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A LETTERS JOURNEY

A Story for St. Nicholas Day
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JIncra marmmcama Mapra. Ile 6yB aucT mpo ii 3antositHe 6akanasA. [Ipo- Marta wrote a letter that contained her most prized wish. Her wish
XaHHSI BMICTHJIOCS B KUIbKA CTIB, 2 CaM JINCT — Y KOHBEPT i3 MAapPKOIO. fit into a few words and she slipped the letter into an envelope with a
Ha xonBepti Mapra Hanucana: “Cesromy Mukomnaoo”. stamp. Marta wrote on the front of the envelope “To St. Nicholas.”
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VYpanni Mapra 3 TaTOM BKHHVIJIH JHCTA JO ITOIITOBOI CKPHHLKH. Tam In the morning, Marta and her father dropped the letter into a mail-
p p HY. p g PP
yKe Oyiro unMano iHmmx JTUCTiB. Ko MapTuH mucT cripoOyBaB BTHC- box. It already contained a lot of other letters. When Marta’s letter
HYTHCSI, BOHH 3a0YPKOTUTH H 3aIITOBXATH HOTO B KYTOK. tried to squeeze in, the other letters grumbled and pushed it into a

corncer.



Hesabapowm npurimos nomwrap. Big gicTaB 31 CKpHHBKH KOHBEPTH, OO Soon the mailman arrived. He took the letters out of the mailbox to
BITHECTH iX ajgpecaraM. TOHEHBKHH MapTHH JTHCT 3aCTPSr y KYTKY, i deliver them to their addressees. Marta’s thin letter got stuck in the
IIOIITap HOTO HE TTOMITHB. corner, and the mailman missed it.



OjpHi€el OCIHHBOI HOYI 3MIHHSABCS CHJIHHUH BiTep. BiH BHAyB mmcTa 3i One autumn night a strong wind stirred up. It blew the letter out of

CKPUHDLKH W 3aKPY>KJISIB 3 OCTAaHHIM JUCTsAM. “H neuy 1o Cesroro Mu- the mailbox and twirled it around, mixing it with the remaining fallen

Komast!” — pajiiB JINCT, JTITAIOYH HAJ JaXaMH. leaves. “I’m flying to St. Nicholas,” the letter rejoiced, floating over
the rooftops.



Ha panox Bitep yuryx. JIBIpHHK 3MiB JTHCTa Pa3oOM i3 JTUCTSIM 13 XiTHHKA 1 By morning the wind calmed down. A custodian swept the letter with
BKHHYB JIO CMITTSI. JIMCT 3acTpAr MK IIKIPKaMH IIOMAapaHYiB 1 CTApUMH the leaves off the sidewalk and deposited it into a trash can. The letter
razeTamu. | 3ariaxas. got stuck between an orange peel and old newspapers. It started to cry.



HacrynHoro aHs Haj CMITHHKOM IpoiTata 3rpas BOpoH. OnHa 3 HUX
ITOMITHJIA SICKPaBY MapKYy, TIIXOMHJIA JIUCTA M TTIOHECIA IO ceOe B THI3JIO.
“IIs mramka MeHl JOIToOMOsKe!” — JIMCT CIOBHHUBCA Haall.

IIpomnitaoun Hajg BOK3UIOM, BOPOHA ITOOAYHIIA HA TIEPOHI YEPBOHOTO
r'y13uKa. BoHa BUITyCTHIIA JINCTA 1 METHYJIACS 32 3HAXIIKOIO. JIUCT yI1aB
y TOBapHHUH BaroH. [1oTar cBUCHYB 1 pylIHB.

The next day a flock of crows flew over the trash can. One of them
spotted the bright stamp and snatched up the letter to carry it to its
nest. “This bird will help me!” the letter said, filling with hope.

Flying over the train station, the crow saw a red button on the platform.
It let go of the letter and dashed at its find. The letter dropped from its
claws onto a freight car. The train whistled and started moving.



3a KUIbKA JHIB BArOH, y SKOMYy IXaB JIHCT, ONHMHHBCS B nopry. Horo In a few days, the freight car carrying the letter arrived at a seaport. It
MOBAHTAKHIM Ha BEJIMKHH Kopabens. Kopabenn 3aryis i MOIUHB y Ja- was loaded onto a huge vessel. The ship hooted its whistle and left for
aexi kpai. “Hapenrri s sy go Cesitoro Muxomnas!” — pajis JHCT. faraway lands. “Finally I’'m going to St. Nicholas!” the letter rejoiced.
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Munynu 3uMa, BecHa M J1iTO. 3HOBY HacTala OCIHb. JIMCT ruiaBaB Ha
pisHHX Kopabisax i moOyBaB y Oaratbox KpaiHax. BiH cTtapaBcs He

BTpavaTH Bipu. Ajie mie OyJIo BaXKKO. “3amoBiTHe OakaHHA Maptu
HIKOJIA HE CHPABIUTLCS, — KYPHUBCS BIH.

Winter, spring and summer passed. It was autumn again. The letter
traveled on many ships and visited a lot of countries. It was trying to
remain hopeful, but it was very hard to do so. “Marta’s prized wish
will never come true,” the letter grieved.
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OJHOTO JIUCTOMAIOBOTO JIHS JTUCT TIOBEPHYBCS B TOH CAMHH IIOPT, 3 One November day the letter returned to the same port from which
SIKOTO BIIUIAB pik ToMy. KamitaH Kopabias moMiTHB Ha Haaydi CHPOT- it had left a year earlier. The captain of the ship noticed the old aban-
JUBHH CTapHH KOHBEPT. “CBsiToMy MHKOMa10”; — OYyII0 HAITHCAaHO HA doned letter on the deck. “To St. Nicholas” was written on it in a
KOHBEPTI JUTIUOIO PYKOIO. BiH IpOYHTaB 3BOPOTHY a/Ipecy i BHi3HaB Ti. child’s handwriting. He looked at the return address and recognized it.

I1e 6yB OymHHOK Ha CYCiTHIH BYJIHII B HOTO PiTHOMY MICTI. It was the address of a neighboring street in his hometown.



Yoma KariTaH po3Kasas PO 3HAXLJIKY CBOEMY CHHOBI Makcumy. Pazom

BOHH BHPILUIMIH IIOBEPHYTH JHUCTA. ¥ JeHb CsTtoro Mukosnas kamitan
13 CHHOM IIPUHILIH B TOCTI 10 MapTh.

3a piK AIBYMHKA IMAPOCIA, ajie 11 3amOBITHE OaKAHHS HE 3MIHHIIOCS.
Tenep BOHA po3yMiia, YOMY 11 IPOXAHHS HE OYJIO OYyTE.

Ltrje p {0 Ha. A F YA Ao, po My ¥y Tpus ap e He é:f-' ﬂﬂ?y':—f =

At home, the captain told his son Maxim about the letter. They both

decided to return it. On St. Nicholas Day, the captain and his son
came to visit Marta.

The girl had grown up over the past year, but her prized wish stayed
the same. Now, she understood why her wish wasn’t fulfilled.
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11106 possecennt MapTy, KalliTaHiB CHH TTOJIapyBaB 1M YOBHUKA. Map-
Ta HOJISAKYBATA ¥ TIPUTOCTHIIA TOCTEH YA€EM 13 TICTEYKAMH. A TTOTiM BOHH
3 MakcHMOM rpajiics B MIPaTIB.

Ckopo Mapta 1 MakcHM CTaIH CIIPaB>XKHIMH JIpy3siMu. Mapra rers 3a-
Oynma npo craporo aucta. IIpore muct He XypuBcs THM. “Mos 10-
JIOPO>K HAPEUITI 3aBEpUIAIACSA”, — PajiB BiH, 60 3HAB Ti KUIbKa CIIB
MapTHHOTO 3aOBITHOTO Oa’KaHHS:

To cheer Marta up, the captain’s son gave her a paper boat as a gift.
Marta thanked him and treated her guests to tea and pastries. Later,
Maxim and she played pirates.

Soon, Marta and Maxim became true friends. Marta completely for-
got about the old letter. The letter was not upset though. “My jour-
ney is finally over,” it rejoiced, knowing the few words of Marta’s
prized wish:



Xo4y MaTH cripaBkHLOro apyra. Mapra.

I want a true friend. Marta.



