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The Short Chapter Book Series is an attempt to inculcate the love of reading in all children, transitioning beginning readers to more advanced readers 

and reluctant readers into beginning readers. 

The series also introduces children to different genres.
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Chapter 1: Weakling
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The Wise Old Doe looked at Dearie. Never was born such a delicate fawn in the forest. She murmured, “The poor little thing will not live through the night. How his heart palpitates through his skinny ribs!  I’m sure he’ll die.”

Mama Deer gazed at Dearie, and her heart melted with love. What huge, night-black eyes he had! When his velvety nose started to quiver, she began licking him all over.  Dearie shut his eyes and lay still. Mama Deer nudged him and stood up.

“Don’t make him stand,” cautioned the Wise Old Doe. “He’s weak. His heart is beating very fast, as if he’s been running for miles.”

Mama Deer lay down beside Dearie and resumed licking his face. “Yes,” she thought, and grew fearful. “The Wise Old One is right.  Dearie is very frail.  His legs are too thin to support him. What will become of him?”

Papa Deer came along with the herd. He bent down and gently prodded Dearie with the side of one antler. A shiver ran through Dearie, but he did not open his eyes. The stags and the does stood in a close circle and looked at Dearie.   The Wise Old Doe, seeing Mama Deer’s eyes upon her, sadly shook her head.  So did the other members of the herd. They were all of one thought. “The little fellow will not pull through the night.”

But Dearie did! By the next morning, he perked up.  He looked around with interest, and when Mama Deer nudged him, he managed to stand. It took him three attempts, and his legs were unsteady, but hope blossomed in Mama Deer’s heart. When he tumbled down, she lay close beside him, filling him with love and warmth. 

Usually, the herd kept changing its grazing ground, moving from one part of the plain to another. This kept them safe from their enemies and helped them in getting good food. As Dearie could not walk, the Wise Old Doe said, “We shall graze around this place for a few days.”  

When the herd foraged for soft, green grass nearby, Mama Deer stayed with Dearie. In the afternoon, when the others came back, to sit in the shade and ruminate, Mama Deer fed on the leaves nearest to Dearie and darted back to his side every now and then.

Two days later, even the Wise Old Doe was hopeful.  Dearie was no longer the trembling, quivering, tiny bundle. His heart beat steadily and he stood up for longer intervals. “He will live, I am sure,” she began telling Mama Deer.
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By the end of the week, Dearie was walking, and by the end of the month, he was running with the other fawns. Once again, the herd moved all over the vast grassy lands of the forest, seeking succulent foliage. 
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​Chapter 2: Timid
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Dearie was strong enough to keep up with the herd, but everyone worried about him. They, particularly Mama Deer, the Wise Old One, and Dearie himself, believed that he was the most delicate member of the herd and could never be as strong as the others.

As soon as they caught the scent of a lion, or of any other enemy, the herd immediately grouped around Dearie.  Most of the time, they kept him at the center of the group to protect him from danger.

Many months passed. Dearie grew big and strong, and fleet-footed. He also grew very timid. Any other animal, even the small, gentle hare, would startle him and make him tremble.  When the wind rustled through dry leaves or dark clouds gathered in the sky, he grew alarmed. The list of things that scared him was endless. Sometimes he even jumped at his own shadow or his reflection in the water. The truth was that he was at ease only when the herd surrounded him.  At all other times, he was afraid of something or the other.

Whenever Dearie was frightened, he froze.  He would stand still, unmoving, and stare wide-eyed at the object of his fear.  Someone had to prod him to bring him to his senses.

Papa Deer was the biggest stag in the forest.  With his glowing white-spotted russet coat and huge antlers, he was undoubtedly the most handsome stag in the forest and also in the surrounding forests.  He was very brave, too.  He had once led the herd in driving away ferocious wolves, even though the wolves had cornered them.
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He tried to help Dearie out of his fear. He often said, “Dearie, you must be brave enough to run when there is danger.  You are not a foolish lion cub to rush into danger.  You are a deer.  A deer senses danger and flees from it. He doesn’t stand immobile waiting for God knows what!”

At the very mention of danger, Dearie would start trembling, and his eyes would widen.  He wouldn’t even hear what Papa Deer had to say. Mama Deer would come to his rescue.  “He’ll learn, let him be,” she would tell Papa Deer.

“When? When will he learn?  He’s slowing down the herd.  Any new sound, any new creature, and he’s scared!  Let him be scared. It’s all right to be scared. But why doesn’t he run away? After spending so many months in the herd, the least he should have learned was when to flee!”
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​Chapter 3: Frozen
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Dearie’s friends and the Wise Old Doe also spoke to him, but it was of no use. When there was no threat, Dearie was the fastest in the herd. He ran so fast and took such long leaps that he looked like a golden arrow streaking over the green grassy lands. 

But when fear gripped him, he had to be pushed to move. At such times, he ran in a blind panic, rushing into a headlong flight, without seeing what was in his way and where he was going.

The herd was a large one, numbering over sixty.  With good rains, there was plenty of food and water in the forest.  As long as they kept away from the hunting animals, life was easy.

One afternoon, Dearie saw a lion at the watering hole.  It was drinking water.  Mama Deer sensed his fear and said, “The lion will not attack us because he has already had his meal. Drink quietly and we shall leave without attracting his attention.”

Dearie didn’t hear a word. How could he when his heart thumped so loudly? And his blood rushed to his head? He felt hot and cold at the same time. 

“Dearie?”

The rest of the herd sipped a little water and started to move away. Dearie stared at the lion, larger and scarier than he had imagined. For until now he had never been so close to a lion. [image: image003.jpg]The lion lifted his head and looked at Dearie.  Perhaps he smelt the fear that covered him.  Dearie became rooted to the spot, his gaze locked with the yellow eyes of the wild beast.

Mama Deer nudged him, but he continued to stand rigid.  The herd had already moved away.  Finally, Papa Deer rammed him with his antlers. Only then did Dearie take a frightened leap and rush in the direction of the herd.

When he caught up with the others, he was panting, and his heart pounded with the shock of seeing the lion’s face. Papa Deer was also breathless and very, very angry. Snorting out puffs of air, he barked, “Dearie, do you want to die?  Why were you standing like a rock? The lion would have killed you if he were even a little hungry. You wouldn’t have stood a chance!”

“Oh Dearie!” exclaimed Mama Deer, “to survive in the jungle, you should have good reflexes.  The lion, the tiger, the cheetah, in fact, all the hunters are very quick.  When they give chase, they are almost as fast as us.  That is why it’s so important for us to immediately take to our heels.  A second late and Dearie, their teeth will be in your neck.”

“Mama, Papa, I try to run, but I cannot!  When I am frightened, my mind goes blank.  I don’t know why this happens, but it does, and then I’m not able to move!”

The Wise Old Doe stepped forward and said, “Dearie must leave the herd.”  
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​Chapter 4: Outcast
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“No! Never!” exclaimed Mama Deer.

The Wise Old Doe ignored Mama Deer and told Dearie, “When you are on your own, you will learn a few things.”

“O Wise One!” Mama Deer pleaded, “You know that Dearie won't be able to survive alone in the jungle.  Why! The little one is scared of his own shadow!”

“He has no reason to be. That is what he must learn.”

Mama Deer did not have an answer. She knew the Wise One was right. But Dearie! How would he survive alone? It was like pushing him into the jaws of death. She looked at the Wise One with despair and begged her to keep Dearie in the herd.

The Wise Old Doe spoke to her in a gentle voice. She said, “Remember, I'm as fond of Dearie as if he were my own fawn.  Now it has become necessary for him to leave the herd.  He has to live on his own.  He has to learn his own strengths.”

Papa Deer stood by silently as Mama Deer continued to plead.  Over and over again, she said, “No, I won't let him be sent away.  You'll have to send me away, too!”

“Look at the other deer of his age.  They graze with the herd, but every now and then they go away alone.  They're with the herd because they want to be with the herd.  They can live on their own.  So can Dearie, given a chance.  His antlers have already come up big and strong.”

“O Wise One!  Dearie is different.  He needs us.”

“No, he’s not different.  We’ve made him different.  Granted that Dearie was born weak, but within a couple of months, he was fine.  He had overcome his weakness.  We, and I share the blame, have cosseted him and pampered him.  Now, before we do permanent damage, we will have to let him go, to learn to live without our support.”

Dearie, alarmed by the Wise Old Doe’s words, moved closer to Mama Deer.

“O Wise Old Doe!” said Mama Deer, “You’re right. I’m sure you’re right.  But see how scared he is. How helpless he looks!  He cannot even face a baby fox.  See how he trembles!  To leave him alone, like this, is as good as killing him!  Let him be.  Let him stay with the herd.  We’ll make him independent gradually.  Let him graze separately, a little away from the herd, so that we can watch over him, and warn him if there is danger.”

Papa Deer shook his head.  “No, that won’t do.  If we are to be his eyes and ears and nose, when will he learn to use his own senses?  It’s not possible to keep him in the herd and try to make him independent.  I have tried to do that. It won’t help. He’ll always know we’re close by.  He will continue to depend on us. You will
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