Rewinding
-That morning
a story came into
my head, and I
wanted to write
it down...

OOPS

- Oh dear son! And on
your new jumper!
-Come quickly
so I can wipe it!

...but unfortunately
I didn’t get
much further
than the title.

-Tsk!
You can tell
I don’t often
take up my
brush.

S H RIII

-Mr Jovanovic don’t creak with
your chair like that! What would
this class become if everyone’s
chair was creaking like that?!
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-Is it not
too difficult
for you?

-Are you ok?

-Difficult?
I could be
like this
forever!

-Feel how fine
this fabric is.

-But it’s too
expensive.
-For our
wedding it
isn’t

-Well then
buy it.

-Mr Jovanovic...

-Congratulation, you
have become
a father!

-Mr Jovanovic!

-Hey,
what
are you
doing...

-I’ll fall!

-Don’t wrap
yourself
around
my leg...

-Oh Kitty,
it’s you!?
-You wanna
go outside?
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...Happy birthday to you...

-Son! Tell us what
you want for your
birthday?

-This year -I wanna go to the seaside
with my friends!
I want
-This year
-A dog! a bicycle!
I want you to
pay my tuition
for architecture.

-I’m glad you could make it,
I know you have been working
a lot.

to you...
happy birthday...

E m p lo y e e o f t h e y e a r

-Well I had to
find the time
for something
like this...

-Now... now I regret not
coming back more often...

...It’s not your
father’s funeral
everyday.
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-Mother’s death
really affected him.
He ate too much,
even when the doctor forbid it.
-Darling! It’s seven
o’clock! You’ll be late!

-Ahh... to hell
with this.
I’m retiring,
I can’t do
this anymore!

-Oh come on now don’t talk
nonsense! You know the people
adore you!

-Father, I know now it isn’t the best time,
...I got
but I’m moving in two weeks...
that job.

-Don’t feel uncomfortable, son,
you fought for that job.
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-I have some more news: Ivana
is pregnant and she is coming
with me to Germany.

...Tsk, it doesn’t
matter..
-Eh... I never got
round to finishing
that short story
from this morning...

...tomorrow
is a new
day.
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That night, while he

smoked his pipe he envisioned how nice a pair
of deer’s antlers would
look above his
fireplace.

Long ago, in a small cabin
on the edge of a forest,
lived a hunter.
The hunter walked and searched

The next day he

for a deer for hours, then for days
and weeks and months...

took his rifle
and set off on
a hunt, firmly
set on getting
a deer.

He searched for it for so
long that he had begun
to forget what it was
he was searching for.

At first he became distressed for
no longer knowing the reason
for his adventure.
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But then he realised that he was enjoying the search itself,
and that it did not matter what he was searching for so long
as he was in the forest and walking across wide spaces.

And then one day,
when he least expected
it, in the furthest reaches
of the deep forest...

He continued
walking for
a long time,
living his life
of a traveller
and hunter.

The hunter was

He spotted a deer.

reminded of what
he was searching for,
and of his home
and fireplace.

It did not know of man
or fear. Despite being
a young stag he had
large and beautiful
antlers.
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His finger was

He held his rifle firmly in

on the trigger and
the target in sight.

place but did not shoot.

Yet, it was as if the silence
did not want to be interrupted.
The hunter thrust

his rifle into the ground.
He understood that he
was no longer a hunter,
that the cabin was
no longer his home,
that antlers cannot be
his decoration.

He explained to the deer
what the gun was and
that next time he should
run away.

And the deer showed him where
the deepest and most beautiful
part of the forest was, into
which he went forever.

They say that when the hunter thrust

his rifle into the ground, roots began
to grow and in that spot now is
a magnificent oak tree.

THE END
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