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THE LOST GRANDMOTHER
NOTEPAHHAA BABYLLKA




Dedicated to the grandmother
in every family
and to the grandmother
in each of us



MocesawaeTca scem babylwkam
B Ka)X40WN ceMbe
n babywke
B Ka>XAO0M U3 HacC



Once upon a time, there was an old woman who lived in a
quiet village by a wide river that flowed into a large lake on
the edge of a deep forest, above which a beautiful mountain
shone in all its beauty. She had spent her life collecting
herbs and helping everyone who came to her humble hut.

While gathering herbs again early one morning, she
suddenly heard a happy laugh. She looked around in all
directions, but could not see a single soul. The laughter
resembled the light-filled sound of a bell. All at once, this
sound was mixed with a very soft and loving voice. She
turned to the voice. With wonder, she spied a tall, white-
shimmering birch, which spoke to her. Never before had a
tree done so.

«Go down to the river in the direction from which the sun
shines, and you will see.»



OnoHa)kabl B TUXON OEpPEBHE Y LWNPOKOW peKkun, BnagatoLen
B 6osibllOe 03epo, Ha onylwkKe ApemMy4vero neca, psaom C
KOTOPbIM BO BCEW CBOEW Kpace cussia YyaecHas ropa, xuia
cTapywka. OHa BClO XWU3Hb cobupana TpaBbl U NomMorana
BCEM, KTO MPUXOAN B €€ CKPOMHYIO XVXKUNHY.

OAnHa)kabl paHO yTPOM, KOrga OoHa CHOBa cobupana TpaBhl,
OHa BAPYr Yychablwasa pagocTHbi cMex. CTapyllka
ornsgenacb BOKPYr, HO HUKOro He yBuaena. Mexnay Tewm,
CMeX HanoMunHan Nerknnm 3ByK KOJIOKOJIbY4MKa. BHe3anHo K
3TOMY 3BYKY 000aBWAICA O4eHb MACKMN N nobAWwmMn ronoc.
OHa noBepHysacb Ha rosioc. C yameneHMeM OHa Yy3HaJsa
BbICOKYlO 6enyio Mepuawwyto bOepesy, KoTopas C Hen
ropopuna. Hukorga paHblle OepeBO He pa3roBapuBallo C
Hen.

<<CI'IyCTI/ICb K pe4dyke B TOM HallpaBJZieHNn, OTKyOda CBEeTUT
coJZiHue, n Tbl yBUWOUNLUDb.»



