The Litlle Acorn

Once upon a time, under a wide blue sky, a tiny acorn nestled in the soft
forest floor. All around it rose tall, ancient oaks whose branches touched the

clouds. The acorn gazed in awe and whispered,
“How could something so small ever become so grand?”

One evening, as the stars began to shimmer, a gentle breeze swirled through

the trees and spoke,

“Little one, you carry the whole oak within you. You are already part of the

sky above, the soil below, and the song of the forest.”

The acorn felt wonder stir in its heart. It let the rain wash over it, the earth
cradle it, and the sunlight fill it with warmth. Slowly, roots stretched deep into
the soil, fouching hidden rivers, while a sprout lifted upward, reaching for the
light. As seasons turned, the acorn grew into a strong young tree. Birds wove
nests in its branches, deer rested in its shade, and children laughed and
danced around its frunk. The oak felt itself connected to everything — the
stars overhead, the wind that carried whispers, and the forest that sang in

harmony. Smiling, the oak remembered the breeze's words:

“Spirituality is knowing that you are never just an acorn or a tfree — you are
part of the great wonder of the world, rooted in the earth and reaching for
the sky.”

And so, the forest grew not just in frees, but in wisdom, awe, and joy



