The Legend of the Three Trees
Tpu [jepesa

Once upon a mountaintop, three little Ha BeplunHe ropbl pocau Tpu aepesua. OHK
trees stood and dreamed of what they 4acTo MeyTann o cBoem byayuwiem.
wanted to become when they grew up.

[lepBoe aepesLUe
B3rNAHYNO BBEPX, HA
mepuatoume
HebecHble
3B8e3/4bl, 1

The first little tree
looked up at the
stars and said: “I
want to hold

treasure. | CKa3ano: «A
want to be Xo4y bbITb
covered with XpaHUTeNEM
gold and COKpoBuL,. A
filled with X0u4y, YTOObI

MEHS NOKPbIM 30/10TOM U
HaMO/IHWUIN APAroLEeHHbIMM
KamHamu. A 6ygy cambim
NPeKpacHbIM Napuom B mupe!»

precious stones.
I’ll be the most beautiful
treasure chest in the world

”
!



The second little tree looked out
at the small stream trickling by
on its way to the ocean. “l want
to travel mighty waters and
carry powerful kings. I'll be the
strongest ship in the world!”

Bmopoe depesye
rnocmompeno 80asb, HA
MOHKYI0 U38UAUCMYIO
/1eHMy 20pHO020 py4elKa,
Komopsil bexcan mumo
HUX K OKeaHy. «Xouy
nymeuwecmeosams 1o
6ypHbLIM 80/IHAM U
rnepeso3umse
Mo2yu,ecmaeeHHbIX Koposel,
— CKa3as10 oHo. — A byody
CaMbIM Kpernkum Kopabsem
8 mupel».



The third little tree looked down into the
valley below where busy men and women
worked in a busy town. “l don’t want to
leave the mountaintop at all. | want to
grow so tall that when people stop to look
at me, they’ll raise their eyes to Heaven
and think of God. | will be the tallest tree
in the world.”

Themoe Oepesye NocMompeso 8HU3, 8
00/1UHY, 20e He MoK1a0as PyK,
mpyousnuce A00U, U CKa3a10: «A A
goobuje He xo4y nNoKuoame smy
8epWuHy. A cmaHy maKkum 8bICOKUM,
Ymo, 27104 Ha MeHA, 10U byoym
MOOHUMAmMb 2a1a3a K Heby u dymame o
boze».



One day three woodcutters climbed the
mountain. The first woodcutter looked at
the first tree and said, “This tree is
beautiful. It is perfect for me.” With a
swoop of his shining ax, the first tree fell.

The second woodcutter looked at the

second tree and said, “This tree is strong.

It is perfect for me.” With a swoop of his
shining ax, the second tree fell.

The third tree felt her heart sink when
the last woodcutter looked her way. She
stood straight, tall, and pointed bravely
to Heaven. But the woodcutter never
even looked up. “Any kind of tree will do
for me,” he muttered. With a swoop of
his shining ax, the third tree fell.

HacTan AaeHb, Korga Ha ropy NoAHs/INCL TPU
necopyba. OAnH U3 HNX NOCMOTPEN Ha NepBoe
fiepeBo U cKasan: «Kakas Kpacota! ChosBHo ans
MeHs npurotosaeHo!». N aepeso ynano nop
y,apom ero Tonopa.

OKWHYB B3rNAA0M BTOPOE AePeBO, €ro ToOBapuLLY,
npousHec: «Kpenkoe! MHe nogonaet!» MNog,
yAapoOM ero Tonopa PyxHy/so u BTOpoe AepeBo.

Cepaue nocnegHero AepeBa eKHyNo, Koraa
TPeTuit necopyb NOCMOTpPEN B €ro CTOPOHY.
Mpamoe, BbICOKOE, OHO AeP3HOBEHHO
cTpemunnochk K Hebecam... Ho BBepx necopyb
[laXke U He B3MAHYA. « MHe nogoiaeT ntoboe
NepeBo», — XMypo npobopmoTtan oH. baecHyno
Nle3Bue Tonopa — 1 TpeTbe AepeBo ynano.

SRS ASAS



The carpenter fashioned the first tree
into a feed box for animals. The once
beautiful tree was not covered with
gold, or with treasure. She was coated
with sawdust and filled with hay for
hungry farm animals.

The second tree was hammered and
sawed into a simple fishing boat. She
was too small and too weak to sail an
ocean, or even a river. Instead she was
taken to a lake.

MNOTHUK U3rOTOBUA U3 NEPBOMY [iePEBY KOPMYLLKY
Ans ckota. To, 4To elle coBcem HeaaBHO bblo
NPeKpacHbIM AepeBoMm, Tenepb ObI10 NOKPLITO
ONUAKaAMM N HaNOJIHEHO conomon. Hu Tebe
NO30/10Tbl, HX AParoLueHHbIX KAMHEMN.

BTopoi necopyb npuwen Ha Bepdb, HO... He
BE/IMKUIM NAaPYCHUK B TOT Ai€Hb CXOAWA CO CTaneneun.
Korga-To cTonb Kpenkoe AepeBo pacnuanan Ha
AOCKM N COUNM N3 HUX MPOCTYIO PbIOALIKYIO N10AKY —
CIMLLKOM MaNIeEHbKYIO U XPYMNKYIO AN OKEaHCKUX
npocTopoB. Ee onyctnamn Ha TUxyto ragb o3epa.




The third tree was confused when the
woodcutter cut her into strong beams
and left her in a lumberyard. “What
happened?” the once tall tree
wondered. “All | ever wanted was to
stay on the mountaintop and point to
God. ...”

Tpemobemy Oepesy 0bpybunu cyyos,
pacnuauau e2o Ha maxcesnsie bpycos
U ocmasusu Ha neconusnke. «4Ymo
npoucxodum? — HeOOYMEHHO
pPa3mbliWaAs10 oHo. — MHe 8edb
MPOCMo Xomes10Cb 0CMamMusCA HA
g8epuiuHe 20pbl U HABOOUM®b ntodeli
Ha meoicnu o boee...»




One night, golden starlight poured over
the first tree as a young woman placed her
newborn baby in the feed box. “I wish |
could make a cradle for him” her husband
whispered. The mother squeezed his hand
and smiled as the starlight shone on the
smooth and sturdy wood. “This manger is
beautiful,” she said. And suddenly the first
tree knew he was holding the greatest
treasure in the world.

Ho 00Ha#Obl HOYbIO ACAU, COenaHHbIe U3
rnepsoeo oepesa, 80pye o3apusn mensovili
38e30HbIlU ceem. KOHAsA HeHWUHa
YK1a0b180s10 8 KOPMYUWKY HOBOPOHOEHHOE
oums. «A 66l mak xomesn coenamso 01114
He20 Kosblbesnby, — npowenmar ee My.
Mamb MaadeHua Kpernko cxcana e2o pyKy
U ynolbHynace. Om enadkoli nogepxHocmMu
Kpernkoz2o 0epesa ompasusocCb CUdHUe
38e30bl. «IMu AC/U NMPEKPACHbI», —
CKa3asna oHa. Tym nepesoe depeso
0CO3HQAs10, YMOo emy 0osepusu
gesuyaliwee COKposuue 8 Mmupe.



One evening a tired traveler and his friends
crowded into the old fishing boat. The traveler
fell asleep as the second tree sailed out into the
lake. Soon a storm arose. The little tree
shuddered. She knew she did not have the
strength to carry so many passengers safely in
the wind and the rain. The tired man woke up.
He stretched out His hand, and said, “Peace.”
The storm stopped as quickly as it had begun.
And suddenly the second tree knew he was
carrying the King of Heaven and Earth.

Kak-mo pa3 nood seyep ycmaswili CMPAHHUK CO
ceoumu Opy3bamu 3abpasica 8 cmapyro
pblbayKyto n100Ky. /ToOKa, Komopasa bbina
coenaHa u3 8mopo2o 0epesd, MUPHO
1oKa4Yueaanacs Ha 800ax 03epa, U CMPAHHUK
yCHyn. BOpye pa3pa3sunca yuacHsil wimopm,
0epesssHHOe CyOeHbIWKO 3amperemaro.
Yemaneil cmpaHHUK npocHynca. OH NoOHAACA,
npomsaHysn enepeo pyKy U npousHec: «YmuxHu!»
byps npekpamunace mak x#ce 6bicmpo, Kak u
Ha4yasaace. BHe3anHo emopoe 0epeso 0CO3HArO,
ymo Ha ee nanybe cmoum Cam Lapb yaped.



One Friday morning the third tree was startled
when her beams were yanked from the
forgotten woodpile. She flinched as she was
carried through an angry, jeering crowd. She
shuddered when soldiers nailed a man’s hands
to her. But three days later, the third tree knew
that God’s love had changed everything. And
every time people thought of the third tree,
they would think of God.

OO0Hax0bl ympom mpemeoe 0epeso
COOPO2HY10Cb OM HEeOXUOaHHoCcMuU — bpycoH,
coesnaHHbIe u3 e2o mena, becyepemMoHHO
8bl0epHynu u3 3abpowieHHoU 2pydsbl bpeseH.
E2o Kopobusno om mosnnsl pa32HEBAHHbIX,
21YMAWUXCA tooeli, CKBO3b KOMOPYH €20
nomawunu. CroeHo om b6osu, 830pazusaso
OHO 1100 yoapamu Mmosoma rnaanaya,
npueeoxcoaswezo K bpycbam pyKu u Hoau
0bpevyeHHO20 Ha cmepmb YesnoseKa. Ho Ha
pacceeme mpemeoe2o OHA, mpembe 0epeso
y3Has10, YMo boxbs 1106086 U3MEHUA 8Ce HA
ceeme. C mo2o camozo OHA, 8CAKUU pa3, Ko2oa
MbICAU At00el 0bpaw,anuce K mpemoemy
depesy, oHU 0ymasnu o boze.
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