

    
        
          The Journey of a Little Seed

        

        
        
          Radka

        

        
          Published by Radka, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THE JOURNEY OF A LITTLE SEED

    

    
      First edition. April 20, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Radka.

    

    
    
      Written by Radka.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 1

[image: image]


April. The Month of Spring

People always dream of spring. They wait for it all year long because it is simply magical. Spring is a symbol of life.

Did you know, dear readers, that April used to be called Primaveral Month or Month of Budding? These names are no coincidence, as many flowers bloom in April.

Violets, Yellow Stars, Lungwort, Anemones, and Celandine cover the lawns, their colors like precious stones scattered across a green carpet. In gardens, cherries, apricots, and peaches bloom in white and pink clouds. Bees and bumblebees adore them.

Dandelions appear in the meadows—bright yellow suns. They are easy to recognize, and the grass becomes thick and soft, like a carpet.

The trees begin to wake up: sticky new leaves sprout on maples, birches are covered with delicate greenery, and willows now have real leaves instead of their fluffy catkins.

April is also a restless month. As the saying goes, "In April, you get seven kinds of weather in a day." Mornings might start with fog, followed by bright sunshine. Sometimes there's a thunderstorm with lightning and rain. And once in a while, it even snows!

Spring hasn’t completely chased away winter yet, so the weather can change very quickly. Still, the birds are chirping and singing with all their might, calling for warm summer days.

And now it's time to meet our main character—Dandelion.

She grew up on the lawn next to Marsh Marigold, Veronica, Rock Cress, and Yellow Star.

Marsh Marigold is a cluster of golden-yellow blossoms with wide, shiny petals that look as if they've been dipped in sunlight. Her flowers sway on long stems like wreaths. She is sensible and calm, though she can be strict—she doesn’t tolerate disorder or panic.

Veronica is as delicate as a drop of morning dew, with blue petal-eyes and a fragile stem. A dreamer by nature, she believes in miracles and is always the first to come up with incredible stories.

Rock Cress is a slender plant with long stems and small white flowers that resemble tiny daisies. Its leaves are as soft as feathers. The most serious of them all, Rock Cress may seem a bit grumpy but has a deeply caring heart.

Yellow Star, a relative of lilies, is bright and graceful—like a star that has fallen to earth. She is curious, a little capricious, but sincere and kind. She enjoys being the center of attention and considers herself a little earthly star.

Dandelion is fluffy and golden, like a ball of sunlight. She is cheerful and full of joy. Her head always turns toward the sun, and when the time comes, she transforms into a gentle cloud, ready to fly away with the wind in search of adventures.

Our venerable flowers had many important things to do! They drank morning dew, absorbed sunlight, and transformed carbon dioxide into glucose and oxygen. They also had to protect themselves from pests like beetles, cicadas, and aphids, which sucked the juices from their leaves.

But there was one danger they could not protect themselves from—being eaten. Mice, hares, caterpillars, ducks, deer, and even cows loved to nibble on Dandelion and her friends.

So, as you see, they were always busy.
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One morning, our friends woke up at the very first ray of sunlight and began sharing what had happened during the night.

“Oh, I was so cold,” complained Veronica.

“And I didn’t sleep at all!” sighed Marshmary. “The moths kept fluttering over me and wouldn’t let me rest.”

“I heard a mouse running around,” added Yellow Star quietly.

Dandelion said cheerfully, “Why are you grumbling? Just look at this beautiful day! The sky is so blue, the sun is shining! Let’s wash ourselves with the morning dew, stretch our leaves toward the sun, and gather its energy to share beauty and goodness with the world!”

The friends smiled, turned their faces toward the warm sunlight, closed their eyes, and soaked up its golden energy.

As the sun rose higher in the sky, the first guests arrived. A large, fluffy bumblebee flew straight to Dandelion, landing gently on her golden blossom. It began to stomp softly among her petals, collecting pollen on its velvety fur.

Dandelion froze, feeling very responsible in that moment. The bumblebee buzzed happily as it gathered the pollen and flew away.

Veronica and Yellow Star exchanged a look and sighed. Dandelion noticed and quickly said:

“What can I do? It’s not my fault I’m the fluffiest!”

But before anyone could reply, more guests arrived. Hairy flower the beetle crawled up to Veronica, and the Bronze Beetle landed on the Rock Cress — he loved tiny flowers. The bees were already hard at work with Marshmary and Yellow Star.

As the heat of the day deepened and the guests disappeared into the shade, the flowers had a moment to talk.

“It’s a beautiful day after all,” said Marshmary.

“Very lovely,” agreed Rock Cress, gently swaying in the breeze on her tall stem.

Suddenly, Dandelion said cautiously, “Oh, look!”

Everyone fell silent. A butterfly fluttered above them and — oh! — landed right on Marshmary. The others held their breath as the butterfly rested for a moment, tasted a little nectar, and then fluttered away.

“That’s it!” cried Yellow Star, offended.
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“Don’t worry, Star,” Veronica comforted her. “A butterfly will visit you too. Actually, I think butterflies are like flying flowers.”

“No way!” gasped Rock Cress. “Butterflies are...”

“She knows,” said Dandelion gently. “Veronica just likes to imagine things.”

“It’s terrible,” muttered Rock Cress. “Just imagine flowers that can fly! What next? Will bumblebees have to chase them down to collect pollen?”

For a moment, they were silent, imagining this strange picture — and then burst out laughing.

“Oh, I can’t!” giggled Marshmary.

“Maybe I’d be the one chasing the bumblebee,” added Yellow Star. “It’s so fluffy and cute! I just want to pet it.”

“And I would be a huge flying dandelion!” puffed Dandelion, puffing out her cheeks.

They laughed so loudly that echoes rolled across the meadow. Even Rock Cress shook with laughter.

And then—

“Moooooo!”

The laughter stopped.

“A cow,” said Veronica.

“Yes,” Dandelion nodded.

“She sounds closer every day,” said Rock Cress with a hint of worry.

Marshmary shivered.

“What does she want? Is she going to eat us?” asked Yellow Star.

“Don’t worry,” Dandelion reassured her. “She’s just thirsty — it’s a hot day.”

Near the meadow, just beyond the wooden fence of a nearby farm, a cow stood calmly, gazing longingly toward the barn. She wasn’t tied, but the fence kept her from wandering too far. Occasionally, she would moo, hoping someone would bring her water or take her inside.

“She shouldn’t get her hopes up,” muttered Yellow Star. “No one ever comes before six.”

The flowers lowered their heads, silently grateful for the fence and the distance.

Suddenly—

“Oh! Oh!” cried Yellow Star.

“What now?” Veronica rolled her eyes.

“Aah! Help me!” Yellow Star didn’t stop shouting.

“What’s wrong, Star?” Veronica asked, now worried.

“Someone is climbing up my stem!”

Everyone looked closely, and sure enough, an ant appeared.

“An ant?” said Marshmary. “Is it going to eat you?”

“Maybe it won’t eat you, but it could very well eat me!” Yellow Star panicked.

“Quiet, girls,” said Dandelion. “One ant isn’t a big deal. The real danger is if more show up. We definitely don’t want an anthill nearby — ants can damage our roots, dry out the soil, and bring aphids to feed.”

“As for me, I’d rather have ants than caterpillars,” muttered Rock Cress.

“Exactly!” the flowers agreed.

“And don’t forget worms,” sighed Veronica. “I’m terrified of them!”

Yellow Star finally calmed down, though she still looked embarrassed.

Meanwhile, the ant wandered around a bit, found nothing of interest, and ran off on its ant business.

“Oh, that was scary...” the flower exhaled.

“Don’t exaggerate,” said Marshmary.

“That’s easy for you to say! You’re toxic!” muttered Yellow Star.

“Oh, I’m the one who’s toxic?!” Marshmary gasped.

“Girls, don’t argue,” said Dandelion firmly. “You’re flowers, not magpies.”

Everyone lowered their heads. No one wanted to fight.

“Marshmary, you shouldn’t ignore your friend’s feelings,” said Dandelion gently. “And Star, you shouldn’t have said that.”

“I’m sorry,” whispered Yellow Star.

“I’m sorry too,” sighed Marshmary.

“Oh, look!” Rock Cress exclaimed. “My favorite part of the day! The farmer is taking the cow home!”

“And he brought the dog!” Veronica added. “I love it when the dog comes too.”

They watched as the farmer opened the gate, called the dog, and led the cow back to the barn. Or perhaps the cow led him — she walked ahead with confidence while the farmer followed with a smile. The dog ran in circles, happy and free.

“Safe and sound,” whispered Yellow Star. “Let’s hope she stays behind the fence tomorrow too.”

Everyone quietly agreed.

As the sun began to set, the sky glowed with golden light, spreading warmth across the meadow. The clouds turned pink and orange, and the last rays gently touched the
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