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The Fox and the Grape met at last again. The fox had 
aged poorly. The splendid red fur was now covered by a 
melancholic silver veil and the arrogant smart eye 
showed a frost of sadness. The Grape was in perfect shape 
and cuddled in a barrel it had become a superb Wine. 
“You ruined my life” – said the Fox 
“And why is that?” – answered the wine 
“Do you remember when you were young and I tried to 
get you without any success? Since then I have become 
the symbol of conceit and the model of arrogance!” 
“My dear Fox” answered the Wine “you do not have to be 
mad at me. Indeed, you were a little arrogant then. But I 
do like you and I want to offer you a present: do taste 

me now” 
The Fox licked a few drops of the 
ruby precious nectar directly from 
the barrel. 
A new spark lit her gaze and at 
last she understood. 
The value of a long wait distilled 
by the passing of time, the virtue 
of patience that brings forth 
wisdom. She made herself 
comfortable around the barrel 
and licked with satisfaction the 
last drops captured on her 
mustache, that shined like little 
rubies her old friend now Wine. 

(From Salvatore Colantuono)
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