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For a time and time again, Able had lived on the edge of a 
Great Meadow. From his vantage point, high in the air, he 
could see the entire kingdom surrounding his place in the 
great world.

Able was an acorn. He was a proud acorn, happy to live his 
life out in the sun and fresh wind that blew off the hills 
surrounding the Great Meadow.  





Able had come to love his position overlooking the kingdom, 
and he took great care to watch all that happened—whether it 
was a spring storm off the hills or a quiet herd of deer feeding 
in the meadow. 

The sun shone down on the Great Meadow and warmed 
Able’s shell. Over time, his shell had become hard and shiny, 
something in which He took great pride.

All that was to change.





One evening before sunset, the sky began to darken. As the 
sun grew dim behind the hills, the sound of thunder could be 
heard across the Great Meadow. The deer took refuge in 
the surrounding forest, and the birds looked for shelter in the 
trees. Able was not afraid, but he did feel a little different 
about the coming storm. 

Recently, he had been concerned about his grip on the 
branch that was his home. Some light winds had come a few 
weeks back, and they had moved him slightly—unlike anything 
that had ever happened before. Yet Able was not too wor-
ried. He was sure his bright and gleaming shell would protect 
him.





The wind picked up, however, and blew across the Great 
Meadow more fiercely than he had ever seen in his life. The 
lightning cracked and the thunder exploded very close to his 
high-and-mighty perch. Able began to lose his grip. The rain 
hit, and the wind reached its peak just as it changed direction. 
Able lost his grip to the awesome power—and he drifted 
toward the Great Meadow. 

He was falling from the sky very rapidly toward the ground 
below, and now Able was afraid. He was carried far on the 
current of air, and he finally set down hard in the center of the 
Great Meadow. 





The rain continued to fall and the wind continued to blow-
and Able was covered with leaves and debris that the storm 
had blown from the forest. Deeper and deeper he was cov-
ered as the night went on into day.

Finally, the storm calmed, and Able could see dim light up 
through the muck and mire. His first thought was his shiny 
shell—oh, what would it look like now, all covered with dirt and 
mud from the lowly ground?

What on earth would he do?





Day turned into night, and night turned into day, and Able 
realized that his life had changed. He was no longer the high-
and-mighty Able that he once was. Gone were the days of 
sunshine and clear air. He could never again look over the 
subjects of the kingdom or see the beauty of the Great 
Meadow that was now his prison. 

With every rain and every hoof step by the animals of the 
forest, Able sank deeper into the soil of the Great 
Meadow—until there was no light at all. He could feel the 
grime seeping through his shell. 





Able knew that his shell, which was once his glory, would now 
be his shame if brought into the light of day. His covering was 
cracked and moldy from the constant moisture, and it was 
being eaten away more and more as time passed. 

In despair, Able slept more and more, since he could no 
longer tell night from day or see the sun or moon.





Able felt that he was soon going to die from the lack of pro-
tection and lack of hope. He longed to be in the sunshine 
again and feel the warmth all around him. He dreamed of feel-
ing the cool breeze blow past him and seeing the deer graze 
below his feet. Given the chance again, he would never be so 
selfish, but he would try to soak in the goodness of all that 
surrounded him. He would be a changed acorn—that is, if he 
ever got the chance.





One day, after a time and time again, Able awoke and sensed 
that something was different. He had changed from the 
inside. He was no longer concerned about his shell—which 
was a good thing, since most of it was gone. He sensed a pur-
pose inside of him that had never been there before: he must 
get to the surface. 

He had a passion to see the sun and feel the air. He needed, 
more than ever before, to climb out of that dirt and see the 
Great Meadow once again. Oddly, he no longer felt that the 
soil was his enemy. 





Everything had changed. Able had changed. The dirt that 
surrounded him was giving him life and strength. The moisture 
that filtered through the ground above him refreshed him and 
gave him strength.  Able was growing. He was sending roots 
down deeper into the rich soil of the Great Meadow—and at 
the very same time, he was reaching a shoot toward the sun.

It took much effort to work his way skyward, but Able was 
determined to break the surface. With every difficult push, he 
could see a little more light. He moved around rocks and 
debris with all the strength he could gather together.





Even though Able was very tired, he knew he had been given 
a second chance, and he would not waste it. He realized that 
the wind and rain of the mighty storm had carried him to this 
place. Every harsh step from the animals of the forest that 
drove him deeper into the ground was actually a footstep of 
providence.

It was a beautiful, sunny summer day when Able broke free. 
When he looked around at his setting, he realized he was in 
the center of the Great Meadow. And he was no longer the 
acorn he once was, but now a young, noble oak—like those he 
could see in the surrounding forests.





While he still felt some of the pride that had filled him before, 
he knew that it was not his life, but the life given to him that 
made him who he was. He vowed to live humbly, no matter how 
great an oak he became.

Able lived hundreds of years and became known as the 
Great Oak of the Meadow. His shade protected many gen-
erations of the creatures of the forest, and he nurtured many 
a small acorn with dreams of being something greater.





Able never forgot the lessons he learned deep in the ground. 
And although he was the greatest of all the trees in the 
forest, he knew that, without the grace given to him, he would 
just be the remains of a small and insignificant acorn on the 
edge of the Great Meadow.
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