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      The grass swayed like waves in the wind, stretching as far as the eye could see. The golden light of the sun gently swept across the endless green meadow, as if dusting the steppe with gold. There were no mountains, no trees - only open space reaching to the horizon, dotted here and there with soft grasses and tiny wildflowers. The silence of the steppe was never empty: birds trilled in the sky, crickets chirped in the grass, and now and then the distant bleating of a sheep or a camel echoed from beyond the hills. This is where Szilveszter lived an eight-year-old boy with bright eyes, who shared a small yurt in the middle of the steppe with his grandparents.
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      Their yurt stood on a wind-swept hillside, surrounded by carved wooden posts and little wind chimes. The gentle tinkling of the chimes was the handiwork of Szilveszter's grandmother - made from wood, nutshells, and seashells. Their soft sound always comforted Szilveszter, as if the steppe itself were whispering stories. Every morning, he woke up early, just as the sun began to paint a faint glow on the eastern horizon. He pulled on his fur vest, slipped out from under his warm blankets, and ran barefoot into the grass to greet the sunrise - just as his grandfather had taught him.
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      Like every ancient Magyar, he had a bow of his own. He was still small, but he had carved it himself with his grandfather's help. The bow wasn't just a toy - he practiced shooting with it every day. And as he grew, his aim grew steadier, too. He knew it wasn't meant for fighting, but for protection, for scaring off wild animals - something else his grandfather had taught him.
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      One early morning, when the dewdrops still glittered like beads on the blades of grass, a strange sound reached his ears a soft, fading whinny. At first, he thought it was only the wind carrying distant noises, like it often did. But then he heard it again - closer this time, and filled with pain. Quietly, holding his breath, he stepped toward the sound. At the edge of the meadow, hidden in a thick patch of grass, he saw a young colt. It was alone, trembling, and clearly lost - perhaps it had been wandering for days.
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      The next morning, Szilveszter returned to the meadow with a small bowl of water and a few dry carrots. The colt was still there, in the same place and position. But this time, when it saw the boy, it didn't back away. Szilveszter placed the food on the grass, stepped back, and watched silently. The colt began to sniff the air, then cautiously started nibbling. Each bite was slow and hesitant, as if it had to think carefully about every mouthful.
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