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The forest is not merely a collection of ordinary trees.
The forest is the air we breathe, a home for some and a hiding place for others.
It is the shade in the summer heat and the fire that warms us on cold nights.
The forest is a silent witness to the crimes of the only creature on this planet that dares to destroy and act according to its own will, without regard for the needs of all others.
Within its silence lies the wisdom of centuries, and within its whisper stories waiting to be told.
I invite you to reach for your nobility and plant at least one tree in your lifetime.
Every tree is a new hope; every tree is a new life.
The planet will respond with gratitude and grant you the magic that only nature can create, as well as the feeling of being part of something greater than yourself.
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The sisters spent ten months together, and they liked it so much that Roga and Jadwiga spontaneously decided to stay with Yaga in the Kelebija Forest.
Although the new broom had long since arrived, Jadwiga no longer wished to return to Poland, and Roga followed her example, deciding to remain here as well. She would have felt miserable knowing the two of them were enjoying themselves while she sat alone in her hut atop the southern Carpathians. And nowhere was life more beautiful or more comfortable than here. There were still plenty of witches in the world—let them take care of the Carpathians.
“Ah, that is the best decision you could have made!” said Yaga, overjoyed that she would no longer be so lonely.

“That is a good reason to drink to it! Where is that Mera Luna?” asked Roga, looking around.

“Here it is, it’s coming!” Yaga called and grabbed the clay vessel, murmuring quietly with joy: “And all thanks to the village children.”

“But where will we live? Your hut is far too small for all of us!” complained Jadwiga, who was tired of sharing the cramped space with her sisters.

Yaga paused with the jug in her hand, thought for a moment, then shrugged and poured each of them a glass.

“Well, if there isn’t enough room, then we’ll simply build a hut for each of you,” she said, raising her glass for a toast.

The sisters loved the idea, so they clinked glasses and celebrated the decision until dawn. First, they enchanted two pairs of chicken legs, which grew and became so strong that they could carry even the heaviest hut. Then Yaga snapped her fingers, and the legs sprang to life.

“There you have your foundations—you can raise and lower your huts however you like.”

Next, they chose the finest pine trees and crafted sturdy planks from them, which they used to build their huts. Happy and content, they stood side by side and admired their creations.

“They turned out wonderfully!” Yaga said, rubbing her hands with satisfaction as she looked at her sisters’ huts standing next to her own.

“You should have done it this way from the start. You were never truly happy in your new houses anyway.”

Jadwiga and Roga only shrugged. This was how Augusta, their late mother, had arranged things for them. What could they have done? But Augusta was gone now, and perhaps it wasn’t such a bad idea after all to live together again—just like they used to.
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The day had barely begun when the news spread through the village of Kelebija like a summer storm—sudden and fierce.

“What? That’s impossible!” the women on the street exclaimed in outrage.

“As if that wicked Yaga wasn’t enough, now we’ve got two more of them. God help us,” one added, crossing herself at the gate.

“Have you heard who’s to blame for all this?” asked the first.

“Don’t tell me they know that too?” whispered the other, glancing around to make sure no one was listening.

“Of course, my dear! Everyone in the village knows everything!”

“And who is the wretch who brought this misery upon us? I’d love to know!” she asked, her eyes widening with curiosity.

The neighbor leaned closer and whispered into her ear, “Sajo! Can you imagine? If that scoundrel hadn’t interfered, we wouldn’t be stuck with this disaster.”

The woman frowned and cast a dark look toward Sajo’s house. Since that day, Sajo could no longer walk peacefully through the alleys without adults insulting him or hitting him on the head. The children threw stones at him and chased him along the dusty paths to beat him up. Everyone had longed for the nine months to pass so the witches would finally return to their homes—but now they liked it here so much that they had decided to stay forever.

Sajo no longer found peace even in his own home and spent his days listening to his father’s accusations.

“What are you surprised about? Of course they’re all after you! You meddled in things that had nothing to do with you. Now look at the result! And didn’t I warn you?” his father lamented.

“I’m leaving—leaving the village and this house. If everyone is just going to torment me anyway,” Sajo shouted, slamming his hand on the table.

“And where do you think you’re going, may I ask? And what about school?” his father growled.

“Oh, I’m not going to school anymore. Anywhere will be better than there.”

“Oh really? So the young mistress is going out into the world. And where to, if I may ask?” the father continued, escalating the argument.
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“I’m going straight to the witch Yaga. Everyone says that’s where I belong. So I’ll move in with her, and you can all do whatever you want,” the boy lied, grabbed his bundle, and left the house. His mother and father folded their hands and shook their heads. They had no idea what had come over the boy, but they could see he had chosen his own path. He no longer listened to anyone and had filled his head with foolish ideas.

“What should I stay home for when not even my own parents believe me?” he thought as he walked toward the forest, not knowing where he truly intended to go. As he passed through the village, people cast reproachful looks at him and scolded him. A swarm of children ran after him, trying to catch him and beat him up.

Angry shouts echoed behind him: “It’s your fault we’re stuck with three witches now!”

Only when he stepped between the first pines did the children abandon the chase. They didn’t dare enter Yaga’s territory—who knew what she would do if she became angry. Instead, they shouted insults from afar and shook their fists at him. For the first time, Sajo felt safe under the forest’s protection, and he continued steadily on his way to Yaga.
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The sisters had just finished their huts and sat down for the first time to rest and enjoy their work when the boy suddenly appeared in their yard.

“Oh? What misfortune has brought you here?” Yaga wondered.

He shrugged and said, “I have nowhere left to go. The people in the village threw me out, so I came here to hide with you for a while—just until I get myself together again. I mean... if that’s okay?” he added, looking at them with pleading eyes, like an abandoned puppy.

All three froze in astonishment. What kind of miracle was this now? What were they supposed to do with this stubborn brat? Only Yaga seemed to be thinking, rubbing her chin with two fingers.

“Well, if that’s the case, I can’t leave you out on the street. I didn’t even abandon that disgusting homeless cat back then, let alone a human child. As of today, Sajo, you are my apprentice,” Yaga joked, and the boy was stunned that she accepted him. He had hoped for it, but never—not even in his wildest dreams—had he truly expected it.

“What apprentice?” Roga grumbled, unable to resist interfering as usual.
“And what exactly do you plan to teach this good-for-nothing?”
“What else? Everything I know,” Yaga replied seriously. And when she saw how irritated Roga was, she decided out of pure defiance that she would indeed take the boy as her apprentice.

“I said, from today on, Sajo is my apprentice. And if you don’t like it, then get your own,” Yaga shot back defiantly.

Roga slammed her fist on the table; she hated the idea, but she knew Yaga would never ask for her permission anyway. She was far too stubborn and always did whatever she wanted.

“Great. My new life here is off to a wonderful start,” Roga pouted and retreated into her hut.

Jadwiga, on the other hand, smiled contentedly. She had nothing against the boy. After all, they had had a lot of fun with him. What was Roga’s problem with him anyway? But before she could say a word, Roga threw her a murderous look and vanished inside. Jadwiga blushed and stood up quickly. “Oh, I’m really tired—I think I’ll go rest a bit.”

“Rest from what? It’s barely seven in the evening!” Yaga called after her, though she understood perfectly well what was really going on.

“Well, fine! More Mera Luna for me!” Yaga shouted after them, grabbed a piece of smoked meat, and began chewing happily.

“Help yourself, and then we’ll see what to do with you,” she said to the boy, gesturing with the chicken leg to show him where he could take some food.

Yaga felt that life couldn’t get any better. Just yesterday she had been lonely and bored, and now her sisters were here—and on top of that, she had her very own apprentice.

“Come, I’ll show you your room, and then we’ll see what work awaits you.”

Obediently he followed her, climbing the narrow wooden steps up to the attic. Although he had been inside Yaga’s house a few times, he had never had the chance to go upstairs. From the first moment he loved his new little corner of the world, and he let himself fall onto his new straw bed with a satisfied sigh.

The antique cherry-wood bed had a high headboard and was stuffed with fresh straw. A white sheet covered it, along with a feather pillow and a red-and-white checkered quilt. It smelled wonderful—warm and soft and inviting. Still wearing his shoes, he lay down and crossed his legs.
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“Here I’ll finally live in peace! Now I can enjoy life for once,” he whispered happily to himself.

The small room was low and narrow, but for him, it was more than enough. It had two tiny windows, one of which was round and barely larger than a grown person’s head. He stood up, looked out, and saw in the distance—beyond the treetops—his home village.

Darkness was falling, and in the houses and streets below, lights were beginning to glow. A wave of longing washed over him, but the moment he remembered how they had treated him, the feeling vanished quickly.

Full, content, and growing drowsy, he soon drifted into sleep in his new, unusual home—in the wooden hut standing on chicken legs.
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Hardly had the first ray of sunlight shone through the round window when an unbearable noise woke the boy. Startled, he jumped out of bed and, still half-asleep, saw Yaga, Roga, and Jadwiga standing over him. Their ugly faces gave him quite a fright.

“Good morning, apprentice!” Roga greeted him, laughing cynically.

“Get up, you lazybones! You’ve lazed around enough!” said Yaga, holding a pan and a wooden spoon in her hands.

“What happened?” the boy asked once he had come to his senses, scratching his messy head.

“What do you mean, what happened? Are you an apprentice or not?” Yaga asked, leaning toward him expectantly.

“Well... I am,” the boy stammered uncertainly, still scratching.

“What do you mean, ‘I am’? If you’re an apprentice, why weren’t you the first one up, like any proper apprentice should be, to wake me? You should have brought me a glass of Mera Luna to get me going, and then gone to the butcher’s in time, before the village gossips snatch up all the chicken legs.”

“I would have gotten up, but nobody told me when or what I’m supposed to do,” he defended himself.

“That’s true, it’s like that,” Jadwiga admitted.

“Nobody told him he had to get up,” Roga agreed as well.

“All right, now you know. And if you want to learn from me, you have to get up at this time every day—except Sundays,” Yaga declared, her mouth tightening into a stern expression.

“And what time is it?” the boy asked.

The sisters looked out of the window and said in unison, “Five past five!”

“Five past five? Why do you get up so early when you’re not in a hurry to go anywhere?”

Yaga’s eyes widened and she angrily banged the spoon against the pan.

“What do you mean, ‘we’re not in a hurry’? Don’t I have to go to the butcher’s, you bringer of misfortune?”

Roga nudged Jadwiga lightly in the ribs. “Tell me, why is he scratching all the time? Does he have lice or what?”

Yaga heard this and rushed straight to the boy, grabbed his head with both hands, and began parting his hair with her thumbs. Relieved, she announced, “No lice. Fleas.”

“Fleas? How do I have fleas?” Sajo wondered, but he still didn’t stop scratching. His face and arms were covered in tiny red bites.

“I don’t know. Who knows how often you wash yourself?”

“I wash almost every night.”

“Every night?” the sisters repeated in disbelief, and Roga stepped closer to pull up his sleeve.

“His skin is still intact. Why do you wash every night? That can’t be good for you.” 

Helplessly, he shrugged. “How should I know? I wouldn’t do it, but my mother makes me.”

“Pah! What a stinking mother, forcing you to wash every day and wear your skin out! She doesn’t care about your health at all! Our mother was satisfied if we washed once a year, on Saint George’s Day. That’s why our skin is so soft and smooth as silk now. That’s the kind of mother you should have had, not yours!” said Roga.

“Yes, our mother was so good,” Jadwiga sighed, and at that moment a black cat shot out from under the bed.

All four of them jumped in fright.

“Don’t tell me that ugly beast of a cat of yours sleeps up here in the attic?” Roga asked in amazement.

“How should I know where it sneaks around all day? I guess it got tired of roaming and came up here to rest. What do I care? It can sleep wherever it wants.”

The cat gave them a sideways look, slipped through the window, and climbed up into the old oak tree.

“I think we’ve found the culprit for the fleas,” Yaga concluded, planting her hands on her hips. “I’m going to get the chicken legs now, and you two wash him properly so the fleas don’t spread any further.”
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Both of them pulled a face, but what could they do? If Yaga arrived too late, she would miss out on her beloved treat. Reluctantly, they agreed to the task.

When Sajo stepped into the yard, Roga had already lit a fire, and the water in the cauldron was boiling. Jadwiga was sorting some dried herbs, plucking a few leaves from each bundle and tossing them into the boiling water. Together they lifted the cauldron and poured the water into a halved barrel. Roga reached for an old wooden paddle, stirred the water, then went over to Sajo’s clothes. She grabbed them as if they were poisonous and threw them into the barrel. She stirred three times vigorously and sprinkled a yellow powder in.

“And now you!” she snapped at Sajo.

“Me what?” he asked, confused, scratching at the red rash on his arm.

“Get in there, before I turn you into a toad! Or do you want the fleas to spread even more?” she said and whacked him on the backside with the paddle.

Sajo jumped up, and Roga kept tapping him with the paddle until he finally climbed into the barrel. As soon as he touched the water, the fleas sprang off him and died instantly. Whether it was because of the yellow powder or the herbs Jadwiga had thrown in, he didn’t know, but the redness and the itching vanished completely. A huge wave of relief flowed through his body, and he relaxed in the barrel, right in the middle of his soaked clothes. He had never washed with his clothes on before; it felt strange—but then he felt the wooden paddle on his head. Roga pushed him under the water.

“No cheating! Wash your head properly too,” she said, and dunked him all the way under.

Not long after, Yaga landed on her broom right in front of the hut.

“Why did you come with the broom? Don’t you usually go on foot?” Roga wondered.

“Oh, I just felt like flying!” Yaga snapped back.

She didn’t want to admit it, but she was full of anticipation about how things would go with her apprentice. She felt important somehow, and regretted not having thought of this sooner. When she saw the apprentice in the barrel, she was pleased that they had freed him from his tormentors.

“And now I have to tidy up the room so it’s clean,” she said, twirling her finger in the air.

From the roof of the little house, the fleas sprang away—and with them Yaga’s black cat, who had slipped back in through the window in the meantime. The cat yowled as if she had felt something terrible and bolted over the roof headfirst.

“She won’t be coming back up to the attic,” Jadwiga concluded.

“Where did you find that ugly cat anyway?” Roga asked in surprise.

“I don’t know. One day she was just standing at the door, and I couldn’t chase her away. She looked so miserable and abandoned,” Yaga defended herself.

Roga snorted and pouted. “She still looks miserable.”

“And now, my dear, that you’re nice and clean, it’s time for you to begin your service.”

Sajo straightened up in the barrel like a candle and said brightly, “Sajo is ready for duty, Yaga! What shall I do?”

All three of them stared at him in surprise, then Jadwiga leaned over and whispered in Yaga’s ear, “Shouldn’t he call you something else?”

“What else? My name is Yaga, isn’t it?” she whispered back, sounding slightly dim.

“Yes, that’s your name, but now that you have this inexperienced apprentice, it should sound a bit more... official.”

“Mistress?” Yaga suggested.

Both sisters shook their heads and frowned.

“You? A Mistress?” Roga scoffed.

“So what should he call me, then?”

“I’ll call you whatever you wish. You are the Mistress of your craft,” Sajo chimed in, huddling up because he was starting to get cold and didn’t dare climb out of the barrel without their permission.

“Mistress of the craft?” Yaga repeated out loud several times, and then her face lit up with a smile.

“Mistress! Call me Mistress!”

The sisters were satisfied with this, and Sajo didn’t seem to mind either.

“Also, you don’t need to be so polite with me. Every time you do that, I look around, thinking you’re talking to someone else.”

“And now I’ll give you your first task. Wait, I need to think about what it will be,” she said, sat down, and poured herself a glass of blackberry wine. The sisters sat beside her, filled their glasses to the brim, and each reached for a smoked chicken drumstick. Roga absentmindedly gnawed at the meat with her teeth.

“Hm, this is really hard,” Yaga complained.

“What on earth should I give him to do? I truly have no idea!”

Sajo sat down at the table with them and tucked into breakfast as well. While he ate, he waited to hear what they would come up with, and they, in turn, never took their eyes off him. No sooner had he finished than Yaga pressed a basket into his hands and said, “Go 
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“Has your apprentice ever eaten before in his life?” Roga whispered, so the boy wouldn’t hear.

“Doesn’t look like it,” Yaga admitted.

“He’s going to eat us out of house and home,” Roga complained.

“Well then, let him eat me. Me, not you. He’s my apprentice! There’s something to eat on me. Look at yourself—bony and ugly as you are. I’ve got more important things on my mind than his appetite. I need to think of something for him to do, so he doesn’t hang around all day doing nothing,” she said and sank back into thought.

Roga grew serious and fell silent. She too tried to think of something suitable, but not a single reasonable idea came to her. And how could it? What witch in the world had ever taken on an apprentice? It had always been known that witches inherited their craft from their mothers. From them they learned everything there was to learn. It had never been the case that one had to teach someone anything. You were either born a witch, or you weren’t. It wasn’t a trade like any other that could be learned—it was passed down from generation to generation. This thing Yaga had come up with was surely just meant to annoy her. And she had to admit—it was working.

Sajo returned from the forest with a full basket of ripe blackberries. Yaga took the basket from him, threw the juicy berries into the cauldron, and squeezed them with her hands until the very last drop. Dark red juice ran over her bony fingers as she strained it through a white cloth, then poured it into a glass bottle and set it under the moon so that the moonlight could work its magic.

“No one can make such delicious Mera Luna as I can,” Yaga thought contentedly.

“Sajo, go chop some logs for the fire while I think of a task for you,” she said.

The boy obediently grabbed the axe and went behind the hut to chop wood. From their bench, Roga and Jadwiga watched him constantly. They had immediately noticed that the boy was completely clumsy and didn’t know how to do anything, but it was obvious that he was trying his best.

Roga’s patience, however, ran out when she saw his hopeless attempts at chopping the logs, and she whispered to Jadwiga, “I would have chopped a meter of wood by now, and he’s got three logs at best.”

“Four,” Jadwiga corrected her as another piece of wood fell onto the sand.

Annoyed, Roga walked over to him.

“That’s not how you do it. Look, this is how it’s done!” she said, planting her boot on the chopping block to pull the axe out.

She chopped twenty logs in a row, then handed the axe back to him. “Now you!” she said, stepping aside with her arms crossed.

Jadwiga peered curiously over her shoulder to see if he had understood. Sajo swung the axe with all his might, but it slipped clumsily out of his hands, flew through the air, and stuck in the chopping block. Once again he started groaning and sighing, but couldn’t move the axe even an inch. This time Jadwiga stepped forward and chopped another thirty logs. Out of breath, she handed the axe back to him.

“If you haven’t understood it by now, you’ll never understand it.”

“Exactly!” Roga agreed, folding her arms over her chest.

“Come on, get to it!”

Sajo grabbed the handle with both hands and swung the axe so high he almost hit himself on the back. Then he lost his grip, and the axe flew into the birch tree, missing Yaga by only a few inches as she was just coming to find her sisters on the bench.

When she saw the great pile of chopped wood, her face lit up. “Oh, would you look at that! Not bad at all for a start,” she said, picking up two logs to inspect them.

“Not as good as mine, but with practice it’ll get better,” she added encouragingly.

He was just about to say that he hadn’t chopped all that wood, but when he caught Roga’s sharp look, he kept quiet.

“Not bad? Not bad?” Roga grumbled as she followed behind Sajo.

“Did you hear her?” she complained to Jadwiga.

Jadwiga nodded in agreement.

“Yes, I wouldn’t want to be Yaga’s apprentice. She’s far too strict,” Jadwiga whispered to Roga.

“Nothing is ever good enough for her,” Roga complained back—completely unaware that she herself was three times stricter than Yaga.

They spent the rest of the day in the shade of the pines, doing their best to think of what task they could give the boy next. In the evening, however, they spotted Yaga’s black cat slipping into the forest.

“Sajo, go and take the cat for a walk!” she ordered, and the boy jumped to his feet at once and ran after the cat.

“Take the cat for a walk? What kind of task is that supposed to be? Who takes cats for walks in the forest? It’s not a dog!” Roga said with a snort.
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“That’s just how it is! He’s my apprentice, and if I tell him to take the cat for a walk, then he takes the cat for a walk, and that’s that!” her sister shot back.

“Why do you get so snappy right away? I’m just wondering what kind of tasks you come up with. He’s not very smart as it is, and with tasks like that, he’ll grow even dumber.”

Yaga thought for a moment about Roga’s objection and had to admit that she might have a point—but she refused to say so out loud.

“He has to do something, so nonsense doesn’t get into his head. And besides, I really want to know where that mangy cat sneaks off to all the time. Sometimes I get the feeling she leads a secret life I know nothing about. If he follows her, at least I’ll know where she goes. You see? That way I’ve solved two problems at once,” Yaga explained self-satisfied, tossing a bone behind her.

“I also find your cat strange. Something about her makes me suspicious,” Roga admitted.

“Maybe it wasn’t such a bad idea to give him that task after all?” she said, raising her wineglass and clinking it against Yaga’s.

And so Sajo’s first day of work came to an end. Tired, he let himself fall onto his straw bed—and this time he didn’t have to share it with either the cat or the fleas.
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At dawn, Sajo managed to wake up on his own, but Mistress Yaga was already up and about. She turned briefly toward him before going back to hanging bunches of dried herbs on the ropes stretched across the kitchen ceiling.

“Ah, you finally got up!” Yaga grumbled with a frown.

“Good morning. What time is it?” the boy asked.

Yaga glanced out of the window and replied, “Five thirty-five. If I don’t hurry, I’ll be late for the butcher.”
Remembering her morning duty, she untied her apron, grabbed
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