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In a little village at the edge of the woods lived a boy named
Elio. He had warm light-brown skin, short messy dark-brown
hair, and large round hazel eyes. Freckles dotted his nose, and
a small gap showed between his front teeth. Every morning he
wore his mustard-yellow T-shirt, blue shorts with a rope belt,
brown sandals, and a small leather pouch on his hip. He loved
to wander and wonder.




One bright morning, Elio skipped along a narrow path deep
into the woods. Suddenly, something shiny flashed between the
ferns. He knelt down and parted the green leaves carefully.
There, caught in a thorny bush, fluttered the smallest bird he
had ever seen. Its feathers shimmered like sunlight on water,
and a soft golden glow pulsed around its tiny body.
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Elio gently freed the little bird and cupped it in his palms. It
was a golden sparrow, no bigger than his hand, with bright
black bead-like eyes and a small coral-pink beak. Its long tail
sparkled when it moved. Elio's heart thumped with joy. "You
are the most beautiful thing I have ever found," he whispered.
"I will keep you safe."



Back home, Elio found an old wooden cage and set the
sparrow inside. He gave it seeds and fresh water and a soft
bed of moss. But the little bird did not sing. It sat still, its
golden feathers dim, its tiny beak pressed against the wooden
bars. Elio frowned. "Why won't you chirp for me?" he asked,
but the sparrow only blinked its shiny black eyes.
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Day after day, the sparrow grew quieter and sadder. Its glow
faded to a dull shimmer. Elio brought it berries and flowers,
but nothing helped. He sat beside the cage with his chin in his
hands, watching the tiny creature stare out the window. "You
look like you are missing something," he said softly. "What
could it be, little friend?" The sparrow turned its head toward
the far green hills.




That evening, Elio's grandmother sat beside him and looked at
the sad little bird. "Long ago," she said, "people told of an
enchanted forest beyond the hills. Golden sparrows live there,
free among the glowing trees. They only shine when they can
fly where they please." Elio's round hazel eyes grew wide. "You
mean my sparrow came from there?" he whispered. His
grandmother nodded gently.




That night, Elio could not sleep. He listened to the sparrow's
tiny wings brush against the cage bars. He imagined flying
free over glowing trees, and his chest felt tight. "I wanted to
keep something beautiful," he thought. "But keeping it makes
it sad." He looked at the small leather pouch on his hip and
made a quiet promise to himself.
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At sunrise, Elio carried the cage to the top of a green hill. The
wind smelled of pine and wildflowers. His small hands
trembled as he unlatched the little wooden door. "Go on," he
said softly, his voice wobbling just a little. "You need the
enchanted forest. You need to be free." The golden sparrow
hopped to the edge of the cage and paused.
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The sparrow tilted its head, as if asking a question. Then it
burst into the air with a happy chirp. Its golden feathers
blazed bright again, and a trail of sparkles swirled behind its
long tail. It looped once around Elio's dark hair, then hovered
in front of him, chirping and dancing in the sunlight. Elio
laughed out loud for the first time in days.

9



The sparrow flew toward the far hills, then circled back,
chirping as if to say, "Follow me!" Elio ran after it, his brown
sandals thumping on the grass. Over streams and fallen logs
they went, the little golden bird always waiting just ahead.
"Wait for me!" Elio called, half laughing, half breathless. The
sparkles in the air led him onward like tiny floating stars.
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At last they reached the edge of a wondrous forest. The trees
glowed softly, and blue flowers hummed like tiny bells. Blue
mushrooms lit the path like lanterns. Standing there was a tall,
slender figure with pale green-tinged skin and long silver hair
woven with leaves. Calm amber eyes looked down at Elio, and
mossy eyebrows rose in a gentle welcome.
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"Welcome, little friend," said the Forest Keeper, leaning on a
wooden staff with a glowing green stone. "You freed one of our
sparrows. That was brave and kind." Elio looked up at the
pointed ears and the kind amber eyes. "I only wanted it to be
happy," he said. The Keeper smiled like sunlight through
leaves. "And that is exactly what freedom means. You
understood."

L2



The golden sparrow zipped down from a glowing branch and
landed on Elio's shoulder. It nuzzled his cheek with its tiny
coral-pink beak and chirped a happy song. Around them, other
golden sparrows danced and sparkled in the trees. The Forest
Keeper tapped the staff, and the green stone glowed warmly.
"You may visit whenever you wish," the Keeper said. "Friends
are always welcome here."




Elio spent the whole afternoon in the enchanted forest. He and
the golden sparrow played hide-and-seek among the blue
mushrooms. They splashed in a sparkling stream while the
Forest Keeper told stories of the deep woods. The sparrow
rode on Elio's shoulder and cheeped at every new wonder.
Elio's mustard-yellow shirt was dusted with glowing pollen,
and he did not care at all.




When the sun began to set, Elio hugged the Forest Keeper's
leafy robe goodbye. The sparrow chirped a promise to meet
again. As Elio walked home, a trail of golden sparkles floated
above his head all the way. He smiled the whole way back. His
heart felt light and full, like a balloon floating high in the
summer sky.




From that day on, Elio visited the enchanted forest often, and
the golden sparrow was always the first to greet him. He
learned that kindness and freedom are better than keeping
something beautiful all to himself. A friend who is free can fly
back to you, again and again. And every time the sparrow
chirped, Elio knew it was saying thank you.
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