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    This book is dedicated to the children of the whole world —those who dream of a green planet,those who plant trees and save water,those who believe in the power of good.May these 19 adventures become a guide,so that every heart feels:the true treasure is life on Earth.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Love for nature is our covenant.
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A Path into the Depths of the Forest
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Every footprint in the forest is a word in its language.

The class set off on a hike early in the morning. The sun gently touched the treetops, and the air was fresh and cool. The children walked along the path, laughing and calling to each other, but there was a slight anxiety in everyone – after all, it was the first time they had gone so far into the forest.

Everyone had a backpack. Marko put in a notebook and pencil - he decided to keep records like a real researcher. Ostap took a compass and a small map to help navigate. Sofiyka carried a camera because she wanted to capture the beauty of the forest. The other children took sandwiches, bottles of water, raincoats, a first-aid kit, and flashlights.

Mr. James walked ahead, holding a map and occasionally stopping to point out interesting plants.

"Look, this is a birch tree. Its bark is light, and it helps the tree reflect sunlight. And here is an oak tree - a symbol of strength and endurance," he explained.

Marko walked next to Ostap. He looked around carefully and suddenly noticed a strange sign on a stone - three carved lines, similar to an arrow.

"Look, Ostap! It's like a clue!" Marko exclaimed.

"Maybe someone left it a long time ago? Or is it a sign from the foresters?" his friend suggested.

Mr. James came closer and smiled:

"Perhaps it's just an old track. But remember: the forest has its own language. It speaks to us through tracks, plants, and sounds."

The children froze. Everyone felt that the hike was turning into something more than just a walk. Marko thought: What if these signs really lead us to the Forest Key? 

I must look around carefully.

The children's emotions changed: from cheerful laughter to focused anticipation. Everyone began to look closely at the trees, stones, and tracks on the ground. The forest seemed to come alive, becoming mysterious and a little enigmatic.
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Mysterious Traces
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Small creatures hold the great world.

The path led the class deeper and deeper into the forest. The air grew thicker, smelling of pine and damp moss. The children walked attentively, because after the sign on the stone, everyone began to look closely at the surrounding world.

Suddenly, Sofiyka stopped and pointed:

"Look, what a huge anthill!"

Mr. James came closer and explained:

"This is a real city. Thousands of ants live here, and each has its own job. They are the forest's sanitation workers—cleaning up remains and helping the soil to be fertile."

Marko leaned down and watched carefully as the ants moved in different directions. How organized they are... Like a small army that knows its every step, he thought.

Next, the class approached a small spring. The water babbled and glistened in the sun. The children immediately wanted to drink, but Mr. James stopped them:

"First, look closely. Clean water is a treasure. It is born here, in the depths of the earth, and nourishes everything around. Without springs, there would be no life in the forest."

Ostap wrote in his notebook: "Spring — the heart of the forest."

A little further on, they found a rare plant with bright purple flowers. Sofiyka photographed it, and Mr. James explained:

"This is a Pulsatilla. It is listed in the Red Book. It cannot be picked because it is disappearing. But we can admire and protect it."

The children froze, looking at the flower. Each felt that the forest was gradually revealing its secrets to them, as if testing whether they were ready to listen and protect it.

Marko thought: Maybe these findings are also part of the path to the Forest Key? Anthill, spring, flower... They seem to make up a map that needs to be deciphered.

Mr. James decided to teach the children another important skill:

"If you get lost, remember: moss most often grows on the northern side of trees. The sun rises in the east in the morning and sets in the west in the evening. This will help you determine direction."

The children tried it themselves: Marko put a compass and checked if the moss really showed north. Ostap smiled:

"It turns out that the forest itself tells us the way."

The children felt excitement and wonder.

Marko—curiosity and an inner desire to understand the mystery.

Mr. James—calmness and wisdom, he led them on, like a mentor.
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Storm Over the Glade
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The elements test those who seek the truth.

The class was walking along a path when the sky suddenly darkened. The wind began to shake the treetops, and thunder rumbled in the distance.

"Mr. James, it looks like there's going to be a thunderstorm," Ostap said quietly, looking up.

"Yes, children, a storm is approaching. We need to find shelter quickly," the teacher replied calmly.

The children became worried. Sofia clutched her camera tightly to her chest, and Marko felt his heart beating faster. What if we get lost? — he thought.

Mr. James stopped and explained:

"In the forest, you can always find clues. Look where the moss grows – it shows north. The sun is hidden now, but we know it moves from east to west. This will help us orient ourselves."

The children began to look around carefully. Marko applied a compass and confirmed:

"The moss is really on the north side! We are going the right way."

The wind intensified, and the first drops of rain fell on their faces. Mr. James raised his hand:

"Quickly, children! There, behind the bushes, is a small glade with dense fir trees. They will give us shelter."

The class ran, laughing and shouting at the same time. Someone stumbled, someone got scared, but everyone stayed together. Finally, they hid under the branches of the fir trees. The rain was noisy, but it was drier and safer there.

The children sighed with relief. Someone sat on a backpack, someone leaned against a
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