Rose and Spikes
A little Hare saw a Rose. 

- How beautiful she is! – he thought. – And how it smells!

He put his nose into the Rose bush, jumped up, rolled and cried because of the pain.

· Is your name Rose? – Are you beautiful? – What are you nettling with?
· I have spikes, - answered Rose.

· And what are they for? – asked Hare.

· I need them to defend myself. You, for example, wanted only to smell, but there are many persons who wish to kill me, to slip me off and tread me down! And that’s why I need to defend myself.

The little Hare looked at a beautiful Rose with respect.

