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I dedicate this book to my grandmother, whose kind and wise fairy tales lulled me to sleep. Her warm words and unforgettable stories shaped my inner world and the way I see life today.
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  Preface



How I Found a Family is a heartfelt story that was born during my volunteer work with children.

We shared stories about exciting trips and adventures — mine and theirs — and together we realized something important: it doesn’t matter who we are or where we come from when we are united by true friendship, care, and love.
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Moose




The Moose doesn’t have a name. The animals of the forest simply call him Moose.

What he’s most proud of is being one of the largest creatures in the forest — and the owner of massive antlers, which, truth be told, often get in his way when he tries to push through thick brush to reach his favorite sunny meadow.

Right in the center of that meadow grows a single young pine tree. As he once told us, his mother used to spend hours resting in its soft, dappled shade.

From time to time, Moose gets so tired of carrying those heavy antlers that he sheds them — usually once a year, between November and December — and walks without them until May.

His rich brown fur, short neck, and long ears give him a rugged beauty. But his true charm lies in his upper lip — so large and floppy that some say Moose is the most handsome “big-lipped fellow” in the entire forest.

Those who knew his grandfather claim that Moose inherited his calm, thoughtful nature from him — a wise old moose who always took his time before making a decision.
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Moose

Dog




The dog named himself Stepan.

One day, he overheard the villagers calling each other by name and thought: “Stepan sounds nice. That’ll be me.”

He had no pedigree. Just an ordinary, scruffy mutt — medium-sized, with thick gray fur.

Human kindness and love were unknown to him. As a tiny, helpless puppy, Stepan had been taken to the village and abandoned.

People never took him in — he was too dirty, too weak, too invisible.

And so the dog grew up completely alone, spending his days far from people, in the quiet stretch of land between the village and the woods.
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Dog Stepan 

He even came up with his own philosophy: a dog’s loneliness can be measured by the number of spots on its fur.

The more spots, the more love a puppy once received.

As you’ve already guessed, our Stepan didn’t have a single spot — at least, not anywhere he could see.

But Stepan had something rare, something no other forest creature possessed.

He could understand human language. He could sense their moods from afar. His sharp nose could track anyone, anywhere. And he was also clever, swift, and brave — qualities that gave him the strength to go on, even when the world seemed to turn away from him.

Gazelle




Little is known about the origins of our graceful, hoofed beauty.

She never told us anything about her childhood — except for one memory she has carried (or rather, run with) ever since she was small.

She was far too shy and skittish to speak much. And, truth be told, we didn’t talk with her often — a blush like the colors of dawn would instantly flood her gentle face.
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Her coat was soft light brown, with a dark stripe running along each side. When she was young, her mother told her: “These stripes will always remind you of us — we’ll be running beside you, no matter where you go or what you face.”

She was slender and graceful, her polished hooves carrying her lightly, and on her head grew two small horns with a gentle, elegant curve. The tip of her tail was dark, almost black.
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