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Selva had a little sack of seeds which, year after year she planted in the meadow in front of her house.
The seeds were a mystery at first: once a kernel which tasted of Almond, to her surprise, grew into an Apricot! (and Apricot kernels are poisonous!).
In the kitchen garden thinking that she was pulling out weeds, she discovered that she had planted carrots and learnt that of all the little onions which seem so alike, some were good to eat and others made the most beautiful flowers.
At 12 years old, she had grown a beautiful garden: she busied herself with trees, shrubs, flowers and creepers one by one.
She looked after them and pruned them so that they were always strong and healthy and produced the best fruit.
She rested in the gazebo in the shade of the ivy; she collected bunches of iris and flags in the springtime, pushed her face through the branches of the loquat tree to enjoy the concert of the bees at work.
When the bunches of wysteria flowers give way to the bunches of grapes, it means that Autumn is on its way.
Then Selva searched for mushrooms and chestnuts to enjoy in front of the fire.
The winter passed quickly as she played at distinguishing, in the distance, the trunks of the silver birch in the snow.
Once again Selva returned to hiding amongst the flowers in the meadow waiting for the butterflies; she turned tummy up to look at the sky from the viewpoint of an anemone; she wore lilly-of-the-valley and roses in her hair so that it would take their perfume.
She loved soaking in the lillypond in the company of the frogs to pass the hottest days of the summer. Or else climb into the cherry tree lazily eating the delicious round fruits.
When she had to think, she went under the fig tree. There she heard a female voice which gave her advice.
Lately she went often, worried because her little bag was nearly empty.
And one day, it was!
Then Selva looked at her beloved garden; in the meadow as in the kitchen garden there was no more space for more planting and she thought: “Evidently this is all that I am born to plant. I know each seed from the other, I will stay here forever to grow and look after my precious plants”.
Selva did not want to be separated from her garden, she thought that she had also planted the seed of her life.
Instead, the voice was pushing her elsewhere, to find another meadow - perhaps with new seeds.
She made ready to leave and took some little sprays of the most beautiful of the plants to console herself during the voyage; looking at them she would remember the wonders she had grown.
As yet she did not know…
Sometimes courageous choices reveal themselves as being more simple than we thought at the beginning.
She walked and walked even ‘though she didn’t know where to go.
When the sun went down, she let herself down to the ground, exhausted. With nostalgia in her heart, by the light of the sickle of the waxing moon she placed all the little sprays of her plants straight up in the soil round about her in order to feel surrounded once again by her trees, and fell asleep, crying.
Great was her surprise, when, on awaking she found that they were to be much more than a memory of the past; they became her future and a garden without end.
Selva’s tears wet the soil and fed the sprays of the plants; roots began to grow from the cuttings and soon they became trees and bushes with flowers and fruits.
Lately, Selva also discovered that the place where she rested was just the other side of the hill from her first beloved garden, so she worked to put the new and the old gardens together.
gra, gra, gra…
… and then?
She would be able to go back to live in her house and when she was old and tired she would fill a little sack with seeds that in time she would have learnt to collect from her plants and then she would lie on the bed where she was born, to rest finally, happy and satisfied.
In her heart she knew that someone would have the little sack of seeds and the story would have continued for ever, always the same and yet different for each young Selva, for each new trial of courage to face life.
The End
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