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In a little village nestled between green hills, there lived a girl

named Elara. She had warm light-brown skin, wavy chestnut

hair in two braids, and bright hazel eyes full of wonder. Every

morning, she skipped down the cobblestone path with her

woven satchel bouncing at her side. She loved to listen to the

birds and the wind, always hoping to hear a new song.
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Elara's village had a tradition of singing together at every

festival. But lately, the songs had grown quiet. The older folks

would hum a few notes, then stop and shake their heads. "The

old melody is lost," they sighed. Elara's grandmother, Mira,

would look out the window with soft brown eyes and whisper,

"I wish I could remember it."
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One sunny afternoon, Elara wandered farther than usual. She

followed a sparkling stream that led to a hidden pond. There,

gliding on the water, was a magnificent swan. Its feathers

shimmered like silver, and its opal-blue eyes looked right at

her. A thin silver ribbon was tied around its neck, and a tiny

bell-like pendant jingled softly. Elara gasped. "You're

beautiful!" she whispered.
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The swan tilted its head and spoke in a gentle, musical voice.

"I am the guardian of forgotten songs. I have been waiting for

someone who listens." Elara's heart beat fast. "My village lost

its melody," she said. "Can you help?" The swan nodded. "I

know the song you seek. But you must learn it by heart."
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The silver swan spread its wings, and faint glowing patterns

swirled across them. "Listen carefully," it said, and began to

sing. The melody was soft and sweet, like a lullaby and a

celebration all at once. Elara closed her eyes and let the notes

wrap around her. She hummed along, trying to catch each turn

and twist of the tune.
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They practiced all afternoon. The swan sang a line, and Elara

repeated it. Sometimes she got the notes wrong, but the swan

never scolded. "Gently, gently," it encouraged. "Feel the song

in your heart." Elara's braids bobbed as she nodded,

determined to learn every note. The pond sparkled, and

dragonflies danced around them.
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As the sun began to set, Elara finally sang the whole melody

without a mistake. The swan's opal-blue eyes shone with pride.

"You have learned it well, little one. Now you must carry it

home. Songs live only when they are shared." Elara hugged

the swan's soft neck. "I will teach everyone!" she promised.

The swan's bell pendant tinkled like a tiny laugh.
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Elara ran back to the village, her heart full of music. She found

her grandmother Mira sitting on the porch, wrapped in her

lavender shawl. "Grandma, I learned a song!" Elara exclaimed.

She sang the melody, and Mira's eyes grew wide. "That's it!"

she cried. "That's the song from my childhood!" She hummed

along, her wooden walking stick tapping the rhythm.
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Word spread quickly. Toby, the smallest child in the village,

came running with his oversized straw hat flopping. "I wanna

sing too!" he giggled. Elara taught him the easy parts, and

soon other children gathered. They sang in wobbly voices, but

their joy was bright. "Again! Again!" Toby shouted, his bare

feet dancing on the grass.
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The grown-ups stopped to listen. One by one, they joined in,

remembering words they thought they'd forgotten. The

blacksmith sang low, the baker sang high, and the

schoolteacher hummed along. Elara's chestnut braids flew as

she conducted with her hands. The village square filled with

music for the first time in years.

10



Grandmother Mira stood up, her silver-grey bun shining in the

evening light. "Let's all sing together," she said, and her warm

voice led the way. The villagers sang the lost melody, and it

echoed off the hills. Tears of happiness rolled down Mira's

cheeks. "Our tradition is alive again," she whispered. "Thank

you, Elara."
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The next day, Elara returned to the pond with a basket of

bread crumbs. The silver swan glided to the shore. "You did it,"

the swan said. "I heard the song on the wind." Elara smiled her

gap-toothed smile. "Everyone is singing! Even Toby!" The

swan's wing patterns glowed softly. "That is what I hoped for.

Songs connect generations."
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From that day on, Elara visited the swan often. They would

sing duets by the water, and the swan taught her other

forgotten tunes. But the village melody remained special. At

every festival, the whole village sang it, grandparents and

children together. The song wove through the years like a

silver thread, binding old and young.
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Elara grew a little taller, but she never stopped singing. She

taught the melody to her friends, and they taught their

children. The swan watched from the pond, its opal-blue eyes

twinkling. Sometimes, when the wind was just right, the

village could hear the swan's soft voice joining in. And

everyone smiled.
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Grandmother Mira often said, "A song is a gift that never

grows old." Elara understood now. The melody had been lost,

but kindness and courage brought it back. The silver swan had

guarded it, and Elara had carried it home. Traditions are like

that: they need someone to listen, to learn, and to share.
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And so, in that little village between green hills, the song still

rises every evening. Children laugh, grandparents hum, and

the silver swan glides on its pond. Elara waves to her friend,

and the swan dips its head. The melody connects them all, just

as the swan hoped it would. The end.

16


