
AESOP’S FABLE:  The Fox and the Grapes 
A Play Written by Connie Frank 

 

Narrator on the Differences between the Fox and the Grapes.  Everyone knows that the Fox is a 

mammal.  It births its babies alive and cares for them until the babies 

can care for themselves.  The fox is a flesh-and-bone predator that 

hunts down and eats its prey.  The grape is a fruit, basically a berry, 

and Grapes are one of the oldest cultivated plants. They are classified 

as true berries because the fruit wall or pericarp is fleshy all the way 

through. The cultivation of grapes dates back more than 5,000 years in 

Egypt, and they were highly developed by the Greeks and Romans. 

Grapes and raisins can be toxic to foxes and dogs, so it’s best to keep 

the grapes away from them. The general rule of thumb is that if it is not 

good for dogs, it is also not good for foxes. Science has yet to identify 

what it is in the fruit that causes the problem, but in some animals, it 

can lead to kidney failure. There is research being done on whether a 

copper compound used to fight fungus on the grapes might be the culprit. And that’s not sour grapes. 

Characters:  
 Narrator: 

 Mr. Fox: 

 Human Woman: 

 Little Human:   

 Mr. Coyote: 

 Mrs. Coyote: 

Script:  
Narrator:   The sight of forests and meadows stretched for miles.  Mr. Fox had been on his journey to find 

food for some time now.  Food just could not be found.  He was an expert hunter, especially 

when catching rabbits, rodents, birds, frogs, and earthworms.  Occasionally, he would eat 

carrion too. However much the humans thought, Mr. Fox was not carnivorous.  He was actually 

an omnivore as he had a real taste for berries and fruit too.  When he was near a big city where 

humans lived, he would catch pigeons and rats, sometimes eating from the garbage bags at 

night that humans left untended near their homes.  But his instinct was to stay away from 

humans, no matter how tempting the food was that they left out for wild animals to eat.  

Mr. Fox: (Belly growling): I am so hungry! I wish I had eaten that dead rat that the humans left out for 

me, but I am so afraid of them!  It could be a trap to kill me! 

Narrator: Mr. Fox had developed a healthy fear of humans.  He had been lying on the fairway of a golf 

course, far enough away to keep and eye on a human while eating a rabbit that had strayed in 

this area.  As he lay there, drowsing in the warm sun, a human woman had slowly walked up to 

him while holding the hand of a tiny little human.  The tiny little human was saying something 

like “Doggy!” which insulted Mr. Fox, who felt himself to be superior to dogs.  The human had 

a little bit of green vegetable that looked like lettuce and was walking up to him, Offering the 

lettuce. 

Mr. Fox: (Mr. Pulling himself up from his half-sleep and standing to look at the woman) Is she really 

offering me food?  Is she trying to trap me?  What if this is poison! 

Narrator: The human woman came all the way up to him with the little human still holding her hand. 

Mr. Fox: (Sniffing):  It is not even fresh lettuce.  It is old and wrinkled, and it smells bad.  Look at her!  

She is treating me like a dog.  How insulting! 

Narrator: The fox was close enough to her now.  Instead of reaching for the offered lettuce, he bit the 

human woman and sat looking at her with distain. 

  



 

Mr. Fox: (He sat down) That will show her not to treat me like that. 

Human Woman: Ahhhhhhhh! Help!  The Fox bit me!  He bit me! 

Little Human:   (Being dragged away from Mr. Fox) Wahhhhhhh! Mommy!  Mommy! 

Narrator: Mr. Fox lay down, covering up his ears.  This was not going as well as he had expected. 

Human Woman: The fox bit me!  He has rabies!  Someone kill him!  Shoot him!  Kill him! 

Mr. Fox: (Hearing her scream and running for the forest): I know the word “kill”.  I have got to get out of 

here before she gets me killed! 

Narrator: Mr. Fox turned and ran as fast as he could.  Behind him, he could hear sirens and angry humans 

threatening his life.  He ran and ran until he could run no longer.  No longer hearing angry 

humans or sirens, Mr. Fox calmed himself and then ran farther, mile after mile so he could feel 

safe again.  When the day was done, he became interested in the deep forest that was now his 

safe haven. He could hear some of the familiar forest sounds, but thought hard on where he 

was. 

Mr. Fox: Where are the songs of birds?  Where are the predator owls that fly through the late evening 

light? 

Narrator: Mr. Fox came upon Mr. Coyote, who was not exactly happy to see him. 

Mr. Coyote: (Walking up to him): Get out of here!  You should not be in my territory! 

Mr. Fox: I am terribly sorry to trouble you.  I am just lost and trying to find a home for myself. 

Mr. Coyote: (Licking his paws): Lucky for you I just ate a rat.  He was a fat one and I am not hungry. 

Mr. Fox: I am very glad you are not hungry.  I should not like to die and be eaten.  I hate to trouble you 

any longer, but can you tell me where I am? 

Mr. Coyote: You are in the Forbidden Forest, of course. 

Mr. Fox: (Mouthe hanging open):  I am. . .what?  I am in the Forbidden Forest?  How did I do this to 

myself? 

Mr. Coyote: (Laughing harshly):  I have no idea, but your chances of survival for the next few days are 

pretty low.  Most of us have little food to eat, and life can be tough out here. 

Mr. Fox: Where are the birds?  Where are the animals that flit through the Great Forests?  I am deeply 

concerned. 

Mrs. Coyote: (Walking up to her husband):  You should be concerned.  Nothing much lives in the Forbidden 

Forest.  (She growled, then licked her lips). 

Mr. Fox: (His voice shaking): It is best that I leave you now.  Thank you for your hospitality. 

Narrator: The Fox ran as fats as he could away from Mr. and Mrs. Coyote.  He knew that if he did not get 

away from their territory quickly, he would be dinner.  Mr. Fox ran all night, putting as many 

miles as he could between himself and the Coyote clan.  When morning came, Mr. Fox’s 

stomach began a familiar rumble, but as hard as he looked, he could not find a morsel to eat. 

Mr. Fox: This place is just scary.  I cannot find food.  I cannot find shelter.  I am frightened and I do not 

know what to be frightened of, because everything feels off, unnatural. 

Narrator: The Fox walked on, dragging himself to a stream of water running between a corpse of bent 

trees and green weeds.  He lay down at the edge of the stream and looked around, longing for 

something to stop his stomach.  Suddenly, out of the corner of his eye, Mr. Fox spied a beautiful 

bunch of ripe red grapes hanging from a vine trained along the branches of a tree bent toward 

the stream.  The grapes seemed ready to burst with juice, and the Fox’s mouth watered as he 

gazed longingly at them. 

Mr. Fox: (Drooling and tongue lolling):  Finally!  Something to eat!   

Narrator:   Mr. Fox was encouraged when spying the grapes, and he just had to eat them.  The large bunch 

of red grapes hung from a high branch of the tree, 

Mr. Fox: (Gathering his muscles in ready for a jump):  I have to eat those grapes! 

Narrator:   Mr. Fox had to jump for it. The first time he jumped he missed it by a long way.  

Mr. Fox: (Shaking his head):  No!  No!  I have to reach those grapes! 

  



 

Narrator:    Mr. Fox walked off a short distance and took a running leap at the branch on which the red 

grapes hung, only to fall short once more. Again and again, he tried, but in vain. 

Mr. Fox:   I cannot keep this up!  I am exhausted! 

Narrator: After many attempts, Mr. Fox sat down and looked at the grapes in disgust. 

Mr. Fox: (Heaving from exhaustion, tongue lolling):  "What a fool I am!  (Shaking his head) Here I am 

wearing myself out to get a bunch of sour grapes that are not worth gaping for. 

Narrator:   The red grapes still hung in the warm sun surrounded by bent trees at the end of the stream.  

Mr. Fox sat and looked at them angrily. 

Mr. Fox:   You certainly tempted me, but now I am just angry. 

Narrator:   Mr. Fox walked very, very scornfully.  His stomach still rumbled, and this had put him in a very 

bad mood.  The Fox had not gone far before he came to the edge of the forest.  Just as he was 

stepping outside to the edge of the forest, Mr. and Mrs. Coyote walked up to him.   

Mr. Fox: (Shaking):  Oh!  You startled me!   

Mr. Coyote: (Smiling):  We watched you as you were jumping up to that tree.  Those grapes are tempting, 

aren’t they? 

Mr. Fox: (Coughing):  Yes, they are.  Uh, you saw that, huh?  I think I hate grapes now. 

Mrs. Coyote: (Staring at him with disdain):  You should hate grapes!  Grapes are toxic to foxes. You would 

have died if you had eaten those grapes!   Don’t ask me why, but for some reason our friends have 

died from kidney failure from eating grapes.  You are very lucky you could not reach them! 

Narrator: Mr. and Mrs. Coyote turned out to be rather nice.  They shared a plump brown rabbit with Mr. 

Fox, as they had experienced a very good hunt that day.  They became friends, but after that day, 

Mr. Fox refused to enter the Forbidden Forest.  To the end of his days, he felt that there had been 

some sinister magic going on in that Forest where grapes meant death.   

Narrator:   This moral leads to the statement used most often “Sour Grapes”.  If someone's behavior or 

opinion is described as Sour Grapes, it means that this person is angry because they have not 

gotten or achieved something that they wanted.  This is an example of Sour Grapes:  I don't 

think she did such a great job - and that's not just sour grapes because I didn't get it. Sour 

Grapes often means that the person cutting down the other is spoiled, bitter, and jealous 

because he has been unable to do what she has been able to accomplish.   

The moral of the story is:    

“There are many who pretend to despise and belittle that which is beyond their reach.” 

 

 

 


