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Erik and his brother Ben were so excited! They were packing to visit their
Grammy and Grampy in Nordegg, a small town near the Rocky Mountains.
Best of all, their grandparents’ backyard led right to a hiking trail. When they
arrived at the house, after lots of hugs, the boys hurried to the forest trail.
They loved being among the tall poplars and spruce trees, hoping to discover
a deer.

As they walked, they talked about school. They were feeling sad. “Why do
some kids not get along?” Erik wondered. Ben replied, “Maybe it would be
easier if we weren't all so different.”

Soon, Erik spotted a magnificent spruce tree and suggested that they rest
beside it. Ben could not see the tree, as he was blind, but he could feel the
coolness of the tree's shade, so he replied, “That’s a great idea, Erik.”
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As the boys sat down under the tree, Ben sighed and said, “I love
how the forest always feels so alive and aware when we are here.”
Suddenly, a kind voice whispered, “Hello.”

“Did you hear that?” Ben asked Erik, knowing that being blind often
meant he heard things better than Erik did. “Hello!” the voice said
again. It was Spruce Tree who spoke! “You small humans feel sad. I can
help,” said the tree. “I'm Erik, and this is Ben,” Erik said. “How do you
know we're sad?” he asked. Spruce Tree answered, “I sensed you had
questions about life and how to be in the world.”

Erik told the tree about feeling different. “Little ones,” Spruce Tree
began, “People around you will give you messages about who they

think you are or who you should be. You need to be aware of your

strengths and those things that you love; they are your beliefs, your
truth about yourself. I was once a tiny seed, and I believed that [ "
needed to push my roots deep, weather storms, and reach for the sun. ;
So I did, and I grew into this grand tree, a home to many creatures.”

Spruce Tree continued, “You, too, will grow in your own way.

You will discover your unique gifts. Your values are your roots,
guiding you firmly. Now think: what do you believe?” The boys
closed their eyes and thought about what they could become
that was valuable and purposeful.
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Ben and Erik began to understand
what the tree was telling them, so they
thanked Spruce Tree for sharing its
wisdom and moved on along the path.
Soon they entered a clearing, where
Ben suddenly stopped and exclaimed,
“The forest is making so many exciting
and beautiful sounds!”

“Hey boys, welcome!” chirped a tiny voice. “It's a squirrel, Ben!” Erik whispered,
taking Ben’s hand. “I'm Squeaky!” the squirrel squeaked. “The Spruce Tree told me
to find you. I love listening games. Would you like to play one? Erik, you can cover
your eyes with your hands, and both of you can use your ears!” the squirrel said.

“I hear wind in the trees,” Ben said. “And a bird singing!” Erik exclaimed, “I wonder
what kind of bird it is?”

“Excellent!” Squeaky praised him. “Listening isn't just about hearing, it's also about
being curious. Ask questions! It helps you understand the forest and each other.
Listen to people, too; listen for what they really mean.” i

Ben added, “I have to do that, because I'm blind. Squeaky is right.” Squeaky ‘
chirped, “It helps us to be friends when we learn more about each other.” | | Pt
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