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Pale and weakened by illness, Vanya found
solace in his secret corner behind the old
hayloft. It was a quiet hideaway among
forgotten carts and sleds, a place where he
could simply be, away from the bustling world.
thﬁﬂtg?ffs”iiaff!fn';’?;"; His grandmother often whispered prayers by the
' ‘ window, but Vanya felt lost in his own thoughts,

constantly searching for something.

It was a quiet hideaway
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One warm, sunny day, as his illness finally
began to subside, Vanya ventured behind the
old bathhouse. There, peeking from the earth,

he discovered a tiny sprout with a brown stem
and two glistening leaves. A spark of hope
ignited in his heart, a new purpose to care for

this small life.

A spark of hope ignite
his heart, a new purpos
care for this small lif
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Vanya devoted himself to the little plant,
carefully carrying water from the rain barrel in
his clay scoop. He watched it grow, pushing
away from the shed's shadow towards the
sunlight, and soon it sprouted two more leaves.
But his grandmother, with a gentle smile, told
him it was just wild buckwheat, causing a pang

of disappointment in his heart.
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Not long after, his loving grandmother
presented him with a woven basket, her eyes
twinkling with a secret. Inside, nestled beneath a
bundle of herbs, was a tiny larch sapling, its soft
yellow needles like a baby bird's down. It was no
bigger than a chick, full of promise and new

beginnings.
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t behind the barn where Vanya With gentle hands, they plantet the
ired the spot.

Together, they went behind the barn, where
Vanya had already prepared a spot. He had
gathered rich black earth and nourishing
compost in an old basket. With gentle hands,
they carefully lowered the small larch, still
clinging to its own clump of soil, into the

ground, leaving only its vibrant yellow tip visible.
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As winter arrived, bringing soft snow, Vanya

often sat beside his grandmother as she spun
wool by the window. He would gaze out at the

tiny larch, now a brave little yellow speck against

the white landscape. It was a time for quiet

reflection and shared warmth.
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O, the tree? Vanya would always ask the same question:
Koauce it will! Larch

don’t stay small,mall, my "Grandma, will it grow big?" His grandmother
dear. Tres, my

grow for evcyon. = would smile, her eyes full of wisdom. "Oh, the

tree? Of course it willl Larch trees don't stay

adma, will  \
Il it grow

small, my dear. Trees, my child, grow for

everyone.”
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Seasons passed, and with each year, the
little larch stretched taller and stronger, its
branches reaching for the sky. Vanya, too, grew
taller and healthier, his days filled with games
and laughter. The tree became a quiet
companion, a symbol of his own journey from

sickness to strength.
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Just as his grandmother had promised, the
larch became a haven for many. Birds built their
cozy nests among its branches, singing cheerful
songs. Its growing canopy offered cool shade on
sunny days, a perfect spot for Vanya to read or

simply dream.
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INE IN THE FOREST IS BEAUTIFUL, AND EVERY ONE RUSTLES FOR ITS OW
1is grandimther would say, “Vanya understand now: like his tree,
share our unique beauty and strength \

The magnificent larch stood tall, a testament

to care and hope. "Every pine in the forest is

beautiful," his grandmother would say, "and
every one rustles for its own forest." Vanya

understood now: like his tree, we all grow to

share our unique beauty and strength with the

world.
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