


The  sun  peeked  through  the  curtains  as  Dysia 
stretched and smiled. 'Good morning, sweet girl!' 
Grandma  called  from  the  kitchen.  The  smell  of 
pancakes  and  eggs  filled  the  house.  Grandpa 
poured warm milk into Dysia's cup. 'Eat up, we have 
a special  day ahead,'  he said with a wink. Dysia 
giggled, her locs bouncing as she hugged them both. 
Together they finished breakfast, ready for their 
Sunday adventure to church.
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Hand in hand, Dysia, Grandma, and Grandpa walked 
down the sunny street. Birds chirped above as they 
passed blooming flowers. 'Look at the pretty church 
steeple!' Dysia exclaimed, pointing ahead. Grandpa 
squeezed her hand gently. 'We're almost there,' he 
said with a warm smile.  The big colorful  church 
doors stood open, welcoming them inside. Dysia's 
heart fluttered with excitement as they stepped 
through.
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Inside, the church buzzed with joyful singing. Dysia 
sat between Grandma and Grandpa, clapping her 
hands to the beat. 'Clap like this, sweetie!' Grandma 
said,  guiding  her  rhythm.  The  pastor  shared  a 
story about kindness and sharing. Dysia listened 
closely,  nodding  along.  When  the  song  ended, 
everyone cheered softly. Grandpa whispered, 'You 
did wonderful, Dysia.' She beamed, feeling proud 
and happy.
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After church, the family walked home together, tired 
but happy. Dysia hugged Grandma and Grandpa 
tightly.  'Thank  you  for  today,'  she  said  softly. 
They settled onto the porch, taking slow, peaceful 
breaths. Grandpa rocked gently in his chair while 
Grandma hummed a soft tune. Dysia closed her 
eyes,  feeling  warm  and  blessed.  It  had  been  a 
beautiful day, full of love and new lessons.
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