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Thanks to my beloved and best husband in the world, who stoically proofreads my texts, praises and supports me, even when my paws slow down in creative impotence.


Thanks to my mother for instilling me a love of reading and giving me a book about the Moomins.


Thanks to my dad for teaching me to overcome any difficulties.


Thanks to my grandma Lyalya for always saying I would become a professor and sincerely believing in it. Hey grandma, I know you are out there somewhere seeing all this and are proud of your Professor Irm.


Thanks to Olya Haritova for sharing my irrepressible enthusiasm and putting up my slowness.


Thanks to Tove Jansson for being and writing.


These fairy tales were born in love and friendship. And this is what they bring to the world. It doesn't matter if you're five or ninety-five. Imagine, believe, live.


Always yours, Irm Falk.


Fairy Tale 1: What is It Called?
FeFuFyFa sits on the ocean shore. She's very stylish and has a healthy sense of humour. Indeed, no one knows what she is (or maybe who she is). It's only known she feeds exclusively on "radish-umbers". Just don't ask what it is. Only FeFuFyFa knows about this, but she's unlikely to tell you if you dare to ask her anything. The point is that FeFuFyFa is mute. How, in this case, do we know she has a healthy sense of humour, you ask? This is just elementary: she laughs at the jokes the Wind tells her. And she laughs with such a quiet, stylish laugh. She also knows how to write and writes everything down in a thick notebook because otherwise, she forgets everything. True, no one can understand what she wrote because she writes in her own language, unknown to anyone, but very stylish.


So. She sits by the ocean day after day and waits. She's waiting for a great and bright feeling to wash over her. From time to time, Whale rises from the bottom of the ocean and looks at her with big, sad eyes. He's waiting, too. Whale likes FeFuFyFa so much.


And so he waits for it to wash over her. Then he'll be nearby, and he'll also be touched by this all-consuming wave of FeFuFyFa's feelings. FeFuFyFa doesn't understand Whale and looks through him to the horizon. She's sad and lonely, and Whale doesn't count. She is waiting for her prince, and she hasn't many requirements for him: just that he is stylish, has a healthy sense of humour and knows how to write. She doesn't even need him to like "radish-umbers". In the end, they can be replaced with radishes or cucumbers. It's better to use cucumbers (they don't need to be salted), but they can also use radishes.


Sometimes, FeFuFyFa gets up and wanders along the shore on her long, thin, and stylish legs. And Whale swims beside her like a faithful dog. He accompanies her to protect her if she's attacked by pirates. Whale dreams she'll finally pay attention to him after he saves her.


But the pirates don't attack because pirates never attack on the shore. There is no one here at all except FeFuFyFa. The Whale doesn't count because he's in the ocean and not on the sand. FeFuFyFa wanders over to a big grey rock and sits down on it. She puts her paws in the water (all eight of them), and Whale tickles her heels (all eight of them). And she chuckles softly with her lovely, stylish laugh. Whale laughs, too, but he does it soundlessly because he's mute. But he knows how to write and has a healthy sense of humour. Otherwise, he wouldn't laugh with FeFuFyFa. He writes on the expanse of water with a fin. But it's not always possible cause Water is very moody.


In the evening, FeFuFyFa moves onto the Whale's back, takes a shower from the Whale's fountain and falls asleep over there. Already falling asleep, somewhere deep down, she realizes that the Whale is so stylish. In the morning (unfortunately), she forgets about her evening thoughts and again doesn't see Whale. But she remembers it before going to bed, so she hugs Whale's back with her stylish paws and sometimes even kisses his snout. She falls asleep and smiles in her sleep. And Whale also falls asleep and smiles too. They rock peacefully on the waves, and the moon illuminates these calm smiles. The ocean lulls them to sleep, and even Moody Water is moved by looking at this couple. And only Light Breeze, which creates waves that look like little nimble lambs, knows their secret. He knows FeFuFyFa has already been washed over. Light Breeze knows Whale has already been touched. He also knows what all this is called because every evening, he talks about this to Moody Water. "I love you," he whispers. And his whisper spreads to the whole world.


Fairy Tale 2: Conductor and Queen
On the shore of the ocean, where FeFuFyFa rinses her wee paws, there's a castle made of shells and sand. This castle is home to a beautiful queen. She's transparent, like a sea tear, and her eyes are dark blue, like a stormy sky. She wears dresses made of sea salt and a crown made of bottle glass. And her name is Queen Jel. Queen Jel is a very capricious queen. She likes everything to be "her way" and "mine is the same." She also loves to listen to the music of the winds and loves to dance. And every time the winds begin to sing, the queen sways her transparent body to the beat of their melodies, unmistakably guessing the rhythm.


Queen Jel has courtiers, so she believes. The queen chooses not just anyone but everyone as courtiers. For example, she appointed Whale as an admiral of the royal fleet and FeFuFyFa as a "special confidant", whatever that means. But Whale and his lover usually don't pay attention to Queen Jel because they don't even know about her existence. The queen crawls out of her castle only at night, when everyone is asleep. And all because she's timid. But there's someone who knows everything about the queen because he never sleeps.


There's an enormous mill on a high hill. In that mill, Darty lives. He's very weird. Darty has big eyes, a long tail, and scary teeth. He's thick and clumsy, like a sack of grain. But at night, everything in him changes. Not outside, but inside. Balancing with difficulty on his short legs, his teeth chattering in horror, he climbs onto the wooden blades of the mill and runs and jumps on them, greatly risking his tail. This is how Darty creates the wind. Darty thinks he's doing it. When the wind blows, Queen Jel dances. Oh, how beautifully her transparent body is spinning. And then Darty forgets about everything. He clings to the mill blade with his tail and rotates and rotates along with the mill, swaying in the wind.


Darty can't hear the music to which Jel dances with his ears, but his eyes are immense, and he admires his queen. Jerking his short legs, he imagines himself as a court conductor. And on the sand, listening to the songs of the wind, Queen Jel moves smoothly in her incredible dance. Sometimes, she casts timid glances towards the hill. She knows: high, high, where the eerie mill blades rotate, a splendid and brave conductor creates music. "He's the greatest of musicians", Jel thinks. It can't be otherwise because he serves the queen herself. And the winds sing.


Fairy Tale 3: Fred's Friend
The domain of Queen Jel extends to the West as far as the green hill on which the mill stands, and in the East, it smoothly flows into the wasteland. The sand at the border becomes darker and darker, gradually turning into dust. In the wasteland, Fred lives. Fred is green and long, with six pairs of short clawed feet and a luxurious purple crest on his head. Many people think Fred has no friends, but Fred doesn't think so. Because Fred has a friend.


Fred's friend travels a lot through the wasteland, and Fred travels with him. Fred's friend has no arms, legs, or paws. He's completely deaf and completely mute. However, he rustles barely audibly. And Fred sees a lot in this rustling. These are funny stories when it's appropriate to have fun. These are consolations in moments of melancholy. These are creepy stories about creatures of the night. It's customary to tell such tales in the evenings near a cosy fire, but Fred's friend can't approach the flame. He's too fragile for such adventures, so Fred never lights a fire.


Fred's friend rarely stops: he rolls head over heels across the wasteland, kicking up dust and collecting small leaves. He always chooses a new direction and sometimes even zigzags, causing Fred to croak laughter. At night, when Fred climbs under a snag to settle down for the night, he buries himself almost entirely in the moss, leaving himself only a small window. Through this window, he secretly watches his friend, worrying that he'll roll far, far away in the darkness. But the cunning winds seem to know how much Fred needs a friend. So, no matter how far the friend proceeds at night. Morning, Fred always finds him nearby, circling in a whirlpool of dust and dark sand.


Sometimes, storms appear in the wasteland. Storms arrive here on the wings of hurricanes. They lift everything into the air and carry it towards the ocean. Fred's friend isn't afraid of hurricanes, but Fred is scared of them. He's dreading at once for himself and his friend. So when Fred senses the approach of a storm, feeling the vibration of the air with his purple crest, he chases his friend across the wasteland. Barely moving his twelve paws, Fred grabs the friend and carries him to the ocean. On the coast, he buries himself in the sand, crushing his friend with his elastic green body. Fred's friend doesn't resist. He patiently waits out the elements with Fred. Feeling grateful, Fred (trembling with fear) calms down and falls asleep. 


And the sun comes again.


Fairy Tale 4: Come With Me
This tale is dedicated to my teacher, Igor Ivanovich Ilyin. He loved volleyball very much.
Wherever you are, I think you have a ball there.


Just beyond the wasteland, the mountains begin. Their ridges stretch far in different directions. And if you look from a distance, for example, from a mill, one ridge looks like Fred. But Fred doesn't know about this because he's never been to the mill. On the other side, Darty, who lives at the mill, doesn't know about this because he's never seen Fred. But this story isn't about them.


There are caves in the mountains. The Ancient Rickes live in caves. Rickes don't like to die because they find Death boring. The Rickes believe Death has nothing to offer them. However, Death walks from cave to cave, like a wandering merchant, promising the Rickes all sorts of benefits, inviting them with magic stories about the Other World, but always leaving with nothing. Rickes are indifferent to her gifts. But Death doesn't give up.


Often, Death climbs the highest mountain to the Most Ancient Rick. "Come with me," she repeats over and over. But Most Ancient Rick always finds excuses. Sometimes, he claims he's waiting for his students, although Death knows very well his students have grown up long ago. On other Death visits, Most Ancient Rick writes a book for posterity, although Death is sure the elder has already written and read all the books. She knows Most Ancient Rick is exhausted, but he's stubborn, great and wise. He doesn't want to follow her without getting anything in return.


Death is grey-haired, like the greyest old lady in the world, but she's beautiful, like the most wonderful maiden in the universe. Most Ancient Rick admires her when she talks to him but doesn't fall for her charm. In the place where they go, he'll remain alone because Death will go to collect other souls. But what will remain for him then?


One day, he tells Death about his fears, and she's surprised. She doesn't understand why he doesn't want to be alone. After all, the Most Ancient Rick is lonely even now. He explains to her he has exceptional fun with her visits. 


So when Death comes next time, she has an ace up her sleeve. "Come with me, and I'll give you any amusement," she says. Most Ancient Rick laughs, asking if she gives her word he won't be bored.


Death makes a promise without hesitation. She feels like she's winning. So Rick remembers when he was tiny: he loved to play ball. "Come with me, you'll have a ball!" exclaims Death. And Most Ancient Rick agrees. He rises to his feet, takes Death by the hand, and they leave the cave. They slowly pass by other caves, followed by the puzzled glances of other Rickes. Death is silent because she's satisfied. The Most Ancient Rick is also quiet. He has the ball and the promise. And he knows the ball is fun when played by two.


Fairy Tale 5: Icy and Glowing
An allusion to the story by Viktor Dragunsky: "He's alive and glowing."
It's about truly matters things.


If you climb high into the mountains, moving away from the caves of the Ancient Rickes, following ornate and dangerous paths, you can get stuck in the "white beauty" up to your knees. And those who are shorter in height risk falling waist-deep.


The "white beauty" here extends along the entire ridge, and footprints are almost absent in this place. I said "almost" because here and there, you can find strange, chaotic paths, as if drawn with a double dotted line. And it's not at all surprising that the reason for their appearance is called Chaos.


Chaos wears a warm, fluffy coat. From that fur coat sticks out thin bare legs with feet like snowshoes. Chaos runs across the "white beauty" and doesn't fall in. He only laughs cheerfully and loudly. His laugh is so sharp that it cuts off entire avalanches from the crests of mountains. Avalanches rush down with incredible speed and scatter bright and wet dust over the caves of the Ancient Rickes. The Ancient Rickes grumble and draw the curtains at the entrances. They don't love the "white beauty" as much as Chaos loves it. However, Chaos doesn't love the Rickes. So, I think they're even.


Chaos has friends: Death and the Lighthouse Keeper. Death visits Chaos every time she wanders among the Rickes. Chaos prepares iced tea for her, and they sit for a long time in a snowdrift, talking about the eternal. Or rather, Death talks about the eternal things, while Chaos moulds white balls and throws them down to where the Ancient Ricks live.


The Lighthouse Keeper, unlike Death, doesn't like iced tea. He loves to lie on his back and look at the sky and is usually not in the mood for conversation. But he's not angry if Chaos buries him up to his ears in the "white beauty". It doesn't disturb him because the Lighthouse Keeper's ears are immense.


One day, an Eagle descends from the top of the highest mountain. He looks for a long time at Chaos, floundering in the "white beauty", then catches him by the fur coat and shakes him, throwing him into a snowdrift. Chaos shakes himself off and rises. He starts to throw pre-prepared ice balls at Eagle indignantly.


The Eagle snorts and covers himself with his wing. When the snowballs run out, Eagle apologizes and talks about his son, who has a cold. He asks if Chaos would exchange his fur coat for a gift from the Dark Forest. Chaos agrees. 


Nex day, Death and the Lighthouse Keeper watch in bewilderment as Chaos, without a fur coat, jumps around an enormous blue spruce. "It's icy and glowing." That's all his explanation. The Lighthouse Keeper sighs, takes a paper lantern out of his pocket and hangs it on a branch. Chaos claps his hands and laughs boisterously, and somewhere below, the Ancient Rickes grumble displeasedly.


Fairy Tale 6: The One Who Sinks Ships
Not far from where FeFuFyFa sleeps on a stone, a Lighthouse rises on a gloomy rock over the ocean waters. The Lighthouse Keeper lives here. Every day and night, he lights the lights in his high tower and watches the horizon. Sometimes, he goes down the twisting stairs and heads towards the domain of his friend Chaos. It's a nice place to be silent. You can be quiet at home, too. But being silent when visiting isn't lonely.


The Lighthouse Keeper is very old. He has big ears, a grey mane and the look of a seasoned sailor. But the Lighthouse Keeper isn't a sailor. In his youth, he loved to ride the waves. Sometimes, he would find a board on the shore and use it to slide on the water, entertaining the Young Shrimps from the Coral Reef. And as it got dark, the Lighthouse Keeper always invited the Cutest Shrimp to dance a jig. He had a carefree life.


One day, when the ocean waters were especially turbulent (so that no daredevil could stand on any plank), the Lighthouse Keeper sat on the shore and played "Romantic Storm" on the whalebone for the Cutest Shrimp. He listened to her delights mixed with fears and suddenly jumped up.


Far, far away, almost on the horizon, a beautiful ship was dangling like a driftwood. The waves tossed it up and then abruptly threw it down as if the ocean had decided to play with the vessel that had fallen into its arms. The spectacle was terrifying and mesmerizing. The Cutest Shrimp also noticed the ship. She oohed and ahhed and cried and giggled nervously. The crash was inevitable. The unfortunate vessel was again thrown into the air almost to the heavens and hit the water not far from the Island. The shrimp screamed, and the Lighthouse Keeper grabbed his board and threw himself into the waves without thinking. The ocean circled him, but he didn't give up until he reached the wreckage. The Lighthouse Keeper dived once, dived again, and pulled a coloured overseas bird ashore.


Clearing his throat, the bird introduced himself as Captain Parr and told the heroic story of the "One who sinks ships". Captain Parr told how he fought an invisible monster to the last drop of courage but couldn't save his ship. The Lighthouse Keeper left the Island deep in thought. Returning to the shore, he climbed onto a gloomy rock, collected stones and built a high tower. It took him a long time to erect it. Since then, much water has flowed, both salty and not so salty. But every day and night, the Lighthouse Keeper lights the lights and peers into the horizon. He's waiting for the One who sinks ships.


Fairy Tale 7: Trinkets-Baubles
As you know, on the Coral Reef, there live Forever Young Shrimps, who constantly walk in lace caps and glance, sighing, at the Lighthouse. In addition to them, Noisy Little Ones also live there. These mysterious creatures love to play and have fun for any reason, creating a wild noise and uproar that troubles the entire ocean. Nobody has control over Noisy Little Ones. In the mornings, they play tag, and their running raises sand and sea spiders from the bottom. During the day, they fight with baskets made of silt. In the evenings, they arrange rough-and-tumble right under the nose of the Old Shark.


But there are days and nights when Noisy Little Ones quiet down and hide. It means the moment of the great and mysterious game Trinkets-Baubles has arrived. The rules of this game are strictly confidential. Nobody from the outside is allowed into this game. And no one will ever know who won. Refereeing in this game is always disputed, and as a result, dust flies throughout all the nooks and crannies of the Coral Reef. In the morning, this dust gets stuck even in the teeth of the Old Shark.


Despite the mystery shrouded in the darkness of the ocean waters, it's known that Trinkets-Baubles is a very ancient game. It's also known this game always uses beautiful shells, coloured pebbles, rainbow bottle glass polished by waves, and coral fragments. Nobody saw the game (I don't know how this happened), but for some reason, the preparations for it aren't secret. Noisy Little Ones bustles around busily, draws random polygonal cells on the bottom of the sea, drags from all sides and places various little things in these cells. At the same time, the mysterious creatures look extremely important and thoughtful. They don't argue with each other. They whisper, squint at everyone who tries to overhear their secret conversations, and even bite someone.


One day, Whale (yes, the same Whale who likes FeFuFyFa) stuck his moustachioed muzzle into a field marked out beyond the Coral Reef. He wasn't interested in Trinkets-Baubles or how to play that game. Not at all. The Whale was sailing about his business and came across a strange accumulation of curious things. Unfortunately, he didn't notice the cluster of Noisy Little Ones. However, Noisy Little Ones discovered Keith in their field. The situation is clear: Whale is immense, and Noisy Little Ones is tiny. The commotion began! They pulled out Whale's baleen and bit him on the fin. The Whale was offended and swam away, waving his tail and scattering all the trinkets and baubles. Since then, Noisy Little Ones hasn't spoken to Whale, and no one has learned anything about Trinkets-Baubles. Even Old Shark.


Fairy Tale 8: Very Tooth Fairy
Once upon a time, there lived an Old Shark. She was so old that she'd used up almost all her supply of teeth. Everyone knows the teeth of sharks grow in several rows. When one tooth falls out, a tooth from another row replaces it. This shark's teeth grew for the last time. However, overall, everything was fine with the Old Shark. For example, her hearing was excellent.


One day, beyond the Coral Reef, not far from which she usually dozed under a giant snag, Old Shark heard a strange sound. It seemed to her that someone was sneezing and coughing simultaneously. Only when she stuck her terrible muzzle behind one of the large corals did Old Shark realise that it was Noisy Little Ones sobbing in different ways.


The Old Shark didn't like these creatures because they constantly muddied the waters. Sometimes, they bored her to such an extent that if she hadn't been a lover of seaweed puree (no one knows where she got it at the bottom of the ocean), she would have caught all these little ones and eaten them. However, Old Shark adored seaweed puree and the little creatures' permanent squeaking did not awaken her appetite. Therefore, she usually grumbled, once again encountering the pranks of Noisy Little Ones and swam away from the epicentre of annoying events. This time, the situation was extraordinary. After all, Noisy Little Ones always had unbridled fun, but today, each wept non-stop.


Putting one's head in the lion's mouth, the Old Shark came closer. Each of the crying creatures opened one eye. When they saw the Old Shark, they began to cry louder. She understood she would have to ask and gave up. Pretending she wasn't particularly interested, she delicately inquired what had happened. Noisy Little Ones eagerly pulled out handkerchiefs, wiped their noses and began vying to share their grief. Unwittingly, Old Shark learned that "The Tooth Fairy exists, but now she's not coming" because someone stole the Noisy Little Ones' tooth collection.


In this story, the Old Shark didn't find anything tragic. She swam away to a nap under a snag, plugging her ears with algae. Unbeknownst to herself, she fell into a deep sleep and dreamed that she was little again and the mother shark was telling her a fairy tale about the Tooth Fairy. 


In the morning, Noisy Little Ones discovered a large heap of sharp fangs near her coral. Because everyone has the right to a miracle. Even if they're very annoying. And you can eat seaweed puree without teeth.


Fairy Tale 9: A Thousand Devils!
As you know, my dear reader, Old Shark, Whale and others dwell in the big ocean. There is an Island in this ocean. Off the coast of that Island, an old ship found its eternity, and Captain Parr lives there. Now, he's a sea wolf and a Great Navigator. But before he became Captain Parr, his name was Mr Parr. Mr Parr hated travelling. Sometimes, the Old Owner moved his cage from the living room to the bedroom, and Mr Parr loudly protested, flapping his wings and shouting: "Mr Parr is a good boy!", "I'm hungry", and other minor phrases. These were all the adventures that befell Mr Parr in the past.


The mornings of Mr Parr and his Old Owner always started the same way. Every day, the human got up early, took the rag off the cage and poured grain into the feeder. Then, usually, he lightly tapped his fingers on the bars to wake up the bird, which slept soundly on the perch. At breakfast, the Old Owner read the newspapers aloud. He hoped his pet would remember some words, but Mr Parr was lazy and stubborn and never said anything new. During the day, the human wrote something, sitting in his office, and in the evenings, they played chess. Although Mr Parr took an indirect part in this process, he considered himself an important bird.


One cold autumn day, the Old Owner went out to the bakery and didn't return home anymore. A young man came instead, wrapped the cage in a blanket, took it to the market, and, despite the protests of Mr Parr, sold him to a random sailor.


So Mr Parr began to travel on an old ship. At first, he kept quiet the whole time, and although his cage was kept open, he didn't even stick the tip of his beak outward. However, shortly after, Mr Parr grew bolder, moved to the wardroom and began to listen to local stories with pleasure. He even learned to exclaim "A thousand devils!" on every occasion, which greatly amused the ship's crew. Now, Mr Parr has found a love for long voyages and a dream of becoming the captain of his vessel. He had no idea he'd soon have such an opportunity. 


One day, the ship was caught in a storm. The immense vessel got in a whirlpool. The bottom was broken, and people decided to escape on boats. The captain was the last to leave the ship. He couldn't find Mr Parr huddled in fear behind a chest in the boatswain's quarters. Thus, the bird was left alone on the sinking ship.


When Mr Parr opened his eyes and saw Lighthouse Keeper in front of him pulling him out of the water, he didn't want to look like a cowardly wet chicken. The legend of One who sinks ships spontaneously escaped from his beak. So Mr Parr became Captain Parr, a sea wolf and a Great Navigator. And he wasn't at all ashamed.


Fairy Tale 10: Worth Its Weight in Gold
Another creature has lived for a very long time on the Island where Captain Parr lives. Nobody knows how it got to the Island. The Island has always been here, and the creature has always been on the Island. This creature is a cheerful, kind Monkey, a Great inventor who loves to create. She creates slides from coconuts, huts from vines and bamboo, sculptures from bananas, and fascinating sand castles.


Whatever the Monkey creates, she always does it on the shore. And even Moody Water doesn't dare to touch these beautiful "cre-creations". Not creations, but specifically "cre-creations". For those who don't understand, the Monkey repeats this word syllable by syllable. She even taught Captain Parr to pronounce it that way by syllables. Every time the Monkey builds her next masterpiece, she invites Captain Parr to look at what came out. He walks around with an air of importance and repeats: "Cre-cre-a-ti-ons! A thousand devils! Cre-cre-a-ti-ons!" The Monkey has no idea who these "a thousand devils" are, and Captain Parr has no idea what these "cre-cre-a-ti-ons" are. But ignorance doesn't hurt anyone. She listens to his exciting stories about sea voyages; he looks at her magic creations, and both admire each other. Isn't this what harmony is?


However, this wasn't always the case. When Captain Parr got to the Island, everything was different. He was a malicious and lonely "non-hero". Either out of envy or boredom, he destroyed every "cre-creation" he discovered. But the Monkey never reacted to this at all. She pretended Captain Parr and his dirty tricks didn't exist in space and time and continued to create.


The long, hot days dragged on, and Captain Parr got tired of being a scoundrel. First of all, it was boring because no one was impressed. Secondly, Parr had a complex character and liked to lie, but still was not a wicked creature by nature. Therefore, every time he broke somebody's creation, he felt remorse. Everything was decided by chance. One day, the Monkey created a new castle. Captain Parr waited for her to move further away and rushed to smash the castle in tatters.


He was so carried away by the destruction process that he didn't notice how he choked on sand. Captain Parr began to cough so that his feathers flew in different directions. Then, out of nowhere, a Monkey appeared. She grabbed Captain Parr by the legs and shook him as hard as she could until she shook all the sand out of his throat.


After the incident, they sat on the shore and admired the sunset. Captain Parr thought, "I destroyed all her creations, but she saved me." And the Monkey thought there was a lot of sand in the world, but goodness was worth its weight in gold.


Fairy Tale 11: A Sleeping Giant
The Dark Forest begins beyond the green hills, where Darty revolves on his mill. This is the same Dark Forest from which Eagle brought the spruce to Chaos in exchange for a fur coat, but this forest is famous not only for this. It has plenty of its local inhabitants.


For example, Big Gnaw lives in the Dark Forest. He has immense paws and heavy black skin. And every little animal adores him. But this is now because nobody was friends with Big Gnaw before. Every spring, he suffered idle and roared; every summer, he ate berries and honey; every autumn, he wandered through the forest and yawned; and every winter, he slept and snored. Big Gnaw lived alone in a den under the roots of a gigantic oak tree. And the whole forest heard his snoring. In winter, every branch shook because of a loud, eerie sound. Big Gnaw, although an enormous beast, is not aggressive. However, his snoring terrified every needle on every pine tree. Big Gnaw slept on his back all winter. And he was the only one who got enough sleep every winter. Every spring, the inhabitants of the Dark Forest came to the gigantic oak tree. Each time, they waited for the Big Gnaw to wake up and immediately attacked him with complaints and reproaches. And somebody also threw cones painfully. That's why Big Gnaw suffered every spring and roared with resentment. Nothing made him happy until the summer and the first berries appearance. 


One winter, Weirdness appeared in the forest. This Weirdness arrived on spring-like legs. She was grey, fluffy and funny. The Weirdness wandered along the paths, leaving wee footprints and shuddering from the loud snoring echoing through the forest. She was shy but curious. Curiosity pushed her towards the creepy sound, but each minute, she took one step forward and two steps back out of fear. Therefore, it took her three days to get to the den. Weirdness stuck her long nose into the den and saw Big Gnaw, who slept and snored for the whole neighbourhood to hear, lying on his back. Weirdness at first recoiled, rolled out of the den head over heels, and got stuck in a snowdrift. Her spring-like legs stuck out from there and twitched so funny that the whole forest was giggling. And somebody even threw cones. However, Weirdness wasn't offended, got out of the snowdrift, shook herself off and squeezed into the den again.


She climbed under the side of Big Gnaw and rested her springy legs against a snag. Then Weirdness pushed Big Gnaw once. And another time. And the third. So she turned him over on his side, and he suddenly stopped snoring, curled up and began to snuffle quietly. Then Weirdness settled down comfortably next to him and dozed off until spring.


Since then, Big Gnaw always wakes up in a good mood, and Weirdness lives in his den, drinks tea with raspberries and sleeps next to him.


Fairy Tale 12: They Dance on Air
Dedicated to everyone who knows the song "All small beasts should have bows in their tails".


Beadsy lives in the swamps of the Dark Forest. She's fat, toothy, kind and cheerful. Beadsy is the soloist of the fashionable forest choir. She loves round coloured pebbles with holes, so the entrance ticket to her concerts costs three of these pebbles. The more beautiful the pebble, the closer to the stage you can sit, and if the pebble is rare, you can gain a bowl of cloudberries.


Beadsy sings the most beautifully of all, but the choir she performs with is okay, too. This choir includes five frogs, two mosquitoes, the Old Beaver and the Kikimora. The frogs scream all the notes in a row. Old Beaver accompanies, loudly grinding wood with his teeth. The mosquitoes squeak with all their might, and Kikimora knocks her claws on the copper basin. She stole this basin one night from a village beyond the Dusty Road. And against this background of bawling and cacophony, Beadsy howls loudly. This choir can be heard throughout the entire area every summer Sunday evening, but no one complains. What's there to complain about? Everyone loves music. This isn't the snoring of the Big Gnaw.


The concert always begins with a trendy song. Firstly, only the choir screams it, but then the whole forest people pick up. The louder the vocal, the merrier. The beasts and creatures that sit closer immediately start dancing. Everyone comes here: the Big Gnaw, the Weirdness, and the One Who Throws Pine Cones painfully.


After a trendy song, the musicians begin to howl popular hits. And at this moment, everyone is already dancing. Some are jerking their legs, some are shaking their tails, and some are swinging on the branches. And those who have eaten too many cloudberries dive into the swamp out of stupidity and for fun. Kikimora has to pull them all by the legs and ears out of the bog.


By two after midnight, when the dancing turns into a frenzy that leaves paws and noses tired, orchids bloom in the swamps. And then Beadsy and the choir start singing extralong ballads. About adventures and exploits. About travel and wanderings. About the stars and eternity. About love and friendship. About real heroes. About good and evil.


And then all the tired beasts and creatures sit on the ground and the grass. They lazily eat cloudberries, listen attentively, and sway to the beat. Some sing along quietly, while others light fireflies in bells and raise them above their heads. As the stars begin to fade and the sky brightens, the forest inhabitants scatter to their homes and holes, and the choir (five frogs, two mosquitoes, Old Beaver, Beadsy and Kikimora) goes to the Merman's house under the snags. Rumour has they drink cloudberry compote and compose new ballad songs there. And old Merman knits socks from reeds, strings pebbles on thread for Beadsy, and grumbles and grumbles.


Fairy Tale 13: When Goats Fly
Not far from the mill, on a green hill, the Horned Goat grazes. This Goat isn't a simple one, but a very important one. She not only grazes herself but also herds swans. True, first she kidnaps them, then she raises them, and only then she herds them and teaches them wisdom.


Every spring, Horned Goat goes far, far away beyond the Dusty Road, beyond the village, to the pond. There, she digs nests with her nose and finds and puts swan eggs in her basket. The Goat drags these eggs to her hill and nurses and incubates them until the chicks hatch. When the shells crack and curious beaks appear, Horned Goat begins to train the dishevelled chicks.


"Don't go here, don't go there, keep your posture." All day long, the ugly ducklings march, run races, stretch their necks and nibble grass. Horned Goat is always dissatisfied with them: either they are out of step, or they don't jump fast enough, or their necks are too crooked, or they haven't nibbled enough grass. And the fact that the little swans don't have horns upsets the Horned Goat bigger than everything.


At first, the chicks don't suspect anything. They think the Horned Goat is their mother. She's white, like them, and her horns are beautiful and curved, like their necks. Also, Goat is gutsy. She bleats so terribly that the blades of grass press themselves to the ground, and not a single wild animal comes near the chicks. No one teases or offends the little swans. Everyone in the area knows what a tough character Horned Goat has. And ultimately, she knows where to find the most delicious grass. Ideal mother.


But the longer time goes on, the faster the chicks grow, and they have more and more questions. After all, the swans never get horns, but their wings spread out by the hour. And they want to flap and wave them so much. However, Horned Goat gets angry. She tells the children such fun isn't for goats.


But no one can forbid a bird to fly. Therefore, in the end, Horned Goat has the courage and climbs high up the hill with her swans, accelerates and runs down. She stamps her hooves and bleats for the whole area to hear. She has no wings and can only shake her ears in the wind. And the swans follow her with noise, din, and bird cries, barely having time to move their flippers.


One by one, the little swans roll down from the hill. They get tangled in their long necks and get covered in clay. Horned Goat scolds the chicks cause they can't fly, don't want to learn, and try poorly. These words frustrate the beautiful birds. But once, the bravest chick flaps his amazing wings. And instead of running down the hill, he flies into the sky. And the others, looking at him, repeat. Soon, all they are circling high above the grass, the mill and the ocean, and the Horned Goat stands below, her head raised, bleating proudly.
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