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Preface
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"The Secret Language of the Old Growth Forest" is an enchanting journey into the hidden, vibrant world beneath our feet. Written for young readers and nature enthusiasts, this book bridges the gap between imagination and real-world ecological science—specifically the fascinating science of mycorrhizal networks and how trees communicate. Through the eyes of ten-year-old Maya, readers discover that nature is not a quiet backdrop, but a deeply interconnected, living family that talks, shares resources, and protects its own. This story invites children and adults alike to step outside, slow down, and learn how to listen to the whispers of the natural world. 
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Chapter 1: The Girl Who Heard the Whispers
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Ten-year-old Maya had ears that noticed everything. She could hear the tiny snip-snap of a caterpillar munching a leaf, and the soft thud of a pinecone falling three yards away.

While other kids in her class listened to music on their headphones during field trips, Maya preferred the sounds of Whispering Woods—the oldest forest in the valley.

"Stay on the path, class!" called Mr. Henderson, waving his clipboard. "We're here to look at tree bark and take notes!"

Maya lingered near the edge of the trail, where the ancient Douglas fir trees towered so high their tops seemed to touch the clouds. As the rest of the class walked ahead, Maya stepped off the dirt path onto the soft, squishy moss.

She pressed her ear against the rough bark of a giant, moss-covered trunk.

Thump... drip... hummm...
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It wasn't just wind in the leaves. It sounded like a rhythm. A low, subterranean vibration, like a underground telegraph machine clicking away in code. Maya gasped, pulling out her green field notebook and a sharp pencil.

"Trees don't just stand there," Maya whispered to herself, her eyes going wide. "They’re talking."
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Chapter 2: The Network Below
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Determined to figure out the forest's secret, Maya returned after school with her magnifying glass, a hand trowel, and her trusted canine companion, Barnaby—a scruffy terrier with an appetite for digging.

"Okay, Barnaby, ground level check," Maya said, kneeling by the base of the ancient fir she named 'Grandfather Pine'.

She carefully brushed aside a blanket of damp brown leaves. Beneath the soil, she saw something incredible: a delicate, web-like web of white, thread-like strands weaving through the dark earth, connecting the roots of Grandfather Pine to a tiny, sapling oak tree ten feet away.

"Fungi," Maya murmured, remembering a page from her science encyclopedia. "Mycelium!"

She tapped her magnifying glass against her palm. The threads weren't destroying the roots—they were wrapping around them like tiny phone wires. Just then, Barnaby sniffed the ground and barked softly.

Where the white threads touched the sapling's roots, tiny droplets of clear, glowing moisture were moving from the big tree to the small one.

"Grandfather Pine is feeding the little baby oak," Maya realized, her heart racing. "The big trees share their food through the soil's secret internet!"

[image: C:\Users\addis\OneDrive\Desktop\MY E- Book\155 The Secret Language of the Old Growth Forest\Picture\2.png]

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
'\a
4
d
E

(e / B \:\‘ 3 G *; A
By Eskinder Yimer Haylu (Dr.)





d2d_images/image001.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image004.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





