The Fox and




One morning a Fox was wulking ’chrﬂugh the woods, 101::]:(11’19’ for sr::nme’ching tasty to eat for his breakfast

when his nose picked up a scent - a scent of same’ching very interesting.




The Fox didn't have to wait long to find out because
there, sitting on a branch high up in a tree, sat a Crow
and in the Crow's beak was the biggest piece of

cheese he'd ever seen.

He stood still and sniffed the air.

‘Cheese, he said. T smell cheese.

Now why would there be cheese
in the middle of a wood like this?




Now the Fox loved cheese more than
anything in the whole world and he
decided that, come what may, he would
have that piece of cheese for himself.




e

He must think I'm chupicLJ ’rhmugh’r the Crow to
himself. That Fox is after my cheese. [f ﬂy down
there, he'll jump on me and gobble me up first and

The Crow didn't reply. He just sat on his branch and then the cheese. Foxes can't climb trees, so I'll just sit
looked down at the Fox. A up here and enjoy my piece of cheese.

HMnrningf Mr Craw,’ he said. 1Why don't you come
down and have a little chat?




The Crow was just about to swallow his lump of

cheese when the Fox said: That cheese looks a bit
rnﬂulcly to me. | wouldn't eat it, if | were you. Mmuldy

cheese is very, very dangerous. You could easily get
ill from bad cheese. If | were you, I'd be on the safe
side and just clr-:::up that cheese righf Nnow.




‘Oh no, Jchmugh’f the Crow. I'm not fﬂlling for that. There's nm’ching wrong with this cheese.

[ found it fresh this morning. [t smells wonderful and I'm going to eat it :righjc now.

The Crow looked struigh‘f at the Fox and Wﬂgglecl his piece of cheese as if to sy
Look what I've gGH Aren't I the luclcy onel




The Crow smiled to himself. He was rather

prmud of his sleek black feathers. The Fox
WwWas righ’f. They were rather lavely.

‘RightJ ’rhuugh’r the Fox. I'm going to have
to try smmefhing else.

You know, Mr Crow, said the Fox, lynu
reully do have the most lmvely feathers.



‘And your head, said the Fox. Your head

1s very fine indeed. Makes you look fierce..

but wise at the same time.

Righ’r uguinf {hmughf the Crow.

That Fox knows what he's tﬂlking about because

[ do look fierce and I am very, very wise.




‘And I bet you've got the most beautiful singing
voice too, said the Fox. T can tell just by looking at

you. | mean all crows are gmc:cl singers...
The Crow nodded.
'And I bet you're the best singer out of all the crows...

The Crow nodded again.

See, | can tell you're a great singer just by looking
at you. Oh, how I'd love to hear you sing. Just once.

That's all T ask. Just one little song would make me

SO hﬂppy.'



4 The Crow thc}ugh’c to himself. The Fox is righ’c.
I'm a wonderful singer. Much better than those ]Dc:ring

nightingales and larks. Very overrated. I shall sing.
[ shall sing for the Fox righ’r now.

The Crow's mind was racing as the Fox started to

WCI.H{ aQaway.

‘Oh wrell, [ see 'm not in luck today, sighed the Fox.
Suppose [l just have to go and listen to a boring old

skvlark, or nightingale...




As the Crow Dpenecl his beak and started to sing...

the piece of cheese fell to the gl’ﬂuncl,

The Fox licked his 1ips+ Thank you, Mr CIDW,! he said.

You can s’fc}p singing now. 1 hat horrible sound’s

spmiling my breakfast.




But you said you loved to hear a crow sing.’

Never believe what pemple tell you when ’rheere

trying to steal your cheese, said the Fox and he
winked at the Crow as he gﬂbblecl up the last little bit.






