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April and the Root of Everything 

Once upon a time, in a valley where the trees whispered 
secrets and the wind hummed lullabies, lived a girl named 
April. April was curious, clever, and kind—but there was one 
thing she could never quite figure out: why she felt a little 
different from everyone else. 

She would often lie beneath the giant Heartwood Tree at the 
center of the valley, watching the clouds roll by, asking, 
“Why do I feel like I’m looking for something... but I don’t 
know what it is?” 

The Heartwood Tree, ancient and wise, had roots so deep 
they touched the stars beneath the earth. Some said it was 
magic. Others said it was the oldest living thing in the world. 

One evening, as the golden light turned the leaves into fire, 
April heard a soft voice—like a memory wrapped in wind. 

"You’re not lost, child. You’re just searching for your root." 

April sat up. “My root?” 

The tree groaned gently, its bark shifting like a smile. 

"Everyone has a root," the Heartwood said. "It’s the core of 
who you are. It's not something you see. It's something you 
feel. It's where your strength comes from, and your dreams, 
too." 

April’s eyes widened. “But how do I find it?” 

"Ah," said the Heartwood. "You don’t find it. You remember 
it. Let me show you." 



Suddenly, the wind picked up and the ground below 
trembled—not in fear, but like something ancient was 
waking. The tree’s branches wrapped around April and pulled 
her gently into the earth. 

She wasn’t scared. 

She fell, but not downward—more like inward. Past her 
memories. Past her fears. Past every voice that told her who 
she was supposed to be. 

And there it was. 

A glowing seed. 

Not of a plant, but of a self. 

It shimmered with every color she had ever loved, every 
word she had whispered to herself when no one was 
listening, every moment she had chosen kindness when it 
was hard. 

This was her root. 

Her center. 

Her core. 

It wasn’t loud. It wasn’t perfect. But it was hers—and it was 
powerful. 

When April opened her eyes, she was back beneath the 
Heartwood Tree. Nothing had changed… but everything had. 



She walked through the village with a new light in her eyes. 
Not because she had all the answers, but because she finally 
understood the question. 

Over time, April noticed something: everyone she met had a 
root, too. 

Some people hid it. Some didn’t even know it was there. 
Some wore it like a crown. And some were still searching. 

And when they were ready, April would sit with them under 
the Heartwood Tree and whisper, 

"You’re not lost. You’re just remembering." 

And the world, little by little, began to bloom from the inside 
out. 

 

Moral: 
Your root is your truth, your heart, your deepest you. It may 
get buried, but it never disappears. When you remember it, 
you remember who you really are—and that's where 
everything begins. 

 

 

 

 

 



Title: The Root and the Core 

There once lived a boy named John, in a village nestled 
between the arms of two ancient mountains. It was the kind 
of place where the air tasted of pine and promise, where 
children ran barefoot and the sky was so clear, even dreams 
seemed visible. 

John was an ordinary boy, or so he thought. He was strong 
enough to climb trees and quiet enough to listen to the wind. 
But often, he would sit alone by the edge of the great lake, 
staring into the still water as if waiting for it to speak. 

One day, an old man with a beard like a bundle of roots came 
to the village. He spoke little but watched much. The villagers 
called him “The Seeker,” and they said he walked from place 
to place in search of something forgotten. 

The Seeker watched John for days before he finally 
approached him. 

“You stare into the lake as if it holds your name,” the Seeker 
said. 

John looked up, startled. “I guess I’m just wondering… who 
I’m supposed to be.” 

The old man nodded, as if he'd heard those words a 
thousand times before. “Then let’s begin there,” he said. “Do 
you know the meaning of your name?” 

John blinked. “It’s… just John.” 



The Seeker chuckled, but gently. “Nothing is just anything. 
Not the wind, not the stars, and especially not names. Names 
are roots. And they are the core.” 

He knelt and drew a tree in the dirt. “Your name, John, is old. 
It comes from the Hebrew Yohanan, which means ‘graced by 
God.’ It has passed through centuries, crossing lands and 
languages. From Ioannes in Greek, to Johannes in Latin, to 
John in English. Each step it took, it carried the memory of 
who bore it before.” 

John leaned in closer. 

“Think of the root of a tree,” the Seeker continued. “It grows 
downward, deep into the soil. That is your name — 
anchoring you to the past, to stories older than you can 
imagine. But the core, John, the core is what you choose to 
become. It is the strength inside the trunk, the part that 
grows rings each year. It is shaped by your choices.” 

“But I don’t feel special,” John whispered. 

The Seeker smiled. “You are not special because of the name 
alone. You are special because of how you choose to live it.” 

He stood and pointed to the reflection in the lake. “That boy 
is rooted in something ancient, something meaningful. But 
what he builds from it — how tall he grows, how much shade 
he gives — that is up to him.” 

John looked at the reflection and saw himself differently. Not 
just a boy, but a living story. A bearer of a name that had 
crossed continents and centuries, carried by kings and 



commoners alike. He wasn’t just John. He was John, rooted in 
grace, and growing toward something vast. 

From that day forward, he stood a little straighter. He 
listened a little deeper. He didn’t try to be someone else — 
he tried to be more truly himself. 

Because now he understood: 

The root was his name. 
The core was how he lived it. 

And in that, he would find his strength. 

 

 


