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Fawn and Snail

 


 


 


Fawn was the pride of Mother Roe Deer and
Father Stag. His parents always knew where he played, and with
whom. He was helpful in the kitchen, he collected plants, brought
fresh spring water, kept his coat nice and tidy... in a word, he
was the kind of son that every parent wishes for.

 


Just like all the other children, Fawn wanted
to grow up as quickly as possible. He longed to prove himself by
sprouting antlers like those of Stag, antlers that would demand
admiration from nearby Birch and Fir Trees, and become the subject
of songs by Nightingale and Skylark. But time went by quickly, and
Fawn was still without the smallest trace of his antlers.



“I still don’t have any antlers!” he
complained to Father Stag, ‘Let’s go shopping and get some.”

 


“Our antlers are not something you can buy in
a shop,” said Stag, “When the time comes, they’ll appear. Until
then, you need to be patient.”

 


“How about this,” suggested Fawn, “you lend
me yours, so that I can feel that handsome crown on my head.”

 


“You’re our prince even without a crown. And
antlers are not for lending, and not for buying. They’re something
to look forward to. Just be patient and wait for them.”
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Every morning Fawn looked into the morning
dewdrops as though into a mirror. He was aching to see even the
smallest trace of antlers beginning to grow on his head, but he
continued to see nothing.

 


One morning, absorbed in his thoughts and
feeling quite sad, he walked aimlessly around a meadow. He stopped
at a hawthorn bush, which had just begun to bloom.

 


It was so beautiful! From afar the hawthorn
looked like a sleeping swan on a green lake, and from up-close one
could only wish to stay there as long as possible and enjoy the
rich aroma of its flowers.

 


Once again he looked into the dewdrops, and
once again he failed to see antlers growing on his head.

 


He sniffled.

 


There was an echo of his sniffle.

 


He did it again, and again his sniffle was
echoed.

 


Even when he stopped sniffling, he still
heard a muffled “sniff, sniff”, coming from underneath the hawthorn
bush. Fawn spotted Snail, who was wiping his tears by some
orchids.
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“Why are you crying?” asked Fawn.

 


“Time passes so fast”, Snail sobbed, “and I’m
so slow. I never get to try the grass from the other side of the
meadow. But how about you, why are you tearful?”

 


“Time passes so slowly”, complained Fawn,
‘and my antlers have still not appeared.”

 


Fawn took a closer look at Snail, and for the
first time noticed that his eyes were on stalks which stuck out
from his head like…antlers!



 


“I have an idea!’ he shrieked, “You can climb
on top of my head, and I’ll run. That way I’ll have tiny antlers
like you, and you’ll be able to reach the other side of the
meadow.”
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Snail’s little house jumped with happiness.
He crawled up to the top of the hawthorn bush, and jumped down,
landing between Fawn’s ears.

 


“Extend your horns!” exclaimed Fawn.

 


“Maximum speed! Fifth gear, if possible!”
demanded Snail.

 


So it happened that Fawn acquired tiny
antlers and Snail nibbled at grass from the other side of the
meadow.

cover.jpg





tmp_1142b44476a69315c2e4e9bd2f8f01b4_CecUaY_html_791f93fb.jpg





tmp_1142b44476a69315c2e4e9bd2f8f01b4_CecUaY_html_m188f93a7.jpg





tmp_1142b44476a69315c2e4e9bd2f8f01b4_CecUaY_html_mdac1c9b.jpg





tmp_1142b44476a69315c2e4e9bd2f8f01b4_CecUaY_html_51de02f8.jpg





