Оригинал: Как ежик ходил встречать рассвет
Весенними вечерами все в лесу танцуют: Заяц - с Белкой, Дятел - с Синицей, Медвежонок - с Осликом, и даже старый Волк ходит вокруг старого пня и нет-нет - присядет под музыку...

"Кря! Кря!" - кричат утки с реки.

"Ква! Ква!"" - вторят им лягушки.

"Уф-ф!.." - вздыхает Филин. Он так не любит светлых весенних вечеров...

"Вот все веселятся, - думает Ежик, гуляя по тропинке между двух елочек. - Все пляшут и поют. А потом устанут и лягут спать. А я не лягу спать! Я буду гулять до самого утра, а когда ночь станет кончаться, пойду на горку и встречу рассвет..."

И луна уже блестит на небе, и звезды садятся вокруг нее кружком, и засыпает Заяц, прячется в дупле Белка, уходит к себе домой Медвежонок, бежит мимо Ежика Ослик, Волк зевает во всю свою волчью пасть, да так и засыпает с разинутой пастью, а Ежик все ходит по тропинке от елочки к елочке, между двух сосен, и ждет рассвета.

"Пойду-ка я на горку!"" - говорит он сам себе. И по дороге придумывает, какой он может быть - весенний рассвет.

"Зеленый, - думает Ежик. - Все весной - зеленое!"

А на горке дует свежий ветерок, и Ежику холодно.

Но он все равно ходит взад и вперед по самой верхушке и ждет рассвета.

- Ну же! - бормочет Ежик. - Где же ты? Мне уже холодно!..

А рассвета все нет.

"Где это он задерживается? - думает ежик. - Он наверно, проспал!"

И сам ложится на землю, свертывается клубочком и тоже решает немного поспать, а потом сразу проснуться, когда придет рассвет.

И засыпает...

А рассвет приходит синий-синий, в белых клочьях тумана. Он дует на Ежика, и Ежик шевелит иголками.

- Спит... - шепчет рассвет.

И начинает улыбаться. И чем шире он улыбается, тем светлее становится вокруг. И когда Ежик открывает глаза, он видит солнышко. Оно плывет по уши в тумане и кивает ему головой.

Translation: How’s the Hedgehog met the sunrise.

During spring evenings everybody’s dancing in the woods: Hare with Squirrel, Woodpecker with Tit, Bear cub with Donkey, and even old Wolf, who is going round the old stub, dances every now and then.

“Quack-quack!” – the ducks are screaming on the river.

“Qua – qua!” – echo the frogs.

“Ufffff!” – sighs the eagle-owl. He dislikes the light spring evenings so much.

“So, everybody is having fun – the Hedgehog is thinking while strolling over the small path between two fir-trees. – Everybody’s singing and dancing. And then all of them will get tired and go to sleep. But I won’t! I will walk till the very morning, and when the night will start ending, I will go up the hill and meet the sunrise…”

And the moon is shines in the sky, and the stars gather round it in a circle, and the Hare is falling asleep, the Squirrel is hiding into the hollow, the Bear is going towards his home, the Donkey passes the Hedgehog on the run, the Wolf is widely yawning, and falls asleep with his jaws open. And only the Hedgehog is going back and forth the path between two fir-trees and waits for the sunrise.

“I’ll rather go up the hill!” – he says to himself. And on his way he’s imagining what it would be like – the spring sunset. “It should be green – the hedgehog thinks – Everything is green in the spring!”

The fresh air blows over the hill and the Hedgehog feels cold.

But still he is going back and forth on the very top of the hill and waits the sunrise.

-Come on! – Mumbles the Hedgehog – Where are you? I’m cold already!...

But still no sunrise.

“Where is it? – thinks the Hedgehog -  It must have overslept!”

And he lies down on the grass, rolls himself into a ball and decides to sleep for a while and wake up immediately when the sunrise will come. 

And he falls asleep…..

And then the sunrise comes, so blue and in white fog patches. He blows on the Hedgehog, and the Hedgehog moves his needles.

-Sleeping….- Whispers the sunrise and starts smiling. And the wider he smiles, the lighter it gets around.    

And when the Hedgehog opens his eyes, he sees the sun. It is drifting up to the ears in the fog and nodding to him.

#11

Something has happened …

As it seems, the former tenants hadn’t been growing anything in these two wooden boxes behind the window, and there was almost no earth left in them – it was blown out, washed away by the rains, and some whitish grass, occasionally brought there with the wind, was sticking out. It roughly grew, then died, the dry and robust stems were left and covered with the snow, and in the spring this stubborn grass appeared again.  This had continued through many ages, but once, in the very corner of the box, with almost no earth, appeared and became growing a thin yellowish sprout. The blossom came out of it and the orange, tender and quite a big flower appeared. I was looking at it with bewilderment and it was standing still, uncared-for and gotten from nowhere, among that wild grass. The cold weather had come, but it was still there. The grass fell down and the thin layer of ice covered it every morning, but the flower was still alive. I worried about it and there was nothing I could do to help, and it just kept standing. One morning I looked out from the window – the flower had gone. Poor flower, but it appeared in such a bad place, and, maybe, it’s all for the good and it won’t grow up again…. But, next year it appeared again and it bloomed again and it was knocked down by the wind and icy rain again, and then the early snow covered, buried it. Maybe it was better to dig everything here, not to let it grow and suffer again? But I couldn’t do it and I left everything as it was…..And during the third year it grew up, I was traveling a lot that time and visited my home rarely. Being back in the dark and having looked out of the window, I saw it and petals seemed to be black, but it was alive. There were many rains and enough of water, but should it be here in the desert…. It started dying again in the fall, suffered and tortured me, and I was waiting for its death as for the rescue. Finally it was gone. 

   But the next year there was no flower. The grass shot up to its full height, the summer passed, the rains began – but there was still no flower. The freeze hit suddenly, leafs rolled up, but stayed on their places, only thin skeletons left of the grasses, thin but firm, resisting the wind…but still no flower…

Something has happened….. 

#12

The Beast’s Mask

A man wearily closed his eyes, inflamed from long wakefulness – he had several hours of anxious sleep before everything is repeated again. His exhausted body rolled up over the cold stones of the dirty floor in a small room, which resembled a prison cell. The room was square – seven by seven steps, this is what he knew for sure, having made thousands of them back and forth along the wall.  On the opposite walls, one opposite the other, there were doors with set up high small windows, that hardly allowed to discern only the ceiling and the part of the wall of the room just like this…. The man tossed and turned , losing the last sparks of warm, he rolled from one side to another, trying to suppress the treacherous cough, striving out of hopelessly chilled lungs, as best as he could.  He couldn’t cough – every sound might have woken up the beast behind the door…..

Leaning against the wall with his back, he sat down, trying to warm up his cold hands – he needed his hands more that anything else in the world – with these very hands he held his only weapon, which, even being unable to cause harm to the monster, frightened it off and kept it away from the door for some time – it was the huge mask with long fangs, with awful ornaments painted on it.

