­er, who saw where the trouble lay, said to him, “Come, my boy, don’t be so greedy: be con­tent with half the amount, and you’ll be able to get your hand out without dif­fi­culty.”

			
				Do not at­tempt too much at once.

			
		


			The Frogs Asking for a King

			Time was when the Frogs were dis­con­ten­ted be­cause they had no one to rule over them: so they sent a depu­ta­tion to Jupiter to ask him to give them a King. Jupiter, des­pising the folly of their re­quest, cast a log in­to the pool where they lived, and said that that should be their King. The Frogs were ter­ri­fied at first by the splash, and scuttled away in­to the deep­est parts of the pool; but by and by, when they saw that the log re­mained mo­tion­less, one by one they ven­tured to the sur­face again, and be­fore long, grow­ing bolder, they began to feel such con­tempt for it that they even took to sit­ting upon it. Think­ing that a King of that sort was an in­sult to their dig­nity, they sent to Jupiter a second time, and begged him to take away the slug­gish King he had giv­en them, and to give them an­oth­er and a bet­ter one. Jupiter, an­noyed at be­ing pestered in this way, sent a Stork to rule over them, who no soon­er ar­rived among them than he began to catch and eat the Frogs as fast as he could.

		


			The Olive-Tree and the Fig-Tree

			An Olive-tree taunted a Fig-tree with the loss of her leaves at a cer­tain sea­son of the year. “You,” she said, “lose your leaves every au­tumn, and are bare till the spring: where­as I, as you see, re­main green and flour­ish­ing all the year round.” Soon af­ter­wards there came a heavy fall of snow, which settled on the leaves of the Olive so that she bent and broke un­der the weight; but the flakes fell harm­lessly through the bare branches of the Fig, which sur­vived to bear many an­oth­er crop.

		


			The Lion and the Boar

			One hot and thirsty day in the height of sum­mer a Li­on and a Boar came down to a little spring at the same mo­ment to drink. In a trice they were quar­rel­ling as to who should drink first. The quar­rel soon be­came a fight and they at­tacked one an­oth­er with the ut­most fury. Presently, stop­ping for a mo­ment to take breath, they saw some vul­tures seated on a rock above evid­ently wait­ing for one of them to be killed, when they would fly down and feed upon the car­case. The sight sobered them at once, and they made up their quar­rel, say­ing, “We had much bet­ter be friends than fight and be eaten by vul­tures.”

		


			The Walnut-Tree

			A Wal­nut-tree, which grew by the road­side, bore every year a plen­ti­ful crop of nuts. Every­one who passed by pel­ted its branches with sticks and stones, in or­der to bring down the fruit, and the tree suffered severely. “It is hard,” it cried, “that the very per­sons who en­joy my fruit should thus re­ward me with in­sults and blows.”

		


			The Man and the Lion

			A Man and a Li­on were com­pan­ions on a jour­ney, and in the course of con­ver­sa­tion they began to boast about their prowess, and each claimed to be su­per­i­or to the oth­er in strength and cour­age. They were still ar­guing with some heat when they came to a cross­road where there was a statue of a Man strangling a Li­on. “There!” said the Man tri­umphantly, “look at that! Doesn’t that prove to you that we are stronger than you?” “Not so fast, my friend,” said the Li­on: “that is only your view of the case. If we Lions could make statues, you may be sure that in most of them you would see the Man un­der­neath.”

			
				There are two sides to every ques­tion.

			
		


			The Tortoise and the Eagle

			A Tor­toise, dis­con­ten­ted with his lowly life, and en­vi­ous of the birds he saw dis­port­ing them­selves in the air, begged an Eagle to teach him to fly. The Eagle pro­tested that it was idle for him to try, as nature had not provided him with wings; but the Tor­toise pressed him with en­treat­ies and prom­ises of treas­ure, in­sist­ing that it could only be a ques­tion of learn­ing the craft of the air. So at length the Eagle con­sen­ted to do the best he could for him, and picked him up in his talons. Soar­ing with him to a great height in the sky he then let him go, and the wretched Tor­toise fell head­long and was dashed to pieces on a rock.

		


			The Kid on the Housetop

			A Kid climbed up on to the roof of an out­house, at­trac­ted by the grass and oth­er things that grew in the thatch; and as he stood there brows­ing away, he caught sight of a Wolf passing be­low, and jeered at him be­cause he couldn’t reach him. The Wolf only looked up and said, “I hear you, my young friend; but it is not you who mock me, but the roof on which you are stand­ing.”

		


			The Fox Without a Tail

			A fox once fell in­to a trap, and after a struggle man­aged to get free, but with the loss of his brush. He was then so much ashamed of his ap­pear­ance that he thought life was not worth liv­ing un­less he could per­suade the oth­er Foxes to part with their tails also, and thus di­vert at­ten­tion from his own loss. So he called a meet­ing of all the Foxes, and ad­vised them to cut off their tails: “They’re ugly things any­how,” he said, “and be­sides they’re heavy, and it’s tire­some to be al­ways car­ry­ing them about with you.” But one of the oth­er Foxes said, “My friend, if you hadn’t lost your own tail, you wouldn’t be so keen on get­ting us to cut off ours.”

		


			The Vain Jackdaw

			Jupiter an­nounced that he in­ten­ded to ap­point a king over the birds, and named a day on which they were to ap­pear be­fore his throne, when he would se­lect the most beau­ti­ful of them all to be their ruler. Wish­ing to look their best on the oc­ca­sion they re­paired to the banks of a stream, where they busied them­selves in wash­ing and preen­ing their feath­ers. The Jack­daw was there along with the rest, and real­ised that, with his ugly plumage, he would have no chance of be­ing chosen as he was: so he waited till they were all gone, and then picked up the most gaudy of the feath­ers they had dropped, and fastened them about his own body, with the res­ult that he looked gay­er than any of them. When the ap­poin­ted day came, the birds as­sembled be­fore Jupiter’s throne; and, after passing them in re­view, he was about to make the Jack­daw king, when all the rest set upon the king-elect, stripped him of his bor­rowed plumes, and ex­posed him for the Jack­daw that he was.

		


			The Traveller and His Dog

			A Trav­el­ler was about to start on a jour­ney, and said to his Dog, who was stretch­ing him­self by the door, “Come, what are you yawn­ing for? Hurry up and get ready: I mean you to go with me.” But the Dog merely wagged his tail and said quietly, “I’m ready, mas­ter: it’s you I’m wait­ing for.”

		


			The Shipwrecked Man and the Sea

			A Ship­wrecked Man cast up on the beach fell asleep after his struggle with the waves. When he woke up, he bit­terly re­proached the Sea for its treach­ery in en­ti­cing men with its smooth and smil­ing sur­face, and then, when they were well em­barked, turn­ing in fury upon them and send­ing both ship and sail­ors to de­struc­tion. The Sea arose in the form of a wo­man, and replied, “Lay not the blame on me, O sail­or, but on the Winds. By nature I am as calm and safe as the land it­self: but the Winds fall upon me with their gusts and gales, and lash me in­to a fury that is not nat­ur­al to me.”

		


			The Wild Boar and the Fox

			A Wild Boar was en­gaged in whet­ting his tusks upon the trunk of a tree in the forest when a Fox came by and, see­ing what he was at, said to him, “Why are you do­ing that, pray? The hunts­men are not out today, and there are no oth­er dangers at hand that I can see.” “True, my friend,” replied the Boar, “but the in­stant my life is in danger I shall need to use my tusks. There’ll be no time to sharpen them then.”

		


			Mercury and the Sculptor

			Mer­cury was very anxious to know in what es­tim­a­tion he was held by man­kind; so he dis­guised him­self as a man and walked in­to a Sculptor’s stu­dio, where there were a num­ber of statues fin­ished and ready for sale. See­ing a statue of Jupiter among the rest, he in­quired the price of it. “A crown,” said the Sculptor. “Is that all?” said he, laugh­ing; “and” (point­ing to one of Juno) “how much is that one?” “That,” was the reply, “is half a crown.” “And how much might you be want­ing for that one over there, now?” he con­tin­ued, point­ing to a statue of him­self. “That one?” said the Sculptor; “Oh, I’ll throw him in for noth­ing if you’ll buy the oth­er two.”

		


			The Fawn and His Mother

			A Hind said to her Fawn, who was now well grown and strong, “My son, Nature has giv­en you a power­ful body and a stout pair of horns, and I can’t think why you are such a cow­ard as to run away from the hounds.” Just then they both heard the sound of a pack in full cry, but at a con­sid­er­able dis­tance. “You stay where you are,” said the Hind; “nev­er mind me”: and with that she ran off as fast as her legs could carry her.

		


			The Fox and the Lion

			A Fox who had nev­er seen a Li­on one day met one, and was so ter­ri­fied at the sight of him that he was ready to die with fear. After a time he met him again, and was still rather frightened, but not nearly so much as he had been when he met him first. But when he saw him for the third time he was so far from be­ing afraid that he went up to him and began to talk to him as if he had known him all his life.

		


			The Eagle and His Captor

			A Man once caught an Eagle, and after clip­ping his wings turned him loose among the fowls in his hen­house, where he moped in a corner, look­ing very de­jec­ted and for­lorn. After a while his Captor was glad enough to sell him to a neigh­bour, who took him home and let his wings grow again. As soon as he had re­covered the use of them, the Eagle flew out and caught a hare, which he brought home and presen­ted to his be­ne­fact­or. A fox ob­served this, and said to the Eagle, “Don’t waste your gifts on him! Go and give them to the man who first caught you; make him your friend, and then per­haps he won’t catch you and clip your wings a second time.”

		


			The Blacksmith and His Dog

			A Black­smith had a little Dog, which used to sleep when his mas­ter was at work, but was very wide awake in­deed when it was time for meals. One day his mas­ter pre­ten­ded to be dis­gus­ted at this, and when he had thrown him a bone as usu­al, he said, “What on earth is the good of a lazy cur like you? When I am ham­mer­ing away at my an­vil, you just curl up and go to sleep: but no soon­er do I stop for a mouth­ful of food than you wake up and wag your tail to be fed.”

			
				Those who will not work de­serve to starve.

			
		


			The Stag at the Pool

			A thirsty Stag went down to a pool to drink. As he bent over the sur­face he saw his own re­flec­tion in the wa­ter, and was struck with ad­mir­a­tion for his fine spread­ing antlers, but at the same time he felt noth­ing but dis­gust for the weak­ness and slen­der­ness of his legs. While he stood there look­ing at him­self, he was seen and at­tacked by a Li­on; but in the chase which en­sued, he soon drew away from his pur­suer, and kept his lead as long as the ground over which he ran was open and free of trees. But com­ing presently to a wood, he was caught by his antlers in the branches, and fell a vic­tim to the teeth and claws of his en­emy. “Woe is me!” he cried with his last breath; “I des­pised my legs, which might have saved my life: but I glor­ied in my horns, and they have proved my ru­in.”

			
				What is worth most is of­ten val­ued least.

			
		


			The Dog and the Shadow

			A Dog was cross­ing a plank bridge over a stream with a piece of meat in his mouth, when he happened to see his own re­flec­tion in the wa­ter. He thought it was an­oth­er dog with a piece of meat twice as big; so he let go his own, and flew at the oth­er dog to get the lar­ger piece. But, of course, all that happened was that he got neither; for one was only a shad­ow, and the oth­er was car­ried away by the cur­rent.

		


			Mercury and the Tradesmen

			When Jupiter was cre­at­ing man, he told Mer­cury to make an in­fu­sion of lies, and to add a little of it to the oth­er in­gredi­ents which went to the mak­ing of the Trades­men. Mer­cury did so, and in­tro­duced an equal amount in­to each in turn—the tal­low-chand­ler, and the green­gro­cer, and the hab­er­dash­er, and all, till he came to the horse-deal­er, who was last on the list, when, find­ing that he had a quant­ity of the in­fu­sion still left, he put it all in­to him. This is why all Trades­men lie more or less, but they none of them lie like a horse-deal­er.

		


			The Mice and the Weasels

			There was war between the Mice and the Weasels, in which the Mice al­ways got the worst of it, num­bers of them be­ing killed and eaten by the Weasels. So they called a coun­cil of war, in which an old Mouse got up and said, “It’s no won­der we are al­ways beaten, for we have no gen­er­als to plan our battles and dir­ect our move­ments in the field.” Act­ing on his ad­vice, they chose the biggest Mice to be their lead­ers, and these, in or­der to be dis­tin­guished from the rank and file, provided them­selves with hel­mets bear­ing large plumes of straw. They then led out the Mice to battle, con­fid­ent of vic­tory: but they were de­feated as usu­al, and were soon scam­per­ing as fast as they could to their holes. All made their way to safety without dif­fi­culty ex­cept the lead­ers, who were so hampered by the badges of their rank that they could not get in­to their holes, and fell easy vic­tims to their pur­suers.

			
				Great­ness car­ries its own pen­al­ties.

			
		


			The Peacock and Juno

			The Pea­cock was greatly dis­con­ten­ted be­cause he had not a beau­ti­ful voice like the night­in­gale, and he went and com­plained to Juno about it. “The night­in­gale’s song,” said he, “is the envy of all the birds; but whenev­er I ut­ter a sound I be­come a laugh­ing­stock.” The god­dess tried to con­sole him by say­ing, “You have not, it is true, the power of song, but then you far ex­cel all the rest in beauty: your neck flashes like the em­er­ald and your splen­did tail is a mar­vel of gor­geous col­our.” But the Pea­cock was not ap­peased. “What is the use,” said he, “of be­ing beau­ti­ful, with a voice like mine?” Then Juno replied, with a shade of stern­ness in her tones, “Fate has al­lot­ted to all their destined gifts: to your­self beauty, to the eagle strength, to the night­in­gale song, and so on to all the rest in their de­gree; but you alone are dis­sat­is­fied with your por­tion. Make, then, no more com­plaints. For, if your present wish were gran­ted, you would quickly find cause for fresh dis­con­tent.”

		


			The Bear and the Fox

			A Bear was once brag­ging about his gen­er­ous feel­ings, and say­ing how re­fined he was com­pared with oth­er an­im­als. (There is, in fact, a tra­di­tion that a Bear will nev­er touch a dead body.) A Fox, who heard him talk­ing in this strain, smiled and said, “My friend, when you are hungry, I only wish you would con­fine your at­ten­tion to the dead and leave the liv­ing alone.”

			
				A hy­po­crite de­ceives no one but him­self.

			
		


			The Ass and the Old Peasant

			An old Peas­ant was sit­ting in a mead­ow watch­ing his Ass, which was graz­ing close by, when all of a sud­den he caught sight of armed men stealth­ily ap­proach­ing. He jumped up in a mo­ment, and begged the Ass to fly with him as fast as he could, “Or else,” said he, “we shall both be cap­tured by the en­emy.” But the Ass just looked round lazily and said, “And if so, do you think they’ll make me carry heav­ier loads than I have to now?” “No,” said his mas­ter. “Oh, well, then,” said the Ass, “I don’t mind if they do take me, for I shan’t be any worse off.”

		


			The Ox and the Frog

			Two little Frogs were play­ing about at the edge of a pool when an Ox came down to the wa­ter to drink, and by ac­ci­dent trod on one of them and crushed the life out of him. When the old Frog missed him, she asked his broth­er where he was. “He is dead, moth­er,” said the little Frog; “an enorm­ous big creature with four legs came to our pool this morn­ing and trampled him down in the mud.” “Enorm­ous, was he? Was he as big as this?” said the Frog, puff­ing her­self out to look as big as pos­sible. “Oh! yes, much big­ger,” was the an­swer. The Frog puffed her­self out still more. “Was he as big as this?” said she. “Oh! yes, yes, moth­er, much big­ger,” said the little Frog. And yet again she puffed and puffed her­self out till she was al­most as round as a ball. “As big as … ?” she began—but then she burst.

		


			The Man and the Image

			A poor Man had a wooden Im­age of a god, to which he used to pray daily for riches. He did this for a long time, but re­mained as poor as ever, till one day he caught up the Im­age in dis­gust and hurled it with all his strength against the wall. The force of the blow split open the head and a quant­ity of gold coins fell out upon the floor. The Man gathered them up greed­ily, and said, “O you old fraud, you! When I hon­oured you, you did me no good whatever: but no soon­er do I treat you to in­sults and vi­ol­ence than you make a rich man of me!”

		


			Hercules and the Wagoner

			A Wag­on­er was driv­ing his team along a muddy lane with a full load be­hind them, when the wheels of his wag­on sank so deep in the mire that no ef­forts of his horses could move them. As he stood there, look­ing help­lessly on, and call­ing loudly at in­ter­vals upon Her­cules for as­sist­ance, the god him­self ap­peared, and said to him, “Put your shoulder to the wheel, man, and goad on your horses, and then you may call on Her­cules to as­sist you. If you won’t lift a fin­ger to help your­self, you can’t ex­pect Her­cules or any­one else to come to your aid.”

			
				Heav­en helps those who help them­selves.

			
		


			The Pomegranate, the Apple-Tree, and the Bramble

			A Pomegranate and an Apple-tree were dis­put­ing about the qual­ity of their fruits, and each claimed that its own was the bet­ter of the two. High words passed between them, and a vi­ol­ent quar­rel was im­min­ent, when a Bramble im­pudently poked its head out of a neigh­bour­ing hedge and said, “There, that’s enough, my friends; don’t let us quar­rel.”

		


			The Lion, the Bear, and the Fox

			A Li­on and a Bear were fight­ing for pos­ses­sion of a kid, which they had both seized at the same mo­ment. The battle was long and fierce, and at length both of them were ex­hausted, and lay upon the ground severely wounded and gasp­ing for breath. A Fox had all the time been prowl­ing round and watch­ing the fight: and when he saw the com­batants ly­ing there too weak to move, he slipped in and seized the kid, and ran off with it. They looked on help­lessly, and one said to the oth­er, “Here we’ve been maul­ing each oth­er all this while, and no one the bet­ter for it ex­cept the Fox!”

		


			The Blackamoor

			A Man once bought an Ethiopi­an slave, who had a black skin like all Ethiopi­ans; but his new mas­ter thought his col­our was due to his late own­er’s hav­ing neg­lected him, and that all he wanted was a good scrub­bing. So he set to work with plenty of soap and hot wa­ter, and rubbed away at him with a will, but all to no pur­pose: his skin re­mained as black as ever, while the poor wretch all but died from the cold he caught.

		


			The Two Soldiers and the Robber

			Two Sol­diers trav­el­ling to­geth­er were set upon by a Rob­ber. One of them ran away, but the oth­er stood his ground, and laid about him so lust­ily with his sword that the Rob­ber was fain to fly and leave him in peace. When the coast was clear the tim­id one ran back, and, flour­ish­ing his weapon, cried in a threat­en­ing voice, “Where is he? Let me get at him, and I’ll soon let him know whom he’s got to deal with.” But the oth­er replied, “You are a little late, my friend: I only wish you had backed me up just now, even if you had done no more than speak, for I should have been en­cour­aged, be­liev­ing your words to be true. As it is, calm your­self, and put up your sword: there is no fur­ther use for it. You may de­lude oth­ers in­to think­ing you’re as brave as a li­on: but I know that, at the first sign of danger, you run away like a hare.”

		


			The Lion and the Wild Ass

			A Li­on and a Wild Ass went out hunt­ing to­geth­er: the lat­ter was to run down the prey by his su­per­i­or speed, and the former would then come up and des­patch it. They met with great suc­cess; and when it came to shar­ing the spoil the Li­on di­vided it all in­to three equal por­tions. “I will take the first,” said he, “be­cause I am King of the beasts; I will also take the second, be­cause, as your part­ner, I am en­titled to half of what re­mains; and as for the third—well, un­less you give it up to me and take your­self off pretty quick, the third, be­lieve me, will make you feel very sorry for your­self!”

			
				Might makes right.

			
		


			The Man and the Satyr

			A Man and a Satyr be­came friends, and de­term­ined to live to­geth­er. All went well for a while, un­til one day in win­ter­time the Satyr saw the Man blow­ing on his hands. “Why do you do that?” he asked. “To warm my hands,” said the Man. That same day, when they sat down to sup­per to­geth­er, they each had a steam­ing hot bowl of por­ridge, and the Man raised his bowl to his mouth and blew on it. “Why do you do that?” asked the Satyr. “To cool my por­ridge,” said the Man. The Satyr got up from the table. “Good­bye,” said he, “I’m go­ing: I can’t be friends with a man who blows hot and cold with the same breath.”

		


			The Image-Seller

			A cer­tain man made a wooden Im­age of Mer­cury, and ex­posed it for sale in the mar­ket. As no one offered to buy it, how­ever, he thought he would try to at­tract a pur­chaser by pro­claim­ing the vir­tues of the Im­age. So he cried up and down the mar­ket, “A god for sale! a god for sale! One who’ll bring you luck and keep you lucky!” Presently one of the bystand­ers stopped him and said, “If your god is all you make him out to be, how is it you don’t keep him and make the most of him your­self?” “I’ll tell you why,” replied he; “he brings gain, it is true, but he takes his time about it; where­as I want money at once.”

		


			The Eagle and the Arrow

			An Eagle sat perched on a lofty rock, keep­ing a sharp lookout for prey. A hunts­man, con­cealed in a cleft of the moun­tain and on the watch for game, spied him there and shot an Ar­row at him. The shaft struck him full in the breast and pierced him through and through. As he lay in the ag­on­ies of death, he turned his eyes upon the Ar­row. “Ah! cruel fate!” he cried, “that I should per­ish thus: but oh! fate more cruel still, that the Ar­row which kills me should be winged with an Eagle’s feath­ers!”

		


			The Rich Man and the Tanner

			A Rich Man took up his res­id­ence next door to a Tan­ner, and found the smell of the tan-yard so ex­tremely un­pleas­ant that he told him he must go. The Tan­ner delayed his de­par­ture, and the Rich Man had to speak to him sev­er­al times about it; and every time the Tan­ner said he was mak­ing ar­range­ments to move very shortly. This went on for some time, till at last the Rich Man got so used to the smell that he ceased to mind it, and troubled the Tan­ner with his ob­jec­tions no more.

		


			The Wolf, the Mother, and Her Child

			A hungry Wolf was prowl­ing about in search of food. By and by, at­trac­ted by the cries of a Child, he came to a cot­tage. As he crouched be­neath the win­dow, he heard the Moth­er say to the Child, “Stop cry­ing, do! or I’ll throw you to the Wolf.” Think­ing she really meant what she said, he waited there a long time in the ex­pect­a­tion of sat­is­fy­ing his hun­ger. In the even­ing he heard the Moth­er fond­ling her Child and say­ing, “If the naughty Wolf comes, he shan’t get my little one: Daddy will kill him.” The Wolf got up in much dis­gust and walked away: “As for the people in that house,” said he to him­self, “you can’t be­lieve a word they say.”

		


			The Old Woman and the Wine-Jar

			An old Wo­man picked up an empty Wine-jar which had once con­tained a rare and costly wine, and which still re­tained some traces of its ex­quis­ite bou­quet. She raised it to her nose and sniffed at it again and again. “Ah,” she cried, “how de­li­cious must have been the li­quid which has left be­hind so rav­ish­ing a smell.”

		


			The Lioness and the Vixen

			A Li­on­ess and a Vix­en were talk­ing to­geth­er about their young, as moth­ers will, and say­ing how healthy and well-grown they were, and what beau­ti­ful coats they had, and how they were the im­age of their par­ents. “My lit­ter of cubs is a joy to see,” said the Fox; and then she ad­ded, rather ma­li­ciously, “But I no­tice you nev­er have more than one.” “No,” said the Li­on­ess grimly, “but that one’s a li­on.”

			
				Qual­ity, not quant­ity.

			
		


			The Viper and the File

			A Vi­per entered a car­penter’s shop, and went from one to an­oth­er of the tools, beg­ging for some­thing to eat. Among the rest, he ad­dressed him­self to the File, and asked for the fa­vour of a meal. The File replied in a tone of pity­ing con­tempt, “What a sim­pleton you must be if you ima­gine you will get any­thing from me, who in­vari­ably take from every­one and nev­er give any­thing in re­turn.”

			
				The cov­et­ous are poor givers.

			
		


			The Cat and the Cock

			A Cat pounced on a Cock, and cast about for some good ex­cuse for mak­ing a meal off him, for Cats don’t as a rule eat Cocks, and she knew she ought not to. At last she said, “You make a great nuis­ance of your­self at night by crow­ing and keep­ing people awake: so I am go­ing to make an end of you.” But the Cock de­fen­ded him­self by say­ing that he crowed in or­der that men might wake up and set about the day’s work in good time, and that they really couldn’t very well do without him. “That may be,” said the Cat, “but wheth­er they can or not, I’m not go­ing without my din­ner”; and she killed and ate him.

			
				The want of a good ex­cuse nev­er kept a vil­lain from crime.

			
		


			The Hare and the Tortoise

			A Hare was one day mak­ing fun of a Tor­toise for be­ing so slow upon his feet. “Wait a bit,” said the Tor­toise; “I’ll run a race with you, and I’ll wager that I win.” “Oh, well,” replied the Hare, who was much amused at the idea, “let’s try and see”; and it was soon agreed that the fox should set a course for them, and be the judge. When the time came both star­ted off to­geth­er, but the Hare was soon so far ahead that he thought he might as well have a rest: so down he lay and fell fast asleep. Mean­while the Tor­toise kept plod­ding on, and in time reached the goal. At last the Hare woke up with a start, and dashed on at his fast­est, but only to find that the Tor­toise had already won the race.

			
				Slow and steady wins the race.

			
		


			The Soldier and His Horse

			A Sol­dier gave his Horse a plen­ti­ful sup­ply of oats in time of war, and ten­ded him with the ut­most care, for he wished him to be strong to en­dure the hard­ships of the field, and swift to bear his mas­ter, when need arose, out of the reach of danger. But when the war was over he em­ployed him on all sorts of drudgery, be­stow­ing but little at­ten­tion upon him, and giv­ing him, moreover, noth­ing but chaff to eat. The time came when war broke out again, and the Sol­dier saddled and bridled his Horse, and, hav­ing put on his heavy coat of mail, moun­ted him to ride off and take the field. But the poor half-starved beast sank down un­der his weight, and said to his rider, “You will have to go in­to battle on foot this time. Thanks to hard work and bad food, you have turned me from a Horse in­to an ass; and you can­not in a mo­ment turn me back again in­to a Horse.”

		


			The Oxen and the Butchers

			Once upon a time the Ox­en de­term­ined to be re­venged upon the Butchers for the hav­oc they wrought in their ranks, and plot­ted to put them to death on a giv­en day. They were all gathered to­geth­er dis­cuss­ing how best to carry out the plan, and the more vi­ol­ent of them were en­gaged in sharpen­ing their horns for the fray, when an old Ox got up upon his feet and said, “My broth­ers, you have good reas­on, I know, to hate these Butchers, but, at any rate, they un­der­stand their trade and do what they have to do without caus­ing un­ne­ces­sary pain. But if we kill them, oth­ers, who have no ex­per­i­ence, will be set to slaughter us, and will by their bungling in­flict great suf­fer­ings upon us. For you may be sure that, even though all the Butchers per­ish, man­kind will nev­er go without their beef.”

		


			The Wolf and the Lion

			A wolf stole a lamb from the flock, and was car­ry­ing it off to de­vour it at his leis­ure when he met a Li­on, who took his prey away from him and walked off with it. He dared not res­ist, but when the Li­on had gone some dis­tance he said, “It is most un­just of you to take what’s mine away from me like that.” The Li­on laughed and called out in reply, “It was justly yours, no doubt! The gift of a friend, per­haps, eh?”

		


			The Sheep, the Wolf, and the Stag

			A Stag once asked a Sheep to lend him a meas­ure of wheat, say­ing that his friend the Wolf would be his surety. The Sheep, how­ever, was afraid that they meant to cheat her; so she ex­cused her­self, say­ing, “The Wolf is in the habit of seiz­ing what he wants and run­ning off with it without pay­ing, and you, too, can run much faster than I. So how shall I be able to come up with either of you when the debt falls due?”

			
				Two blacks do not make a white.

			
		


			The Lion and the Three Bulls

			Three Bulls were graz­ing in a mead­ow, and were watched by a Li­on, who longed to cap­ture and de­vour them, but who felt that he was no match for the three so long as they kept to­geth­er. So he began by false whis­pers and ma­li­cious hints to fo­ment jeal­ousies and dis­trust among them. This stratagem suc­ceeded so well that ere long the Bulls grew cold and un­friendly, and fi­nally avoided each oth­er and fed each one by him­self apart. No soon­er did the Li­on see this than he fell upon them one by one and killed them in turn.

			
				The quar­rels of friends are the op­por­tun­it­ies of foes.

			
		


			The Horse and His Rider

			A Young Man, who fan­cied him­self some­thing of a horse­man, moun­ted a Horse which had not been prop­erly broken in, and was ex­ceed­ingly dif­fi­cult to con­trol. No soon­er did the Horse feel his weight in the saddle than he bolted, and noth­ing would stop him. A friend of the Rider’s met him in the road in his head­long ca­reer, and called out, “Where are you off to in such a hurry?” To which he, point­ing to the Horse, replied, “I’ve no idea: ask him.”

		


			The Goat and the Vine

			A Goat was stray­ing in a vine­yard, and began to browse on the tender shoots of a Vine which bore sev­er­al fine bunches of grapes. “What have I done to you,” said the Vine, “that you should harm me thus? Isn’t there grass enough for you to feed on? All the same, even if you eat up every leaf I have, and leave me quite bare, I shall pro­duce wine enough to pour over you when you are led to the al­tar to be sac­ri­ficed.”

		


			The Two Pots

			Two Pots, one of earth­en­ware and the oth­er of brass, were car­ried away down a river in flood. The Brazen Pot urged his com­pan­ion to keep close by his side, and he would pro­tect him. The oth­er thanked him, but begged him not to come near him on any ac­count: “For that,” he said, “is just what I am most afraid of. One touch from you and I should be broken in pieces.”

			
				Equals make the best friends.

			
		


			The Old Hound

			A Hound who had served his mas­ter well for years, and had run down many a quarry in his time, began to lose his strength and speed ow­ing to age. One day, when out hunt­ing, his mas­ter star­ted a power­ful wild boar and set the Hound at him. The lat­ter seized the beast by the ear, but his teeth were gone and he could not re­tain his hold; so the boar es­caped. His mas­ter began to scold him severely, but the Hound in­ter­rup­ted him with these words: “My will is as strong as ever, mas­ter, but my body is old and feeble. You ought to hon­our me for what I have been in­stead of ab­us­ing me for what I am.”

		


			The Clown and the Countryman

			A No­ble­man an­nounced his in­ten­tion of giv­ing a pub­lic en­ter­tain­ment in the theatre, and offered splen­did prizes to all who had any nov­elty to ex­hib­it at the per­form­ance. The an­nounce­ment at­trac­ted a crowd of con­jur­ers, jug­glers, and ac­robats, and among the rest a Clown, very pop­u­lar with the crowd, who let it be known that he was go­ing to give an en­tirely new turn. When the day of the per­form­ance came, the theatre was filled from top to bot­tom some time be­fore the en­ter­tain­ment began. Sev­er­al per­formers ex­hib­ited their tricks, and then the pop­u­lar fa­vour­ite came on empty-handed and alone. At once there was a hush of ex­pect­a­tion: and he, let­ting his head fall upon his breast, im­it­ated the squeak of a pig to such per­fec­tion that the audi­ence in­sisted on his pro­du­cing the an­im­al, which, they said, he must have some­where con­cealed about his per­son. He, how­ever, con­vinced them that there was no pig there, and then the ap­plause was deaf­en­ing. Among the spec­tat­ors was a Coun­try­man, who dis­paraged the Clown’s per­form­ance and an­nounced that he would give a much su­per­i­or ex­hib­i­tion of the same trick on the fol­low­ing day. Again the theatre was filled to over­flow­ing, and again the Clown gave his im­it­a­tion amidst the cheers of the crowd. The Coun­try­man, mean­while, be­fore go­ing on the stage, had secreted a young pork­er un­der his smock; and when the spec­tat­ors de­ris­ively bade him do bet­ter if he could, he gave it a pinch in the ear and made it squeal loudly. But they all with one voice shouted out that the Clown’s im­it­a­tion was much more true to life. Thereupon he pro­duced the pig from un­der his smock and said sar­castic­ally, “There, that shows what sort of judges you are!”

		


			The Lark and the Farmer

			A Lark nes­ted in a field of corn, and was rear­ing her brood un­der cov­er of the ripen­ing grain. One day, be­fore the young were fully fledged, the Farm­er came to look at the crop, and, find­ing it yel­low­ing fast, he said, “I must send round word to my neigh­bours to come and help me reap this field.” One of the young Larks over­heard him, and was very much frightened, and asked her moth­er wheth­er they hadn’t bet­ter move house at once. “There’s no hurry,” replied she; “a man who looks to his friends for help will take his time about a thing.” In a few days the Farm­er came by again, and saw that the grain was over­ripe and fall­ing out of the ears upon the ground. “I must put it off no longer,” he said; “This very day I’ll hire the men and set them to work at once.” The Lark heard him and said to her young, “Come, my chil­dren, we must be off: he talks no more of his friends now, but is go­ing to take things in hand him­self.”

			
				Self-help is the best help.

			
		


			The Lion and the Ass

			A Li­on and an Ass set up as part­ners and went a-hunt­ing to­geth­er. In course of time they came to a cave in which there were a num­ber of wild goats. The Li­on took up his stand at the mouth of the cave, and waited for them to come out; while the Ass went in­side and brayed for all he was worth in or­der to fright­en them out in­to the open. The Li­on struck them down one by one as they ap­peared; and when the cave was empty the Ass came out and said, “Well, I scared them pretty well, didn’t I?” “I should think you did,” said the Li­on: “why, if I hadn’t known you were an Ass, I should have turned and run my­self.”

		


			The Prophet

			A Proph­et sat in the mar­ket­place and told the for­tunes of all who cared to en­gage his ser­vices. Sud­denly there came run­ning up one who told him that his house had been broken in­to by thieves, and that they had made off with everything they could lay hands on. He was up in a mo­ment, and rushed off, tear­ing his hair and call­ing down curses on the miscre­ants. The bystand­ers were much amused, and one of them said, “Our friend pro­fesses to know what is go­ing to hap­pen to oth­ers, but it seems he’s not clev­er enough to per­ceive what’s in store for him­self.”

		


			The Hound and the Hare

			A young Hound star­ted a Hare, and, when he caught her up, would at one mo­ment snap at her with his teeth as though he were about to kill her, while at an­oth­er he would let go his hold and frisk about her, as if he were play­ing with an­oth­er dog. At last the Hare said, “I wish you would show your­self in your true col­ours! If you are my friend, why do you bite me? If you are my en­emy, why do you play with me?”

			
				He is no friend who plays double.

			
		


			The Lion, the Mouse, and the Fox

			A Li­on was ly­ing asleep at the mouth of his den when a Mouse ran over his back and tickled him so that he woke up with a start and began look­ing about every­where to see what it was that had dis­turbed him. A Fox, who was look­ing on, thought he would have a joke at the ex­pense of the Li­on; so he said, “Well, this is the first time I’ve seen a Li­on afraid of a Mouse.” “Afraid of a Mouse?” said the Li­on testily: “not I! It’s his bad man­ners I can’t stand.”

		


			The Trumpeter Taken Prisoner

			A Trum­peter marched in­to battle in the van of the army and put cour­age in­to his com­rades by his war­like tunes. Be­ing cap­tured by the en­emy, he begged for his life, and said, “Do not put me to death; I have killed no one: in­deed, I have no weapons, but carry with me only my trum­pet here.” But his captors replied, “That is only the more reas­on why we should take your life; for, though you do not fight your­self, you stir up oth­ers to do so.”

		


			The Wolf and the Crane

			A Wolf once got a bone stuck in his throat. So he went to a Crane and begged her to put her long bill down his throat and pull it out. “I’ll make it worth your while,” he ad­ded. The Crane did as she was asked, and got the bone out quite eas­ily. The Wolf thanked her warmly, and was just turn­ing away, when she cried, “What about that fee of mine?” “Well, what about it?” snapped the Wolf, bar­ing his teeth as he spoke; “you can go about boast­ing that you once put your head in­to a Wolf’s mouth and didn’t get it bit­ten off. What more do you want?”

		


			The Eagle, the Cat, and the Wild Sow

			An Eagle built her nest at the top of a high tree; a Cat with her fam­ily oc­cu­pied a hol­low in the trunk halfway down; and a Wild Sow and her young took up their quar­ters at the foot. They might have got on very well as neigh­bours had it not been for the evil cun­ning of the Cat. Climb­ing up to the Eagle’s nest she said to the Eagle, “You and I are in the greatest pos­sible danger. That dread­ful creature, the Sow, who is al­ways to be seen grub­bing away at the foot of the tree, means to up­root it, that she may de­vour your fam­ily and mine at her ease.” Hav­ing thus driv­en the Eagle al­most out of her senses with ter­ror, the Cat climbed down the tree, and said to the Sow, “I must warn you against that dread­ful bird, the Eagle. She is only wait­ing her chance to fly down and carry off one of your little pigs when you take them out, to feed her brood with.” She suc­ceeded in fright­en­ing the Sow as much as the Eagle. Then she re­turned to her hole in the trunk, from which, feign­ing to be afraid, she nev­er came forth by day. Only by night did she creep out un­seen to pro­cure food for her kit­tens. The Eagle, mean­while was afraid to stir from her nest, and the Sow dared not leave her home among the roots: so that in time both they and their fam­il­ies per­ished of hun­ger, and their dead bod­ies sup­plied the Cat with ample food for her grow­ing fam­ily.

		


			The Wolf and the Sheep

			A Wolf was wor­ried and badly bit­ten by dogs, and lay a long time for dead. By and by he began to re­vive, and, feel­ing very hungry, called out to a passing Sheep and said, “Would you kindly bring me some wa­ter from the stream close by? I can man­age about meat, if only I could get some­thing to drink.” But this Sheep was no fool. “I can quite un­der­stand,” said he, “that if I brought you the wa­ter, you would have no dif­fi­culty about the meat. Good morn­ing.”

		


			The Tunny-Fish and the Dolphin

			A Tunny-fish was chased by a Dol­phin and splashed through the wa­ter at a great rate, but the Dol­phin gradu­ally gained upon him, and was just about to seize him when the force of his flight car­ried the Tunny on to a sand­bank. In the heat of the chase the Dol­phin fol­lowed him, and there they both lay out of the wa­ter, gasp­ing for dear life. When the Tunny saw that his en­emy was doomed like him­self, he said, “I don’t mind hav­ing to die now: for I see that he who is the cause of my death is about to share the same fate.”

		


			The Three Tradesmen

			The cit­izens of a cer­tain city were de­bat­ing about the best ma­ter­i­al to use in the for­ti­fic­a­tions which were about to be erec­ted for the great­er se­cur­ity of the town. A Car­penter got up and ad­vised the use of wood, which he said was read­ily pro­cur­able and eas­ily worked. A Stone­ma­son ob­jec­ted to wood on the ground that it was so in­flam­mable, and re­com­men­ded stones in­stead. Then a Tan­ner got on his legs and said, “In my opin­ion there’s noth­ing like leath­er.”

			
				Every man for him­self.

			
		


			The Mouse and the Bull

			A Bull gave chase to a Mouse which had bit­ten him in the nose: but the Mouse was too quick for him and slipped in­to a hole in a wall. The Bull charged furi­ously in­to the wall again and again un­til he was tired out, and sank down on the ground ex­hausted with his ef­forts. When all was quiet, the Mouse dar­ted out and bit him again. Be­side him­self with rage he star­ted to his feet, but by that time the Mouse was back in his hole again, and he could do noth­ing but bel­low and fume in help­less an­ger. Presently he heard a shrill little voice say from in­side the wall, “You big fel­lows don’t al­ways have it your own way, you see: some­times we little ones come off best.”

			
				The battle is not al­ways to the strong.

			
		


			The Hare and the Hound

			A Hound star­ted a Hare from her form, and pur­sued her for some dis­tance; but as she gradu­ally gained upon him, he gave up the chase. A rus­tic who had seen the race met the Hound as he was re­turn­ing, and taunted him with his de­feat. “The little one was too much for you,” said he. “Ah, well,” said the Hound, “don’t for­get it’s one thing to be run­ning for your din­ner, but quite an­oth­er to be run­ning for your life.”

		


			The Town Mouse and the Country Mouse

			A Town Mouse and a Coun­try Mouse were ac­quaint­ances, and the Coun­try Mouse one day in­vited his friend to come and see him at his home in the fields. The Town Mouse came, and they sat down to a din­ner of bar­ley­corns and roots, the lat­ter of which had a dis­tinctly earthy fla­vour. The fare was not much to the taste of the guest, and presently he broke out with “My poor dear friend, you live here no bet­ter than the ants. Now, you should just see how I fare! My lar­der is a reg­u­lar horn of plenty. You must come and stay with me, and I prom­ise you you shall live on the fat of the land.” So when he re­turned to town he took the Coun­try Mouse with him, and showed him in­to a lar­der con­tain­ing flour and oat­meal and figs and honey and dates. The Coun­try Mouse had nev­er seen any­thing like it, and sat down to en­joy the lux­ur­ies his friend provided: but be­fore they had well be­gun, the door of the lar­der opened and someone came in. The two Mice scampered off and hid them­selves in a nar­row and ex­ceed­ingly un­com­fort­able hole. Presently, when all was quiet, they ven­tured out again; but someone else came in, and off they scuttled again. This was too much for the vis­it­or. “Good­bye,” said he, “I’m off. You live in the lap of lux­ury, I can see, but you are sur­roun­ded by dangers; where­as at home I can en­joy my simple din­ner of roots and corn in peace.”

		


			The Lion and the Bull

			A Li­on saw a fine fat Bull pas­tur­ing among a herd of cattle and cast about for some means of get­ting him in­to his clutches; so he sent him word that he was sac­ri­fi­cing a sheep, and asked if he would do him the hon­our of din­ing with him. The Bull ac­cep­ted the in­vit­a­tion, but, on ar­riv­ing at the Li­on’s den, he saw a great ar­ray of sauce­pans and spits, but no sign of a sheep; so he turned on his heel and walked quietly away. The Li­on called after him in an in­jured tone to ask the reas­on, and the Bull turned round and said, “I have reas­on enough. When I saw all your pre­par­a­tions it struck me at once that the vic­tim was to be a Bull and not a sheep.”

			
				The net is spread in vain in sight of the bird.

			
		


			The Wolf, the Fox, and the Ape

			A Wolf charged a Fox with theft, which he denied, and the case was brought be­fore an Ape to be tried. When he had heard the evid­ence on both sides, the Ape gave judg­ment as fol­lows: “I do not think,” he said, “that you, O Wolf, ever lost what you claim; but all the same I be­lieve that you, Fox, are guilty of the theft, in spite of all your deni­als.”

			
				The dis­hon­est get no cred­it, even if they act hon­estly.

			
		


			The Eagle and the Cocks

			There were two Cocks in the same farm­yard, and they fought to de­cide who should be mas­ter. When the fight was over, the beaten one went and hid him­self in a dark corner; while the vic­tor flew up on to the roof of the stables and crowed lust­ily. But an Eagle es­pied him from high up in the sky, and swooped down and car­ried him off. Forth­with the oth­er Cock came out of his corner and ruled the roost without a rival.

			
				Pride comes be­fore a fall.

			
		


			The Escaped Jackdaw

			A Man caught a Jack­daw and tied a piece of string to one of its legs, and then gave it to his chil­dren for a pet. But the Jack­daw didn’t at all like hav­ing to live with people; so, after a while, when he seemed to have be­come fairly tame and they didn’t watch him so closely, he slipped away and flew back to his old haunts. Un­for­tu­nately, the string was still on his leg, and be­fore long it got en­tangled in the branches of a tree and the Jack­daw couldn’t get free, try as he would. He saw it was all up with him, and cried in des­pair, “Alas, in gain­ing my free­dom I have lost my life.”

		


			The Farmer and the Fox

			A Farm­er was greatly an­noyed by a Fox, which came prowl­ing about his yard at night and car­ried off his fowls. So he set a trap for him and caught him; and in or­der to be re­venged upon him, he tied a bunch of tow to his tail and set fire to it and let him go. As ill-luck would have it, how­ever, the Fox made straight for the fields where the corn was stand­ing ripe and ready for cut­ting. It quickly caught fire and was all burnt up, and the Farm­er lost all his har­vest.

			
				Re­venge is a two-edged sword.

			
		


			Venus and the Cat

			A Cat fell in love with a hand­some young man, and begged the god­dess Venus to change her in­to a wo­man. Venus was very gra­cious about it, and changed her at once in­to a beau­ti­ful maid­en, whom the young man fell in love with at first sight and shortly af­ter­wards mar­ried. One day Venus thought she would like to see wheth­er the Cat had changed her habits as well as her form; so she let a mouse run loose in the room where they were. For­get­ting everything, the young wo­man had no soon­er seen the mouse than up she jumped and was after it like a shot: at which the god­dess was so dis­gus­ted that she changed her back again in­to a Cat.

		


			The Crow and the Swan

			A Crow was filled with envy on see­ing the beau­ti­ful white plumage of a Swan, and thought it was due to the wa­ter in which the Swan con­stantly bathed and swam. So he left the neigh­bour­hood of the al­tars, where he got his liv­ing by pick­ing up bits of the meat offered in sac­ri­fice, and went and lived among the pools and streams. But though he bathed and washed his feath­ers many times a day, he didn’t make them any whiter, and at last died of hun­ger in­to the bar­gain.

			
				You may change your habits, but not your nature.

			
		


			The Stag with One Eye

			A Stag, blind of one eye, was graz­ing close to the sea­shore and kept his sound eye turned to­wards the land, so as to be able to per­ceive the ap­proach of the hounds, while the blind eye he turned to­wards the sea, nev­er sus­pect­ing that any danger would threaten him from that quarter. As it fell out, how­ever, some sail­ors, coast­ing along the shore, spied him and shot an ar­row at him, by which he was mor­tally wounded. As he lay dy­ing, he said to him­self, “Wretch that I am! I be­thought me of the dangers of the land, whence none as­sailed me: but I feared no per­il from the sea, yet thence has come my ru­in.”

			
				Mis­for­tune of­ten as­sails us from an un­ex­pec­ted quarter.

			
		


			The Fly and the Draught-Mule

			A Fly sat on one of the shafts of a cart and said to the Mule who was pulling it, “How slow you are! Do mend your pace, or I shall have to use my sting as a goad.” The Mule was not in the least dis­turbed. “Be­hind me, in the cart,” said he, “sits my mas­ter. He holds the reins, and flicks me with his whip, and him I obey, but I don’t want any of your im­per­tin­ence. I know when I may dawdle and when I may not.”

		


			The Cock and the Jewel

			A Cock, scratch­ing the ground for some­thing to eat, turned up a Jew­el that had by chance been dropped there. “Ho!” said he, “a fine thing you are, no doubt, and, had your own­er found you, great would his joy have been. But for me! give me a single grain of corn be­fore all the jew­els in the world.”

		


			The Wolf and the Shepherd

			A Wolf hung about near a flock of sheep for a long time, but made no at­tempt to mo­lest them. The Shep­herd at first kept a sharp eye on him, for he nat­ur­ally thought he meant mis­chief: but as time went by and the Wolf showed no in­clin­a­tion to meddle with the flock, he began to look upon him more as a pro­tect­or than as an en­emy: and when one day some er­rand took him to the city, he felt no un­eas­i­ness at leav­ing the Wolf with the sheep. But as soon as his back was turned the Wolf at­tacked them and killed the great­er num­ber. When the Shep­herd re­turned and saw the hav­oc he had wrought, he cried, “It serves me right for trust­ing my flock to a Wolf.”

		


			The Farmer and the Stork

			A Farm­er set some traps in a field which he had lately sown with corn, in or­der to catch the cranes which came to pick up the seed. When he re­turned to look at his traps he found sev­er­al cranes caught, and among them a Stork, which begged to be let go, and said, “You ought not to kill me: I am not a crane, but a Stork, as you can eas­ily see by my feath­ers, and I am the most hon­est and harm­less of birds.” But the Farm­er replied, “It’s noth­ing to me what you are: I find you among these cranes, who ru­in my crops, and, like them, you shall suf­fer.”

			
				If you choose bad com­pan­ions no one will be­lieve that you are any­thing but bad your­self.

			
		


			The Charger and the Miller

			A Horse, who had been used to carry his rider in­to battle, felt him­self grow­ing old and chose to work in a mill in­stead. He now no longer found him­self step­ping out proudly to the beat­ing of the drums, but was com­pelled to slave away all day grind­ing the corn. Be­wail­ing his hard lot, he said one day to the Miller, “Ah me! I was once a splen­did war­horse, gaily ca­par­isoned, and at­ten­ded by a groom whose sole duty was to see to my wants. How dif­fer­ent is my present con­di­tion! I wish I had nev­er giv­en up the bat­tle­field for the mill.” The Miller replied with as­per­ity, “It’s no use your re­gret­ting the past. For­tune has many ups and downs: you must just take them as they come.”

		


			The Grasshopper and the Owl

			An Owl, who lived in a hol­low tree, was in the habit of feed­ing by night and sleep­ing by day; but her slum­bers were greatly dis­turbed by the chirp­ing of a Grasshop­per, who had taken up his abode in the branches. She begged him re­peatedly to have some con­sid­er­a­tion for her com­fort, but the Grasshop­per, if any­thing, only chirped the louder. At last the Owl could stand it no longer, but de­term­ined to rid her­self of the pest by means of a trick. Ad­dress­ing her­self to the Grasshop­per, she said in her pleas­antest man­ner, “As I can­not sleep for your song, which, be­lieve me, is as sweet as the notes of Apollo’s lyre, I have a mind to taste some nec­tar, which Min­erva gave me the oth­er day. Won’t you come in and join me?” The Grasshop­per was flattered by the praise of his song, and his mouth, too, watered at the men­tion of the de­li­cious drink, so he said he would be de­lighted. No soon­er had he got in­side the hol­low where the Owl was sit­ting than she pounced upon him and ate him up.

		


			The Grasshopper and the Ants

			One fine day in winter some Ants were busy dry­ing their store of corn, which had got rather damp dur­ing a long spell of rain. Presently up came a Grasshop­per and begged them to spare her a few grains, “For,” she said, “I’m simply starving.” The Ants stopped work for a mo­ment, though this was against their prin­ciples. “May we ask,” said they, “what you were do­ing with your­self all last sum­mer? Why didn’t you col­lect a store of food for the winter?” “The fact is,” replied the Grasshop­per, “I was so busy singing that I hadn’t the time.” “If you spent the sum­mer singing,” replied the Ants, “you can’t do bet­ter than spend the winter dan­cing.” And they chuckled and went on with their work.

		


			The Farmer and the Viper

			One winter a Farm­er found a Vi­per frozen and numb with cold, and out of pity picked it up and placed it in his bos­om. The Vi­per was no soon­er re­vived by the warmth than it turned upon its be­ne­fact­or and in­flic­ted a fatal bite upon him; and as the poor man lay dy­ing, he cried, “I have only got what I de­served, for tak­ing com­pas­sion on so vil­lain­ous a creature.”

			
				Kind­ness is thrown away upon the evil.

			
		


			The Two Frogs

			Two Frogs were neigh­bours. One lived in a marsh, where there was plenty of wa­ter, which frogs love: the oth­er in a lane some dis­tance away, where all the wa­ter to be had was that which lay in the ruts after rain. The Marsh Frog warned his friend and pressed him to come and live with him in the marsh, for he would find his quar­ters there far more com­fort­able and—what was still more im­port­ant—more safe. But the oth­er re­fused, say­ing that he could not bring him­self to move from a place to which he had be­come ac­cus­tomed. A few days af­ter­wards a heavy wag­on came down the lane, and he was crushed to death un­der the wheels.

		


			The Cobbler Turned Doctor

			A very un­skil­ful Cob­bler, find­ing him­self un­able to make a liv­ing at his trade, gave up mend­ing boots and took to doc­tor­ing in­stead. He gave out that he had the secret of a uni­ver­sal an­ti­dote against all pois­ons, and ac­quired no small repu­ta­tion, thanks to his tal­ent for puff­ing him­self. One day, how­ever, he fell very ill; and the King of the coun­try be­thought him that he would test the value of his rem­edy. Call­ing, there­fore, for a cup, he poured out a dose of the an­ti­dote, and, un­der pre­tence of mix­ing pois­on with it, ad­ded a little wa­ter, and com­manded him to drink it. Ter­ri­fied by the fear of be­ing poisoned, the Cob­bler con­fessed that he knew noth­ing about medi­cine, and that his an­ti­dote was worth­less. Then the King summoned his sub­jects and ad­dressed them as fol­lows: “What folly could be great­er than yours? Here is this Cob­bler to whom no one will send his boots to be men­ded, and yet you have not hes­it­ated to en­trust him with your lives!”

		


			The Ass, the Cock, and the Lion

			An Ass and a Cock were in a cattle-pen to­geth­er. Presently a Li­on, who had been starving for days, came along and was just about to fall upon the Ass and make a meal of him when the Cock, rising to his full height and flap­ping his wings vig­or­ously, uttered a tre­mend­ous crow. Now, if there is one thing that fright­ens a Li­on, it is the crow­ing of a Cock: and this one had no soon­er heard the noise than he fled. The Ass was migh­tily elated at this, and thought that, if the Li­on couldn’t face a Cock, he would be still less likely to stand up to an Ass: so he ran out and pur­sued him. But when the two had got well out of sight and hear­ing of the Cock, the Li­on sud­denly turned upon the Ass and ate him up.

			
				False con­fid­ence of­ten leads to dis­aster.

			
		


			The Belly and the Members

			The Mem­bers of the Body once re­belled against the Belly. “You,” they said to the Belly, “live in lux­ury and sloth, and nev­er do a stroke of work; while we not only have to do all the hard work there is to be done, but are ac­tu­ally your slaves and have to min­is­ter to all your wants. Now, we will do so no longer, and you can shift for your­self for the fu­ture.” They were as good as their word, and left the Belly to starve. The res­ult was just what might have been ex­pec­ted: the whole Body soon began to fail, and the Mem­bers and all shared in the gen­er­al col­lapse. And then they saw too late how fool­ish they had been.

		


			The Bald Man and the Fly

			A Fly settled on the head of a Bald Man and bit him. In his eager­ness to kill it, he hit him­self a smart slap. But the Fly es­caped, and said to him in de­ri­sion, “You tried to kill me for just one little bite; what will you do to your­self now, for the heavy smack you have just giv­en your­self?” “Oh, for that blow I bear no grudge,” he replied, “for I nev­er in­ten­ded my­self any harm; but as for you, you con­tempt­ible in­sect, who live by suck­ing hu­man blood, I’d have borne a good deal more than that for the sat­is­fac­tion of dash­ing the life out of you!”

		


			The Ass and the Wolf

			An Ass was feed­ing in a mead­ow, and, catch­ing sight of his en­emy the Wolf in the dis­tance, pre­ten­ded to be very lame and hobbled pain­fully along. When the Wolf came up, he asked the Ass how he came to be so lame, and the Ass replied that in go­ing through a hedge he had trod­den on a thorn, and he begged the Wolf to pull it out with his teeth, “In case,” he said, “when you eat me, it should stick in your throat and hurt you very much.” The Wolf said he would, and told the Ass to lift up his foot, and gave his whole mind to get­ting out the thorn. But the Ass sud­denly let out with his heels and fetched the Wolf a fear­ful kick in the mouth, break­ing his teeth; and then he gal­loped off at full speed. As soon as he could speak the Wolf growled to him­self, “It serves me right: my fath­er taught me to kill, and I ought to have stuck to that trade in­stead of at­tempt­ing to cure.”

		


			The Monkey and the Camel

			At a gath­er­ing of all the beasts the Mon­key gave an ex­hib­i­tion of dan­cing and en­ter­tained the com­pany vastly. There was great ap­plause at the fin­ish, which ex­cited the envy of the Camel and made him de­sire to win the fa­vour of the as­sembly by the same means. So he got up from his place and began dan­cing, but he cut such a ri­dicu­lous fig­ure as he plunged about, and made such a grot­esque ex­hib­i­tion of his un­gainly per­son, that the beasts all fell upon him with ri­dicule and drove him away.

		


			The Sick Man and the Doctor

			A Sick Man re­ceived a vis­it from his Doc­tor, who asked him how he was. “Fairly well, Doc­tor,” said he, “but I find I sweat a great deal.” “Ah,” said the Doc­tor, “that’s a good sign.” On his next vis­it he asked the same ques­tion, and his pa­tient replied, “I’m much as usu­al, but I’ve taken to hav­ing shiv­er­ing fits, which leave me cold all over.” “Ah,” said the Doc­tor, “that’s a good sign too.” When he came the third time and in­quired as be­fore about his pa­tient’s health, the Sick Man said that he felt very fe­ver­ish. “A very good sign,” said the Doc­tor; “you are do­ing very nicely in­deed.” Af­ter­wards a friend came to see the in­val­id, and on ask­ing him how he did, re­ceived this reply: “My dear friend, I’m dy­ing of good signs.”

		


			The Travellers and the Plane-Tree

			Two Trav­el­lers were walk­ing along a bare and dusty road in the heat of a sum­mer’s day. Com­ing presently to a Plane-tree, they joy­fully turned aside to shel­ter from the burn­ing rays of the sun in the deep shade of its spread­ing branches. As they res­ted, look­ing up in­to the tree, one of them re­marked to his com­pan­ion, “What a use­less tree the Plane is! It bears no fruit and is of no ser­vice to man at all.” The Plane-tree in­ter­rup­ted him with in­dig­na­tion. “You un­grate­ful creature!” it cried: “you come and take shel­ter un­der me from the scorch­ing sun, and then, in the very act of en­joy­ing the cool shade of my fo­liage, you ab­use me and call me good for noth­ing!”

			
				Many a ser­vice is met with in­grat­it­ude.

			
		


			The Flea and the Ox

			A Flea once said to an Ox, “How comes it that a big strong fel­low like you is con­tent to serve man­kind, and do all their hard work for them, while I, who am no big­ger than you see, live on their bod­ies and drink my fill of their blood, and nev­er do a stroke for it all?” To which the Ox replied, “Men are very kind to me, and so I am grate­ful to them: they feed and house me well, and every now and then they show their fond­ness for me by pat­ting me on the head and neck.” “They’d pat me, too,” said the Flea, “if I let them: but I take good care they don’t, or there would be noth­ing left of me.”

		


			The Birds, the Beasts, and the Bat

			The Birds were at war with the Beasts, and many battles were fought with vary­ing suc­cess on either side. The Bat did not throw in his lot def­in­itely with either party, but when things went well for the Birds he was found fight­ing in their ranks; when, on the oth­er hand, the Beasts got the up­per hand, he was to be found among the Beasts. No one paid any at­ten­tion to him while the war las­ted: but when it was over, and peace was re­stored, neither the Birds nor the Beasts would have any­thing to do with so double-faced a trait­or, and so he re­mains to this day a sol­it­ary out­cast from both.

		


			The Man and His Two Sweethearts

			A Man of middle age, whose hair was turn­ing grey, had two Sweet­hearts, an old wo­man and a young one. The eld­er of the two didn’t like hav­ing a lov­er who looked so much young­er than her­self; so, whenev­er he came to see her, she used to pull the dark hairs out of his head to make him look old. The young­er, on the oth­er hand, didn’t like him to look so much older than her­self, and took every op­por­tun­ity of pulling out the grey hairs, to make him look young. Between them, they left not a hair in his head, and he be­came per­fectly bald.

		


			The Eagle, the Jackdaw, and the Shepherd

			One day a Jack­daw saw an Eagle swoop down on a lamb and carry it off in its talons. “My word,” said the Jack­daw, “I’ll do that my­self.” So it flew high up in­to the air, and then came shoot­ing down with a great whirr­ing of wings on to the back of a big ram. It had no soon­er alighted than its claws got caught fast in the wool, and noth­ing it could do was of any use: there it stuck, flap­ping away, and only mak­ing things worse in­stead of bet­ter. By and by up came the Shep­herd. “Oho,” he said, “so that’s what you’d be do­ing, is it?” And he took the Jack­daw, and clipped its wings and car­ried it home to his chil­dren. It looked so odd that they didn’t know what to make of it. “What sort of bird is it, fath­er?” they asked. “It’s a Jack­daw,” he replied, “and noth­ing but a Jack­daw: but it wants to be taken for an Eagle.”

			
				If you at­tempt what is bey­ond your power, your trouble will be wasted and you court not only mis­for­tune but ri­dicule.

			
		


			The Wolf and the Boy

			A Wolf, who had just en­joyed a good meal and was in a play­ful mood, caught sight of a Boy ly­ing flat upon the ground, and, real­ising that he was try­ing to hide, and that it was fear of him­self that made him do this, he went up to him and said, “Aha, I’ve found you, you see; but if you can say three things to me, the truth of which can­not be dis­puted, I will spare your life.” The Boy plucked up cour­age and thought for a mo­ment, and then he said, “First, it is a pity you saw me; secondly, I was a fool to let my­self be seen; and thirdly, we all hate wolves be­cause they are al­ways mak­ing un­pro­voked at­tacks upon our flocks.” The Wolf replied, “Well, what you say is true enough from your point of view; so you may go.”

		


			The Miller, His Son, and Their Ass

			A Miller, ac­com­pan­ied by his young Son, was driv­ing his Ass to mar­ket in hopes of find­ing a pur­chaser for him. On the road they met a troop of girls, laugh­ing and talk­ing, who ex­claimed, “Did you ever see such a pair of fools? To be trudging along the dusty road when they might be rid­ing!” The Miller thought there was sense in what they said; so he made his Son mount the Ass, and him­self walked at the side. Presently they met some of his old cronies, who greeted them and said, “You’ll spoil that Son of yours, let­ting him ride while you toil along on foot! Make him walk, young lazy­bones! It’ll do him all the good in the world.” The Miller fol­lowed their ad­vice, and took his Son’s place on the back of the Ass while the boy trudged along be­hind. They had not gone far when they over­took a party of wo­men and chil­dren, and the Miller heard them say, “What a selfish old man! He him­self rides in com­fort, but lets his poor little boy fol­low as best he can on his own legs!” So he made his Son get up be­hind him. Fur­ther along the road they met some trav­el­lers, who asked the Miller wheth­er the Ass he was rid­ing was his own prop­erty, or a beast hired for the oc­ca­sion. He replied that it was his own, and that he was tak­ing it to mar­ket to sell. “Good heav­ens!” said they, “with a load like that the poor beast will be so ex­hausted by the time he gets there that no one will look at him. Why, you’d do bet­ter to carry him!” “Any­thing to please you,” said the old man, “we can but try.” So they got off, tied the Ass’s legs to­geth­er with a rope and slung him on a pole, and at last reached the town, car­ry­ing him between them. This was so ab­surd a sight that the people ran out in crowds to laugh at it, and chaffed the Fath­er and Son un­mer­ci­fully, some even call­ing them lun­at­ics. They had then got to a bridge over the river, where the Ass, frightened by the noise and his un­usu­al situ­ation, kicked and struggled till he broke the ropes that bound him, and fell in­to the wa­ter and was drowned. Whereupon the un­for­tu­nate Miller, vexed and ashamed, made the best of his way home again, con­vinced that in try­ing to please all he had pleased none, and had lost his Ass in­to the bar­gain.

		


			The Stag and the Vine

			A Stag, pur­sued by the hunts­men, con­cealed him­self un­der cov­er of a thick Vine. They lost track of him and passed by his hid­ing-place without be­ing aware that he was any­where near. Sup­pos­ing all danger to be over, he presently began to browse on the leaves of the Vine. The move­ment drew the at­ten­tion of the re­turn­ing hunts­men, and one of them, sup­pos­ing some an­im­al to be hid­den there, shot an ar­row at a ven­ture in­to the fo­liage. The un­lucky Stag was pierced to the heart, and, as he ex­pired, he said, “I de­serve my fate for my treach­ery in feed­ing upon the leaves of my pro­tect­or.”

			
				In­grat­it­ude some­times brings its own pun­ish­ment.

			
		


			The Lamb Chased by a Wolf

			A Wolf was chas­ing a Lamb, which took refuge in a temple. The Wolf urged it to come out of the pre­cincts, and said, “If you don’t, the priest is sure to catch you and of­fer you up in sac­ri­fice on the al­tar.” To which the Lamb replied, “Thanks, I think I’ll stay where I am: I’d rather be sac­ri­ficed any day than be eaten up by a Wolf.”

		


			The Archer and the Lion

			An Arch­er went up in­to the hills to get some sport with his bow, and all the an­im­als fled at the sight of him with the ex­cep­tion of the Li­on, who stayed be­hind and chal­lenged him to fight. But he shot an ar­row at the Li­on and hit him, and said, “There, you see what my mes­sen­ger can do: just you wait a mo­ment and I’ll tackle you my­self.” The Li­on, how­ever, when he felt the sting of the ar­row, ran away as fast as his legs could carry him. A fox, who had seen it all hap­pen, said to the Li­on, “Come, don’t be a cow­ard: why don’t you stay and show fight?” But the Li­on replied, “You won’t get me to stay, not you: why, when he sends a mes­sen­ger like that be­fore him, he must him­self be a ter­rible fel­low to deal with.”

			
				Give a wide berth to those who can do dam­age at a dis­tance.

			
		


			The Wolf and the Goat

			A Wolf caught sight of a Goat brows­ing above him on the scanty herb­age that grew on the top of a steep rock; and be­ing un­able to get at her, tried to in­duce her to come lower down. “You are risk­ing your life up there, madam, in­deed you are,” he called out: “pray take my ad­vice and come down here, where you will find plenty of bet­ter food.” The Goat turned a know­ing eye upon him. “It’s little you care wheth­er I get good grass or bad,” said she: “what you want is to eat me.”

		


			The Sick Stag

			A Stag fell sick and lay in a clear­ing in the forest, too weak to move from the spot. When the news of his ill­ness spread, a num­ber of the oth­er beasts came to in­quire after his health, and they one and all nibbled a little of the grass that grew round the in­val­id till at last there was not a blade with­in his reach. In a few days he began to mend, but was still too feeble to get up and go in search of fod­der; and thus he per­ished miser­ably of hun­ger ow­ing to the thought­less­ness of his friends.

		


			The Ass and the Mule

			A cer­tain man who had an Ass and a Mule loaded them both up one day and set out upon a jour­ney. So long as the road was fairly level, the Ass got on very well: but by and by they came to a place among the hills where the road was very rough and steep, and the Ass was at his last gasp. So he begged the Mule to re­lieve him of a part of his load: but the Mule re­fused. At last, from sheer wear­i­ness, the Ass stumbled and fell down a steep place and was killed. The driver was in des­pair, but he did the best he could: he ad­ded the Ass’s load to the Mule’s, and he also flayed the Ass and put his skin on the top of the double load. The Mule could only just man­age the ex­tra weight, and, as he staggered pain­fully along, he said to him­self, “I have only got what I de­served: if I had been will­ing to help the Ass at first, I should not now be car­ry­ing his load and his skin in­to the bar­gain.”

		


			Brother and Sister

			A cer­tain man had two chil­dren, a boy and a girl: and the boy was as good-look­ing as the girl was plain. One day, as they were play­ing to­geth­er in their moth­er’s cham­ber, they chanced upon a mir­ror and saw their own fea­tures for the first time. The boy saw what a hand­some fel­low he was, and began to boast to his Sis­ter about his good looks: she, on her part, was ready to cry with vex­a­tion when she was aware of her plain­ness, and took his re­marks as an in­sult to her­self. Run­ning to her fath­er, she told him of her Broth­er’s con­ceit, and ac­cused him of med­dling with his moth­er’s things. He laughed and kissed them both, and said, “My chil­dren, learn from now on­wards to make a good use of the glass. You, my boy, strive to be as good as it shows you to be hand­some; and you, my girl, re­solve to make up for the plain­ness of your fea­tures by the sweet­ness of your dis­pos­i­tion.”

		


			The Heifer and the Ox

			A Heifer went up to an Ox, who was strain­ing hard at the plough, and sym­path­ised with him in a rather pat­ron­ising sort of way on the ne­ces­sity of his hav­ing to work so hard. Not long af­ter­wards there was a fest­iv­al in the vil­lage and every­one kept hol­i­day: but, where­as the Ox was turned loose in­to the pas­ture, the Heifer was seized and led off to sac­ri­fice. “Ah,” said the Ox, with a grim smile, “I see now why you were al­lowed to have such an idle time: it was be­cause you were al­ways in­ten­ded for the al­tar.”

		


			The Kingdom of the Lion

			When the Li­on reigned over the beasts of the earth he was nev­er cruel or tyr­an­nic­al, but as gentle and just as a King ought to be. Dur­ing his reign he called a gen­er­al as­sembly of the beasts, and drew up a code of laws un­der which all were to live in per­fect equal­ity and har­mony: the wolf and the lamb, the ti­ger and the stag, the leo­pard and the kid, the dog and the hare, all should dwell side by side in un­broken peace and friend­ship. The hare said, “Oh! how I have longed for this day when the weak take their place without fear by the side of the strong!”

		


			The Ass and His Driver

			An Ass was be­ing driv­en down a moun­tain road, and after jog­ging along for a while sens­ibly enough he sud­denly quit­ted the track and rushed to the edge of a pre­cip­ice. He was just about to leap over the edge when his Driver caught hold of his tail and did his best to pull him back: but pull as he might he couldn’t get the Ass to budge from the brink. At last he gave up, cry­ing, “All right, then, get to the bot­tom your own way; but it’s the way to sud­den death, as you’ll find out quick enough.”

		


			The Lion and the Hare

			A Li­on found a Hare sleep­ing in her form, and was just go­ing to de­vour her when he caught sight of a passing stag. Drop­ping the Hare, he at once made for the big­ger game; but find­ing, after a long chase, that he could not over­take the stag, he aban­doned the at­tempt and came back for the Hare. When he reached the spot, how­ever, he found she was nowhere to be seen, and he had to go without his din­ner. “It serves me right,” he said; “I should have been con­tent with what I had got, in­stead of hanker­ing after a bet­ter prize.”

		


			The Wolves and the Dogs

			Once upon a time the Wolves said to the Dogs, “Why should we con­tin­ue to be en­emies any longer? You are very like us in most ways: the main dif­fer­ence between us is one of train­ing only. We live a life of free­dom; but you are en­slaved to man­kind, who beat you, and put heavy col­lars round your necks, and com­pel you to keep watch over their flocks and herds for them, and, to crown all, they give you noth­ing but bones to eat. Don’t put up with it any longer, but hand over the flocks to us, and we will all live on the fat of the land and feast to­geth­er.” The Dogs al­lowed them­selves to be per­suaded by these words, and ac­com­pan­ied the Wolves in­to their den. But no soon­er were they well in­side than the Wolves set upon them and tore them to pieces.

			
				Trait­ors richly de­serve their fate.

			
		


			The Bull and the Calf

			A full-grown Bull was strug­gling to force his huge bulk through the nar­row en­trance to a cow-house where his stall was, when a young Calf came up and said to him, “If you’ll step aside a mo­ment, I’ll show you the way to get through.” The Bull turned upon him an amused look. “I knew that way,” said he, “be­fore you were born.”

		


			The Trees and the Axe

			A Wood­man went in­to the forest and begged of the Trees the fa­vour of a handle for his Axe. The prin­cip­al Trees at once agreed to so mod­est a re­quest, and un­hes­it­at­ingly gave him a young ash sap­ling, out of which he fash­ioned the handle he de­sired. No soon­er had he done so than he set to work to fell the noblest Trees in the wood. When they saw the use to which he was put­ting their gift, they cried, “Alas! alas! We are un­done, but we are ourselves to blame. The little we gave has cost us all: had we not sac­ri­ficed the rights of the ash, we might ourselves have stood for ages.”

		


			The Astronomer

			There was once an As­tro­nomer whose habit it was to go out at night and ob­serve the stars. One night, as he was walk­ing about out­side the town gates, gaz­ing up ab­sorbed in­to the sky and not look­ing where he was go­ing, he fell in­to a dry well. As he lay there groan­ing, someone passing by heard him, and, com­ing to the edge of the well, looked down and, on learn­ing what had happened, said, “If you really mean to say that you were look­ing so hard at the sky that you didn’t even see where your feet were car­ry­ing you along the ground, it ap­pears to me that you de­serve all you’ve got.”

		


			The Labourer and the Snake

			A La­bour­er’s little son was bit­ten by a Snake and died of the wound. The fath­er was be­side him­self with grief, and in his an­ger against the Snake he caught up an axe and went and stood close to the Snake’s hole, and watched for a chance of killing it. Presently the Snake came out, and the man aimed a blow at it, but only suc­ceeded in cut­ting off the tip of its tail be­fore it wriggled in again. He then tried to get it to come out a second time, pre­tend­ing that he wished to make up the quar­rel. But the Snake said, “I can nev­er be your friend be­cause of my lost tail, nor you mine be­cause of your lost child.”

			
				In­jur­ies are nev­er for­got­ten in the pres­ence of those who caused them.

			
		


			The Cage-Bird and the Bat

			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 event.

			
		


			The Ass and His Purchaser

			A Man who wanted to buy an Ass went to mar­ket, and, com­ing across a likely-look­ing beast, ar­ranged with the own­er that he should be al­lowed to take him home on tri­al to see what he was like. When he reached home, he put him in­to his stable along with the oth­er asses. The new­comer took a look round, and im­me­di­ately went and chose a place next to the lazi­est and greed­i­est beast in the stable. When the mas­ter saw this he put a hal­ter on him at once, and led him off and handed him over to his own­er again. The lat­ter was a good deal sur­prised to see him back so soon, and said, “Why, do you mean to say you have tested him already?” “I don’t want to put him through any more tests,” replied the oth­er: “I could see what sort of beast he is from the com­pan­ion he chose for him­self.”

			
				A man is known by the com­pany he keeps.

			
		


			The Kid and the Wolf

			A Kid strayed from the flock and was chased by a Wolf. When he saw he must be caught he turned round and said to the Wolf, “I know, sir, that I can’t es­cape be­ing eaten by you: and so, as my life is bound to be short, I pray you let it be as merry as may be. Will you not play me a tune to dance to be­fore I die?” The Wolf saw no ob­jec­tion to hav­ing some mu­sic be­fore his din­ner: so he took out his pipe and began to play, while the Kid danced be­fore him. Be­fore many minutes were passed the gods who guarded the flock heard the sound and came up to see what was go­ing on. They no soon­er clapped eyes on the Wolf than they gave chase and drove him away. As he ran off, he turned and said to the Kid, “It’s what I thor­oughly de­serve: my trade is the butcher’s, and I had no busi­ness to turn piper to please you.”

		


			The Debtor and His Sow

			A Man of Athens fell in­to debt and was pressed for the money by his cred­it­or; but he had no means of pay­ing at the time, so he begged for delay. But the cred­it­or re­fused and said he must pay at once. Then the Debt­or fetched a Sow—the only one he had—and took her to mar­ket to of­fer her for sale. It happened that his cred­it­or was there too. Presently a buy­er came along and asked if the Sow pro­duced good lit­ters. “Yes,” said the Debt­or, “very fine ones; and the re­mark­able thing is that she pro­duces fe­males at the Mys­ter­ies and males at the Pana­thenea.” (Fest­ivals these were: and the Atheni­ans al­ways sac­ri­fice a sow at one, and a boar at the oth­er; while at the Di­onysia they sac­ri­fice a kid.) At that the cred­it­or, who was stand­ing by, put in, “Don’t be sur­prised, sir; why, still bet­ter, at the Di­onysia this Sow has kids!”

		


			The Bald Huntsman

			A Man who had lost all his hair took to wear­ing a wig, and one day he went out hunt­ing. It was blow­ing rather hard at the time, and he hadn’t gone far be­fore a gust of wind caught his hat and car­ried it off, and his wig too, much to the amuse­ment of the hunt. But he quite entered in­to the joke, and said, “Ah, well! the hair that wig is made of didn’t stick to the head on which it grew; so it’s no won­der it won’t stick to mine.”

		


			The Herdsman and the Lost Bull

			A Herds­man was tend­ing his cattle when he missed a young Bull, one of the finest of the herd. He went at once to look for him, but, meet­ing with no suc­cess in his search, he made a vow that, if he should dis­cov­er the thief, he would sac­ri­fice a calf to Jupiter. Con­tinu­ing his search, he entered a thick­et, where he presently es­pied a li­on de­vour­ing the lost Bull. Ter­ri­fied with fear, he raised his hands to heav­en and cried, “Great Jupiter, I vowed I would sac­ri­fice a calf to thee if I should dis­cov­er the thief: but now a full-grown Bull I prom­ise thee if only I my­self es­cape un­hurt from his clutches.”

		


			The Mule

			One morn­ing a Mule, who had too much to eat and too little to do, began to think him­self a very fine fel­low in­deed, and frisked about say­ing, “My fath­er was un­doubtedly a high-spir­ited horse and I take after him en­tirely.” But very soon af­ter­wards he was put in­to the har­ness and com­pelled to go a very long way with a heavy load be­hind him. At the end of the day, ex­hausted by his un­usu­al ex­er­tions, he said de­jec­tedly to him­self, “I must have been mis­taken about my fath­er; he can only have been an ass after all.”

		


			The Hound and the Fox

			A Hound, roam­ing in the forest, spied a li­on, and be­ing well used to less­er game, gave chase, think­ing he would make a fine quarry. Presently the li­on per­ceived that he was be­ing pur­sued; so, stop­ping short, he roun­ded on his pur­suer and gave a loud roar. The Hound im­me­di­ately turned tail and fled. A Fox, see­ing him run­ning away, jeered at him and said, “Ho! ho! There goes the cow­ard who chased a li­on and ran away the mo­ment he roared!”

		


			The Father and His Daughters

			A Man had two Daugh­ters, one of whom he gave in mar­riage to a garden­er, and the oth­er to a pot­ter. After a time he thought he would go and see how they were get­ting on; and first he went to the garden­er’s wife. He asked her how she was, and how things were go­ing with her­self and her hus­band. She replied that on the whole they were do­ing very well: “But,” she con­tin­ued, “I do wish we could have some good heavy rain: the garden wants it badly.” Then he went on to the pot­ter’s wife and made the same in­quir­ies of her. She replied that she and her hus­band had noth­ing to com­plain of: “But,” she went on, “I do wish we could have some nice dry weath­er, to dry the pot­tery.” Her Fath­er looked at her with a hu­mor­ous ex­pres­sion on his face. “You want dry weath­er,” he said, “and your sis­ter wants rain. I was go­ing to ask in my pray­ers that your wishes should be gran­ted; but now it strikes me I had bet­ter not refer to the sub­ject.”

		


			The Thief and the Innkeeper

			A Thief hired a room at an inn, and stayed there some days on the lookout for some­thing to steal. No op­por­tun­ity, how­ever, presen­ted it­self, till one day, when there was a fest­iv­al to be cel­eb­rated, the Innkeep­er ap­peared in a fine new coat and sat down be­fore the door of the inn for an air­ing. The Thief no soon­er set eyes upon the coat than he longed to get pos­ses­sion of it. There was no busi­ness do­ing, so he went and took a seat by the side of the Innkeep­er, and began talk­ing to him. They con­versed to­geth­er for some time, and then the Thief sud­denly yawned and howled like a wolf. The Innkeep­er asked him in some con­cern what ailed him. The Thief replied, “I will tell you about my­self, sir, but first I must beg you to take charge of my clothes for me, for I in­tend to leave them with you. Why I have these fits of yawn­ing I can­not tell: maybe they are sent as a pun­ish­ment for my mis­deeds; but, whatever the reas­on, the facts are that when I have yawned three times I be­come a raven­ing wolf and fly at men’s throats.” As he fin­ished speak­ing he yawned a second time and howled again as be­fore. The Innkeep­er, be­liev­ing every word he said, and ter­ri­fied at the pro­spect of be­ing con­fron­ted with a wolf, got up hast­ily and star­ted to run in­doors; but the Thief caught him by the coat and tried to stop him, cry­ing, “Stay, sir, stay, and take charge of my clothes, or else I shall nev­er see them again.” As he spoke he opened his mouth and began to yawn for the third time. The Innkeep­er, mad with the fear of be­ing eaten by a wolf, slipped out of his coat, which re­mained in the oth­er’s hands, and bolted in­to the inn and locked the door be­hind him; and the Thief then quietly stole off with his spoil.

		


			The Pack-Ass and the Wild Ass

			A Wild Ass, who was wan­der­ing idly about, one day came upon a Pack-Ass ly­ing at full length in a sunny spot and thor­oughly en­joy­ing him­self. Go­ing up to him, he said, “What a lucky beast you are! Your sleek coat shows how well you live: how I envy you!” Not long after the Wild Ass saw his ac­quaint­ance again, but this time he was car­ry­ing a heavy load, and his driver was fol­low­ing be­hind and beat­ing him with a thick stick. “Ah, my friend,” said the Wild Ass, “I don’t envy you any more: for I see you pay dear for your com­forts.”

			
				Ad­vant­ages that are dearly bought are doubt­ful bless­ings.

			
		


			The Ass and His Masters

			A Garden­er had an Ass which had a very hard time of it, what with scanty food, heavy loads, and con­stant beat­ing. The Ass there­fore begged Jupiter to take him away from the Garden­er and hand him over to an­oth­er mas­ter. So Jupiter sent Mer­cury to the Garden­er to bid him sell the Ass to a Pot­ter, which he did. But the Ass was as dis­con­ten­ted as ever, for he had to work harder than be­fore: so he begged Jupiter for re­lief a second time, and Jupiter very ob­li­gingly ar­ranged that he should be sold to a Tan­ner. But when the Ass saw what his new mas­ter’s trade was, he cried in des­pair, “Why wasn’t I con­tent to serve either of my former mas­ters, hard as I had to work and badly as I was treated? for they would have bur­ied me de­cently, but now I shall come in the end to the tan­ning-vat.”

			
				Ser­vants don’t know a good mas­ter till they have served a worse.

			
		


			The Pack-Ass, the Wild Ass, and the Lion

			A Wild Ass saw a Pack-Ass jog­ging along un­der a heavy load, and taunted him with the con­di­tion of slavery in which he lived, in these words: “What a vile lot is yours com­pared with mine! I am free as the air, and nev­er do a stroke of work; and, as for fod­der, I have only to go to the hills and there I find far more than enough for my needs. But you! you de­pend on your mas­ter for food, and he makes you carry heavy loads every day and beats you un­mer­ci­fully.” At that mo­ment a Li­on ap­peared on the scene, and made no at­tempt to mo­lest the Pack-Ass ow­ing to the pres­ence of the driver; but he fell upon the Wild Ass, who had no one to pro­tect him, and without more ado made a meal of him.

			
				It is no use be­ing your own mas­ter un­less you can stand up for your­self.

			
		


			The Ant

			Ants were once men and made their liv­ing by tilling the soil. But, not con­tent with the res­ults of their own work, they were al­ways cast­ing long­ing eyes upon the crops and fruits of their neigh­bours, which they stole, whenev­er they got the chance, and ad­ded to their own store. At last their cov­et­ous­ness made Jupiter so angry that he changed them in­to Ants. But, though their forms were changed, their nature re­mained the same: and so, to this day, they go about among the corn­fields and gath­er the fruits of oth­ers’ la­bour, and store them up for their own use.

			
				You may pun­ish a thief, but his bent re­mains.

			
		


			The Frogs and the Well

			Two Frogs lived to­geth­er in a marsh. But one hot sum­mer the marsh dried up, and they left it to look for an­oth­er place to live in: for frogs like damp places if they can get them. By and by they came to a deep well, and one of them looked down in­to it, and said to the oth­er, “This looks a nice cool place: let us jump in and settle here.” But the oth­er, who had a wiser head on his shoulders, replied, “Not so fast, my friend: sup­pos­ing this well dried up like the marsh, how should we get out again?”

			
				Think twice be­fore you act.

			
		


			The Crab and the Fox

			A Crab once left the sea­shore and went and settled in a mead­ow some way in­land, which looked very nice and green and seemed likely to be a good place to feed in. But a hungry Fox came along and spied the Crab and caught him. Just as he was go­ing to be eaten up, the Crab said, “This is just what I de­serve; for I had no busi­ness to leave my nat­ur­al home by the sea and settle here as though I be­longed to the land.”

			
				Be con­tent with your lot.

			
		


			The Fox and the Grasshopper

			A Grasshop­per sat chirp­ing in the branches of a tree. A Fox heard her, and, think­ing what a dainty morsel she would make, he tried to get her down by a trick. Stand­ing be­low in full view of her, he praised her song in the most flat­ter­ing terms, and begged her to des­cend, say­ing he would like to make the ac­quaint­ance of the own­er of so beau­ti­ful a voice. But she was not to be taken in, and replied, “You are very much mis­taken, my dear sir, if you ima­gine I am go­ing to come down: I keep well out of the way of you and your kind ever since the day when I saw num­bers of grasshop­pers’ wings strewn about the en­trance to a fox’s earth.”

		


			The Farmer, His Boy, and the Rooks

			A Farm­er had just sown a field of wheat, and was keep­ing a care­ful watch over it, for num­bers of Rooks and starlings kept con­tinu­ally set­tling on it and eat­ing up the grain. Along with him went his Boy, car­ry­ing a sling: and whenev­er the Farm­er asked for the sling the starlings un­der­stood what he said and warned the Rooks and they were off in a mo­ment. So the Farm­er hit on a trick. “My lad,” said he, “we must get the bet­ter of these birds some­how. After this, when I want the sling, I won’t say ‘sling,’ but just ‘humph!’ and you must then hand me the sling quickly.” Presently back came the whole flock. “Humph!” said the Farm­er; but the starlings took no no­tice, and he had time to sling sev­er­al stones among them, hit­ting one on the head, an­oth­er in the legs, and an­oth­er in the wing, be­fore they got out of range. As they made all haste away they met some cranes, who asked them what the mat­ter was. “Mat­ter?” said one of the Rooks; “it’s those ras­cals, men, that are the mat­ter. Don’t you go near them. They have a way of say­ing one thing and mean­ing an­oth­er which has just been the death of sev­er­al of our poor friends.”

		


			The Ass and the Dog

			An Ass and a Dog were on their travels to­geth­er, and, as they went along, they found a sealed pack­et ly­ing on the ground. The Ass picked it up, broke the seal, and found it con­tained some writ­ing, which he pro­ceeded to read out aloud to the Dog. As he read on it turned out to be all about grass and bar­ley and hay—in short, all the kinds of fod­der that Asses are fond of. The Dog was a good deal bored with listen­ing to all this, till at last his im­pa­tience got the bet­ter of him, and he cried, “Just skip a few pages, friend, and see if there isn’t some­thing about meat and bones.” The Ass glanced all through the pack­et, but found noth­ing of the sort, and said so. Then the Dog said in dis­gust, “Oh, throw it away, do: what’s the good of a thing like that?”

		


			The Ass Carrying the Image

			A cer­tain man put an Im­age on the back of his Ass to take it to one of the temples of the town. As they went along the road all the people they met un­covered and bowed their heads out of rev­er­ence for the Im­age; but the Ass thought they were do­ing it out of re­spect for him­self, and began to give him­self airs ac­cord­ingly. At last he be­came so con­ceited that he ima­gined he could do as he liked, and, by way of protest against the load he was car­ry­ing, he came to a full stop and flatly de­clined to pro­ceed any fur­ther. His driver, find­ing him so ob­stin­ate, hit him hard and long with his stick, say­ing the while, “Oh, you dun­der-headed idi­ot, do you sup­pose it’s come to this, that men pay wor­ship to an Ass?”

			
				Rude shocks await those who take to them­selves the cred­it that is due to oth­ers.

			
		


			The Athenian and the Theban

			An Atheni­an and a Theban were on the road to­geth­er, and passed the time in con­ver­sa­tion, as is the way of trav­el­lers. After dis­cuss­ing a vari­ety of sub­jects they began to talk about her­oes, a top­ic that tends to be more fer­tile than edi­fy­ing. Each of them was lav­ish in his praises of the her­oes of his own city, un­til even­tu­ally the Theban as­ser­ted that Her­cules was the greatest hero who had ever lived on earth, and now oc­cu­pied a fore­most place among the gods; while the Atheni­an in­sisted that Theseus was far su­per­i­or, for his for­tune had been in every way su­premely blessed, where­as Her­cules had at one time been forced to act as a ser­vant. And he gained his point, for he was a very glib fel­low, like all Atheni­ans; so that the Theban, who was no match for him in talk­ing, cried at last in some dis­gust, “All right, have your way; I only hope that, when our her­oes are angry with us, Athens may suf­fer from the an­ger of Her­cules, and Thebes only from that of Theseus.”

		


			The Goatherd and the Goat

			A Goat­herd was one day gath­er­ing his flock to re­turn to the fold, when one of his goats strayed and re­fused to join the rest. He tried for a long time to get her to re­turn by call­ing and whist­ling to her, but the Goat took no no­tice of him at all; so at last he threw a stone at her and broke one of her horns. In dis­may, he begged her not to tell his mas­ter: but she replied, “You silly fel­low, my horn would cry aloud even if I held my tongue.”

			
				It’s no use try­ing to hide what can’t be hid­den.

			
		


			The Sheep and the Dog

			Once upon a time the Sheep com­plained to the shep­herd about the dif­fer­ence in his treat­ment of them­selves and his Dog. “Your con­duct,” said they, “is very strange and, we think, very un­fair. We provide you with wool and lambs and milk and you give us noth­ing but grass, and even that we have to find for ourselves: but you get noth­ing at all from the Dog, and yet you feed him with tit­bits from your own table.” Their re­marks were over­heard by the Dog, who spoke up at once and said, “Yes, and quite right, too: where would you be if it wasn’t for me? Thieves would steal you! Wolves would eat you! In­deed, if I didn’t keep con­stant watch over you, you would be too ter­ri­fied even to graze!” The Sheep were ob­liged to ac­know­ledge that he spoke the truth, and nev­er again made a griev­ance of the re­gard in which he was held by his mas­ter.

		


			The Shepherd and the Wolf

			A Shep­herd found a Wolf’s Cub stray­ing in the pas­tures, and took him home and reared him along with his dogs. When the Cub grew to his full size, if ever a wolf stole a sheep from the flock, he used to join the dogs in hunt­ing him down. It some­times happened that the dogs failed to come up with the thief, and, abandon­ing the pur­suit, re­turned home. The Wolf would on such oc­ca­sions con­tin­ue the chase by him­self, and when he over­took the cul­prit, would stop and share the feast with him, and then re­turn to the Shep­herd. But if some time passed without a sheep be­ing car­ried off by the wolves, he would steal one him­self and share his plun­der with the dogs. The Shep­herd’s sus­pi­cions were aroused, and one day he caught him in the act; and, fasten­ing a rope round his neck, hung him on the nearest tree.

			
				What’s bred in the bone is sure to come out in the flesh.

			
		


			The Lion, Jupiter, and the Elephant

			The Li­on, for all his size and strength, and his sharp teeth and claws, is a cow­ard in one thing: he can’t bear the sound of a cock crow­ing, and runs away whenev­er he hears it. He com­plained bit­terly to Jupiter for mak­ing him like that; but Jupiter said it wasn’t his fault: he had done the best he could for him, and, con­sid­er­ing this was his only fail­ing, he ought to be well con­tent. The Li­on, how­ever, wouldn’t be com­for­ted, and was so ashamed of his timid­ity that he wished he might die. In this state of mind, he met the Ele­phant and had a talk with him. He no­ticed that the great beast cocked up his ears all the time, as if he were listen­ing for some­thing, and he asked him why he did so. Just then a gnat came hum­ming by, and the Ele­phant said, “Do you see that wretched little buzz­ing in­sect? I’m ter­ribly afraid of its get­ting in­to my ear: if it once gets in, I’m dead and done for.” The Li­on’s spir­its rose at once when he heard this: “For,” he said to him­self, “if the Ele­phant, huge as he is, is afraid of a gnat, I needn’t be so much ashamed of be­ing afraid of a cock, who is ten thou­sand times big­ger than a gnat.”

		


			The Pig and the Sheep

			A Pig found his way in­to a mead­ow where a flock of Sheep were graz­ing. The shep­herd caught him, and was pro­ceed­ing to carry him off to the butcher’s when he set up a loud squeal­ing and struggled to get free. The Sheep re­buked him for mak­ing such a to-do, and said to him, “The shep­herd catches us reg­u­larly and drags us off just like that, and we don’t make any fuss.” “No, I dare say not,” replied the Pig, “but my case and yours are al­to­geth­er dif­fer­ent: he only wants you for wool, but he wants me for ba­con.”

		


			The Gardener and His Dog

			A Garden­er’s Dog fell in­to a deep well, from which his mas­ter used to draw wa­ter for the plants in his garden with a rope and a buck­et. Fail­ing to get the Dog out by means of these, the Garden­er went down in­to the well him­self in or­der to fetch him up. But the Dog thought he had come to make sure of drown­ing him; so he bit his mas­ter as soon as he came with­in reach, and hurt him a good deal, with the res­ult that he left the Dog to his fate and climbed out of the well, re­mark­ing, “It serves me quite right for try­ing to save so de­term­ined a sui­cide.”

		


			The Rivers and the Sea

			Once upon a time all the Rivers com­bined to protest against the ac­tion of the Sea in mak­ing their wa­ters salt. “When we come to you,” said they to the Sea, “we are sweet and drink­able: but when once we have mingled with you, our wa­ters be­come as briny and un­pal­at­able as your own.” The Sea replied shortly, “Keep away from me and you’ll re­main sweet.”

		


			The Lion in Love

			A Li­on fell deeply in love with the daugh­ter of a cot­tager and wanted to marry her; but her fath­er was un­will­ing to give her to so fear­some a hus­band, and yet didn’t want to of­fend the Li­on; so he hit upon the fol­low­ing ex­pedi­ent. He went to the Li­on and said, “I think you will make a very good hus­band for my daugh­ter: but I can­not con­sent to your uni­on un­less you let me draw your teeth and pare your nails, for my daugh­ter is ter­ribly afraid of them.” The Li­on was so much in love that he read­ily agreed that this should be done. When once, how­ever, he was thus dis­armed, the Cot­tager was afraid of him no longer, but drove him away with his club.

		


			The Beekeeper

			A Thief found his way in­to an api­ary when the Bee­keep­er was away, and stole all the honey. When the Keep­er re­turned and found the hives empty, he was very much up­set and stood star­ing at them for some time. Be­fore long the bees came back from gath­er­ing honey, and, find­ing their hives over­turned and the Keep­er stand­ing by, they made for him with their stings. At this he fell in­to a pas­sion and cried, “You un­grate­ful scoun­drels, you let the thief who stole my honey get off scot-free, and then you go and sting me who have al­ways taken such care of you!”

			
				When you hit back make sure you have got the right man.

			
		


			The Wolf and the Horse

			A Wolf on his rambles came to a field of oats, but, not be­ing able to eat them, he was passing on his way when a Horse came along. “Look,” said the Wolf, “here’s a fine field of oats. For your sake I have left it un­touched, and I shall greatly en­joy the sound of your teeth munch­ing the ripe grain.” But the Horse replied, “If wolves could eat oats, my fine friend, you would hardly have in­dulged your ears at the cost of your belly.”

			
				There is no vir­tue in giv­ing to oth­ers what is use­less to one­self.

			
		


			The Bat, the Bramble, and the Seagull

			A Bat, a Bramble, and a Seagull went in­to part­ner­ship and de­term­ined to go on a trad­ing voy­age to­geth­er. The Bat bor­rowed a sum of money for his ven­ture; the Bramble laid in a stock of clothes of vari­ous kinds; and the Seagull took a quant­ity of lead: and so they set out. By and by a great storm came on, and their boat with all the cargo went to the bot­tom, but the three trav­el­lers man­aged to reach land. Ever since then the Seagull flies to and fro over the sea, and every now and then dives be­low the sur­face, look­ing for the lead he’s lost; while the Bat is so afraid of meet­ing his cred­it­ors that he hides away by day and only comes out at night to feed; and the Bramble catches hold of the clothes of every­one who passes by, hop­ing some day to re­cog­nise and re­cov­er the lost gar­ments.

			
				All men are more con­cerned to re­cov­er what they lose than to ac­quire what they lack.

			
		


			The Dog and the Wolf

			A Dog was ly­ing in the sun be­fore a farm­yard gate when a Wolf pounced upon him and was just go­ing to eat him up; but he begged for his life and said, “You see how thin I am and what a wretched meal I should make you now: but if you will only wait a few days my mas­ter is go­ing to give a feast. All the rich scraps and pick­ings will fall to me and I shall get nice and fat: then will be the time for you to eat me.” The Wolf thought this was a very good plan and went away. Some time af­ter­wards he came to the farm­yard again, and found the Dog ly­ing out of reach on the stable roof. “Come down,” he called, “and be eaten: you re­mem­ber our agree­ment?” But the Dog said coolly, “My friend, if ever you catch me ly­ing down by the gate there again, don’t you wait for any feast.”

			
				Once bit­ten, twice shy.

			
		


			The Wasp and the Snake

			A Wasp settled on the head of a Snake, and not only stung him sev­er­al times, but clung ob­stin­ately to the head of his vic­tim. Maddened with pain the Snake tried every means he could think of to get rid of the creature, but without suc­cess. At last he be­came des­per­ate, and cry­ing, “Kill you I will, even at the cost of my own life,” he laid his head with the Wasp on it un­der the wheel of a passing wag­on, and they both per­ished to­geth­er.

		


			The Eagle and the Beetle

			An Eagle was chas­ing a hare, which was run­ning for dear life and was at her wits’ end to know where to turn for help. Presently she es­pied a Beetle, and begged it to aid her. So when the Eagle came up the Beetle warned her not to touch the hare, which was un­der its pro­tec­tion. But the Eagle nev­er no­ticed the Beetle be­cause it was so small, seized the hare and ate her up. The Beetle nev­er for­got this, and used to keep an eye on the Eagle’s nest, and whenev­er the Eagle laid an egg it climbed up and rolled it out of the nest and broke it. At last the Eagle got so wor­ried over the loss of her eggs that she went up to Jupiter, who is the spe­cial pro­tect­or of Eagles, and begged him to give her a safe place to nest in: so he let her lay her eggs in his lap. But the Beetle no­ticed this and made a ball of dirt the size of an Eagle’s egg, and flew up and de­pos­ited it in Jupiter’s lap. When Jupiter saw the dirt, he stood up to shake it out of his robe, and, for­get­ting about the eggs, he shook them out too, and they were broken just as be­fore. Ever since then, they say, Eagles nev­er lay their eggs at the sea­son when Beetles are about.

			
				The weak will some­times find ways to avenge an in­sult, even upon the strong.

			
		


			The Fowler and the Lark

			A Fowl­er was set­ting his nets for little birds when a Lark came up to him and asked him what he was do­ing. “I am en­gaged in found­ing a city,” said he, and with that he with­drew to a short dis­tance and con­cealed him­self. The Lark ex­amined the nets with great curi­os­ity, and presently, catch­ing sight of the bait, hopped on to them in or­der to se­cure it, and be­came en­tangled in the meshes. The Fowl­er then ran up quickly and cap­tured her. “What a fool I was!” said she: “but at any rate, if that’s the kind of city you are found­ing, it’ll be a long time be­fore you find fools enough to fill it.”

		


			The Fisherman Piping

			A Fish­er­man who could play the flute went down one day to the sea­shore with his nets and his flute; and, tak­ing his stand on a pro­ject­ing rock, began to play a tune, think­ing that the mu­sic would bring the fish jump­ing out of the sea. He went on play­ing for some time, but not a fish ap­peared: so at last he threw down his flute and cast his net in­to the sea, and made a great haul of fish. When they were landed and he saw them leap­ing about on the shore, he cried, “You ras­cals! you wouldn’t dance when I piped: but now I’ve stopped, you can do noth­ing else!”

		


			The Weasel and the Man

			A Man once caught a Weasel, which was al­ways sneak­ing about the house, and was just go­ing to drown it in a tub of wa­ter, when it begged hard for its life, and said to him, “Surely you haven’t the heart to put me to death? Think how use­ful I have been in clear­ing your house of the mice and liz­ards which used to in­fest it, and show your grat­it­ude by spar­ing my life.” “You have not been al­to­geth­er use­less, I grant you,” said the Man: “but who killed the fowls? Who stole the meat? No, no! You do much more harm than good, and die you shall.”

		


			The Ploughman, the Ass, and the Ox

			A Plough­man yoked his Ox and his Ass to­geth­er, and set to work to plough his field. It was a poor make­shift of a team, but it was the best he could do, as he had but a single Ox. At the end of the day, when the beasts were loosed from the yoke, the Ass said to the Ox, “Well, we’ve had a hard day: which of us is to carry the mas­ter home?” The Ox looked sur­prised at the ques­tion. “Why,” said he, “you, to be sure, as usu­al.”

		


			Demades and His Fable

			De­mades the orator was once speak­ing in the As­sembly at Athens; but the people were very in­at­tent­ive to what he was say­ing, so he stopped and said, “Gen­tle­men, I should like to tell you one of Aesop’s fables.” This made every­one listen in­tently. Then De­mades began: “De­meter, a Swal­low, and an Eel were once trav­el­ling to­geth­er, and came to a river without a bridge: the Swal­low flew over it, and the Eel swam across”; and then he stopped. “What happened to De­meter?” cried sev­er­al people in the audi­ence. “De­meter,” he replied, “is very angry with you for listen­ing to fables when you ought to be mind­ing pub­lic busi­ness.”

		


			The Monkey and the Dolphin

			When people go on a voy­age they of­ten take with them lap­dogs or mon­keys as pets to wile away the time. Thus it fell out that a man re­turn­ing to Athens from the East had a pet Mon­key on board with him. As they neared the coast of At­tica a great storm burst upon them, and the ship cap­sized. All on board were thrown in­to the wa­ter, and tried to save them­selves by swim­ming, the Mon­key among the rest. A Dol­phin saw him, and, sup­pos­ing him to be a man, took him on his back and began swim­ming to­wards the shore. When they got near the Pir­aeus, which is the port of Athens, the Dol­phin asked the Mon­key if he was an Atheni­an. The Mon­key replied that he was, and ad­ded that he came of a very dis­tin­guished fam­ily. “Then, of course, you know the Pir­aeus,” con­tin­ued the Dol­phin. The Mon­key thought he was re­fer­ring to some high of­fi­cial or oth­er, and replied, “Oh, yes, he’s a very old friend of mine.” At that, de­tect­ing his hy­po­crisy, the Dol­phin was so dis­gus­ted that he dived be­low the sur­face, and the un­for­tu­nate Mon­key was quickly drowned.

		


			The Crow and the Snake

			A hungry Crow spied a Snake ly­ing asleep in a sunny spot, and, pick­ing it up in his claws, he was car­ry­ing it off to a place where he could make a meal of it without be­ing dis­turbed, when the Snake reared its head and bit him. It was a pois­on­ous Snake, and the bite was fatal, and the dy­ing Crow said, “What a cruel fate is mine! I thought I had made a lucky find, and it has cost me my life!”

		


			The Dogs and the Fox

			Some Dogs once found a li­on’s skin, and were wor­ry­ing it with their teeth. Just then a Fox came by, and said, “You think yourselves very brave, no doubt; but if that were a live li­on you’d find his claws a good deal sharp­er than your teeth.”

		


			The Nightingale and the Hawk

			A Night­in­gale was sit­ting on a bough of an oak and singing, as her cus­tom was. A hungry Hawk presently spied her, and dart­ing to the spot seized her in his talons. He was just about to tear her in pieces when she begged him to spare her life: “I’m not big enough,” she pleaded, “to make you a good meal: you ought to seek your prey among the big­ger birds.” The Hawk eyed her with some con­tempt. “You must think me very simple,” said he, “if you sup­pose I am go­ing to give up a cer­tain prize on the chance of a bet­ter of which I see at present no signs.”

		


			The Rose and the Amaranth

			A Rose and an Am­ar­anth blos­somed side by side in a garden, and the Am­ar­anth said to her neigh­bour, “How I envy you your beauty and your sweet scent! No won­der you are such a uni­ver­sal fa­vour­ite.” But the Rose replied with a shade of sad­ness in her voice, “Ah, my dear friend, I bloom but for a time: my petals soon with­er and fall, and then I die. But your flowers nev­er fade, even if they are cut; for they are ever­last­ing.”

		


			The Man, the Horse, the Ox, and the Dog

			One winter’s day, dur­ing a severe storm, a Horse, an Ox, and a Dog came and begged for shel­ter in the house of a Man. He read­ily ad­mit­ted them, and, as they were cold and wet, he lit a fire for their com­fort: and he put oats be­fore the Horse, and hay be­fore the Ox, while he fed the Dog with the re­mains of his own din­ner. When the storm abated, and they were about to de­part, they de­term­ined to show their grat­it­ude in the fol­low­ing way. They di­vided the life of Man among them, and each en­dowed one part of it with the qual­it­ies which were pe­cu­li­arly his own. The Horse took youth, and hence young men are high-mettled and im­pa­tient of re­straint; the Ox took middle age, and ac­cord­ingly men in middle life are steady and hard­work­ing; while the Dog took old age, which is the reas­on why old men are so of­ten peev­ish and ill-tempered, and, like dogs, at­tached chiefly to those who look to their com­fort, while they are dis­posed to snap at those who are un­fa­mil­i­ar or dis­taste­ful to them.

		


			The Wolves, the Sheep, and the Ram

			The Wolves sent a depu­ta­tion to the Sheep with pro­pos­als for a last­ing peace between them, on con­di­tion of their giv­ing up the sheep­dogs to in­stant death. The fool­ish Sheep agreed to the terms; but an old Ram, whose years had brought him wis­dom, in­terfered and said, “How can we ex­pect to live at peace with you? Why, even with the dogs at hand to pro­tect us, we are nev­er se­cure from your mur­der­ous at­tacks!”

		


			The Swan

			The Swan is said to sing but once in its life—when it knows that it is about to die. A cer­tain man, who had heard of the song of the Swan, one day saw one of these birds for sale in the mar­ket, and bought it and took it home with him. A few days later he had some friends to din­ner, and pro­duced the Swan, and bade it sing for their en­ter­tain­ment: but the Swan re­mained si­lent. In course of time, when it was grow­ing old, it be­came aware of its ap­proach­ing end and broke in­to a sweet, sad song. When its own­er heard it, he said an­grily, “If the creature only sings when it is about to die, what a fool I was that day I wanted to hear its song! I ought to have wrung its neck in­stead of merely in­vit­ing it to sing.”

		


			The Snake and Jupiter

			A Snake suffered a good deal from be­ing con­stantly trod­den upon by man and beast, ow­ing partly to the length of his body and partly to his be­ing un­able to raise him­self above the sur­face of the ground: so he went and com­plained to Jupiter about the risks to which he was ex­posed. But Jupiter had little sym­pathy for him. “I dare say,” said he, “that if you had bit­ten the first that trod on you, the oth­ers would have taken more trouble to look where they put their feet.”

		


			The Wolf and His Shadow

			A Wolf, who was roam­ing about on the plain when the sun was get­ting low in the sky, was much im­pressed by the size of his shad­ow, and said to him­self, “I had no idea I was so big. Fancy my be­ing afraid of a li­on! Why, I, not he, ought to be King of the beasts”; and, heed­less of danger, he strut­ted about as if there could be no doubt at all about it. Just then a li­on sprang upon him and began to de­vour him. “Alas,” he cried, “had I not lost sight of the facts, I shouldn’t have been ruined by my fan­cies.”

		


			The Ploughman and the Wolf

			A Plough­man loosed his ox­en from the plough, and led them away to the wa­ter to drink. While he was ab­sent a half-starved Wolf ap­peared on the scene, and went up to the plough and began chew­ing the leath­er straps at­tached to the yoke. As he gnawed away des­per­ately in the hope of sat­is­fy­ing his crav­ing for food, he some­how got en­tangled in the har­ness, and, tak­ing fright, struggled to get free, tug­ging at the traces as if he would drag the plough along with him. Just then the Plough­man came back, and see­ing what was hap­pen­ing, he cried, “Ah, you old ras­cal, I wish you would give up thiev­ing for good and take to hon­est work in­stead.”

		


			Mercury and the Man Bitten by an Ant

			A Man once saw a ship go down with all its crew, and com­men­ted severely on the in­justice of the gods. “They care noth­ing for a man’s char­ac­ter,” said he, “but let the good and the bad go to their deaths to­geth­er.” There was an ant-heap close by where he was stand­ing, and, just as he spoke, he was bit­ten in the foot by an Ant. Turn­ing in a tem­per to the ant-heap he stamped upon it and crushed hun­dreds of un­of­fend­ing ants. Sud­denly Mer­cury ap­peared, and be­la­boured him with his staff, say­ing as he did so, “You vil­lain, where’s your nice sense of justice now?”

		


			The Wily Lion

			A Li­on watched a fat Bull feed­ing in a mead­ow, and his mouth watered when he thought of the roy­al feast he would make, but he did not dare to at­tack him, for he was afraid of his sharp horns. Hun­ger, how­ever, presently com­pelled him to do some­thing: and as the use of force did not prom­ise suc­cess, he de­term­ined to re­sort to ar­ti­fice. Go­ing up to the Bull in friendly fash­ion, he said to him, “I can­not help say­ing how much I ad­mire your mag­ni­fi­cent fig­ure. What a fine head! What power­ful shoulders and thighs! But, my dear friend, what in the world makes you wear those ugly horns? You must find them as awk­ward as they are un­sightly. Be­lieve me, you would do much bet­ter without them.” The Bull was fool­ish enough to be per­suaded by this flat­tery to have his horns cut off; and, hav­ing now lost his only means of de­fence, fell an easy prey to the Li­on.

		


			The Parrot and the Cat

			A Man once bought a Par­rot and gave it the run of his house. It rev­elled in its liberty, and presently flew up on to the man­tel­piece and screamed away to its heart’s con­tent. The noise dis­turbed the Cat, who was asleep on the hearth­rug. Look­ing up at the in­truder, she said, “Who may you be, and where have you come from?” The Par­rot replied, “Your mas­ter has just bought me and brought me home with him.” “You im­pudent bird,” said the Cat, “how dare you, a new­comer, make a noise like that? Why, I was born here, and have lived here all my life, and yet, if I ven­ture to mew, they throw things at me and chase me all over the place.” “Look here, mis­tress,” said the Par­rot, “you just hold your tongue. My voice they de­light in; but yours—yours is a per­fect nuis­ance.”

		


			The Stag and the Lion

			A Stag was chased by the hounds, and took refuge in a cave, where he hoped to be safe from his pur­suers. Un­for­tu­nately the cave con­tained a Li­on, to whom he fell an easy prey. “Un­happy that I am,” he cried, “I am saved from the power of the dogs only to fall in­to the clutches of a Li­on.”

			
				Out of the fry­ing-pan in­to the fire.

			
		


			The Impostor

			A cer­tain man fell ill, and, be­ing in a very bad way, he made a vow that he would sac­ri­fice a hun­dred ox­en to the gods if they would grant him a re­turn to health. Wish­ing to see how he would keep his vow, they caused him to re­cov­er in a short time. Now, he hadn’t an ox in the world, so he made a hun­dred little ox­en out of tal­low and offered them up on an al­tar, at the same time say­ing, “Ye gods, I call you to wit­ness that I have dis­charged my vow.” The gods de­term­ined to be even with him, so they sent him a dream, in which he was bid­den to go to the sea­shore and fetch a hun­dred crowns which he was to find there. Hasten­ing in great ex­cite­ment to the shore, he fell in with a band of rob­bers, who seized him and car­ried him off to sell as a slave: and when they sold him a hun­dred crowns was the sum he fetched.

			
				Do not prom­ise more than you can per­form.

			
		


			The Dogs and the Hides

			Once upon a time a num­ber of Dogs, who were fam­ished with hun­ger, saw some Hides steep­ing in a river, but couldn’t get at them be­cause the wa­ter was too deep. So they put their heads to­geth­er, and de­cided to drink away at the river till it was shal­low enough for them to reach the Hides. But long be­fore that happened they burst them­selves with drink­ing.

		


			The Lion, the Fox, and the Ass

			A Li­on, a Fox, and an Ass went out hunt­ing to­geth­er. They had soon taken a large booty, which the Li­on re­ques­ted the Ass to di­vide between them. The Ass di­vided it all in­to three equal parts, and mod­estly begged the oth­ers to take their choice; at which the Li­on, burst­ing with fury, sprang upon the Ass and tore him to pieces. Then, glar­ing at the Fox, he bade him make a fresh di­vi­sion. The Fox gathered al­most the whole in one great heap for the Li­on’s share, leav­ing only the smal­lest pos­sible morsel for him­self. “My dear friend,” said the Li­on, “how did you get the knack of it so well?” The Fox replied, “Me? Oh, I took a les­son from the Ass.”

			
				Happy is he who learns from the mis­for­tunes of oth­ers.

			
		


			The Fowler, the Partridge, and the Cock

			One day, as a Fowl­er was sit­ting down to a scanty sup­per of herbs and bread, a friend dropped in un­ex­pec­tedly. The lar­der was empty; so he went out and caught a tame Part­ridge, which he kept as a de­coy, and was about to wring her neck when she cried, “Surely you won’t kill me? Why, what will you do without me next time you go fowl­ing? How will you get the birds to come to your nets?” He let her go at this, and went to his hen­house, where he had a plump young Cock. When the Cock saw what he was after, he too pleaded for his life, and said, “If you kill me, how will you know the time of night? and who will wake you up in the morn­ing when it is time to get to work?” The Fowl­er, how­ever, replied, “You are use­ful for telling the time, I know; but, for all that, I can’t send my friend sup­per­less to bed.” And there­with he caught him and wrung his neck.

		


			The Gnat and the Lion

			A Gnat once went up to a Li­on and said, “I am not in the least afraid of you: I don’t even al­low that you are a match for me in strength. What does your strength amount to after all? That you can scratch with your claws and bite with your teeth—just like a wo­man in a tem­per—and noth­ing more. But I’m stronger than you: if you don’t be­lieve it, let us fight and see.” So say­ing, the Gnat soun­ded his horn, and dar­ted in and bit the Li­on on the nose. When the Li­on felt the sting, in his haste to crush him he scratched his nose badly, and made it bleed, but failed al­to­geth­er to hurt the Gnat, which buzzed off in tri­umph, elated by its vic­tory. Presently, how­ever, it got en­tangled in a spider’s web, and was caught and eaten by the spider, thus fall­ing a prey to an in­sig­ni­fic­ant in­sect after hav­ing tri­umphed over the King of the Beasts.

		


			The Farmer and His Dogs

			A Farm­er was snowed up in his farm­stead by a severe storm, and was un­able to go out and pro­cure pro­vi­sions for him­self and his fam­ily. So he first killed his sheep and used them for food; then, as the storm still con­tin­ued, he killed his goats; and, last of all, as the weath­er showed no signs of im­prov­ing, he was com­pelled to kill his ox­en and eat them. When his Dogs saw the vari­ous an­im­als be­ing killed and eaten in turn, they said to one an­oth­er, “We had bet­ter get out of this or we shall be the next to go!”

		


			The Eagle and the Fox

			An Eagle and a Fox be­came great friends and de­term­ined to live near one an­oth­er: they thought that the more they saw of each oth­er the bet­ter friends they would be. So the Eagle built a nest at the top of a high tree, while the Fox settled in a thick­et at the foot of it and pro­duced a lit­ter of cubs. One day the Fox went out for­aging for food, and the Eagle, who also wanted food for her young, flew down in­to the thick­et, caught up the Fox’s cubs, and car­ried them up in­to the tree for a meal for her­self and her fam­ily. When the Fox came back, and found out what had happened, she was not so much sorry for the loss of her cubs as furi­ous be­cause she couldn’t get at the Eagle and pay her out for her treach­ery. So she sat down not far off and cursed her. But it wasn’t long be­fore she had her re­venge. Some vil­la­gers happened to be sac­ri­fi­cing a goat on a neigh­bour­ing al­tar, and the Eagle flew down and car­ried off a piece of burn­ing flesh to her nest. There was a strong wind blow­ing, and the nest caught fire, with the res­ult that her fledglings fell half-roas­ted to the ground. Then the Fox ran to the spot and de­voured them in full sight of the Eagle.

			
				False faith may es­cape hu­man pun­ish­ment, but can­not es­cape the di­vine.

			
		


			The Butcher and His Customers

			Two Men were buy­ing meat at a Butcher’s stall in the mar­ket­place, and, while the Butcher’s back was turned for a mo­ment, one of them snatched up a joint and hast­ily thrust it un­der the oth­er’s cloak, where it could not be seen. When the Butcher turned round, he missed the meat at once, and charged them with hav­ing stolen it: but the one who had taken it said he hadn’t got it, and the one who had got it said he hadn’t taken it. The Butcher felt sure they were de­ceiv­ing him, but he only said, “You may cheat me with your ly­ing, but you can’t cheat the gods, and they won’t let you off so lightly.”

			
				Pre­var­ic­a­tion of­ten amounts to per­jury.

			
		


			Hercules and Minerva

			Her­cules was once trav­el­ling along a nar­row road when he saw ly­ing on the ground in front of him what ap­peared to be an apple, and as he passed he stamped upon it with his heel. To his as­ton­ish­ment, in­stead of be­ing crushed it doubled in size; and, on his at­tack­ing it again and smit­ing it with his club, it swelled up to an enorm­ous size and blocked up the whole road. Upon this he dropped his club, and stood look­ing at it in amazement. Just then Min­erva ap­peared, and said to him, “Leave it alone, my friend; that which you see be­fore you is the apple of dis­cord: if you do not meddle with it, it re­mains small as it was at first, but if you re­sort to vi­ol­ence it swells in­to the thing you see.”

		


			The Fox Who Served a Lion

			A Li­on had a Fox to at­tend on him, and whenev­er they went hunt­ing the Fox found the prey and the Li­on fell upon it and killed it, and then they di­vided it between them in cer­tain pro­por­tions. But the Li­on al­ways got a very large share, and the Fox a very small one, which didn’t please the lat­ter at all; so he de­term­ined to set up on his own ac­count. He began by try­ing to steal a lamb from a flock of sheep: but the shep­herd saw him and set his dogs on him. The hunter was now the hunted, and was very soon caught and des­patched by the dogs.

			
				Bet­ter ser­vitude with safety than free­dom with danger.

			
		


			The Quack Doctor

			A cer­tain man fell sick and took to his bed. He con­sul­ted a num­ber of doc­tors from time to time, and they all, with one ex­cep­tion, told him that his life was in no im­me­di­ate danger, but that his ill­ness would prob­ably last a con­sid­er­able time. The one who took a dif­fer­ent view of his case, who was also the last to be con­sul­ted, bade him pre­pare for the worst: “You have not twenty-four hours to live,” said he, “and I fear I can do noth­ing.” As it turned out, how­ever, he was quite wrong; for at the end of a few days the sick man quit­ted his bed and took a walk abroad, look­ing, it is true, as pale as a ghost. In the course of his walk he met the Doc­tor who had proph­esied his death. “Dear me,” said the lat­ter, “how do you do? You are fresh from the oth­er world, no doubt. Pray, how are our de­par­ted friends get­ting on there?” “Most com­fort­ably,” replied the oth­er, “for they have drunk the wa­ter of ob­li­vi­on, and have for­got­ten all the troubles of life. By the way, just be­fore I left, the au­thor­it­ies were mak­ing ar­range­ments to pro­sec­ute all the doc­tors, be­cause they won’t let sick men die in the course of nature, but use their arts to keep them alive. They were go­ing to charge you along with the rest, till I as­sured them that you were no doc­tor, but a mere im­post­or.”

		


			The Lion, the Wolf, and the Fox

			A Li­on, in­firm with age, lay sick in his den, and all the beasts of the forest came to in­quire after his health with the ex­cep­tion of the Fox. The Wolf thought this was a good op­por­tun­ity for pay­ing off old scores against the Fox, so he called the at­ten­tion of the Li­on to his ab­sence, and said, “You see, sire, that we have all come to see how you are ex­cept the Fox, who hasn’t come near you, and doesn’t care wheth­er you are well or ill.” Just then the Fox came in and heard the last words of the Wolf. The Li­on roared at him in deep dis­pleas­ure, but he begged to be al­lowed to ex­plain his ab­sence, and said, “Not one of them cares for you so much as I, sire, for all the time I have been go­ing round to the doc­tors and try­ing to find a cure for your ill­ness.” “And may I ask if you have found one?” said the Li­on. “I have, sire,” said the Fox, “and it is this: you must flay a Wolf and wrap your­self in his skin while it is still warm.” The Li­on ac­cord­ingly turned to the Wolf and struck him dead with one blow of his paw, in or­der to try the Fox’s pre­scrip­tion; but the Fox laughed and said to him­self, “That’s what comes of stir­ring up ill-will.”

		


			Hercules and Plutus

			When Her­cules was re­ceived among the gods and was en­ter­tained at a ban­quet by Jupiter, he re­spon­ded cour­teously to the greet­ings of all with the ex­cep­tion of Plu­tus, the god of wealth. When Plu­tus ap­proached him, he cast his eyes upon the ground, and turned away and pre­ten­ded not to see him. Jupiter was sur­prised at this con­duct on his part, and asked why, after hav­ing been so cor­di­al with all the oth­er gods, he had be­haved like that to Plu­tus. “Sire,” said Her­cules, “I do not like Plu­tus, and I will tell you why. When we were on earth to­geth­er I al­ways no­ticed that he was to be found in the com­pany of scoun­drels.”

		


			The Fox and the Leopard

			A Fox and a Leo­pard were dis­put­ing about their looks, and each claimed to be the more hand­some of the two. The Leo­pard said, “Look at my smart coat; you have noth­ing to match that.” But the Fox replied, “Your coat may be smart, but my wits are smarter still.”

		


			The Fox and the Hedgehog

			A Fox, in swim­ming across a rap­id river, was swept away by the cur­rent and car­ried a long way down­stream in spite of his struggles, un­til at last, bruised and ex­hausted, he man­aged to scramble on to dry ground from a back­wa­ter. As he lay there un­able to move, a swarm of horse­flies settled on him and sucked his blood un­dis­turbed, for he was too weak even to shake them off. A Hedge­hog saw him, and asked if he should brush away the flies that were tor­ment­ing him; but the Fox replied, “Oh, please, no, not on any ac­count, for these flies have sucked their fill and are tak­ing very little from me now; but, if you drive them off, an­oth­er swarm of hungry ones will come and suck all the blood I have left, and leave me without a drop in my veins.”

		


			The Crow and the Raven

			A Crow be­came very jeal­ous of a Raven, be­cause the lat­ter was re­garded by men as a bird of omen which fore­told the fu­ture, and was ac­cord­ingly held in great re­spect by them. She was very anxious to get the same sort of repu­ta­tion her­self; and, one day, see­ing some trav­el­lers ap­proach­ing, she flew on to a branch of a tree at the road­side and cawed as loud as she could. The trav­el­lers were in some dis­may at the sound, for they feared it might be a bad omen; till one of them, spy­ing the Crow, said to his com­pan­ions, “It’s all right, my friends, we can go on without fear, for it’s only a crow and that means noth­ing.”

			
				Those who pre­tend to be some­thing they are not only make them­selves ri­dicu­lous.

			
		


			The Witch

			A Witch pro­fessed to be able to avert the an­ger of the gods by means of charms, of which she alone pos­sessed the secret; and she drove a brisk trade, and made a fat live­li­hood out of it. But cer­tain per­sons ac­cused her of black ma­gic and car­ried her be­fore the judges, and de­man­ded that she should be put to death for deal­ings with the Dev­il. She was found guilty and con­demned to death: and one of the judges said to her as she was leav­ing the dock, “You say you can avert the an­ger of the gods. How comes it, then, that you have failed to dis­arm the enmity of men?”

		


			The Old Man and Death

			An Old Man cut him­self a bundle of fag­gots in a wood and star­ted to carry them home. He had a long way to go, and was tired out be­fore he had got much more than halfway. Cast­ing his bur­den on the ground, he called upon Death to come and re­lease him from his life of toil. The words were scarcely out of his mouth when, much to his dis­may, Death stood be­fore him and pro­fessed his read­i­ness to serve him. He was al­most frightened out of his wits, but he had enough pres­ence of mind to stam­mer out, “Good sir, if you’d be so kind, pray help me up with my bur­den again.”

		


			The Miser

			A Miser sold everything he had, and melted down his hoard of gold in­to a single lump, which he bur­ied secretly in a field. Every day he went to look at it, and would some­times spend long hours gloat­ing over his treas­ure. One of his men no­ticed his fre­quent vis­its to the spot, and one day watched him and dis­covered his secret. Wait­ing his op­por­tun­ity, he went one night and dug up the gold and stole it. Next day the Miser vis­ited the place as usu­al, and, find­ing his treas­ure gone, fell to tear­ing his hair and groan­ing over his loss. In this con­di­tion he was seen by one of his neigh­bours, who asked him what his trouble was. The Miser told him of his mis­for­tune; but the oth­er replied, “Don’t take it so much to heart, my friend; put a brick in­to the hole, and take a look at it every day: you won’t be any worse off than be­fore, for even when you had your gold it was of no earthly use to you.”

		


			The Foxes and the River

			A num­ber of Foxes as­sembled on the bank of a river and wanted to drink; but the cur­rent was so strong and the wa­ter looked so deep and dan­ger­ous that they didn’t dare to do so, but stood near the edge en­cour­aging one an­oth­er not to be afraid. At last one of them, to shame the rest, and show how brave he was, said, “I am not a bit frightened! See, I’ll step right in­to the wa­ter!” He had no soon­er done so than the cur­rent swept him off his feet. When the oth­ers saw him be­ing car­ried down­stream they cried, “Don’t go and leave us! Come back and show us where we too can drink with safety.” But he replied, “I’m afraid I can’t yet: I want to go to the sea­side, and this cur­rent will take me there nicely. When I come back I’ll show you with pleas­ure.”

		


			The Horse and the Stag

			There was once a Horse who used to graze in a mead­ow which he had all to him­self. But one day a Stag came in­to the mead­ow, and said he had as good a right to feed there as the Horse, and moreover chose all the best places for him­self. The Horse, wish­ing to be re­venged upon his un­wel­come vis­it­or, went to a man and asked if he would help him to turn out the Stag. “Yes,” said the man, “I will by all means; but I can only do so if you let me put a bridle in your mouth and mount on your back.” The Horse agreed to this, and the two to­geth­er very soon turned the Stag out of the pas­ture: but when that was done, the Horse found to his dis­may that in the man he had got a mas­ter for good.

		


			The Fox and the Bramble

			In mak­ing his way through a hedge a Fox missed his foot­ing and caught at a Bramble to save him­self from fall­ing. Nat­ur­ally, he got badly scratched, and in dis­gust he cried to the Bramble, “It was your help I wanted, and see how you have treated me! I’d soon­er have fallen out­right.” The Bramble, in­ter­rupt­ing him, replied, “You must have lost your wits, my friend, to catch at me, who am my­self al­ways catch­ing at oth­ers.”

		


			The Fox and the Snake

			A Snake, in cross­ing a river, was car­ried away by the cur­rent, but man­aged to wriggle on to a bundle of thorns which was float­ing by, and was thus car­ried at a great rate down­stream. A Fox caught sight of it from the bank as it went whirl­ing along, and called out, “Gad! the pas­sen­ger fits the ship!”

		


			The Lion, the Fox, and the Stag

			A Li­on lay sick in his den, un­able to provide him­self with food. So he said to his friend the Fox, who came to ask how he did, “My good friend, I wish you would go to yon­der wood and be­guile the big Stag, who lives there, to come to my den: I have a fancy to make my din­ner off a stag’s heart and brains.” The Fox went to the wood and found the Stag and said to him, “My dear sir, you’re in luck. You know the Li­on, our King: well, he’s at the point of death, and has ap­poin­ted you his suc­cessor to rule over the beasts. I hope you won’t for­get that I was the first to bring you the good news. And now I must be go­ing back to him; and, if you take my ad­vice, you’ll come too and be with him at the last.” The Stag was highly flattered, and fol­lowed the Fox to the Li­on’s den, sus­pect­ing noth­ing. No soon­er had he got in­side than the Li­on sprang upon him, but he mis­judged his spring, and the Stag got away with only his ears torn, and re­turned as fast as he could to the shel­ter of the wood. The Fox was much mor­ti­fied, and the Li­on, too, was dread­fully dis­ap­poin­ted, for he was get­ting very hungry in spite of his ill­ness. So he begged the Fox to have an­oth­er try at coax­ing the Stag to his den. “It’ll be al­most im­possible this time,” said the Fox, “but I’ll try”; and off he went to the wood a second time, and found the Stag rest­ing and try­ing to re­cov­er from his fright. As soon as he saw the Fox he cried, “You scoun­drel, what do you mean by try­ing to lure me to my death like that? Take your­self off, or I’ll do you to death with my horns.” But the Fox was en­tirely shame­less. “What a cow­ard you were,” said he; “surely you didn’t think the Li­on meant any harm? Why, he was only go­ing to whis­per some roy­al secrets in­to your ear when you went off like a scared rab­bit. You have rather dis­gus­ted him, and I’m not sure he won’t make the wolf King in­stead, un­less you come back at once and show you’ve got some spir­it. I prom­ise you he won’t hurt you, and I will be your faith­ful ser­vant.” The Stag was fool­ish enough to be per­suaded to re­turn, and this time the Li­on made no mis­take, but over­powered him, and feasted right roy­ally upon his car­case. The Fox, mean­while, watched his chance and, when the Li­on wasn’t look­ing, filched away the brains to re­ward him for his trouble. Presently the Li­on began search­ing for them, of course without suc­cess: and the Fox, who was watch­ing him, said, “I don’t think it’s much use your look­ing for the brains: a creature who twice walked in­to a Li­on’s den can’t have got any.”

		


			The Man Who Lost His Spade

			A Man was en­gaged in dig­ging over his vine­yard, and one day on com­ing to work he missed his Spade. Think­ing it may have been stolen by one of his la­bour­ers, he ques­tioned them closely, but they one and all denied any know­ledge of it. He was not con­vinced by their deni­als, and in­sisted that they should all go to the town and take oath in a temple that they were not guilty of the theft. This was be­cause he had no great opin­ion of the simple coun­try deit­ies, but thought that the thief would not pass un­detec­ted by the shrewder gods of the town. When they got in­side the gates the first thing they heard was the town cri­er pro­claim­ing a re­ward for in­form­a­tion about a thief who had stolen some­thing from the city temple. “Well,” said the Man to him­self, “it strikes me I had bet­ter go back home again. If these town gods can’t de­tect the thieves who steal from their own temples, it’s scarcely likely they can tell me who stole my Spade.”

		


			The Partridge and the Fowler

			A Fowl­er caught a Part­ridge in his nets, and was just about to wring its neck when it made a piteous ap­peal to him to spare its life and said, “Do not kill me, but let me live and I will re­pay you for your kind­ness by de­coy­ing oth­er part­ridges in­to your nets.” “No,” said the Fowl­er, “I will not spare you. I was go­ing to kill you any­how, and after that treach­er­ous speech you thor­oughly de­serve your fate.”

		


			The Runaway Slave

			A Slave, be­ing dis­con­ten­ted with his lot, ran away from his mas­ter. He was soon missed by the lat­ter, who lost no time in mount­ing his horse and set­ting out in pur­suit of the fu­git­ive. He presently came up with him, and the Slave, in the hope of avoid­ing cap­ture, slipped in­to a tread­mill and hid him­self there. “Aha,” said his mas­ter, “that’s the very place for you, my man!”

		


			The Hunter and the Woodman

			A Hunter was search­ing in the forest for the tracks of a li­on, and, catch­ing sight presently of a Wood­man en­gaged in felling a tree, he went up to him and asked him if he had no­ticed a li­on’s foot­prints any­where about, or if he knew where his den was. The Wood­man answered, “If you will come with me, I will show you the li­on him­self.” The Hunter turned pale with fear, and his teeth chattered as he replied, “Oh, I’m not look­ing for the li­on, thanks, but only for his tracks.”

		


			The Serpent and the Eagle

			An Eagle swooped down upon a Ser­pent and seized it in his talons with the in­ten­tion of car­ry­ing it off and de­vour­ing it. But the Ser­pent was too quick for him and had its coils round him in a mo­ment; and then there en­sued a life-and-death struggle between the two. A coun­try­man, who was a wit­ness of the en­counter, came to the as­sist­ance of the Eagle, and suc­ceeded in free­ing him from the Ser­pent and en­abling him to es­cape. In re­venge the Ser­pent spat some of his pois­on in­to the man’s drink­ing-horn. Heated with his ex­er­tions, the man was about to slake his thirst with a draught from the horn, when the Eagle knocked it out of his hand, and spilled its con­tents upon the ground.

			
				One good turn de­serves an­oth­er.

			
		


			The Rogue and the Oracle

			A Rogue laid a wager that he would prove the Or­acle at Delphi to be un­trust­worthy by pro­cur­ing from it a false reply to an in­quiry by him­self. So he went to the temple on the ap­poin­ted day with a small bird in his hand, which he con­cealed un­der the folds of his cloak, and asked wheth­er what he held in his hand were alive or dead. If the Or­acle said “dead,” he meant to pro­duce the bird alive: if the reply was “alive,” he in­ten­ded to wring its neck and show it to be dead. But the Or­acle was one too many for him, for the an­swer he got was this: “Stranger, wheth­er the thing that you hold in your hand be alive or dead is a mat­ter that de­pends en­tirely on your own will.”

		


			The Horse and the Ass

			A Horse, proud of his fine har­ness, met an Ass on the high road. As the Ass with his heavy bur­den moved slowly out of the way to let him pass, the Horse cried out im­pa­tiently that he could hardly res­ist kick­ing him to make him move faster. The Ass held his peace, but did not for­get the oth­er’s in­solence. Not long af­ter­wards the Horse be­came broken-win­ded, and was sold by his own­er to a farm­er. One day, as he was draw­ing a dung-cart, he met the Ass again, who in turn de­rided him and said, “Aha! you nev­er thought to come to this, did you, you who were so proud! Where are all your gay trap­pings now?”

		


			The Dog Chasing a Wolf

			A Dog was chas­ing a Wolf, and as he ran he thought what a fine fel­low he was, and what strong legs he had, and how quickly they covered the ground. “Now, there’s this Wolf,” he said to him­self, “what a poor creature he is: he’s no match for me, and he knows it and so he runs away.” But the Wolf looked round just then and said, “Don’t you ima­gine I’m run­ning away from you, my friend: it’s your mas­ter I’m afraid of.”

		


			Grief and His Due

			When Jupiter was as­sign­ing the vari­ous gods their priv­ileges, it so happened that Grief was not present with the rest: but when all had re­ceived their share, he too entered and claimed his due. Jupiter was at a loss to know what to do, for there was noth­ing left for him. How­ever, at last he de­cided that to him should be­long the tears that are shed for the dead. Thus it is the same with Grief as it is with the oth­er gods. The more de­voutly men render to him his due, the more lav­ish is he of that which he has to be­stow. It is not well, there­fore, to mourn long for the de­par­ted; else Grief, whose sole pleas­ure is in such mourn­ing, will be quick to send fresh cause for tears.

		


			The Hawk, the Kite, and the Pigeons

			The Pi­geons in a cer­tain dove­cote were per­se­cuted by a Kite, who every now and then swooped down and car­ried off one of their num­ber. So they in­vited a Hawk in­to the dove­cote to de­fend them against their en­emy. But they soon re­pen­ted of their folly: for the Hawk killed more of them in a day than the Kite had done in a year.

		


			The Woman and the Farmer

			A Wo­man, who had lately lost her hus­band, used to go every day to his grave and lament her loss. A Farm­er, who was en­gaged in plough­ing not far from the spot, set eyes upon the Wo­man and de­sired to have her for his wife: so he left his plough and came and sat by her side, and began to shed tears him­self. She asked him why he wept; and he replied, “I have lately lost my wife, who was very dear to me, and tears ease my grief.” “And I,” said she, “have lost my hus­band.” And so for a while they mourned in si­lence. Then he said, “Since you and I are in like case, shall we not do well to marry and live to­geth­er? I shall take the place of your dead hus­band, and you, that of my dead wife.” The Wo­man con­sen­ted to the plan, which in­deed seemed reas­on­able enough: and they dried their tears. Mean­while, a thief had come and stolen the ox­en which the Farm­er had left with his plough. On dis­cov­er­ing the theft, he beat his breast and loudly be­wailed his loss. When the Wo­man heard his cries, she came and said, “Why, are you weep­ing still?” To which he replied, “Yes, and I mean it this time.”

		


			Prometheus and the Making of Man

			At the bid­ding of Jupiter, Pro­meth­eus set about the cre­ation of Man and the oth­er an­im­als. Jupiter, see­ing that Man­kind, the only ra­tion­al creatures, were far out­numbered by the ir­ra­tion­al beasts, bade him re­dress the bal­ance by turn­ing some of the lat­ter in­to men. Pro­meth­eus did as he was bid­den, and this is the reas­on why some people have the forms of men but the souls of beasts.

		


			The Swallow and the Crow

			A Swal­low was once boast­ing to a Crow about her birth. “I was once a prin­cess,” said she, “the daugh­ter of a King of Athens, but my hus­band used me cruelly, and cut out my tongue for a slight fault. Then, to pro­tect me from fur­ther in­jury, I was turned by Juno in­to a bird.” “You chat­ter quite enough as it is,” said the Crow. “What you would have been like if you hadn’t lost your tongue, I can’t think.”

		


			The Hunter and the Horseman

			A Hunter went out after game, and suc­ceeded in catch­ing a hare, which he was car­ry­ing home with him when he met a man on horse­back, who said to him, “You have had some sport I see, sir,” and offered to buy it. The Hunter read­ily agreed; but the Horse­man had no soon­er got the hare in his hands than he set spurs to his horse and went off at full gal­lop. The Hunter ran after him for some little dis­tance; but it soon dawned upon him that he had been tricked, and he gave up try­ing to over­take the Horse­man, and, to save his face, called after him as loud as he could, “All right, sir, all right, take your hare: it was meant all along as a present.”

		


			The Goatherd and the Wild Goats

			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 fa­vour of the last comers.”

		


			The Nightingale and the Swallow

			A Swal­low, con­vers­ing with a Night­in­gale, ad­vised her to quit the leafy cov­erts where she made her home, and to come and live with men, like her­self, and nest un­der the shel­ter of their roofs. But the Night­in­gale replied, “Time was when I too, like your­self, lived among men: but the memory of the cruel wrongs I then suffered makes them hate­ful to me, and nev­er again will I ap­proach their dwell­ings.”

			
				The scene of past suf­fer­ings re­vives pain­ful memor­ies.

			
		


			The Traveller and Fortune

			A Trav­el­ler, ex­hausted with fa­tigue after a long jour­ney, sank down at the very brink of a deep well and presently fell asleep. He was with­in an ace of fall­ing in, when Dame For­tune ap­peared to him and touched him on the shoulder, cau­tion­ing him to move fur­ther away. “Wake up, good sir, I pray you,” she said; “had you fallen in­to the well, the blame would have been thrown not on your own folly but on me, For­tune.”
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