
©Tiny Books – Big Stories, 2023

Find more Tiny Books: 
WWW.TINYBOOKS.EU

© Text Jurga Vilė
© Illustrations Cécile Pruvot

© Translation Peter Xirogiannis

         Supported by 

There is no circus in our village, 

no theater, no post office...

To reach it,

you must climb steep rocks.

One day the teacher Spit Spot came 

climbing up to us.

Or maybe he flew up with an umbrella?

He always has it with him. 

And a small suitcase with...

The teacher Spit Spot 

taught us to listen. 

    The teacher Spit Spot 

    taught us to look.

Today our village has 

a circus, a theater and a post office...

And if we lack something, 

we create it ourselves.

And when it’s 

dark?

We can
 tame the darkness!

Sp
it S

pot!

This rock is 

This rock is 

as silent as a 

as silent as a 

�sh in water!

�sh in water!

It sings! It sings! 

Honestly, a 
Honestly, a 

bit weird...
bit weird...
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... A LONG ROW OF LITTLE VAMPIRES 
HEADED FOR THE BEACH.

THEY GOT HOME BEFORE SUNRISE 
VERY SANDY AND HAPPY AND 
CLIMBED TO THEIR COFFINS. 
SOON LOUD SNORING FILLED THE 
ROOM. 

"MOMMY! WAKE UP! I 
WANT TO GO TO THE 

GARLIC FIELDS!"

AS SOON AS THE MOON ROSE ...
KAIRI LOOK
JULIA DÜRR
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A LITTLE VAMPIRE CLIMBED OUT 
OF HIS COFFIN. "MOMMY, WAKE UP! 
I HAVE AN IDEA!" 

A BIGGER COFFIN OPENED AND A 
MOMMY VAMPIRE APPEARED. "YES, 
MY DEAR?"

"I WANT TO GO TO 
THE BEACH!"

"YES, THE BEACH!
TO SWIM AND PLAY BALL!"

A LONG ROW OF LITTLE 
COFFINS OPENED. "WE 
ALSO WANT TO SWIM 
AND PLAY BALL!"

"NOT POSSIBLE, MY 

DEARS. YOUR SKIN 

WILL BURN IN THE 

SUN. OTHER KIDS 

WON'T WANT TO 

PLAY WITH YOU."

"WHY?" GRUMBLED THE VAMPIRES.

"BECAUSE YOU ARE DIFFERENT," 
SAID MOM. "NOTHING TO BE DONE 
GET BACK IN YOUR COFFINS."

THE LITTLE VAMPIRES BEGAN TO 
CRY. MOM SAT ON THE EDGE OF A 
COFFIN.

THEY SWAM, PLAYED BALL AND BUILT 
A MARVELLOUS CASTLE. IT LOOKED 
EXACTLY LIKE THEIR GRANDPA'S.

UNTIL MIDNIGHT 
WHEN...

"I KNOW!",
SHE THEN SAID.  

"THE BEACH?"
MOM TURNED 
PALE.
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Two ants took a day off.
One wanted to go to Berlin.
The other wasn’t quite sure:Don’t know it, like it!

In the evening they took the 
bus back home.

Wow! What a day!

And danced the Spider Dance.

There we go!

Spider Coolture

Not so bad. Kind 
of cool, though.

They sat down by the Spree and applauded 
the water fleas.

Interesting. 
Unusual.

I don’t 
know … I like it!

I like it!

I don’t 
know...

They ate fresh honey from 
Brandenburg.

When they arrived in Berlin, 
there was a lot going on.

Carnival of Cultures

 We don’t even 
know anyone.

Hello!
We came by bus!

Hello, that’s 
great!

Berlin? I do not 
know Berlin.

 So what?! You’ll 
soon know it! 

Come!

They took the bus. They had never 
ridden the bus.

I liked 
it! I like it!

I like it!



On a planet where everything was the 

same, there was a different little being 

and he repeated:

It sucks here!

One day, he built a space shuttle to 

go to other planets, where different 

people live.

I’m done with 
this rotten 

planet.

Aren't you red?

Go away!
No

He stopped on the �rst planet 

where there were only red people.

It was the same for the planet

           with blue people, those

                        with tentacles...

Then he stopped on a planet where 

there were only pebbles.

Hi pebble,

how are you?

But he quickly got bored.

One day he had a brilliant idea, he 

made a huge sign with the words:

Then thousands of ships arrived all 

with different aliens.

   DIFFERENT BEINGS WELCOME

...
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Ayşe Bosse + Simona Jurčiukonytė

Perfect –

Nasus Perfectus

Six noses sat in the waiting room.

And because waiting usually makes you think,

the noses thought.

About what it would be like to be someone else,

to be perfect…

Not that wide. 

Not so narrow. 

Not too snooty. 

Not so bulbous.

With freckles. 

Without freckles.

Being perfect, yes, 

that would be great!

No boogers.

No snifÒes.

No blackheads.

No hair.

No snoring!

Exactly!

Oh yes, to be perfect, 

that would be something!

Then everything 

would finally be fine.

Really?

But what is 

perfect?

What is perfect 

actually?

one of the noses

thought.

Hmmmm...

all other noses 

thought.

Hmmm! Chocolate cake!

Perfect!

Anyone want a 

sniff?
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WHO ARE WE? 

ALMOST INVISIBLE, 
LIGHT LIKE FLUFF. 

WE KEEP OUR 
FRIEND COMPANY.

BUT TODAY A CLEANING LADY BURST IN. 
WET RAGS IN HER HANDS, 
READY TO TIDY UP.

WE ARE A BIG FAMILY. 
THE PIANO IS OUR HOME.

WE LOVE MUSIC AND WE LOVE TO FLY. 

IT'S JUST
DUST! 

TOGETHER WE MAKE MUSIC, 
SWING, AND PLAY!

BEAUTIFUL MELODY! 
CRAZY WALTZ!

FROM  
THE PIANO

JURGA VILE  
JULIA DÜRR

OUR FRIEND STOOD UP FOR US.
LITTLE DUST.

NO!
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But when they arrive,  
they cannot get it because otherwise  
it would not be a free table anymore.
They get angry and leave. Or make room for themselves at
some other table. And sometimes they end up finding a friend. 

Soon the very important 
person makes a lot of 

great friends.

One night he does arrive:
“Do you have a free table?”

“Yes, of course,” answers the 
owner solemnly. “I have 
kept this table for you for 

twenty years already.” 

He looks around and 
sees other people who are dining 
together, on the corners of the 
tables and on stairs, window 

sills and even on the floor. 

The free table is
kept for a very 

important 
person. One night
    he will come!

But
the very important

person does not sit. 

“May I sit 
with you?”

 free

table

At the corner
of our street, there is a cafe.
There’s always one free table there.

When people call in, the owner always says          

       “Yes, we have one free table!”

The very 
important 

person 
feels that 

the others are 
glaring at 

him. 
“I don’t want that 

table,” he says.
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Revolution!

“Happy birthday!”

“And 
for your 

birthday...”

“you get...”

“a surprise!”

“You bought me a giraffe!
I love giraffes!” 

“No!”

“We don’t have enough 
space.”

“That’s right, 
giraffes are so 

big they’d break 
through the roof!”

“We’re going to the zoo!”

“Darling?”

“You’re so quiet.”

“Aren’t you happy to see the 
giraffes?”

“They’re locked up.”“They’re not 
caged.”

“This is their
home.”

“I’m not stupid, this isn’t 
their home.”

“It’s a prison!”

“Dearly 
beloved!”

“I don’t think 
putting animals 

in cages is 
good!”

“Can you imagine us 
humans being locked 
in a cage one day?”

“Today is my birthday! 
And I’m going to lock 

myself in with the 
giraffes in protest.”

The little girl walks away angrily. She climbs onto the 
huge podium in the middle of the zoo, snatches the 
microphone out of the hand of a man dressed as a 

dolphin and begins to speak.

Freedom for animals as well!
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