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In a quiet old town, there was a little workshop filled
with the fragrance of wood. Hanging above the door, a
wooden sign read “George’s Carpentry Shop.” Grandpa
George, the owner, was the only carpenter in town. Though
old, he was still energetic, and his hands were as nimble as
a young man’s.

Every morning, he would open the windows to let
sunlight flood the shop. Then he brewed a pot of hot tea,
put on his apron, and began his day’s work. He crafted
sturdy tables and chairs, practical tools for farmers, toys for
children, and frames for the town’s painters. His creations
were not only durable but also carried a warm and rustic
beauty. Townsfolk often said, “Grandpa George’s hands are
magical. They turn wood into treasures.”

One day, a young couple visited the shop. They had
just welcomed a baby boy and wanted a special crib made
for him. Grandpa George listened carefully and nodded
with a smile. “I'll make a warm and comfortable bed for

your little one.”
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He selected a fine piece of pine with beautiful
grain and got to work. Sawing, planing, fitting, sanding,
decorating—he worked through the day, and by evening,
the small, elegant crib was finished. The next morning, he
spent hours carefully painting it with sky blue, eco-friendly
paint. As he brushed, he thought, This color is like the
endless sky. The little one will sleep so soundly here.

Strangely, days passed and the couple never returned
to pick up the crib. At night, the shop was silent, save for
the ticking clock and the faint scent of wood. Gazing at
the crib, George had an idea: he would imagine the little

owner and carve a small wooden boy.
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From the lumber pile, he chose a block of hard
walnut wood and began carving with care. Bit by bit, a
figure took shape. He gave the boy a round face, big eyes,
and a gentle smile. By dawn, a small, charming wooden
boy lay finished. George placed him softly in the crib and
whispered with a smile, “Good night, little wooden boy.”

The next morning, sunlight streamed in as usual.
George brewed his tea and prepared breakfast. Looking at
the crib, he muttered playfully, “Little wooden boy, would
you like to taste my delicious breakfast?”

“Yes, Grandpa, | would,” came a soft but clear child’s
voice.

George nearly dropped his teacup in shock. He
turned and saw the wooden boy sit up, hop out of the
crib, and walk toward the table, climbing onto a chair.

“My goodness...” George rubbed his eyes and
touched the boy’s shoulder. He was real!

The wooden boy grinned. “Grandpa, I’'m hungry.”
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