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Taavi and his mother live alone on the fourth 
storey of a big apartment building. In addition to 
his mother, Taavi has a lively sense of imagination, 
a strong grandmother, and an impressive 
collection of friends. Take for example Uku, who 
wants to be a dog when he grows up, and Mia, 
who has a fly fly into her head, and Aunt Masha, 
who catches trash with a butterfly net, and 
Uncle Jaanus, who is drowning in his own deep 
thoughts.
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on en a rencontré un, que madame Lii 
nous avait presque forcés à voir.

– Il est beau et grand, promettait 
madame Lii. Tu dois absolument le 
voir !

Le prétendant s’appelait Peep, et 
c’est vrai qu’il était drôlement grand. 
Carrément des mètres et des mètres ! 
En principe il devait venir chez nous, 
mais à cause de sa taille il ne pouvait pas 
passer la porte d’entrée de l’immeuble, 
ni tenir dans la cage d’escalier. Alors 
il est resté dehors, devant la fenêtre. 
Maman a ouvert la fenêtre, et Peep lui 
a offert un bouquet de roses.

C’était un bon début, parce que
maman adore toutes les fleurs. Elle a
même rougi un petit peu, et elle a mis les
roses dans un vase. Puis, par la fenêtre,
elle a offert à Peep du café et des toasts.

https://www.elk.ee/?profile=6867
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Reading sample

Me, Mum, and Our Friends of all Sorts

Hello! My name’s Taavi and I live with my lovely 
Mum in a big block on the fourth floor where our 
flat is. I have a Daddy too of course, every child 
does! But he lives in a different house. That’s why 
they call Mum a lone mother but I think that’s really 
silly. Mum isn’t alone – she’s got me! And as well we 
have Grandma who loves us and a whole big bunch 
of other relatives and friends.

I like our friends. And not just our friends. I like the 
people we know a little bit and the people I haven’t 
even met yet.

Mum says there’s something beautiful hiding inside 
everyone if you just look. I look for it every day and 
I find it too. Like, the man who lives next door who 
has a tiger inside that snores so loudly at night that 
we can hear it through the walls in our lounge. And 
a teeny piggy lives in Aunty Helmi’s tummy. You 
wouldn’t notice it but when she comes to our house 
for tea you can hear the piggy grunting after she’s 
finished eating! The coolest one though is Aunty Liisi 
– once she had a real live baby hiding inside! Later
on the teeny tiny baby came out of Aunty Liisi and
we had a new friend!

Of course not all our friends have to be people 
always. Aunty Laine thinks that the best friends of 
all are dogs and grandma says it’s books. As for me, I 
think that a pocket knife can be a friend, especially if 
it doesn’t cut your fingers, and of course one of my 
best friends is my bike.

The great thing about friendship is that everyone 
can be friends. Except of course for “louts” because 
there are some of them around as well.

Crocodile

No man or lady lives in flat number 13. Instead, 
number 13 is lived in by a crocodile.

When the crocodile came to live in our block a 
couple of years ago, some of the other people living 
here became really nervous. They were afraid that 
our new neighbour was a dangerous animal and 
they called a meeting of the block committee. The 
crocodile was lucky that the committee chairman 
was a distant relative of his and on his side, because 
it meant that he wasn’t forced out of his flat even 
though that’s what some people had called for. 
Instead they decided that as long as the crocodile 
wore a muzzle in the lift nicely, he could stay.
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Bonjour ! Je m’appelle Taavi, et je 
vis avec la plus adorable des mamans, 
dans un appartement au troisième 
étage d’un grand immeuble. En réalité, 
j’ai aussi un papa – tous les enfants en 
ont un ! –, mais lui, il habite ailleurs. 
À cause de ça, il y a des gens qui disent 
que maman est une « femme seule 
», mais je trouve que c’est n’importe 
quoi. Elle n’est pas seule, puisque je 
suis là ! En plus, on a aussi ma grand-
mère, qui nous aime bien, et plein de 
cousins et d’amis.

Moi, ils me plaisent beaucoup, tous 
ces amis. Et pas seulement eux, mais en 
général tous les gens que je connais, et 

moi, maman, et tous nos amis



3

For more information or copyrights, please contact:
ulla.saar@elk.ee

“M
e,

 M
um

, a
nd

 O
ur

 F
rie

nd
s o

f a
ll 

So
rt

s”
 b

y 
Pi

re
t R

au
d

And so Crocodile wore a muzzle and everyone in the 
block actually got used to him.

Crocodile was very kind and considerate in other 
ways too. For example, when he spilt water on the 
floor while taking a bath, he would always dry it up 
properly. And when Aunty Helga in flat number 14 
had a heavy shopping bag, he would help her carry 
it.

Everything might have carried on like this forever if 
only crocodile hadn’t found himself a wife one day, a 
crocodile wife, one that was always cross. Mrs Croc-
odile didn’t give a hoot about all the rules and never 
wore a muzzle in the lift. She splashed so much wa-
ter on the floor when she took a bath that it would 
drip through the ceiling onto the neighbours below, 
and she never said “hello” to Aunty Helga at all, just 
snarled.

Apart from that she wasn’t even nice to Mr Croco-
dile. For example she banned him from things like 
football! Mr Crocodile especially loved stretching 
out on the settee to watch the football on the TV. 
But Mrs Crocodile couldn’t stand it.

“Why do you have two spend all your time watching 
the football?” she would grumble and turn the TV 
off. “Why don’t you gaze at me?”

“Darling,” said Mr Crocodile in a really friendly man-
ner, “you’re not round and you don’t roll. And apart 
from that no-one must kick you! Please just let me 
enjoy the football!”

Did she heck!

In the main Mr Crocodile put up with it and instead 
of spending his evenings watching football he would 
watch Mrs Crocodile instead, but one night, when 
his wife had yet again turned the TV off at a really 
exciting point, Mr Crocodile snapped and put it back 
on.

Mrs Crocodile was consumed with an odd kind 
of rage that made her snap at Mr Crocodile. She 
snapped chunks out of him there and then in several 
places, several times. Mr Crocodile was crying and 
bleeding and Aunty Helga from the flat next door 
ran out when she heard his cries and quickly phoned 
the emergency number.

The police and ambulance came straightaway and 
they took Mrs Crocodile away. It made everyone 
living in the block happy when she was locked in a 
cage at the zoo.

They made a bandage for Mr Crocodile and gave 
him sugar water to drink. It must be a dreadful 
shock when your own wife snaps chunks out of you 
like that!

Mr Crocodile should have been able to live out the 
rest of his days in peace from then on and enjoy the 
football morning till night. But what do you know? 
He forgot about football completely and started 
visiting the zoo every day to watch Mrs Crocodile. 
He took her flowers and jars of honey, he took boxes 
of sweets, even though there were signs on the 
cage saying “Please do not feed the animals!”. Mr 
Crocodile wasn’t at all cross that Mrs Crocodile had 
snapped at him like that.

I think it was all more than just weird, but Mum 
says that that’s what love is like. If it is then love is 
completely pointless. It’s 100 times better to have a 
friend. Friends don’t snap at you.

Translated by Susan Wilson
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L’appartement numéro treize n’est 
occupé ni par un homme ni par une 
femme. Non : au treize vit… un cro-
codile !

Quand il s’est installé, voilà deux ou
trois ans, plusieurs autres occupants
s’en sont émus. Ils étaient inquiets
d’avoir pour voisin un animal aussi
dangereux, et ils ont convoqué une
assemblée générale des habitants de
l’immeuble. Le crocodile a eu de la
chance : le président de séance était un
de ses lointains cousins, il a parlé en sa
faveur, et le crocodile n’a pas été obligé
de déménager, comme l’exigeaient cer-
tains. On a au contraire décidé que s’il
portait une muselière pour prendre
l’ascenseur, il pourrait rester.

madame Laura pour une ficelle pen-
dant sous le ballon.

– Oh ! le joli ballon rose ! disaient-ils 
en souriant béatement. Bon voyage !

De mon côté, j’ai tiré mes conclu-
sions de cette aventure, et depuis 
la disparition de madame Laura je 
mange tous les matins mon porridge 
jusqu’à la dernière cuillerée, et je bois 
ma tasse de lait jusqu’à la dernière 
goutte. Et d’ailleurs, à tout hasard, je 
me garde de souffler des bulles avec 
mon chewing-gum : c’est tout aussi 
agréable de le mâcher sans faire de 
bulles.

En ce qui concerne madame Laura, 
elle a bel et bien disparu, et du coup 
on n’a jamais su à quoi ressemblait sa 
figure !

le crocodile


