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Chapter 1
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One autumn morning, a little mushroom named Mushy pushed his way up from the ground.

The place where he appeared was incredibly beautiful. Mighty oaks stood around him on all sides, slender pines stretched toward the sky, and delicate birches swayed their lower branches in the breeze. Bushes, thick with leaves, huddled here and there like little nests.

At this time of year, the forest felt magical, like something from a fairytale. It had absorbed all the colors of autumn—yellow, orange, golden, greenish, brown, and even red. Only the spruces and pines stood proudly above the rest, their needle-like leaves remaining green through autumn and even winter.

The air was filled with wonderful scents. Among the fresh smell of the forest were hints of yellowing leaves, sweet ripe berries, fragrant mushrooms, and the barely noticeable frosty breath of the approaching winter.

It was almost silent. The birds had already flown off to warmer lands. Only now and then a disgruntled magpie chattered, chickadees fluttered about searching for food, and at night, owls called out to one another in the darkness.

And so, Mushy emerged and was delighted by such beauty. Even though he couldn’t see much—just peeking above the earth—he was amazed by the towering trees that seemed to touch the sky. The bright colors made him feel as if all the shades in the world had gathered here.

On his first day, Mushy carefully observed everything around him. And the next morning, he noticed that he had grown a bit taller and was now peeking above the fallen leaves. He washed his face with dew, stretched, and eagerly waited for new adventures.

He didn’t have to wait long.

Suddenly, the wind began to blow. The leaves rustled and whirled, the trees swayed, and one leaf twirled in the air before landing gently right on top of Mushy’s cap.

"Hey! What are you doing?" Mushy exclaimed.

"Oh! I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to!" the leaf said in alarm.

"Get off right now!" the little one insisted.

"I would love to, but... I... I’m stuck," the new acquaintance stammered.

"Stuck? What do you mean? And who are you, anyway?"

"Oh, allow me to introduce myself! I’m Leafy."

"Leafy? What kind of name is that?" Mushy asked in surprise.

"What, were you born yesterday?" Leafy squinted.

"Nope, the day before!" Mushy said proudly, standing up straighter.

"Ah, that explains it... I’m Leafy. See over there on that tree? Others like me are still hanging on."

"I see. But what is a tree?"

"Those brown trunks stretching upward."

"Okaaay..."

"And yellow leaves grow on them. I used to be there too—green and strong. I held onto my favorite branch. But then I turned yellow, got weaker—and the wind blew me off. Now do you understand?" Leafy sighed.

"Hmm... But why were you green?"

"You see, in the spring..."

"What’s spring?" Mushy interrupted impatiently.

"Spring is like autumn, but the other way around!"

"What? How can autumn be the other way around?" Mushy jumped.

"Right now it’s autumn. The leaves turn yellow and fall, animals get ready for hibernation, and birds fly south," Leafy explained gently. "But in spring, it’s the opposite! Leaves grow again—young and green. Animals have babies, and birds come back and build nests."

Mushy pondered, trying to picture all this. But it was difficult—he didn’t know what hibernation, babies, or migration meant. After all, he was born just yesterday. But his new friend explained everything to him—he had been born back in April and lived five whole months high in the oak tree, so he knew quite a lot.

"And you’ll soon meet the forest animals," Leafy concluded.

"Meet them? Is it safe?" the little one asked nervously.

"Don’t worry. I’ll tell you everything. But for now, let’s get ready for sleep."

"Already? But why? The sun is still shining!" Mushy protested.

"Autumn days are short. It’ll be dark soon," said Leafy.

"Alright... Will you stay with me?" Mushy asked.

"Of course!" Leafy agreed.
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The next morning, Mushy woke up. As usual, he washed his face with dew, did some exercises, and said hello to Leafy.

“Good morning, Leafy!”

“Good morning, Mushy,” yawned his friend.

“Wake up, the sun is already peeking out from behind the branches,” said Mushy.

“Oh, really? I still haven’t gotten used to my new home. I used to see the first rays of the sun from the tree because I was sitting high up. But here, it still feels like night...”

“No! These noisy, white-tailed flying creatures confirm that the day has already begun,” Mushy said cheerfully.

While they were talking, two magpies landed on a branch, squawking loudly. They were arguing—either about not sharing something tasty or discussing some forest event.

Suddenly, Mushy and Leafy heard a soft rustling.

The sound was growing louder with each passing moment.

“A dog!” Leafy suddenly exclaimed. “And where there’s a dog, there are mushroom pickers! Hide!”

“Who? Who are the mushroom pickeckers and the doog?” asked Mushy, puzzled.

“The dog is an animal, and the mushroom pickers are people who collect mushrooms,” explained Leafy.

“People pick mushrooms? So I’m not alone here?” Mushy was delighted.

“Of course not. But now there will be fewer of you, because people take some home with them!”

“That’s great! I want to see the people!”

“Just be still and don’t move, or they’ll cut you off!” panicked Leafy.

Meanwhile, the dog ran up to their hiding place, sniffed Mushy indifferently, and moved on.

“Phew, that was a close one,” sighed Leafy. “Now sit quietly and don’t even breathe. These guys don’t give up easily.”

“Why? They seem so friendly,” Mushy wondered.

Three people with baskets slowly approached. Mushy froze, and his friend tried to disguise them with fallen leaves.

The mushroom pickers were very attentive; their baskets were already filled with a lot of “prey.” But they didn’t notice Mushy and moved on, rustling the leaves.

“We almost got caught,” Leafy exhaled.

“But explain to me—why do I have to hide from them?”

Leafy tried to speak softly.

“You see, mushrooms are very tasty, so people collect them, cook different dishes... or dry them for winter.”

“How do people dry them?” asked Mushy.

“In a hot oven—a wood-fired dehydrator,” explained Leafy.

“Oh, I don’t want to go into the dehydratator!”

“Exactly! So listen to me, and you won’t get caught,” assured Leafy.

“Will people come back?”

“Of course! These ones may return, and others will come too. The mushroom season has begun,” sighed Leafy.

The day went on. The sun was already high in the sky, and our forest friends continued talking about people. Leafy told Mushy all about what he had seen when he still lived in the tree:

“They have these plants in their garden—they're called tomatoes. They look like berries but hang on bushes, red and much bigger. I dream of being a tomato!”

Mushy listened attentively, tilting his cap under the sun’s rays. It was so warm and pleasant that he squinted with pleasure.

Suddenly, he heard another noise.

“What is it? Look!” Mushy was worried.

“Something grey... I can’t quite make it out... Ahhh! It’s my friend the Hare!” Leafy rejoiced.

“Is he dangerous?” asked Mushy, wary.

“I don’t think so. I’m already dry, and you just tell him you’re wormy, and then he won’t want to eat you,” winked Leafy.

“Hello!” the guest greeted, sniffing around.

“Hello, Hare!” Leafy replied.

“What’s yummy here, oh, what’s new?”

“Oh, nothing special,” Leafy answered slyly. “I fell from a tree, and the Mushroom grew.”
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“Mushroom?” Hare poked his nose right under Mushy’s cap.

“Wormy!” Mushy quickly replied.

“Wormy too?” Hare grimaced. “Oh, no thanks! I’m already full... I wish I had some young, juicy grass!”

“I saw some by the river,” advised Leafy.

“That’s right!” rejoiced the grey one. “Well, bye—no time to chat!”

And he ran off.

“I told you he wasn’t scary,” Leafy reassured his friend.

“I wasn’t afraid,” Mushy replied, then looked at the sun and began to dream. 

It was quickly sinking behind the dense treetops. It shone with such incredible colors that it seemed as if the sky and forest had turned into the golden palace of a wizard who controlled the sun and turned it on at full power.

Surprisingly, when Mushy closed his eyes, he


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
1\

.\’('\.“‘"Mn JRA) ,”H" .69

€






d2d_images/image001.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





