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The Grasshopper and the Ant

A Grasshopper gay

Sang the summer away.

And found herself poor

By the winter’s first roar.

Of meat or of bread,

Not a morsel she had!

So a begging she went,

To her neighbour the ant,
For the loan of some wheat,
Which would serve her to eat,
Till the season came round.

I will pay you." she saith,

‘On an animal’s faith,

Double weight in the pound
Ere the harvest be bound.”
The ant 1s a friend

(And here she might mend)
Little given to lend.

‘How spent you the summer””
Quoth she, looking shame

At the borrowing dame.
‘Night and day to each comer
[ sang. it you please.’

“You sang! I'm at ease:

For 'tis plain at a glance,
Now, ma'am, you must dance.’
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La Cigale et la Fourmi

La Cigale. ayant chant¢ Tout TEte,
Se trouva fort dépourvue

Quand la bise fut venue.

Pas un seul petit morceau

De mouche ou de vermisseau.

Elle alla crier famine

Chez la Fourmi sa voisine,

La priant de lui preter

Quelque grain pour subsister
Jusqu’a la saison nouvelle.

Je vous paierai, lui dit-clle,

Avant 'Oat. foi d'animal,

Intérét et principal.

La Fourmi n’est pas préteuse;
Clest 14 son moindre défaut.

‘Que faisiez-vous au temps chaud?
Dit-elle a cette emprunteuse.
—Nuit et jour a tout venant

Je chantais, ne vous déplaise.
—Vous chantiez? J'en suis fort aise.
Eh bien! dansez maintenant.”

(E. Wright) Loty ke 5 3 o (Gustave Doré) e sz gbhw § 31 o et Sl s se i WL
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The Oak and the Reed

The Oak, one day, said to the Reed,
“You have good cause to rail at fate:

for you, a goldcrest is a heavy weight:

my zephyr is your Aquilon indeed.

The smallest catspaw shivering the lake
will make you bow your head, and shake.

My high uprearéd and abutting front,

like to the Caucasus, had borne the brunt,
and saved you from the winter’s gale

had you not been born far outside my pale.

I could have sheltered you from summer’s sun
and winter’s cold— and would have done;

but, rooted in a damp and windy realm, you
stand to chance. False fate will overwhelm you.’
‘Compassion argues kindly heart.
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[ worry more tor you than me.
The winds will not tear me apart:
I bend but do not break,” said he.
“Unyielding, hitherto, you have withstood
their frightful hammer-blows with hardihood,
but see what comes!'— and. as he spoke,
a fearful storm, a devil's brew,
came howling from the North Wind's womb, and blew
about them both; the Reed and Oak.
The Oak held fast, the Reed bent low,
the wind redoubled every blow.
and he, whose roots had breached the Empire of the Dead,
whose top had touched the sky. laid down his head.
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Parole de Socrate

Socrate un jour taisant batir,
Chacun censurait son ouvrage:
L’un trouvait les dedans. pour ne lui point mentir,
Indignes d’un tel personnage;
L'autre blamait la face, et tous étaient d’avis
Que les appartements en étaient trop petits.
Quelle maison pour lui! L'on y tournait a peine.
Plat au ciel que de vrais amis,
Telle quelle est. dit-il, elle pit étre pleine!
Le bon Socrate avait raison
De trouver pour ceux-la trop grande sa maison.
Chacun se dit ami; mais fol qui s’y repose:
Rien n'est plus commun que ce nom,
Rien n'est plus rare que la chose.

A Saying of Socrates

Socrates’ new house was being erected.
but all who saw it totally rejected

it. It was a thing to mock at, these

so-scornful friends of Socrates

all said: *An undistinguished plan,
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unworthy of so great a man.

What an inferior elevation!

What bad interior decoration!’

No room to turn, no good to him at all,
Socrates” new house was far too small!
‘Such as it is, I pray to see

enough true friends to fill it,” said he.
Wise Socrates! who could observe
his house too large for those deserving
friendship tree from all reserve.
Though to the title all lay claim,
unwise is he who trusts the name
of ‘Friend’: you hear it everywhere:
the thing itself is truly rare.
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Lion Grown Old

King Lion, terror of the wood,

Was stricken with old age and lost his strengh.

His claws no longer gripped; by now were gone for good
Those fangs, whose menace once no enemy withstood:
His faltering tootsteps scarce could draw their weary length;
But ah! Far worse than all,

The neighbours,— now his wrath no longer could appal,—
For every rankling wrong that in the past they bore him
All vied in vicious haste to heap new insults o’er him.
Here Horse’s spurning hoof its driving blow has borne;
Here Wolf’s red fangs have torn;

There Ox has thrust his piercing horn.

Poor Lion in his last distress

Avaits the bitter end, when spite can do no more,

And only shows his bitterness

With low and mournful roar;

But when he sees the Ass is putfing out his chest,

To give his kick with all the rest,

And waiting but to choose the place that most will smart,
“Ye Gods,” the Lion cries, appealing throught his groans,
‘Before this shame shall touch my dying bones,

Send swift the only end that’s meet for Lion heart!

Let Death his sharpest pains prepare,

An insult from an Ass is harder tar to bear!”
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The Ass who carried Sacred Relics™
The sacred relics that a pack-mule bore
at festivals drew many to adore
them, but the Mule, with mincing manners,
took to himself the incense and hosannas.
Someone saw his sad mistake, and cried:
‘“You Ass. avoid the deadly sin of pride!
The praise is not for you: it’s for your load
that palms of glory round your feet are strowed.’
We bow to the wig— not kow-tow to the big-headed judge in full fig.
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The Crow and the Fox

Mr Crow perched on a brach in a tree
holding some cheese in his beak.
Mr Fox, drawn by the scent of the Brie,
said something like this: *Oh, how sleek!
Good day to you Mr de Crow, on my word,
how handsome you are— a fine figure of bird!
If your song were as fine as your feathers, it’s true, the Phoenix, the top of
the trees, would be you!
At these words, the Crow felt his heart fill full of joy,
so opened his beak to show oft his fine voice— and let the cheese fall. The Fox
seized it; Dear Sir,
said he, ’you should learn that all flatteres
live off the people who heed what they say.
Doubtless, a cheese is a small price to pay
tfor the lesson.” Ashamed and confused, the Crow swore
rather late, that he’d never be "taken’ no more.
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The Wolf and the Lamb

The strongest always stand to win
the argument— as shown herein:
A young lamb quenched his thirst one day
with water tfrom a crystal rill.
A Wolf, by hunger drawn that way,
snarled, "Who made you so wilful
as to foul my drink? [ say,
for this temerity vou'll pay?’
The Lamb responded, "Let not. Sire, Your Majesty feel so much ire.
Consider, rather. that I stand
some twenty paces downstream. and
in consequence, I can’t pollute your drink.” "You do.” replied the brute,
and more, you spoke bad words. I'm told,
of me last year.” ' am not old enough, I wasn’t born,” the lamb
replied. I still drink from my dam.’
"Your brother then.” ’I haven’t got
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a brother.” *“Well, some other trot

among your flock. You never cease

to slander me. I get no peace:

you shepherds and your dogs! I feel

an urge for vengeance calling me!’
Deep within the forest, he

abducted him, and ate him. No appeal.
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