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ENDURING OF

-
S » The seeming simplicity of such

" tales as “The Lion and the Mouse” and “The Hare and the

Tortoise” belie the strength of their underlying message, and the

final moral once heard is seldom forgotten. But Aesop himself

remains something of a mystery. Some say that he was a Greek

slave who lived in the late 5th century B.C. and made up the

original tales to amuse his master, others that Aesop is a

collective name under which the best and earliest fables have

been gathered and passed down through generations. Whatever

their true origin, variations of these stories appear the world

over, particularly in Ancient Greece, Eqypt and India.




IN THIS EDITION award-winning illustrator Helen Ward has
collected together a dozen of her favourites, including fables
both familiar and lesser-known. All use animals as the central
characters in place of people, thereby avoiding the distractions
of race or class, age or gender. As such, the experiences described
apply to us all and the lessons learned are both timeless and
universal. Each creature comes to symbolize in its own way
some particular aspect of the human condition — the sly, "
sidling fox; the silly crow; the majestic lion; all acting out their
parts, uncomprehending, in the great game of life. As the
author G.K. Chesterton once wrote, “In Aesop’s Fables... the
animals’ reactions are always predictable. They have no choice;
they cannot be anything but themselves. They are never more or

less, and that is the great lesson and the essence of the fable.”

Here then is a panoply of human feeling expressed through

Ward’s animals. Fear, greed, arrogance, stupidity, all these and

more put in an appearance, leaping straight to the heart of our

understanding from each page of this magnificent edition.
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- DISAPPOINTMENT
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hanging temptingly from a vine that had wound its way up a

tree. And as is usual with such unguarded temptations THERE
WASSOON ALsoA F(OX |

The tantalising fruits hung just a little higher than the fox could
reach but he would not be thwarted.

He leapt as high as he could, twisting in the morning light, his
jaws clapping shut on air and flies and dust until his teeth hurt.
He tried to climb the tree but the trunk was too straight, the
bark too smooth, the first branch too high. Everything about
the tree was unhelpful. It refused to so much as twitch a twig
when he tried to shake it.



The fox found a long cane and tried to prod the grapes from their vine, but the

cane snapped. He threw and kicked sticks and stones at the vine, but the grapes

were determined to stay put. Their sweet smell drifted among the branches, wasps

and butterflies flew by with casual ease, while on the ground below the fox lay
panting and exhausted. Not even a few minutes’ patience solved the fox’s '
problem. By the evening the dark fruits hung as resolutely from the vine as they
had that morning.

The shadows had lengthened by the time the fox finally turned his back on the
grapes, muttering to himself that they were undoubtedly
THE NASTIEST,

vost HORRID,
DISGUSTING,
~ REVOLTING,
INEDIBLE,
DIGESTIBLE

mdvfrimWSOUREST

grapes he had ever had the pleasure
of NOT eating

%) IT 1s EAsy To DEsPISE WHAT You CANNOT OBTAIN (R
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against marauders with high, thick walls, perforated only by a

hundred little exits or entrances just big enough for a mouse
and just small enough to keep out anything larger and more
dangerous... IN PARTICULAR, WEASELS.

The mice and the weasels had been at war for longer than
anyone could remember. So long that neither the mice nor the
weasels knew why. All they knew was that they hated each
other, and that was enough to fight battle after battle. But this
long war had cost the mice dear, for in all the time they had
been fighting they had lost every battle and many a mouse to

their ferocious enemy.

At long last the mice decided to have a conference. They
concluded that their problem was a lack of discipline on the
battlefield. No attack had ever been co-ordinated, no retreat
anything other than every-mouse-for-himself. They decided

that what they needed was organisation and leadership.



