
O
ne h

ot sum
m
er's day a Fox w

as  
strolling th

rou
gh
 an orch

ard till h
e cam

e 

to a b
unch

 of G
rapes just ripening on a 

vine w
h
ich
 h
ad b

een trained over a lofty 

branch
.  "Just th

e th
ing to quench

 m
y 

th
irst," quoth

 h
e.  D

raw
ing back a few

 

paces, h
e took a run and a jum

p, and 

just m
issed th

e b
unch

.  T
urning round 

again w
ith
 a O

ne, T
w
o, T

h
ree, h

e 

jum
ped up, b

ut w
ith
 no greater success.  

A
gain and again h

e tried after th
e 

tem
pting m

orsel, b
ut at last h

ad to give 

it up, and w
alked aw

ay w
ith
 h
is nose in 

th
e air, saying: "I am

 su
re th

ey are sou
r." 

 

It is easy to despise 

w
h
at you

 cannot get. 

The Fox The Fox The Fox The Fox 

and the and the and the and the 

GrapesGrapesGrapesGrapes    

C
u
t o
u
t b
o
o
k
.  F
o
ld
 in
 h
a
lf.  P

a
ste
 sto
ry
 in
 b
o
o
k
.  U
se
 

w
ith
 le
sso
n
 o
n
 p
a
g
e
 7
9
 in
 y
o
u
r F
IA
R
 V
o
lu
m
e
 I m

a
n
-

u
a
l. 


