The girl in the trees  
By: Grace Kahn 
There once was a girl in an Alaskan village named Letta. She would go out of her village to the forest when the sun was at its highest peak in the sky. She would go visit the trees.  
One day when she was going to her spot where she plays and climb trees, she saw two men cutting down trees, at the edge of the forest. She ran to her place in the forest. But when she was running under the one tree she loved to climb, something grabbed her shoulder and jerked her to a stop. She fell into a small clump of moss and leafs, and looked up to see what grabbed her. The old tree that she loved to climb. The tree with the hole in the middle of it. Now that same tree had a branch that was not there before, sticking out to her. She looked up and saw the tree leaning over her. The tree had formed two round eyes and the hole in the middle was now formed into a warm smile. 
 “Are you okay?” asked the tree.  
“Yes I’m fine.” said Letta. 
 “But how did you learn to speak my peoples language?”  
“There is no time for that story right now. We need your help.” said the tree. 
 “We?” asked Letta. 
 “Yes,” replied the tree.  
“The trees need your help.” 
 Letta looked around to the other trees. They too were starting to form faces in their bark. They looked like the same trees just more worried and then she saw them for what they really are. There people just like us, just they hold the life of other animals on the branches. 
 “What do you want me to do?” Asked Letta.  
“Climb onto my branch.” 
 The tree stuck out a branch and helped her off the ground.  
“I will show you.”  
The tree lifted Letta up into the canopy. Finally, she burst through the leaves into a giant village made out of leaves and tree bark. It seemed like a whole other world.  
“Wow!”  
Letta breathed. Animal scampered here and there, while light streamed through a hole in the roof of the leaves. The old tree dropped her on the leaves. She stood and tested her weight on the leaves. To her surprise the leaves held. A tiny old looking tree walked up to her. 
 “Welcome to the leaves world, Letta,” said the figure 
“My name is Raven. And we need your help.” 
     “Why do you need my help?” asked Letta. 
“We need you to stop the tree cutting men.” Answered Raven.
 “All the animals will either die or have to move, also the men are cutting down too many trees. The forest will be destroyed in a week if you don’t stop them.” Raven fretted. 
“Why do you need my help stopping them?” Letta asked 
“Because you are the girl in the prophesy. You are The girl in the trees.” said Raven. 
“Me?” asked Letta in astonishment.  
“Yes, you.” Said Raven. 
“What is the plan?”  
 Raven told her their plan. 
“Here climb onto that branch and the trees will lead you to the edge of the forest.”
 The girl climbed onto the branch.
 “Good luck!” said Raven as the tree branch swooped her through the forest. 
Letta arrived at the edge of the forest. There seemed to be less trees this time she went through. Then she saw five man cutting down trees over on the far side of the newly made clearing. They were about to cut down a young pine tree when Letta ran over and jumped in front of them
 “Stop!” she screamed.
 “Why?” said the first man. 
“Because trees are living thing, too” replied Letta. 
She motioned to the young tree that had formed two round eyes and a mouth. The tree looked like it was scared out of its pine nettles. 
“Oh” said the man in a small voice. 
“Please stop cutting down all the trees.” Letta pleaded.
 “We don’t care.” Said a second man. 
“All the animals will die or they will move away. What will we eat then?” Questioned Letta. 
“How about you get to cut down two trees per person per year. Deal?” purposed Letta. 
“Deal.” Replied the man.
 She climbed onto the out stretched branch of the tree that took her to the clearing, and it lifted her up into the air and back to her village.    
Then at her village and she found her mother and father sitting at the table with worried expressions on their faces. 
“I’m back.” Said Letta in a cheerful voice. 
Her parents looked up and rushed over to her. 
“Are you okay?” asked she mother with a worried tone in her voice. 
“Yes, I’m fine.” Said Letta.
[bookmark: _GoBack] Then they all sat at their table and she told her story about the trees, and how we need to spare the trees, for the sake of everyone. Living, and non-living. From then on everyone called her, The Girl in the trees.   
