%Wm &mﬂd Peer-reviewed Multidisciplinary Journal YOllllg Voices

. : . ... . ... ISSN: 3049-4338 (Online)
p . v W y 3 Ent
National Poetry & Short Story Writing Competition (Entry) Vol. 1, No. 1, September 2026

The boy who changed the future

Nature is not merely the collection of forests, rivers, mountains, animals and plants that surround us
but it is the foundation upon which our life’s existence. Long before human beings built cities,
invented machines or explored the vast universe , nature had already created an extraordinary
system of balance and survival. Every sunrise teaches us about hope, every storm teaches us about
strength, and every changing season reminds us that change is an essential part of life.

Children played beneath enormous trees, birds filled the mornings with their songs, and a narrow
stream flowed crystal-clear through the middle of the fields. But that was long ago. One summer, a
company arrived with plans to build a large factory. Many villagers welcomed the idea. They
believed it would bring jobs and prosperity. Soon, machines entered the forest. Trees fell one after
another, and the once-familiar songs of birds slowly disappeared. Among the villagers was twelve-
year-old Arun. He often visited an ancient banyan tree standing at the edge of the forest.

His grandfather had told him that the tree was older than the village itself. One afternoon, Arum
noticed a red mark painted across its trunk. “Grandfather, what does this mean?”. His grandfather
looked at the tree sadly. “They will cut this one tomorrow.” Arun was shocked. “But this is the last
big tree left! “That night, Arum could not sleep. The next morning, he stood in front of the banyan
tree as the workers arrived. “Please don't cut it,” he pleaded. The supervisor laughed. “Move aside,
boy. Progress cannot be stopped for one tree.” Arun looked around. The villagers were watching
silently. Then he noticed something strange. The stream beside the forest had almost completely
dried up. “Where will the factory get its water?” he asked. Nobody answered.

Arun turned towards the villagers. “You wanted jobs, but what will happen when our fields have no
water? What will happen when there are no trees to protect the soil? What will happen when the
river disappears? “His words made the villagers think. An elderly farmer stepped forward. “The boy
is right. We cannot destroy everything for the sake of tomorrow.” One by one, others joined him.
The villagers refused to allow the forest to be cleared completely. After several meetings, they
convinced the authorities to change the project. The factory was built away from the forest, and a
large part of the woodland was declared protected. Years passed , Arun grew up and became an
environmental engineer.

Whenever he returned to Sonapur, he visited the old banyan tree. Around it, hundreds of young
trees had grown. One evening, he sat beneath its branches and smiled. His grandfather's words came
back to him: “Nature never asks for much. It only asks that we leave enough for tomorrow.” Arun
looked at the green forest stretching towards the horizon. For the first time, he understood that
saving one tree had never really been about one tree. It had been about saving the future.
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