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The Crow and the Fox

Once a crow who lived in a forest decided to raise some babies. So she
built a nest high in an clm tree and laid three eggs in it. She set on
them for twenty-one days until they finally hatched, and out came
three baby crows.

Now that her babies were born, the mother crow became very busy.




She had to feed them all day, for the little ones were always hungry.
She also had to protect them, for there were many thieves who were
after her nestlings.

One of their enemies was a mean fox who lived not far from the
elm tree. When the fox heard the nestlings chirping, he said to him-
self: “Well, I see there’s some food for me in that nest!” He went up
to the tree, but the nest was too high for him. Even when he jumped,
it was quite beyond his reach. So he thought of ways to catch the
nestlings and came up with a plan.

First he looked into the trash cans of a nearby village and found
himself an old felt hat. Then he stole an old rusty saw from the forester.
Early next morning, before the crow had left her nest, the fox walked
up to the elm with the old hat on his head and began to cut down the
tree with the rusty saw.

Startled by the sound of the saw, the crow looked down from the
nest and asked: “Who are you, and what are you doing?”’

“Oh, ’'m the forester, and I’'m going to cut down my tree,” the
cunning fox replied.

“Please don’t cut this tree down. My nest is here and my little ones
are in it,” said the crow.

“You’ve done wrong to build your nest in my tree,” said the fox,
“for I want to cut the tree down right now.”

The crow began to moan. “Please give me a few days’ time so that
my little ones can grow and gain strength,” she begged.

“No, not even an hour,” the fox said. “This is my tree and I want
to cut it down right now.”

The crow went on pleading. “Please give me two days, then,” she
said, “for my little ones to learn how to fly. Then we’ll all leave the
tree.”

“I can’t be bothered by what you say. All I know is that the tree
belongs to me and I want to cut it now.” With these words the fox
began sawing again. The crow started crying. She didn’t know what
to do.

Then the fox, casting a sly glance at the nest from under the felt
hat, said: “Well, all right. I’ll give you two days. But then you must
give me one of your nestlings. I’ll wait only on that condition.”

The poor crow had to agree. The fox devoured the baby crow at
once. He was pleased that his trick had worked, and even more



pleased to think that from now on he could play the same trick on
other birds as well.

After the fox had left, a magpiec who was the crow’s neighbor came
to visit her. Secing the crow deep in sorrow, the magpie asked : “What’s
the matter with you?”

The crow told her the whole story.

“That’s funny,” said the magpice. “A forester never cuts down a
green, shady tree. You must have been tricked. Well, next time he
comes, show him to me, and I'll tell you if he is a true forester or not.”

Two days later, feeling very proud, the fox came back again with
the old hat on his head and the rusty saw under his arm.






