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2024 metų vertimų ir iliustracijų projekto „Tavo Žvilgsnis“ vykdymo instrukcija  
Sveikiname ilgamečius „Tavo žvilgsnio“ dalyvius ir šio kalbų ir kultūros sąjūdžio naujokus ! 

 

1. Pateikiame po 6 kiekvienos kalbos (anglų k., rusų k., vokiečių k. ir prancūzų k.) trumpuosius tekstus ir po 1 ilgąjį 
kiekvienos kalbos tekstą. Iš viso 28 tekstai. 

2.  Išversti  t rumpuosius tekstus siūlome iki  2024 m. kovo 18 d.  
 Registracija vyks iki  2024 m. sausio 29 d.  
3. Moksleivis tekstą gali rinktis su mokytojo (darbo vadovo) pagalba, bet verčia jį savarankiškai. 
4. Versdami tekstus moksleiviai gali naudotis žodynais. Darbas atliekamas rašant ranka arba kompiuteriu. Rašančių 

ranka prašytume tai daryti įskaitomai. Primename, jog tekste esantys eilėraščiai taip pat turi būti išversti (pažodinis arba 
poetinis vertimai). 

5. Verčiant pasirinktą tekstą laikas nėra ribojamas. 
6. Išverstus tekstus maloniai prašome išsiųsti vienu iš būdų: 

a) elektroniniu vertimo lapu, kurio adresas yra h t t p s : / / w w w . v k i f . l t / d a r b u - s i u n t i m a s  (atsivertę šį 
puslapį, rasite vertimo vietą ir anketą, kurią reikia užpildyti ir išsiųsti; išsiuntę darbą, gausite patvirtinimą, kad vertimas 
gautas). 

b) jei neturite galimybės naudotis elektroniniu vertimo lapu, išverstus tekstus galite siųsti ir Lietuvos paštu, adresu: 
VKIF „Tavo žvilgsnis“, J. Basanavičiaus g. 12, 03224 Vilnius. Drauge su tekstais paskutiniame puslapyje pateikiame 
unifikuotą vertimo lapo pavyzdį, kuriame yra anketinė dalis. Nepamirškite jos užpildyti. Tai yra vertimo švarraštis. 

7. Vertinant darbus dėmesys bus kreipiamas į kūrybinį vertėjo požiūrį perteikiant mintis gimtąja kalba, kūrinio 
nuotaikos atitikimą, gramatines ir kalbos klaidas. 

8. Pageidaujantys versti iš anglų kalbos moksleiviai, kurių anglų kalba yra gimtoji, į anketinės dalies 5,8 ir 9 klausimus 
atsako – „gimtoji kalba“. 

9. Iliustruotojas neprivalo būti vertėjas. Iliustruotojas gali pasirinkti bet kurį tekstą. Su teksto turiniu, reikalui esant, gali 
padėti susipažinti mokytojai arba darbo vadovai. 

10. Iliustravimo darbai gali būti atlikti įvairiomis technikomis, jie gali būti įvairiausių formatų. Darbus prašome išsiųsti iki 
2024 m. kovo 18 d. 

11. Iliustracijos originalą būtina siųsti Lietuvos paštu, adresu: VKIF „Tavo žvilgsnis“, J. Basanavičiaus g. 12, 03224 
Vilnius. Iliustracijas galite siųsti elektronine forma (jeigu darbas buvo kuriamas kompiuteriu), adresu: 
h t t p s : / / w w w . v k i f . l t / d a r b u - s i u n t i m a s  

12. Siunčiant originalą Lietuvos paštu būtina nurodyti autoriaus vardą ir pavardę, amžių, švietimo įstaigos pavadinimą 
pritvirtintame baltame 2,5 x 9 cm formato lapelyje, dešinėje piešinio pusėje. Kitoje (atvirkščioje) pusėje priklijuokite 
užpildytą anketinę dalį (kaip ir vertėjų), nepamiršdami nurodyti teksto, kurį iliustruojate. 

13. Vertinsime darbus tų mokyklų arba atskirų dalyvių, kurie pateikė elektronines paraiškas su reikiamais 
duomenimis. 

14. Geriausių darbų autoriams bus įteikti diplomai, kitiems dalyviams – padėkos, o mokytojams – projekto vykdytojo 
pažymėjimai. 

15. Tie projekto dalyviai, kurie norėtų pelnyti ilgojo teksto vertėjo diplomą, turi išversti siūlomą arba savo pasirinktą 
didesnės apimties tekstą arba visus šešis ta pačia kalba pateiktus trumpuosius tekstus. Darbų atlikimo laikas – 2024 m. 
kovo 18 d. Pasirinkus versti savo tekstą, būtina atsiųsti ne tik vertimą, bet ir jo originalą. 

16. Geriausių darbų autorių sąrašą pateiksime mokykloms 2024 m. gegužės pabaigoje. Kad sąrašas būtų paskelbtas laiku, 
prašytume nevėluoti ir laiku pateikti atliktus darbus. 

17. Susidarius saugiai aplinkai 2024 m. rudenį, geriausių darbų autorius vėl pakviesime keliauti. Jeigu saugios aplinkos 
dar nesulauktume, tai pasinaudotume įsteigtu prizų fondu, kuriame gausu stalo ir kompiuterinių žaidimų, knygų, turizmo 
ir sporto inventoriaus, dovanų su projekto „Tavo Žvilgsnis“ veiklos atributika. 

18. Norėdami pasiteirauti, rašykite adresu zvilgsnis@vkif.lt, būtinai nurodydami savo tel. numerį tam, kad susiklosčius 
neatidėliotinai situacijai, projekto konsultantai galėtų su Jumis susisiekti. 

19. Jūsų atliekami VKIF projektų darbai gali tapti Brandos darbo dalimi. 
20. Maloniai primename, jog pateikti tekstai svetainėje bus matomi visiems. Kad šių tekstų vertimai ir jų iliustracijos 

būtų vertinami, reikia atlikti dalyvių registraciją. Ją turi atlikti grupės vadovas(-ė) arba pats dalyvis ar jo tėvai. Paraiška 
dalyvauti projekte pildoma mūsų svetainėje prisijungus prie savo paskyros per skiltį  Mano VKIF (pirmą kartą būtina 
registracija). 

  

http://www.vkif.lt/tavo-zvilgsnis/
https://www.vkif.lt/darbu-siuntimas
https://www.vkif.lt/darbu-siuntimas
mailto:zvilgsnis@vkif.lt
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THE STORY OF MISS MOPPET   
by Beatrix Potter 

 

 

This is a Kitty called Miss Moppet, she thinks 
she has heard a mouse! 

 

 

 

 

 

This is the Mouse peeping out behind the cupboard, 
and making fun of Miss Moppet. He is not afraid of a kitten. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This is Miss Moppet jumping just too late; she 
misses the Mouse and hits her own head. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

She thinks it is a very hard cupboard! 
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The Mouse watches Miss Moppet from the top of the 
cupboard. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Miss Moppet ties up her head in a duster, and sits before 
the fire. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Mouse thinks she is looking very ill. He comes sliding down 
the bell-pull. 
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Miss Moppet looks worse and worse. The Mouse comes a 
little nearer. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Miss Moppet holds her poor head in her paws, and looks 
at him through a hole in the duster. The Mouse 
comes very close. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

And then all of a sudden—Miss Moppet jumps 
upon the Mouse! 
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And because the Mouse has teased Miss Moppet—Miss 
Moppet thinks she will tease the Mouse; which is not at all 
nice of Miss Moppet. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

She ties him up in the duster, and tosses it about like a ball. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

But she forgot about that hole in the duster; and when 
she untied it—there was no Mouse! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

He has wriggled out and run away; and he is dancing a jig on 
the top of the cupboard! 
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PHILIP LOSES EVERYTHING! 
by Daniel Errico  

 

Philip had trouble holding onto things. His parents were always getting angry with him for losing his 

clothes, or his toys, or his homework. They didn’t realize that it really wasn’t Philip’s fault- his things actually 

liked to run away from him! 

When Philip was two, his blanket grew legs and ran out of the house. His mother and father weren’t 

very happy. They thought that it was his fault. 

When Philip was three, he loved playing with his toy airplane. One day it flew right off the shelf and out 

the window, all by itself. Somehow Philip got blamed again. “You need to learn how to take better care of your 

toys,” his parents said. 

A year later Philip had 12 pairs of socks run away from him! Obviously they were smart and had planned 

their escape well because Philip never figured out how they did it. When his mother went to buy him more 

socks, she asked what kind he wanted. “The kind of socks that can’t climb out of a sock drawer,” he said. She 

thought he was joking. 

Whenever Philip did his homework, he had to hold the paper down. If he let it go for one second, it 

would run off the desk and try to go outside by sliding under the front door. If you thought Philip’s parents 

didn’t like his explanations, you should have seen his teacher’s reaction! 

One day Philip’s mom bought him a brand new ruler for him to bring to school. “Everyone will need a 

ruler tomorrow,” his teacher had said. His mother was very clear that Philip had better not lose the ruler. 

Philip took extra care to make sure that the ruler didn’t run away. He took a string and tied one end 

around the ruler and the other end around his dresser. All night long he kept one eye on the ruler, even as he 

was falling asleep. 

Philip thought he had outsmarted the ruler, but he was wrong. It grew arms and legs and ran straight 

for the door. The string stopped it from getting out, but Philip had fallen asleep and didn’t notice. The ruler 

used its hands to untie the string and crept out the door, trying not to wake Philip up. 

Because the ruler was so tall and thin, it had trouble keeping its balance on the stairs and it fell down, 

hitting every single step on the way. The noise was loud enough to wake Philip up. He chased the ruler all 

through the house. 

The ruler ran through the dining room, and Philip followed after. It ran through the kitchen and then 

straight out the front door. Philip caught it right before it reached the sidewalk. 

“Gotcha!” he said. And just like that, the ruler stopped trying to run away. Philip put it on the ground 

and it happily walked right back up to his room. Philip finally understood why the ruler was running way- it was 

playing a game! It just wanted to have some fun. 

After that, Philip found a way to keep his toys entertained without having them run away. His parents 

never yelled at him for losing things anymore. But occasionally they would see him playing board games against 

a ruler… 
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THE STORY OF DOCTOR DOLITTLE 

PUDDLEBY 
 told by Hugh Lofting 

 
Once upon a time, many years ago—when our grandfathers were little children—there was a doctor; and 

his name was Dolittle—John Dolittle, M.D. “M.D.” means that he was a proper doctor and knew a whole lot. 

He lived in a little town called, Puddleby-on-the-Marsh. All the folks, young and old, knew him well by 

sight. And whenever he walked down the street in his high hat everyone would say, “There goes the Doctor!—

He’s a clever man.” And the dogs and the children would all run up and follow behind him; and even the crows 

that lived in the church-tower would caw and nod their heads. 

The house he lived in, on the edge of the town, was quite small; but his garden was very large and had a 

wide lawn and stone seats and weeping-willows hanging over. His sister, Sarah Dolittle, was housekeeper for 

him; but the Doctor looked after the garden himself. 

He was very fond of animals and kept many kinds of pets. Besides the gold-fish in the pond at the bottom 

of his garden, he had rabbits in the pantry, white mice in his piano, a squirrel in the linen closet and a hedgehog 

in the cellar. He had a cow with a calf too, and an old lame horse—twenty-five years of age—and chickens, and 

pigeons, and two lambs, and many other animals. But his favorite pets were Dab-Dab the duck, Jip the dog, 

Gub-Gub the baby pig, Polynesia the parrot, and the owl Too-Too. 

His sister used to grumble about all these animals and said they made the house untidy. And one day 

when an old lady with rheumatism came to see the Doctor, she sat on the hedgehog who was sleeping on the 

sofa and never came to see him any more, but drove every Saturday all the way to Oxenthorpe, another town 

ten miles off, to see a different doctor. 

 

Then his sister, Sarah Dolittle, came to him and said, 

“John, how can you expect sick people to come and see you when you keep all these animals in the 

house? It’s a fine doctor would have his parlor full of hedgehogs and mice! That’s the fourth personage these 

animals have driven away. Squire Jenkins and the Parson say they wouldn’t come near your house again—no 
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matter how sick they are. We are getting poorer every day. If you go on like this, none of the best people will 

have you for a doctor.” 

“But I like the animals better than the ‘best people’,” said the Doctor. 

“You are ridiculous,” said his sister, and walked out of the room. 

So, as time went on, the Doctor got more and more animals; and the people who came to see him got 

less and less. Till at last he had no one left—except the Cat’s-meat-Man, who didn’t mind any kind of animals. 

But the Cat’s-meat-Man wasn’t very rich and he only got sick once a year—at Christmas-time, when he used 

to give the Doctor sixpence for a bottle of medicine. 

Sixpence a year wasn’t enough to live on—even in those days, long ago; and if the Doctor hadn’t had 

some money saved up in his money-box, no one knows what would have happened. 

And he kept on getting still more pets; and of course it cost a lot to feed them. And the money he had 

saved up grew littler and littler. 

Then he sold his piano, and let the mice live in a bureau-drawer. But the money he got for that too began 

to go, so he sold the brown suit he wore on Sundays and went on becoming poorer and poorer. 

And now, when he walked down the street in his high hat, people would say to one another, “There goes 

John Dolittle, M.D.! There was a time when he was the best known doctor in the West Country—Look at him 

now—He hasn’t any money and his stockings are full of holes!” 

But the dogs and the cats and the children still ran up and followed him through the town—the same as 

they had done when he was rich. 
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OLD GRANNY FOX 
By Thornton W. Burgess 

 

Snow covered the Green Meadows and the Green Forest, and ice bound the Smiling Pool and the 
Laughing Brook. Reddy and Granny Fox were hungry most of the time. It was not easy to find enough 
to eat these days, and so they spent nearly every minute they were awake in hunting. Sometimes 
they hunted together, but usually one went one way, and the other went another way so as to have 
a greater chance of finding something. If either found enough for two, the one finding it took the food 
back to their home if it could be carried. If not, the other was told where to find it. 

For several days they had had very little indeed to eat, and they were so hungry that they were 
willing to take almost any chance to get a good meal. For two nights they had visited Farmer Brown’s 
henhouse, hoping that they would be able to find a way inside. But the biddies had been securely 
locked up, and try as they would, they couldn’t find a way in. 

“It’s of no use,” said Granny, as they started back home after the second try, “to hope to get one 
of those hens at night. If we are going to get any at all, we will have to do it in broad daylight. It can 
be done, for I have done it before, but I don’t like the idea. We are likely to be seen, and that means 
that Bowser the Hound will be set to hunting us.” 

“Pooh!” exclaimed Reddy. “What of it? It’s easy enough to fool him.” 

“You think so, do you?” snapped Granny. “I never yet saw a young Fox who didn’t think he knew 
all there is to know, and you’re just like the rest. When you’ve lived as long as I have you will have 
learned not to be quite so sure of your own opinions. I grant you that when there is no snow on the 
ground, any Fox with a reasonable amount of Fox sense in his head can fool Bowser, but with snow 
everywhere it is a very different matter. If Bowser once takes it into his head to follow your trail these 
days, you will have to be smarter than I think you are to fool him. The only way you will be able to get 
away from him will be by going into a hole in the ground, and when you do that you will have given 
away a secret that will mean we will never have any peace at all. We will never know when Farmer 
Brown’s boy will take it into his head to smoke us out. I’ve seen it done. No, Sir, we are not going to 
try for one of those hens in the daytime unless we are starving.” 

“I’m starving now,” whined Reddy. 

“No such thing!” Granny snapped. “I’ve been without food longer than this many a time. Have you 
been over to the Big River lately?” 

“No,” replied Reddy. “What’s the use? It’s frozen over. There isn’t anything there.” 

“Perhaps not,” replied Granny, “but I learned a long time ago that it is a poor plan to overlook any 
chance. There is a place in the Big River which never freezes because the water runs too swiftly to 
freeze, and I’ve found more than one meal washed ashore there. You go over there now while I see 
what I can find in the Green Forest. If neither of us finds anything, it will be time enough to think 
about Farmer Brown’s hens to-morrow.” 

 

Much against his will Reddy obeyed. “It isn’t the least bit of use,” he grumbled, as he trotted 
towards the Big River. “There won’t be anything there. It is just a waste of time.” 

Late that afternoon he came hurrying back, and Granny knew by the way that he cocked his ears 
and carried his tail that he had news of some kind. “Well, what is it?” she demanded. 

“I found a dead fish that had been washed ashore,” replied Reddy. “It wasn’t big enough for two, 
so I ate it.” 

“Anything else?” asked Granny. 
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“No-o,” replied Reddy slowly; “that is, nothing that will do us any good. Quacker the Wild Duck was 
swimming about out in the open water, but though I watched and watched he never once came 
ashore.” 

“Ha!” exclaimed Granny. “That is good news. I think we’ll go Duck hunting.” 
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LETTERS OF A WOMAN HOMESTEADER 

by Elinore Pruitt Stewart 

 

 

Dear Mrs. Coney, 

 

This is Sunday and I suppose I ought not to be writing, but I must write to you and I may not have 
another chance soon. Both your letters have reached me, and now that our questions are settled we 
can proceed to proceed. 

Now, this is the letter I have been wanting to write you for a long time, but could not because until 
now I had not actually proven all I wanted to prove. Perhaps it will not interest you, but if you see a 
woman who wants to homestead and is a little afraid she will starve, you can tell her what I am telling 
you. 

I never did like to theorize, and so this year I set out to prove that a woman could ranch if she 
wanted to. We like to grow potatoes on new ground, that is, newly cleared land on which no crop has 
been grown. Few weeds grow on new land, so it makes less work. So I selected my potato-patch, and 
the man ploughed it, although I could have done that if Clyde would have let me. I cut the potatoes, 
Jerrine helped, and we dropped them in the rows. The man covered them, and that ends the man's 
part. By that time the garden ground was ready, so I planted the garden. I had almost an acre in 
vegetables. I irrigated and I cultivated it myself. 

We had all the vegetables we could possibly use, and now Jerrine and I have put in our cellar full, 
and this is what we have: one large bin of potatoes (more than two tons), half a ton of carrots, a large 
bin of beets, one of turnips, one of onions, one of parsnips, and on the other side of the cellar we 
have more than one hundred heads of cabbage. I have experimented and found a kind of squash that 
can be raised here, and that the ripe ones keep well and make good pies; also that the young tender 
ones make splendid pickles, quite equal to cucumbers. I was glad to stumble on to that, because 
pickles are hard to manufacture when you have nothing to work with. Now I have plenty. They told 
me when I came that I could not even raise common beans, but I tried and succeeded. And also I 
raised lots of green tomatoes, and, as we like them preserved, I made them all up that way. 
Experimenting along another line, I found that I could make catchup, as delicious as that of tomatoes, 
of gooseberries. I made it exactly the same as I do the tomatoes and I am delighted. Gooseberries 
were very fine and very plentiful this year, so I put up a great many. I milked ten cows twice a day all 
summer; have sold enough butter to pay for a year's supply of flour and gasoline. We use a gasoline 
lamp. I have raised enough chickens to completely renew my flock, and all we wanted to eat, and 
have some fryers to go into the winter with. I have enough turkeys for all of our birthdays and 
holidays. 

I raised a great many flowers and I worked several days in the field. In all I have told about I have 
had no help but Jerrine. Clyde's mother spends each summer with us, and she helped me with the 
cooking and the babies. Many of my neighbors did better than I did, although I know many town 
people would doubt my doing so much, but I did it. I have tried every kind of work this ranch affords, 
and I can do any of it. Of course I am extra strong, but those who try know that strength and 
knowledge come with doing. I just love to experiment, to work, and to prove out things, so that ranch 
life and "roughing it" just suit me. 
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THE STORY OF MANKIND 
By Hendrik Van Loon, Ph.D. 

 

OUR EARLIEST ANCESTORS 

We know very little about the first "true" men. We have never seen their pictures. In the deepest 
layer of clay of an ancient soil we have sometimes found pieces of their bones. These lay buried 
amidst the broken skeletons of other animals that have long since disappeared from the face of the 
earth. Anthropologists (learned scientists who devote their lives to the study of man as a member of 
the animal kingdom) have taken these bones and they have been able to reconstruct our earliest 
ancestors with a fair degree of accuracy. 

The great-great-grandfather of the human race was a very ugly and unattractive mammal. He was 
quite small, much smaller than the people of today. The heat of the sun and the biting wind of the 
cold winter had coloured his skin a dark brown. His head and most of his body, his arms and legs too, 
were covered with long, coarse hair. He had very thin but strong fingers which made his hands look 
like those of a monkey. His forehead was low and his jaw was like the jaw of a wild animal which uses 
its teeth both as fork and knife. He wore no clothes. He had seen no fire except the flames of the 
rumbling volcanoes which filled the earth with their smoke and their lava. 

He lived in the damp blackness of vast forests, as the pygmies of Africa do to this very day. When 
he felt the pangs of hunger he ate raw leaves and the roots of plants or he took the eggs away from 
an angry bird and fed them to his own young. Once in a while, after a long and patient chase, he 
would catch a sparrow or a small wild dog or perhaps a rabbit. These he would eat raw for he had 
never discovered that food tasted better when it was cooked. 

During the hours of day, this primitive human being prowled about looking for things to eat. 

When night descended upon the earth, he hid his wife and his children in a hollow tree or behind 
some heavy boulders, for he was surrounded on all sides by ferocious animals and when it was dark 
these animals began to prowl about, looking for something to eat for their mates and their own 
young, and they liked the taste of human beings. It was a world where you must either eat or be 
eaten, and life was very unhappy because it was full of fear and misery. 

In summer, man was exposed to the scorching rays of the sun, and during the winter his children 
would freeze to death in his arms. When such a creature hurt itself, (and hunting animals are forever 
breaking their bones or spraining their ankles) he had no one to take care of him and he must die a 
horrible death. 

Like many of the animals who fill the Zoo with their strange noises, early man liked to jabber. That 
is to say, he endlessly repeated the same unintelligible gibberish because it pleased him to hear the 
sound of his voice. In due time he learned that he could use this guttural noise to warn his fellow 
beings whenever danger threatened and he gave certain little shrieks which came to mean "there is 
a tiger!" or "here come five elephants." Then the others grunted something back at him and their 
growl meant, "I see them," or "let us run away and hide." And this was probably the origin of all 
language. 

But, as I have said before, of these beginnings we know so very little. Early man had no tools and 
he built himself no houses. He lived and died and left no trace of his existence except a few collar-
bones and a few pieces of his skull. These tell us that many thousands of years ago the world was 
inhabited by certain mammals who were quite different from all the other animals—who had 
probably developed from another unknown ape-like animal which had learned to walk on its hind-
legs and use its fore-paws as hands—and who were most probably connected with the creatures who 
happen to be our own immediate ancestors. 

It is little enough we know and the rest is darkness. 
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A KIDNAPPED SANTA CLAUS  
by L. Frank Baum 

 
Santa Claus lives in the Laughing Valley, where stands the big, rambling castle in which his toys are 

manufactured. His workmen, selected from the ryls, knooks, pixies and fairies, live with him, and every one is 

as busy as can be from one year's end to another. 

It is called the Laughing Valley because everything there is happy and gay. The brook chuckles to itself 

as it leaps rollicking between its green banks; the wind whistles merrily in the trees; the sunbeams dance lightly 

over the soft grass, and the violets and wild flowers look smilingly up from their green nests. To laugh one 

needs to be happy; to be happy one needs to be content. And throughout the Laughing Valley of Santa Claus 

contentment reigns supreme. 

On one side is the mighty Forest of Burzee. At the other side stands the huge mountain that contains 

the Caves of the Daemons. And between them the Valley lies smiling and peaceful. 

One would thing that our good old Santa Claus, who devotes his days to making children happy, would 

have no enemies on all the earth; and, as a matter of fact, for a long period of time he encountered nothing 

but love wherever he might go. 

But the Daemons who live in the mountain caves grew to hate Santa Claus very much, and all for the 

simple reason that he made children happy. 

The Caves of the Daemons are five in number. A broad pathway leads up to the first cave, which is a 

finely arched cavern at the foot of the mountain, the entrance being beautifully carved and decorated. In it 

resides the Daemon of Selfishness. Back of this is another cavern inhabited by the Daemon of Envy. The cave 

of the Daemon of Hatred is next in order, and through this one passes to the home of the Daemon of Malice—

situated in a dark and fearful cave in the very heart of the mountain. I do not know what lies beyond this. Some 

say there are terrible pitfalls leading to death and destruction, and this may very well be true. However, from 

each one of the four caves mentioned there is a small, narrow tunnel leading to the fifth cave—a cozy little 

room occupied by the Daemon of Repentance. And as the rocky floors of these passages are well worn by the 

track of passing feet, I judge that many wanderers in the Caves of the Daemons have escaped through the 

tunnels to the abode of the Daemon of Repentance, who is said to be a pleasant sort of fellow who gladly 

opens for one a little door admitting you into fresh air and sunshine again. 

Well, these Daemons of the Caves, thinking they had great cause to dislike old Santa Claus, held a 

meeting one day to discuss the matter. 

"I'm really getting lonesome," said the Daemon of Selfishness. "For Santa Claus distributes so many 

pretty Christmas gifts to all the children that they become happy and generous, through his example, and keep 

away from my cave." 

"I'm having the same trouble," rejoined the Daemon of Envy. "The little ones seem quite content with 

Santa Claus, and there are few, indeed, that I can coax to become envious." 

"And that makes it bad for me!" declared the Daemon of Hatred. "For if no children pass through the 

Caves of Selfishness and Envy, none can get to MY cavern." 

"Or to mine," added the Daemon of Malice. 

"For my part," said the Daemon of Repentance, "it is easily seen that if children do not visit your caves 

they have no need to visit mine; so that I am quite as neglected as you are." 
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"And all because of this person they call Santa Claus!" exclaimed the Daemon of Envy. "He is simply 

ruining our business, and something must be done at once." 

To this they readily agreed; but what to do was another and more difficult matter to settle. They knew 

that Santa Claus worked all through the year at his castle in the Laughing Valley, preparing the gifts he was to 

distribute on Christmas Eve; and at first they resolved to try to tempt him into their caves, that they might lead 

him on to the terrible pitfalls that ended in destruction. 

So the very next day, while Santa Claus was busily at work, surrounded by his little band of assistants, 

the Daemon of Selfishness came to him and said: 

"These toys are wonderfully bright and pretty. Why do you not keep them for yourself? It's a pity to give 

them to those noisy boys and fretful girls, who break and destroy them so quickly." 

"Nonsense!" cried the old graybeard, his bright eyes twinkling merrily as he turned toward the tempting 

Daemon. "The boys and girls are never so noisy and fretful after receiving my presents, and if I can make them 

happy for one day in the year I am quite content." 

So the Daemon went back to the others, who awaited him in their caves, and said: 

"I have failed, for Santa Claus is not at all selfish." 

The following day the Daemon of Envy visited Santa Claus. Said he: "The toy shops are full of playthings 

quite as pretty as those you are making. What a shame it is that they should interfere with your business! They 

make toys by machinery much quicker than you can make them by hand; and they sell them for money, while 

you get nothing at all for your work." 

But Santa Claus refused to be envious of the toy shops. 

"I can supply the little ones but once a year—on Christmas Eve," he answered; "for the children are 

many, and I am but one. And as my work is one of love and kindness I would be ashamed to receive money for 

my little gifts. But throughout all the year the children must be amused in some way, and so the toy shops are 

able to bring much happiness to my little friends. I like the toy shops, and am glad to see them prosper." 

In spite of the second rebuff, the Daemon of Hatred thought he would try to influence Santa Claus. So 

the next day he entered the busy workshop and said: 

"Good morning, Santa! I have bad news for you." 

"Then run away, like a good fellow," answered Santa Claus. "Bad news is something that should be kept 

secret and never told." 

"You cannot escape this, however," declared the Daemon; "for in the world are a good many who do 

not believe in Santa Claus, and these you are bound to hate bitterly, since they have so wronged you." 

"Stuff and rubbish!" cried Santa. 

"And there are others who resent your making children happy and who sneer at you and call you a 

foolish old rattlepate! You are quite right to hate such base slanderers, and you ought to be revenged upon 

them for their evil words." 

"But I don't hate 'em!" exclaimed Santa Claus positively. "Such people do me no real harm, but merely 

render themselves and their children unhappy. Poor things! I'd much rather help them any day than injure 

them." 
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Indeed, the Daemons could not tempt old Santa Claus in any way. On the contrary, he was shrewd 

enough to see that their object in visiting him was to make mischief and trouble, and his cheery laughter 

disconcerted the evil ones and showed to them the folly of such an undertaking. So they abandoned honeyed 

words and determined to use force. 

It was well known that no harm can come to Santa Claus while he is in the Laughing Valley, for the fairies, 

and ryls, and knooks all protect him. But on Christmas Eve he drives his reindeer out into the big world, carrying 

a sleighload of toys and pretty gifts to the children; and this was the time and the occasion when his enemies 

had the best chance to injure him. So the Daemons laid their plans and awaited the arrival of Christmas Eve. 

The moon shone big and white in the sky, and the snow lay crisp and sparkling on the ground as Santa 

Claus cracked his whip and sped away out of the Valley into the great world beyond. The roomy sleigh was 

packed full with huge sacks of toys, and as the reindeer dashed onward our jolly old Santa laughed and whistled 

and sang for very joy. For in all his merry life this was the one day in the year when he was happiest—the day 

he lovingly bestowed the treasures of his workshop upon the little children. 

It would be a busy night for him, he well knew. As he whistled and shouted and cracked his whip again, 

he reviewed in mind all the towns and cities and farmhouses where he was expected, and figured that he had 

just enough presents to go around and make every child happy. The reindeer knew exactly what was expected 

of them, and dashed along so swiftly that their feet scarcely seemed to touch the snow-covered ground. 

Suddenly a strange thing happened: a rope shot through the moonlight and a big noose that was in the 

end of it settled over the arms and body of Santa Claus and drew tight. Before he could resist or even cry out 

he was jerked from the seat of the sleigh and tumbled head foremost into a snowbank, while the reindeer 

rushed onward with the load of toys and carried it quickly out of sight and sound. 

Such a surprising experience confused old Santa for a moment, and when he had collected his senses he 

found that the wicked Daemons had pulled him from the snowdrift and bound him tightly with many coils of 

the stout rope. And then they carried the kidnapped Santa Claus away to their mountain, where they thrust 

the prisoner into a secret cave and chained him to the rocky wall so that he could not escape. 

"Ha, ha!" laughed the Daemons, rubbing their hands together with cruel glee. "What will the children 

do now? How they will cry and scold and storm when they find there are no toys in their stockings and no gifts 

on their Christmas trees! And what a lot of punishment they will receive from their parents, and how they will 

flock to our Caves of Selfishness, and Envy, and Hatred, and Malice! We have done a mighty clever thing, we 

Daemons of the Caves!" 

Now it so chanced that on this Christmas Eve the good Santa Claus had taken with him in his sleigh Nuter 

the Ryl, Peter the Knook, Kilter the Pixie, and a small fairy named Wisk—his four favorite assistants. These little 

people he had often found very useful in helping him to distribute his gifts to the children, and when their 

master was so suddenly dragged from the sleigh they were all snugly tucked underneath the seat, where the 

sharp wind could not reach them. 

The tiny immortals knew nothing of the capture of Santa Claus until some time after he had disappeared. 

But finally they missed his cheery voice, and as their master always sang or whistled on his journeys, the silence 

warned them that something was wrong. 

Little Wisk stuck out his head from underneath the seat and found Santa Claus gone and no one to direct 

the flight of the reindeer. 

"Whoa!" he called out, and the deer obediently slackened speed and came to a halt. 
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Peter and Nuter and Kilter all jumped upon the seat and looked back over the track made by the sleigh. 

But Santa Claus had been left miles and miles behind. 

"What shall we do?" asked Wisk anxiously, all the mirth and mischief banished from his wee face by this 

great calamity. 

"We must go back at once and find our master," said Nuter the Ryl, who thought and spoke with much 

deliberation. 

"No, no!" exclaimed Peter the Knook, who, cross and crabbed though he was, might always be depended 

upon in an emergency. "If we delay, or go back, there will not be time to get the toys to the children before 

morning; and that would grieve Santa Claus more than anything else." 

"It is certain that some wicked creatures have captured him," added Kilter thoughtfully, "and their object 

must be to make the children unhappy. So our first duty is to get the toys distributed as carefully as if Santa 

Claus were himself present. Afterward we can search for our master and easily secure his freedom." 

This seemed such good and sensible advice that the others at once resolved to adopt it. So Peter the 

Knook called to the reindeer, and the faithful animals again sprang forward and dashed over hill and valley, 

through forest and plain, until they came to the houses wherein children lay sleeping and dreaming of the 

pretty gifts they would find on Christmas morning. 

The little immortals had set themselves a difficult task; for although they had assisted Santa Claus on 

many of his journeys, their master had always directed and guided them and told them exactly what he wished 

them to do. But now they had to distribute the toys according to their own judgment, and they did not 

understand children as well as did old Santa. So it is no wonder they made some laughable errors. 

Mamie Brown, who wanted a doll, got a drum instead; and a drum is of no use to a girl who loves dolls. 

And Charlie Smith, who delights to romp and play out of doors, and who wanted some new rubber boots to 

keep his feet dry, received a sewing box filled with colored worsteds and threads and needles, which made 

him so provoked that he thoughtlessly called our dear Santa Claus a fraud. 

Had there been many such mistakes the Daemons would have accomplished their evil purpose and made 

the children unhappy. But the little friends of the absent Santa Claus labored faithfully and intelligently to carry 

out their master's ideas, and they made fewer errors than might be expected under such unusual 

circumstances. 

And, although they worked as swiftly as possible, day had begun to break before the toys and other 

presents were all distributed; so for the first time in many years the reindeer trotted into the Laughing Valley, 

on their return, in broad daylight, with the brilliant sun peeping over the edge of the forest to prove they were 

far behind their accustomed hours. 

Having put the deer in the stable, the little folk began to wonder how they might rescue their master; 

and they realized they must discover, first of all, what had happened to him and where he was. 

So Wisk the Fairy transported himself to the bower of the Fairy Queen, which was located deep in the 

heart of the Forest of Burzee; and once there, it did not take him long to find out all about the naughty 

Daemons and how they had kidnapped the good Santa Claus to prevent his making children happy. The Fairy 

Queen also promised her assistance, and then, fortified by this powerful support, Wisk flew back to where 

Nuter and Peter and Kilter awaited him, and the four counseled together and laid plans to rescue their master 

from his enemies. 
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It is possible that Santa Claus was not as merry as usual during the night that succeeded his capture. For 

although he had faith in the judgment of his little friends he could not avoid a certain amount of worry, and an 

anxious look would creep at times into his kind old eyes as he thought of the disappointment that might await 

his dear little children. And the Daemons, who guarded him by turns, one after another, did not neglect to 

taunt him with contemptuous words in his helpless condition. 

When Christmas Day dawned the Daemon of Malice was guarding the prisoner, and his tongue was 

sharper than that of any of the others. 

"The children are waking up, Santa!" he cried. "They are waking up to find their stockings empty! Ho, 

ho! How they will quarrel, and wail, and stamp their feet in anger! Our caves will be full today, old Santa! Our 

caves are sure to be full!" 

But to this, as to other like taunts, Santa Claus answered nothing. He was much grieved by his capture, 

it is true; but his courage did not forsake him. And, finding that the prisoner would not reply to his jeers, the 

Daemon of Malice presently went away, and sent the Daemon of Repentance to take his place. 

This last personage was not so disagreeable as the others. He had gentle and refined features, and his 

voice was soft and pleasant in tone. 

"My brother Daemons do not trust me overmuch," said he, as he entered the cavern; "but it is morning, 

now, and the mischief is done. You cannot visit the children again for another year." 

"That is true," answered Santa Claus, almost cheerfully; 

"Christmas Eve is past, and for the first time in centuries 

I have not visited my children." 

"The little ones will be greatly disappointed," murmured the Daemon of Repentance, almost regretfully; 

"but that cannot be helped now. Their grief is likely to make the children selfish and envious and hateful, and 

if they come to the Caves of the Daemons today I shall get a chance to lead some of them to my Cave of 

Repentance." 

"Do you never repent, yourself?" asked Santa Claus, curiously. 

"Oh, yes, indeed," answered the Daemon. "I am even now repenting that I assisted in your capture. Of 

course it is too late to remedy the evil that has been done; but repentance, you know, can come only after an 

evil thought or deed, for in the beginning there is nothing to repent of." 

"So I understand," said Santa Claus. "Those who avoid evil need never visit your cave." 

"As a rule, that is true," replied the Daemon; "yet you, who have done no evil, are about to visit my cave 

at once; for to prove that I sincerely regret my share in your capture I am going to permit you to escape." 

This speech greatly surprised the prisoner, until he reflected that it was just what might be expected of 

the Daemon of Repentance. The fellow at once busied himself untying the knots that bound Santa Claus and 

unlocking the chains that fastened him to the wall. Then he led the way through a long tunnel until they both 

emerged in the Cave of Repentance. 

"I hope you will forgive me," said the Daemon pleadingly. "I am not really a bad person, you know; and 

I believe I accomplish a great deal of good in the world." 

With this he opened a back door that let in a flood of sunshine, and 
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Santa Claus sniffed the fresh air gratefully. 

"I bear no malice," said he to the Daemon, in a gentle voice; "and I am sure the world would be a dreary 

place without you. So, good morning, and a Merry Christmas to you!" 

With these words he stepped out to greet the bright morning, and a moment later he was trudging 

along, whistling softly to himself, on his way to his home in the Laughing Valley. 

Marching over the snow toward the mountain was a vast army, made up of the most curious creatures 

imaginable. There were numberless knooks from the forest, as rough and crooked in appearance as the gnarled 

branches of the trees they ministered to. And there were dainty ryls from the fields, each one bearing the 

emblem of the flower or plant it guarded. Behind these were many ranks of pixies, gnomes and nymphs, and 

in the rear a thousand beautiful fairies floated along in gorgeous array. 

This wonderful army was led by Wisk, Peter, Nuter, and Kilter, who had assembled it to rescue Santa 

Claus from captivity and to punish the Daemons who had dared to take him away from his beloved children. 

And, although they looked so bright and peaceful, the little immortals were armed with powers that 

would be very terrible to those who had incurred their anger. Woe to the Daemons of the Caves if this mighty 

army of vengeance ever met them! 

But lo! coming to meet his loyal friends appeared the imposing form of Santa Claus, his white beard 

floating in the breeze and his bright eyes sparkling with pleasure at this proof of the love and veneration he 

had inspired in the hearts of the most powerful creatures in existence. 

And while they clustered around him and danced with glee at his safe return, he gave them earnest 

thanks for their support. But Wisk, and Nuter, and Peter, and Kilter, he embraced affectionately. 

"It is useless to pursue the Daemons," said Santa Claus to the army. "They have their place in the world, 

and can never be destroyed. But that is a great pity, nevertheless," he continued musingly. 

So the fairies, and knooks, and pixies, and ryls all escorted the good man to his castle, and there left him 

to talk over the events of the night with his little assistants. 

Wisk had already rendered himself invisible and flown through the big world to see how the children 

were getting along on this bright Christmas morning; and by the time he returned, Peter had finished telling 

Santa Claus of how they had distributed the toys. 

"We really did very well," cried the fairy, in a pleased voice; "for I found little unhappiness among the 

children this morning. Still, you must not get captured again, my dear master; for we might not be so fortunate 

another time in carrying out your ideas." 

He then related the mistakes that had been made, and which he had not discovered until his tour of 

inspection. And Santa Claus at once sent him with rubber boots for Charlie Smith, and a doll for Mamie Brown; 

so that even those two disappointed ones became happy. 

As for the wicked Daemons of the Caves, they were filled with anger and chagrin when they found that 

their clever capture of Santa Claus had come to naught. Indeed, no one on that Christmas Day appeared to be 

at all selfish, or envious, or hateful. And, realizing that while the children's saint had so many powerful friends 

it was folly to oppose him, the Daemons never again attempted to interfere with his journeys on Christmas 

Eve. 

 

 



 

 

 

VERTIMŲ IR ILIUSTRACIJŲ PROJEKTAS TAVO ŽVILGSNIS 2024 

1. Švietimo įstaigos pavadinimas  

2. Moksleivio (-ės) vardas, pavardė 
(spausdintinėmis raidėmis) 

 

3. Mokytojo (darbo vadovo) vardas, pavardė  

4. Verčiamo/iliustruojamo teksto pavadinimas 
(lietuvių kalba) 

 

5. Užsienio kalba, iš kurios verčiama/iliustruojama  

6. Moksleivio klasė/kursas  

7. Moksleivio amžius  

8. Tai Jūsų pirmoji ar antroji užsienio kalba? 
(pildo tik vertėjai) 

 

9. Užsienio kalbos mokymosi metai 
(pildo tik vertėjai) 

 

 


