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The forest is not merely a collection of ordinary trees. The forest is the air we breathe, someone’s home and someone’s shelter. It is shade in the summer heat and the flame that warms us on cold nights. The forest is the silent witness to the crimes of a single being on this planet that has dared to destroy and dominate according to its own will, without regard for the needs of all others. Within its silence lies the wisdom of centuries, and in 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 new hope; every tree is new life. The planet will return your kindness with gratitude, gifting you the magic that only nature can create and the feeling that you are part of something greater than yourself
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Once upon a time—not so very long ago—beyond seven mountains and seven seas, Baba Yaga lived deep in the forest in her wooden cottage. Nowhere was more beautiful to her than among the pines of the Kelebija Forest. Surrounded by gentle plains and golden fields of grain, the forest stretched endlessly, with pines giving way to poplars and acacia trees as far as the eye could see.

But this old woman was not like the other grandmothers whom children cheerfully greeted as they passed along the village road. No—people stepped aside in a wide circle the moment she set foot on the village street. And they had very good reason for it, for whether one wished it or not, it could happen that something about a person displeased her, and with her wicked eyes she would cast an evil spell upon them. Her powers far exceeded those of an ordinary human being, and behind cupped hands, lips would secretly whisper, “There goes the old witch!”  There was not a single soul in that small village who did not know Yaga. Everyone knew of her changeable temper, her spells, and her malicious games with travelers.

Baba Yaga had two sisters as well—an older one named Roga and a younger one named Jadwiga—who had long ago gone their separate ways. No one knew exactly when the three sisters had been born, but all were certain that they were far, far older than they appeared.

When their mother, the old witch, breathed her last, the sisters parted according to her wishes in order to expand their domains. Jadwiga settled in the Polish Carpathians, Roga in the Romanian Carpathians, and only Yaga remained in her childhood home. In the final years of her life, their mother lived for a time with each daughter, striving to teach them everything before departing from this world. At last, she passed away in the southern Carpathians, in the heart of a pine forest.

At first, Yaga’s house stood at the edge of the village, from where she could freely watch the sun set behind fields of corn and sunflowers, gently brushing the green stalks of wheat. The villagers called it the Sunflower House because it stood on chicken legs and, at Yaga’s command, constantly turned to follow the sun. How proud Baba Yaga was of that tiny cottage her mother had left her! Who else in the village possessed such a marvel—to watch every hour of the day from a different angle? From the same window she could look east at one moment and west just a few hours later.

On the day she was born, the house had already long stood at that very spot at the edge of the village. From there, all three sisters went to school and spent their days playing in the yard.

Every morning, Yaga rose precisely at half past five so she could arrive on time at Marko the butcher’s shop in the village. The shop always opened at dawn, at six o’clock sharp, and she was the first to arrive. Woe to anyone who reached it before her—especially if they happened to buy what she had set her sights on. For that reason, people avoided coming so early, though unfortunately, necessity sometimes forced them to do so.
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The small metal bell above the door jingled as Yaga stepped inside with her shopping bag. She stopped in front of the refrigerated display case and slammed her fist on the counter.

“Marko, pack me three kilos of chicken feet!”

“Right away!” he replied, already tossing the feet into a bag.

While she waited, she glanced at the few customers already standing in line. The single lower tooth she had slipped from her mouth, and at the sight of her bloodshot eyes, everyone stepped back at least a pace.

That look was a warning: “Don’t you dare try to snatch my chicken feet, or you’ll regret it!”

Everyone knew that look well, and no one but her ever dared to buy chicken feet. Satisfied that she would once again have her favorite meal that day, she grabbed her purchase and stuffed it into her large cloth bag. She nodded briefly and left the butcher shop without a word.
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From far away, anyone could see what was hanging on her clothesline, for she had no fence around her yard. One line was reserved solely for the chicken feet she loved to eat dried and then smoked, while on the other hung knee-length undergarments in every pastel shade imaginable. Whether it was summer or winter, she seemed to wear those long undergarments all year round. No one knew what Yaga did all day, though many were curious. When she was not watering her flowers with milk or trimming the grass with scissors, she could often be found sweeping the street in front of her house. The children liked to linger nearby, eager to see how she spent her days.

Then they would whisper secretly, “There goes the devil’s granny!”

But Yaga had sharp hearing, and not a single word ever escaped her. Offended, she would chase them down the street with her broom, and the children would scatter in laughter. Breathless and furious, she would return to her yard and sweep the road with even greater force. From beneath her willow-twig broom rose a thick cloud of yellow dust, growing larger and larger until it covered the entire village. Every house would shut its windows, and sometimes it took until the next day for the dust cloud to settle. Now and then, some mischievous child would tumble and roll inside the thick cloud, kicking and thrashing about. The cloud was so dark and dense that parents could not see what was happening to their child within it. Still, they could imagine well enough when the child finally emerged completely covered in yellow dust. As one boy rolled about as if inside a drum, she twirled her broom before her, laughing sweetly. But that boy did not know fear like the others did, and he complained openly about what she had done to him.

Yaga bent at the waist to meet him eye to eye and shouted, “Ha!”—pointing her finger at him—“Prove it!”

It seemed to her that people mocked her even more after she was left alone, and so one day she suddenly decided to move far from prying eyes, deep into the pine forest. From then on, she had the peace she had long desired—but boredom soon overcame her. So one sunny day, as she watched travelers wandering through the forest, she had a marvelous idea.

“I could have a little fun with these intentional travelers!”

From that day on, she devised all sorts of games and tricks for anyone who stepped into her forest. Helping her was her pet raven.

Whenever she asked him to do something, he would croak in his raspy voice, “Kras, kras!” which in his language meant, “Tomorrow, tomorrow!”

“What tomorrow, you lazy bird! Now!” She loved quarreling with her raven; at least it made her feel she was not living alone.

The raven was at least three hundred years old, but out of spite she refused to give him a name, for he always protested and hesitated whenever she asked him to do anything.

“Go on, do something for me for once! If you had been a good bird, you would now be white as snow, or at least silver like a star in the sky. Off you go—fly and see whether some intentional traveler is passing by. May your black soul be wrapped in your black feathers! You have no choice but to serve me!”

The raven shrieked angrily, then bent his knees and dropped a splatter of bird droppings onto her headscarf. He screeched as if laughing and soared into the sky on his strong black wings.

“You wretched bird! Did it have to land on my scarf?” she shouted, cursing and scolding him.

But that day there was not a single intentional traveler, so Yaga prepared for bed early in order to rise on time the next morning.
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Out of breath and drenched in sweat, she arrived at the butcher shop a minute late and pushed the door open. A look of shock spread across her face when she saw a woman just finishing paying for her purchase. The woman stepped back instinctively and pulled her bag closer to herself.

Yaga’s sharp eyes did not miss the gesture. She slammed her fist down on the counter and ordered, “Three kilos of chicken feet!”

The butcher sighed and began fidgeting nervously. “I only have turkey feet left. This lady bought the last of them!”

Yaga turned her head only slightly toward the woman and fixed her with that ominous, evil eye.

“Cursed peasant! How dare she snatch my feet!” she thought, though she restrained herself inside the shop and hissed through the single tooth she had, “Fine, give me those! And add a kilo of chicken liver, some gizzards, and two kilos of chicken hearts.”

“It’s my own fault for not bringing the broom. Why on earth do I walk all this way from the forest every morning?” she muttered to herself as she shut the butcher shop door behind her.

Still, she could not resist her temper. She traced a small circle in the air with her index finger. Not even ten seconds passed before a scream rang out from inside the shop. A large, hard wart had suddenly sprung up in the middle of the woman’s forehead. Yaga lowered her head and turned slightly, grinning mischievously as she saw the woman clutching her forehead and hurrying home at once.

“She won’t be grabbing my chicken feet again. Let her think about that.”

As soon as she reached her cottage, she whispered something, and the hut bent down on its chicken legs. Yaga stepped inside and soon emerged again, singing cheerfully with a large cauldron in her hands. She built a fire, set the great cauldron over it, and poured in at least ten liters of water. Into it she tossed all the innards she had bought and began stirring the stew with a huge wooden spoon that looked more like an oar than kitchenware. Still humming happily, she started hanging the feet on the clothesline, examining them one by one.

“Hmm, they’ll be perfect once they’re dried and smoked,” she said, already feeling her mouth water.

Then she stretched out on a canvas deck chair strung between two pine trees and propped her head on her hand. She had not been lying there even ten minutes when the raven flew over her head and something dropped into her lap.

Yaga sat upright and began waving at him. “You wretched bird! If you’ve dirtied me again, you—!” She stopped mid-sentence when she noticed an envelope in her lap.

Only then did she spot George the postman riding away on his moped
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