The Crow and the Water Jug

One day thirsty Crow came upon a water jug.

“Now I will have a drink,” she thought.

She put her beak into the jug,

but the water was so low,

Crow could not get a drink.

So she reached farther in.

She flapped her wings

and stretched her neck.

But still she could not get a single drop to drink.

“I know,“ she thought.

“I’ll turn the jug over on its side.”

And then she pushed with all her might.

But no matter how she tried,

the jug still stood upright.

“I may as well give up,” she thought.

And Crow might have flown away—

but she stopped and thought again.

A moment later, Crow bent down

and picked up a pebble.

She dropped it in the jug

and then she bent

and picked up another…

One by one, on and on,

she dropped the pebbles in the jug.

And with each stone

that she dropped in,

the water rose a little bit

until, at last, it reached the top.

“Caw, caw!” Crow called

and had her drink.

“Caw, caw! Crow called

and flapped her wings.

For she had learned

that many things

are better done bit by bit.

And things that can’t

be done by strength,

may often be done by wit.

The Lion and the Fox

The Lion had decided
that he was too old to hunt.
“I cannot run well anymore.
My four old legs are tired.
But, if I use my head,
I’m sure that I can get my dinner.”

So Lion went into his cave

and sent out word that
he was sick in bed.
Then one by one, the animals
came to wish the Lion well.
First the Calf came,
then the Horse came,
then the Deer, the Duck, the Pig.

And clever Fox, hearing the news,
also came to pay a call.

“Hello, Fox,” Lion said,
looking out his door.
“Won’t you come in and stay awhile?
We can sit and talk a bit.”

“Thank you, sir,” Fox replied.
“But I will not come inside.”

“Afraid?” asked the Lion.
“You should not be---
for I am old and sick,
as you can see.
Please, Fox.  Do come in.”

“What I can see,” Fox replied,
“are footprints by your door.
They show that many went inside—
and none came out again.
So thank you, Lion, just the same.
Though fools may
walk into danger
when the signs are all about,
this Fox will not come in until
your other guests come out.”

The Lion and the Mouse
One day, a mighty Lion was

fast asleep in the woods.

Thinking he was just a rock,

a little Mouse ran up his back.

The Lion woke at once

and took the poor Mouse

by the tail.

“How dare you wake me up?”

he roared.

“I am going to eat you!”

“Oh, please,” the Mouse said.

“Let me go, and someday I will repay you.”

“Don’t be silly! Lion roared.”

“How will you repay me?

You are just a little Mouse—

Too small to be much use to me.”

But then he laughed.
“All right. Go on.”

He put the Mouse down

and she ran off

into the woods.

When many days had passed,

the Mouse ran by that place again.

And hearing an awful roar,

she soon found Lion,

caught in a trap made of rope.

Quickly, Mouse ran to the trap.

She took the rope in her teeth

and chewed and chewed until

she chewed right through the rope

and set the Lion free.

“Thank you!” roared the Lion.

“You are welcome,” said the Mouse.
“And now I hope that you

can see how big a help

small friends can be.”
