The Song of Happiness - M. Skrebtsova

Once upon a time there was a deer, who lived in a great forest that grew around the banks of a crystal lake.  In that lake was the purest and clearest water in the whole world.  The trees and rocks, stars and clouds were reflected in it as if it were a great polished mirror.  The lake also reflected the deer's beautiful antlers.  They were so magnificent that the forest birds would mistake them for the branches of their favourite trees, and whole flocks of them would alight there to rest.  


Whenever a bird finds a beautiful and comfortable branch to perch on, he begins to sing, and if it is especially comfortable, he will forget everything and just sing and sing and sing... And so the deer spent his days with a flock of singing birds in his antlers.  He was as happy as could be, for who doesn't love a beautiful song?  Wherever he went you could hear the birds singing, and never did they rest, and so all the dwellers of the woods dearly looked forward to his visits.  No sooner would anyone meet the deer than she would forget all her troubles and her sadness would vanish, and so it was decided to name the deer Happiness.


One day, however, something terrible happened.  The deer was shot by a hunter, who wanted very much to have those same antlers.  The very moment the stricken deer fell, thousands of birds darkened the sky, great flocks of them settled around him.  Never had the forest seen so many birds!  Soon they began to sing, but it was the saddest, most heart-rending song you can imagine.  It echoed above the forest and lake, the nearby fields and meadows, and was heard as far away as the villages and towns.  Far and wide, around the whole world, people heard that tearful song.  The forest birds sang and sang, and soon all the birds around the world joined in.  It was as if the whole earth had become one great song of sadness.  


And the deer came to life!  He shook his massive antlers and, as if he had wings himself, soared high above the earth, supported by thousands of birds.   Their song turned to a song of joy!  Wherever he flew, the land below was filled with happiness, and the people would begin to sing, too.  Across forests and meadows, valleys and plains, rivers, lakes and oceans, the people would sing their praise of all the wonders of creation, of the fadeless treasures of the world, of the countless creatures to be found in all the vast earth.  They sang as they walked the roads and paths and far-off trails, and their song joined together with the song of the birds.  And no matter where they went, they would hear the Song of Happiness.

