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The Man Who
Feared His Flowers

Once upon a time there was a man
who had a wonderful garden. It was indeed marvellous, and the most
beautiful flowers grew there. Only very few people owned a
similarly precious garden.

The man had built a high
wall around it. On the one hand, the garden should, of course, be
protected from strangers. But on the other hand, the man had also
done this because, in a way, he feared his flowers. He
thought that they might bewitch him with their scent and entangle
his feet if he let them grow freely. For this reason, he cut the
bushes back a little bit too often and kept wide paths between the
flower beds so that the sweet fragrance and the thin twigs could
not come too near him. In fact, he did not even enter his garden
more often than necessary. He only came when he wanted to prune the
plants or when he wished to paint them. The man was a painter, and
he had to admit that there was no better subject for his paintings
than his magnificent flowers. So he sometimes brought his easel
with him and painted those flowers that were just the most
beautiful – naturally from a respectful distance. Each time he had
finished a painting he felt somehow relieved, because once a flower
was captured on canvas, it seemed absolutely harmless to him.
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