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Victor was a very special snail. He lived in Aaron's orchard and he only had one horn. And why did he only have one horn? 

Oh..., he will tell you later, because he will have plenty of time in this little story. And who is Aaron? You may ask. Aaron is the owner of this story and of the orchard.

But let's begin. It all began on a very hot Saturday morning, when little Aaron, who was only five years old, was playing in his grandmother's garden, kicking an old ball that his father had given him. After a while of playing, he saw a small snail walking in search of a cool shade where it could take refuge from the heat. Aaron stared at it for a while, watching as it struggled to crawl along the ground and made an effort to reach the shade.

The curious Aaron approached. He took out of his pocket the magnifying glass that his father had lent him, to take a closer look at the little snail. 

[image: El encuentro Victor]

When he was able to look at it, he saw that it had only one horn in the sun. He was astonished, because at school he had been told that all snails have two horns and this one had only one. 

[image: Mirada caracol216]

Without thinking twice, he climbed the stairs of his grandmother's vegetable garden in search of a box to put the snail in.

"Grandma, grandma," he shouted insistently, "I have found a snail and I need a box to put it in."

"Oh, Aaron," said Grandma angrily. "How many times have I told you not to catch bugs in the garden."

"But grandma, this is a special snail, it has only one horn."

[image: Abuela]

Her grandmother, without giving it much importance, gave her a shoebox, where she kept receipts and bills. Take the box," said her grandmother, "and be good to him, because all animals belong to God.  "Yes, Grandma, thank you. 

She gave him two kisses and ran off to the garden.

When he got there, he looked for the snail, which had walked far enough and seemed to be quite tired.

Aaron picked it up carefully and put it in the cardboard box.

"What are you doing?" asked the snail.

Aaron looked around. He thought it was a voice from the street.

"Ehhh, you with the curly hair, what are you doing with me?" asked the snail again.

He looked towards the shoebox. He brought his magnifying glass closer and at that moment the snail said with a laugh:

"uhhhhhhhh, hahahaha, I scared you". 

Aaron let go of the box and was astonished for a few moments.

"Can you talk?" he asked incredulously.

"Yes, of course I can talk, but only to you, no one else. I only talk to naughty, curly-haired children like you."

"I'm not naughty, but I do have curly hair, hahahahahaha.

"And why did you put me in this box? I like to be free to eat fresh grass and feel the rain.

"It just struck me that you only have one horn."

"Ufff, that's a short story. By the way, what's your name?"

"My name is Aaron. What's yours? Snails don't have names, do they?"

"But who told you that, Aaron? Of course we have a name. My name is Victor."

"Victor? Hey, just like a boy in my class."

At that, Aaron heard his grandmother's voice.

"Aaron, your father is calling you on the phone, come on, run!"

Aaron said to Victor:

"I'll be right back, don't go away".

Victor replied:

"Where am I going to go in these four walls...".

Little Aaron hurried up the stairs, stumbled, scraped his knee and finally reached the telephone.

[image: Aarón teléfono]

"Papa, papa," he said quickly, "I have a snail called Victor, and he talks."

That's funny. And where do you have him?"

"In a shoebox."

"Good, but you have to look after him, because it's summer. Snails need to eat and have water nearby, otherwise they die."

"Do they?"

"Yes, Aaron. You have to take care of the little animals, they are not toys. Look, let's do something. This afternoon when I come to pick you up, we'll make a proper house for it, so that it can live well until winter comes and release it in the countryside. Agreed?"

"Yes, yes," said Aaron, full of joy.

His father arrived punctually, as always, to pick up his son.

Aaron went out to greet his father with the shoebox in his hand and said: 

"Dad, this is Victor, say hello."

"Hello, Victor."

"Hello, Aaron's dad," said Victor, "even though you can't hear me because only naughty, curly-haired children can hear me."

"He said hello, daddy... He can only talk to me."

"All right, Aaron. Put him in the carrier and we'll go."

"Dad, I want to take him with me so he doesn't get lonely."

"Okay."

"Listen, Aaron," said Victor, "I fall asleep in cars."

"Just like me," Aaron replied. Well, we'll go to sleep."

When they got home, Aaron's father, after putting all the things he had brought and making some phone calls, called his son.

"Aaron, come on, let's go make a little house for the snail."

"OK, Dad, that's cool!"

"The first thing we have to do is find a good container. Look here I have one. This one can be useful for us. Go look for some soil in the yard and some stones to put on the ground so that Victor can feel at home."

Aaron looked for the stones and the soil for the plastic container his father had found. 

"Now we need a water sprayer."

"A water sprayer? What's that, Dad?"

"It's a bottle that sprays water under pressure. Wait, I'll get one for you to look at." 

His father went to the back rooms to get the sprayer and brought it back.

"Look, this is a spray bottle. We fill it up and once a day, we pour water into Victor's friend so that he doesn't dry out, neither his shell nor his body, and he can drink."  

[image: papá y Aarón pulverizador]

Victor listened attentively to his friends' conversations, not understanding what they were talking about.

"Victor said, "I'm here, and I'm hungry."

"Victor," said Aaron. "Wait, we're making you your new little house."

"My little house? What's that?"

"Where you are going to live until the summer is over.Then we'll take you to the country and let you out, because my father says that with this heat you won't be able to resist and you'll go to heaven." 

"Well, that's true. I have almost nothing to eat. Everything is dry. I can't find any fresh herbs or water to cool myself. The summers are getting drier and drier for us snails."

"Well, that's true. I have almost nothing to eat. Everything is dry. I can't find any fresh herbs or water to cool myself. The summers are getting drier and drier for us snails.

Aaron's father, oblivious to the conversation "he couldn't hear it", was busy building Victor's little house.

"Well, son, we already have the container, the stones, the earth, the sprayer.  Now we need your friend Victor and some fresh lettuce leaves."

They set off. They put the soil, the stones and Victor in the container. His father went to the fridge, took a lettuce leaf and put it in the container.

[image: image]

"Aaron, it's your turn. You have to take care of it, feed it, spray it with the spray bottle so it's always cool and once a day, take it out in the sun so its shell gets hard and grows."

"OK, dad, that's what I'll do."

Just then, Mina, his father's girlfriend, arrived and ran out to give him a hug and tell him everything that had happened.

[image: image]

"Mina, I found a snail that only has one horn and I'm going to take care of it this summer from the heat and release it in the autumn," she said.

"Ahh, that's nice, can you show it to me?"

"Yes, sure. And he talks too".

"Does he talk? hahaha"

"Yes, but only I can hear it. You, if you had curly hair and if you were naughty you would hear it, but as you have straight hair, you won't hear anything."

"Oh dear, what a pity. I would have liked to hear the voice of a snail," replied Mina sadly.

Victor, meanwhile, was already eating the fresh lettuce that was within reach. Aaron took the spray bottle and squirted a few drops of cool water on it. Victor, feeling the water soaking his entire shell and head, said enthusiastically:

"Ahhh, how wonderful, I haven't had this wonderful feeling for more than two months."

Aaron had already got used to looking after his friend Victor, who was growing more and more every day thanks to his friend's daily good care. He would take him to the vegetable garden, pick him up and put him on the ground so that he could walk a little and Victor
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