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Chapter 1

He came into the world in the middle of a thicket, stood, swaying timidly on his thin legs, trembling mightily.

“What a beautiful baby!” called out a magpie. “It is so hard to gather food for the little ones and look after them so no danger comes to them, isn’t it?”

But the mother did not answer. She continued to wash the newborn with her tongue. His small red back was still a bit tousled, sprinkled with fine white dots.

It was early summer, and a mix of voices rang throughout the forest–orioles, pigeons, blackbirds, pheasants, woodpeckers, and titmice. But the little one didn’t understand their songs and shrieks. He snuggled up to his mother to search for food.

“Bambi,” whispered his mother. “My little Bambi.”
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These were Bambi’s first days, and he loved to ask his mother questions.

“Who does this path belong to?” he said.

“Us.”

“Just us?”

“No,” said his mother, “we deer . . . ”

“What is deer?” asked Bambi, and he laughed.

His mother looked at him and laughed, too. “You are a deer, and I am a deer. That is what deer is. Do you understand?”

Bambi sprung into the air with joy. “Yes, I understood that! I am a little deer and you are a big deer.”





Chapter 2

Bambi and his mother stood before a meadow. He longed to jump out into it, but his mother stood still and checked the wind, breathing slowly.

“It is safe,” she finally said. “But keep an eye on me constantly. If you see that I turn back, then you must run from here as fast as you can. I will find you. And if you see that I . . . that I fall to the ground . . . you cannot stop for me, do you understand? Run like the wind, back into the woods. Do you promise me this?”

“Yes,” said Bambi, quietly.

“Good,” said Bambi’s mother. Then she looked jovially at him and called, “Come out!”

Bambi leaped out into the meadow. He looked awkward as he jumped into the air three, four, five times. His mother happily watched him frolic with joy.

“Come catch me!” she called to him, and with a whoosh she was off. Bambi was baffled. What had gotten into his mother all of a sudden? He stumbled after her for a few steps. Then his steps turned into bounds. He felt like he was flying.

Suddenly, he saw something move in the grass and stopped. A delicate cabbage white butterfly hung heavy on a stalk.

“How exquisite you are! Like a flower!” Bambi said.

“Like a flower? It is our opinion that we butterflies are more beautiful than the flowers.”

Bambi was confused. “Of . . . of course,” he stuttered, “much more beautiful . . . I just meant to say . . .”

“Enough, I must fly on,” said the butterfly. Then he floated away on the sunny air.
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tender, lucid style. . . . Pure poetry.”
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