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There once was 
a nice girl, 

or, 
more precisely, 
a woman,

              or, to be 
         really precise –

a horrible 
old lady.

Neighbours 
disliked her,
  because 
     she made 

  And though nobody liked her, she liked… 
           No. She loved cabbage rolls.
  She could eat three pots of them a day.

After that she’d fart.

After, not
before.  the most

  thunderous
          farts.

One day, while cooking 
more cabbage rolls, she 
bent over. And when she did, 
she let out such a

booming blow,
that her cabbage rolls jumped out 
of the pot all frightened
    and flew straight 
         out the window.

Then she bought some 
bread and began feeding 
the cabbage rolls trying 
to tempt them back.

The old lady became very 
sad and cried all night 
cursing her neighbours.

And they 
came back. 
Their cabbage 
leaves moved like 
real pigeon wings. 

Since then every  
     night cabbage 
pigeons visit the 
horrible old lady,

         well,    
            maybe

not so horrible, 
      and maybe 
    not so old,

but a woman, 

 is a nice girl.

   who actually

They sit together on the windowsill cooing folk 
songs. And neighbours dance in happy circles. 
Since then Lithuanians call the cabbage rolls  
                                                 “cabbage pigeons”.
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A little seed sprouted up in 
a field. But the sprout didn’t 
know what she’d turn into…
So she kept asking everyone 
around her: ‘What will I be?’

‘Why, a fern, of course,’ 
cackled the crow wisely.
Filled with wonder, 
the little seedling sprang 
a bunch of fern leaves.

‘A true and proper blade of 
grass,’ suggested the mouse, 
so the little plant dressed 
herself in whisks of green.

‘I see you as a rose,’
complimented the caterpillar,
and the seedling burst out
in tiny rose buds.

So she gave the fern leaves to 
the crow, the blades of grass to the mouse, 
and her rosebuds to the caterpillar. 
And to the chickadee she gave a tiny 
seed, which the bird planted in the field. 
And then, come next spring…

But then the chickadee asked:
 ‘What would you like to be?’ The tiny 
plant thought for a moment and said:
 ‘A chamomile,’ and little sun-like 
blossoms sprang open all over her.
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