


Little Brian hopped out of the car, his red hair bright 
in the morning sun. The lake sparkled like silver 
glass, and soft mist curled over the water. 'Grandpa!' 
he called, running to the cottage porch. Grandpa 
Brian smiled wide and opened his arms. 'I  have 
something special for you today,' he said, winking. 
Birds chirped above the pines, welcoming the bright 
new day.
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Grandpa Brian took little Brian's hand, and they 
walked through the tall pine trees. 'When I was your 
age,' Grandpa said, 'I found a treasure right here.' 
Brian's eyes widened. 'What kind of treasure?' he 
asked. Grandpa chuckled softly. 'You'll see soon, 
little one.' The mist swirled gently around their boots 
as they stepped closer to the quiet, glowing lake.

4





Brian untied the ribbon and lifted the lid. Inside sat 
a tiny wooden boat, painted red just like his hair. 'I 
made it myself,' Grandpa said proudly. 'Let's sail it 
together.' They walked to the water's edge as mist 
curled around their ankles. Brian set the boat gently 
on the lake, and it glided across the sparkling water. 
'It's perfect, Grandpa!' Brian cheered, clapping his 
hands with joy.
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The  little  boat  drifted  across  the  lake,  catching 
golden sunlight.  Grandpa Brian knelt  beside his 
grandson.  'This  gift  isn't  just  the  boat,'  he  said 
warmly. 'It's our story, our name, our love.' Brian 
hugged him tightly. 'I'll keep it forever, Grandpa.' 
Together they watched the mist lift, birds soaring 
above the peaceful, shining water.
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