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On the turf of a forest glade lay a little mirror. Who lost it, nobody knows.  

Maybe a shepherdess passing through with her herd, maybe a hunter lying down on the grass to rest, 

maybe children passing once… who is to know? The little mirror was just lying there reflecting the sky, 

the sun, the branches, a bird in flight…. 

One day a rabbit was passing by. He looked into the mirror and saw his ears, his whiskers, his eyes… 

“Oh, that’s my picture! But I don’t remember when I lost it…” 

Whereupon a squirrel jumps from a nearby tree. Jump, jump, jump…. It was upon the rabbit. 

“What did you find?” 

“I found my picture. I just can’t remember when I lost it.” 

“Let me see.” 

The squirrel looked into the mirror and saw her reflection: 

“How can you say something like that? Don’t you see that it’s my picture? Here, have a closer look!” 

The rabbit looks again and sees his own reflection. 

“Nonsense! You are out of your mind. Can’t you see my big, lovely ears on that picture?” 

And while the rabbit and the squirrel argued a jay bird flew down from the tree. 

“What are you arguing about?” 

“I found my picture,” said the rabbit “but the squirrel claims it’s hers. Certainly she has problems with 

her eyes.” 

“My eyes are perfectly all right,” said the squirrel “but there is something wrong with the rabbit’s head 

when he’s claiming something that doesn’t exist. It is my picture, here, jay bird, you have a look too.” 

The jay looks and sees his own picture. 

“Well, well. Both of you have strange notions in your heads! How can you be fighting when this is my 

picture! What is the matter with you? Can’t you see my beak in it? None of you has a beak.” 

A bear passing by heard them and came closer to see what the fight was about. 

“What happened? Why all that noise?” the bear asked. 



“I found my picture” the rabbit says “then came the squirrel and claimed it’ hers, then came the jay 

bird and claims it’s his picture.” 

“That’s not true” says the squirrel “look and you’ll see it’s mine!” 

“Nonsense!” the jay bird got angry. “How can they claim it’s their picture when it’s mine and nobody 

else’s. You can clearly see my beak. Have any of them got a beak?” 

The bear took the mirror, looked into it and laughed so loud and hard that the laughter echoed 

through the whole forest. 

“Fools! Fools all! Haw haw! You are arguing about my picture! Listen. Just you dare, anyone of you, 

claiming that it’s his picture. That is my picture!” roared the bear.  

Of course, none of them dared to contradict the bear. The bear took the mirror, waddled off to the 

forest and headed to his home. 

His mama bear and two little bears were at home. 

“Look!” the bear shouted from the doorstep. 

“The rabbit found my picture on the turf of the forest glade. He was fighting with the squirrel and the 

jay bird. Each of them claimed it’s his picture, until I came by, looked and saw immediately that the 

picture was mine. Here, look!” 

Mama bear looks and says: “Well, of course, it’s a bear’s head. How could they be so stupid?” 

The little bears also looked and each of them said: 

“It is you, papa, when you were little like we are, but it’s no rabbit, neither squirrel nor jay bird.” 

“That’s right, my boys! You are still small, so you see things smaller, but it’s clear that you are of my 

mind and blood!” 

And the bear hung the mirror on the wall. 

 

 



 

 

 The Bandit with the Yellow Fleck (Grigor Vitez) 

 

 

 
 

 

The chickadee looked out the window form her apartment on the highest floor of the old fir tree and 

saw snow falling.  

“Oh! The winter is here in earnest!” she said quietly to herself, built a fire and started the lunch. Then 

she took her webbing from the table, went to the door and told her baby chickadees: “I’m going to the 

neighborhood for a while. The lunch is cooking. Do not open the door to anyone. There are scoundrels 

sneaking around the house, and they cannot be trusted.”  

The chickadee meant the sparrow-hawk, the woodpecker, the wild cat and some other dangerous 

thiefs. 

“Lock the door well from inside and keep yourself warm by the oven. I will be back soon.” Said the 

chickadee and left for the neighborhood knitting mitts for her baby chickadees. 

The baby chickadees were alone. They looked out of the window and saw snowflakes falling, as white 

as white bird feathers. 

“Oh, it is so beautiful! Look, they cover the branches, the bushes, and the earth. Everything is white. 

How unusual! I never saw something like this. Let’s try it, maybe it can be eaten.” 

“We mustn’t open the door, mama said.” 

“We will go out only for a little while, to catch the white, it must be something delicious.” 

“Wait, let me check first.” The courageous little chickadee unlocked the door and peeped out. 

“Oh, it’s so cold!” it said and jumped onto the closest branch. The second chickadee followed suit. 

They sat on the branch while the snow fell and fell. They admired the white miracle. They were 

jumping around and suddenly they noticed that somebody was sitting on the adjacent tree. 

“Look!” one of them said. “What could that be? It sits on the tree, has no wings and no beak! It could 

it be the bandit mama was talking about!” 

“Surely not! Look how calmly it’s watching, and bellow the throat it has a yellow fleck, much more 

beautiful than the yellowhammer has.” 



Suddenly the stranger with the yellow fleck jumps onto their tree and rushes after them. The little 

chickadees saw that it didn’t bode well for them and flew apart. One managed to fly into the house, 

the other one to the other tree. The bandit jump after it. The little chickadee flew towards the house 

and the bandit followed. It barely managed to fly into the house. It only felt a touch on the tail. Both 

chickadees were very frightened, but the bandit couldn’t harm them any longer. 

“Did you see it?” one little chickadee asked after they calmed down a little, and the attacker got on it 

way. 

“It looks so peaceful and has such a nice golden fleck below the throat, but it’s such a bandit!” 

“It wanted to eat us.” 

“Oh, my. Where is my tail? My tail is gone.” 

“Really, it plucked your tail! What a savage! But most important is that you’re alive. Does it hurt?” 

“It doesn’t hurt. I’m just frightened! We will not be able to tell mama we did not go outside. Alas! 

Mama will be angry when she comes home. What am I going to do without a tail?” 

Then mama chickadee came home and saw immediately that something had happened. She 

approached the little chickadee that was hiding behind the stove.  

“What it is, what happened? Why are you hiding behind the stove? Come out and let me see you.”  

Downcast the little chickadee came out, without a tail. 

“I see! You went outside! Who attacked you?” 

“A bandit with a yellow fleck below the throat. It sat quietly on the tree, and suddenly jumped on us. I 

ran first to the house, but my sister was not so fast and he caught her tail.” 

“But that was a marten!” Mama chickadee said.  

“And what a bandit that is! Just because a bandit looks nice, it means nothing. Bandit who look nice 

and innocent are even more dangerous. And you” she said to the chickadee without a tail, “You won’t 

be able to go for a walk until spring. Where would you go without a tail? By spring the tail will grow 

back. But, do not be sad! The most important is that your head is still on. The tail will grow back even 

more beautiful!” 

Mama chickadee set the table and called the baby chickadees to come to lunch. 

 

 
 

 



 

THE LEGEND ABOUT THE MARSH DRAGON (POZOJ) 

 

 

Once upon a time, when dragons and many other magical creatures walked the earth, there were no 

poeple, no boys, no girls living on earth…  

The dragons lived dragon lives – they flew above forrests, rivers, mountains... they played dragon 

games, told dragon stories. Sometimes they played with the fire that lived in their tummies. 

And then, one day, something started shaking… something roared and thick, black smoke started to rise 

from the mountain. The older dragons looked with unease towards the mountain. Some of them started 

talking about the horrible dragon, the biggest one on earth, which was sleaping in the mountain. They 

feared the dragon has awakend. More and more they spoke about finding a new place to live and the 

magical pass to the secret land. 

One morning flaming fireballs started erupting from the mountain and all dragons started running away 

and hiding. They tried to fly away, but the air was so hot that it was impossible. 

They told the little dragon to run far, far away, as far away as he could from the horrible dragon waking 

in the mountain. And he ran and ran. And when his feet hurt terribly, he ran further. A cave came into 

view and he thought that it would be good to hide in it. So he ran into it, further and further, deeper and 

deeper. It was getting gloomier and darker and the dragon, tired of running and fear, lay down and fell 

asleep. He slept a deep dragon sleep. He overslept the rain that was falling for weaks onto the earth. He 

overslept the arrival of the people. He even overslept when the cave collapsed, and over his hiding place 

a city was built. 

Right above his head a castle was built which was surrounded by a park. In this park sometimes there is 

smoke which looks exactly like smoke coming from dragon’s nostrils. In this park sometimes all birds fly 

into the air as if spooked. 



Until today the dragon sleeps below the city. Sometimes when he dreams bad dreams, he moves his tail 

and shakes the church which was built above him, and in the church all burning candles go out. 

He sleeps and waits for a child to help him open the doors to the miracle world of dragons. That child 

has to have enough goodness and courage to discover Dijak Grabancijaš, the little wizzard, keeper of the 

key. 

Once the child receives the key, the magical door leading to the world of dragons will appear. 

 

 

 

 


