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TO ELMER DAVIS

whose comprehension of people and persons
has lighted our time, so that we can see where
we are going, these fables are dedicated with

admiration, affection, and thankfulness

ACKNOWLEDGMENT

Thirty-seven of these fables originally appeared in The New Yorker, but these ten are printed here for the first
time:

The Sea and the Shore, The Lion and the Foxes, The Hen Party, The Bears and the Monkeys, The Chipmunk and
His Mate, The Trial of the Old Watchdog, The Godfather and His Godchild, Tea for One, The Lady of the Legs

and The Shore and the Sea.



The Fox and the Crow

A crow, perched in a tree with a piece of cheese in his beak, attracted the eye and nose of a fox. "If you can sing as
prettily as you sit," said the fox, "then you are the prettiest singer within my scent and sight." The fox had read
somewhere, and somewhere, and somewhere else, that praising the voice of a crow with a cheese in his beak would
make him drop the cheese and sing. But this is not what happened to this particular crow in this particular case.
"They say you are sly and they say you are crazy," said the crow, having carefully removed the cheese from his beak
with the claws of one foot, "but you must be nearsighted as well. Warblers wear gay hats and colored jackets and bright
vests, and they are a dollar a hundred. I wear black and I am unique." He began nibbling the cheese, dropping not a
single crumb.
"I am sure you are," said the fox, who was neither crazy nor nearsighted, but sly. "I recognize you, now that I look more
closely, as the most famed and talented of all birds, and I fain would hear you tell about yourself, but I am hungry and
must go."
"Tarry awhile," said the crow quickly, "and share my lunch with me." Whereupon he tossed the cunning fox the lion's
share of the cheese, and began to tell about himself. "A ship that sails without a crow's nest sails to doom," he said.
"Bars may come and bars may go, but crow bars last forever. I am the pioneer of flight, I am the map maker. Last, but
never least, my flight is known to scientists and engineers, geometrists and scholars, as the shortest distance between two
points. Any two points," he concluded arrogantly.
"Oh, every two points, I am sure," said the fox. "And thank you for the lion's share of what I know you could not spare."
And with this he trotted away into the woods, his appetite appeased, leaving the hungry crow perched forlornly in the
tree.
MORAL: 'Twas true in Aesop's time, and La Fontaine's, and now, no one else can praise thee quite so well as thou.



Variations on the Theme

I

A fox, attracted by the scent of something, followed his nose to a tree in which sat a crow with a piece of cheese in his
beak. "Oh, cheese," said the fox scornfully. "That's for mice."
The crow removed the cheese with his talons and said, "You always hate the thing you cannot have, as, for instance,
grapes."
"Grapes are for the birds," said the fox haughtily. "I am an epicure, a gourmet, and a gastronome."
The embarrassed crow, ashamed to be seen eating mouse food by a great specialist in the art of dining, hastily dropped
the cheese. The fox caught it deftly, swallowed it with relish, said "Merci," politely, and trotted away.

II

A fox had used all his blandishments in vain, for he could not flatter the crow in the tree and make him drop the cheese
he held in his beak. Suddenly, the crow tossed the cheese to the astonished fox. Just then the farmer, from whose kitchen
the loot had been stolen, appeared carrying a rifle, looking for the robber. The fox turned and ran for the woods. "There
goes the guilty son of a vixen now!" cried the crow, who, in case you do not happen to know it, can see the glint of
sunlight on a gun barrel at a greater distance than anybody.

III

This time the fox, who was determined not to be outfoxed by a crow, stood his ground and did not run when the farmer
appeared, carrying a rifle and looking for the robber.
"The teeth marks in this cheese are mine," said the fox, "but the beak marks were made by the true culprit up there in the
tree. I submit this cheese in evidence, as Exhibit A, and bid you and the criminal a very good day." Whereupon he lit a
cigarette and strolled away.

IV

In the great and ancient tradition, the crow in the tree with the cheese in his beak began singing, and the cheese fell into
the fox's lap. "You sing like a shovel," said the fox, with a grin, but the crow pretended not to hear and cried out, "Quick,
give me back the cheese! Here comes the farmer with his rifle!"
"Why should I give you back the cheese?" the wily fox demanded.
"Because the farmer has a gun, and I can fly faster than you can run."
So the frightened fox tossed the cheese back to the crow, who ate it, and said, "Dearie me, my eyes are playing tricks on
me—or am I playing tricks on you? Which do you think?" But there was no reply, for the fox had slunk away into the
woods.
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