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Once upon a time on a rich farmer’s estate, there lived Big Red, 
a great ox, and his sister, Little Red — who was not really little.

Do you know 
what an ox is? 

Why would 
farmers use 
oxen on a 
farm? Why 
wouldn’t they 
use a tractor?



The two oxen worked hard, plowing the fields and pulling 
heavy loads for the farmer and his family. And, though they 
were treated with kindness, they were fed as oxen usually 
are fed— on grass, hay, and straw.

Have you ever 
been on a farm?



On the same farm, there lived 
a little pig named Munika. 

Munika did no work at all, but 
every day he was fed dainty 
food — as much as he could 
eat.

Is this the cutest pig ever?



Seeing this, Little Red 
was jealous. She said 
to her brother one 
day, “Is it fair, 
brother, that we, who 
do all the work day 
after day, are given 
only grass and hay? 
Munika, who does no 
work at all, eats rice 
and milk. They even 
give him sweets! Why 
should he be treated 
so much better than 
we?”

Is that fair?



Big Red, being older and 
wiser, said, “Don’t envy 
anyone, sister, especially 
Munika.” 

“Why not?” Little Red asked? 

But all Big Red would say was, 
“Wait and see.”

Have you ever felt like a secret 
is being kept from you?

Hmm. What is up with that? 



The days went by and Munika grew larger and fatter. The two 
oxen worked harder and harder, for the farmer’s only daughter 
was going to be married, and the whole estate was preparing for 
the wedding.

Farmer’s Daughter Munika!



Finally, the wedding day arrived. After the ceremony, 
the guests all enjoyed a great feast. The most delicious 
dish on the table was roast pig!

Is it okay to eat 
animals? 

Does it make a 
difference if the 
animal is cute? 

Should Munika 
have seen what 
was coming?



Big Red said to Little Red, “Do you see Munika, dear sister?” 

Little Red hung her head and said sadly, “Yes, I see the 
reason now for all Munika’s fine dinners. Our food, though it 
is grass and straw, is a thousand times better. It keeps us 
healthy and, best of  all, it keeps us alive!”

Have we learned 
anything today?



Big Red said: 

As long as it is wholesome, 
Be grateful for the food they give. 
Poor Munika ate to die; 
Be content — we eat to live.

Should we always 
be content with 
our lot in life? 

Shouldn’t we be 
trying to improve 
our lives? 

What is “the best 
food”? 

Could things be 
worse?

The End


