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          The Snail and the Rosebush
                All round the garden ran a row of hazel shrubs, and outside there were fields and meadows with cows and sheep, but in the middle of the garden stood a flowering rosebush, and under it sat a snail, it had a lot to offer – namely itself.

          ‘Wait till my time comes!’ it said, ‘I’m going to achieve something more than just grow roses, bear nuts, or give milk like the cows and sheep!’

          ‘I’ll expect an awful lot, then!’ the rosebush said. ‘May I dare ask when all this is going to come about?’

          ‘I give myself plenty of time,’ the snail said. ‘You’re always in such a hurry; you can’t rush expectations!

          The following year the snail lay in roughly the same spot in the sunshine under the rosebush, which budded and unfolded its roses, always fresh, always new. And the snail crept half out, stuck out its horns, and pulled them back in again.

          ‘Everything looks like it did last year! no progress whatsoever; the rosebush insists on growing its roses, it’s not got any further!’

          The summer passed, the autumn passed, the rosebush still had flowers and buds right up until the snow fell, the weather turned raw and wet, the rosebush bowed down to the ground, the snail crept underground.

          Now a new year started, and the roses came out, and the snail came out.

          ‘You’ve become an old rose-tree,’ it said. ‘You might just as well start withering. You’ve given the world everything you had in you; whether it meant anything or not is a question I haven’t had time to think about, but it is quite obvious that you haven’t done a thing for your inner development, otherwise you would have produced something else. Can you defend that? Soon you’ll be nothing but a stick! Do you understand what I’m saying?’

          ‘You frighten me!’ the rosebush said. ‘I’ve never thought about that!’

          ‘No, you’ve never been much of a one for thinking! Have you ever considered why you put forth flowers, and how this flowering took place? Why this way and not some other way?’

          ‘No!’ the rosebush said. ‘I flowered out of sheer joy, because I couldn’t do anything else. The sun was so warm, the air so refreshing, I drank the clear dew, and the strong rain; I breathed, I was alive! A force came up into me from the earth, a force came from above, I felt a happiness – ever new, ever strong – and so I always had to bloom, it was my life, I simply couldn’t do anything else.’

          ‘You’ve led a very cushy life!’ the snail said.

          ‘Yes, I grant you that! I’ve been given everything!’ the rosebush said. ‘But you’ve been given even more! You are one of those profound, thoughtful natures, one of the highly gifted that will astonish the world!’

          ‘That’s not my intention at all!’ the snail said. ‘The world is no concern of mine! what have I got to do with the world, I’ve got enough with myself and enough in myself!’

          ‘But shouldn’t all of us here on earth give what is best in us to others, come with what we are able? I have admittedly only given roses! – but you? You who received so much, what have you given the world? What do you give it?’

          ‘What have I given? What do I give? I spit on it! It’s no good at all! It’s of no concern to me. Just you go on producing roses, you’ll never get any further than that! let the hazel bush bear its nuts! let the cows and sheep give milk; they each have their own particular clientèle, whereas mine is within myself! I go into myself, and that’s where I stay. The world is no concern of mine!’

          And the snail went into its shell and sealed off the entrance.

          ‘It’s so sad,’ the rosebush said. ‘I can’t, no matter how much I would like to, creep in, I always have to burst out, burst out into roses. My leaves fall off, the wind carries them away! although one of the roses I saw being placed in the housewife’s hymn-book, one of my roses was pinned onto a delightful young girl’s breast and another one was kissed by a child’s mouth out of sheer bliss! It made me feel so good, it was a real blessing. That is my memory, my life!’

          And the rosebush bloomed in its innocence, and the snail lazed in its shell, the world was no concern of his.

          And years passed by.

          The snail was earth in the earth, the rosebush was earth in the earth – even the keepsake rose in the hymnbook had wafted away – – but in the garden new rosebushes came into flower, in the garden new snails grew that crept into their shells and spat – the world was no concern of theirs.

          
                

            
          Shall we read the story from the beginning again? – it will still be the same.
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