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The Stone That Shone Brighter 

_______________________________________________________________________ 

In a valley cradled by emerald hills, where the river sparkled like a piece of jewelry of  polished  silver,  lay  the  village  of  Oakhaven.  Oakhaven  was  a  peaceful  place  to live,  filled  with  the  scent  of  freshly  baked  bread  and  the  distant  laughter  of children. But just beyond the last curved fence, stretching into the unknown place, were the Whispering Woods. 

Most  villagers  gave  the  woods a wide place. They told stories of ancient trees that rustled, of sparkling moss that pulsed with a secret rhythm, and of a magic that had long  since  faded  and  left  only  echoes.  But  for  a  young  girl  named  Elara,  the Whispering Woods was not a place of fear but of endless fascination. 

Elara  was  ten;  her  hair  was  like  caramel,  and  her  eyes  sparkled  with  ruthless curiosity. Unlike other children who played hide-and-seek among the hay bales or chased  chickens  in  the  village  square,  Elara  often  found  herself  staring  at  the shadowed edge in the woods, her imagination alight. She didn’t wish for a new toy or a bigger slice of blueberry pie; Elara wished for magic. Elara only wanted to do magic. 

Not grand, extraordinary magic, not at first. But she wished for magic to make her fearful  work  disappear—imagine  her  dusty  room  cleaning  itself!  She  wished  for magic  to  make  her  strict  math  teacher  smile  or  for  her  to  see  the  most beautiful mountain outside her window. Simple, selfish wishes, born from a child's innocent desire for happiness and comfort. 

One  steaming  afternoon,  when  the  air  hung  heavy  and  still,  and  even  the  bees seemed  too  tired  to  buzz,  Elara  decided  to  go  in  the  woods.  Her  mother  had warned  her,  "Stay  away  from those Whispering Woods, child. There are some old secrets  there,  which  are  best  kept  undisturbed.  Don’t  interfere  in  them."  But  the whispers that Elara heard in her heart were louder than any warning. 

Armed with an empty basket ( just in case she found some magical berries, she told herself) and a heart buzzing with excitement, Elara slipped over the last fence. The wind  immediately  changed.  It  grew  cooler,  fragrant  with  wet  soil  and  unfamiliar flowers.  The  trees  here  were  different—taller,  their  branches  weaving  like flexible things, and wise clouds were blocking out the sun. The silence was intense, broken only  by  the  soft,  rhythmic  hum  that  seemed  to  come  from  the  very  ground beneath her feet. 

She moved deeper and deeper, following a faint, shining trail that seemed to glow just at the edge of her vision. It was like she had never seen it before—a path made not  of  dirt,  but  of  pure,  ethereal  light,  winding  through  the  ancient  roots. Butterflies with wings like stained glass flitted past, and the hum grew louder, as if thousands of tiny bells were ringing in harmony. 

Finally, the trees separated and revealed a hidden space shrouded in a supernatural illusion. In the center stood a huge ancient oak tree, its bark covered with shining, crystal  moss.  And  between  its roots was a stone, beating with a soft, warm light. It wasn't  very  large,  perhaps  the  size  of  a  chicken’s  egg,  but  it  radiated  an  inner brilliance,  shining  with  all  the  colors of a rainbow. It was the most beautiful thing Elara had ever seen. 
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As  she  stepped  closer,  a  tiny  spark  of  light  detached  itself  from  the  stone  and floated  towards  her.  It  floated  before  her  face,  shaped  like  a  miniature  firefly  but glowing  with  an  inner warmth. Then, a sound, like the gentle tinkle of wind bells, echoed in her mind. 

"Welcome,  young  girl,"  it  whispered.  "I  am  Flicker,  guardian of the Sparkle Stone. Very few people get to this place, and fewer still get to it." 

Elara,  though  startled,  felt  no  fear.  "The  Sparkle  Stone?"  she  breathed,  her  eyes wide; she was in shock. "Is it… magical?" 

Flicker twisted in a tiny dance. "Indeed. It holds the last true spark of ancient magic in these woods. It can grant wishes." 

Elara’s  heart  pounded.  This  was  it!  Her  chores,  her  teacher,  the  peaches!  "Oh, please! Can I… can I wish for something?" 

Flicker  seemed  to  dim  slightly.  "You  may.  But  you  have  to  know  this,  child: The Sparkle  Stone's  magic  is  finite,  and  it  responds  not  to  words  alone,  but  to  the heart's true intent. Selfish wishes, born of hunger or laziness, drain its light quickly. They  provide  fleeting  joy  and  often  come  with  unexpected  shadows.  But  wishes born  of  true  kindness,  of  selflessness,  especially  for  the  good  of  others...  these wishes refresh its energy, making it glow brighter than ever." 

Elara nodded, though she didn’t understand fully the depth of Flicker’s words. Her mind was still in the dream. 

"What do you wish for?" Flicker asked. 

Elara  thought  hard.  She  had  to  start  from  a  small  wish,  right? "I wish… I wish my room was perfectly clean and organized right now!" 

Flicker  went  around  silently.  The  Sparkle  Stone  vibrated  once,  a  tiny  spark  flew from it, and a strange tingling sensation passed through Elara. "Go, see if your wish is granted," Flicker said calmly. 

Elara ran home. When she opened her bedroom’s door, she blew. It was clean and neat!  Her  clothes  were  neatly  folded  in  drawers,  her  books  perfectly arranged on the shelf, and not a patch of dust remained. She cried out in joy and threw herself onto her bed, feeling a rush of satisfaction. This was amazing! She was amazed by this magic. 

But  later  that  evening,  as  she  tried  to  find  her  favorite  storybook,  she  realized  it wasn't on the shelf where she usually kept it. It was tucked away in a box she rarely used.  Her  neat  room  felt…  sterile,  almost  unfamiliar.  And  the  very  next  day,  a sudden breeze of wind blew through her window, scattering a few papers and dust everywhere, making her room messier than it had ever been. The magic was quick, but its effect wore off just as quickly, leaving her with more work than before. 

Over the next few days, Elara visited the Sparkle Stone again. She wished for a new, shiny toy that was all the rage in Oakhaven. He appeared on her bed immediately. She  played  with  him  for  an  hour,  but the novelty of it quickly wore off. The next morning, a piece of it broke off, and because of it, it became useless. She wished for her  math  teacher,  Mr.  Grumbles,  to  give  her  an  easy  test.  He  did,  but  the  other students  struggled,  and  Elara  felt  a  strange  emptiness,  knowing  she  hadn't  truly earned her good grade. 

Each  time,  the  Sparkle  Stone  faded  a  little  more.  The  light  of  its  living  rainbow faded and was replaced by a dimmer, more hesitant light. Blinking, the light of her oven  flickered  anxiously,  but  there  was  nothing  beside  it,  allowing  Elara  to  learn her  oven  lessons.  Elara  felt  a  growing  unease.  The  magic  was  real,  but  the  joy  it brought was always fleeting, and there was always a small, annoying consequence. 

Then, a problem arose in Oakhaven that no simple wish for a clean room or a new toy could solve. The village well, the heart of their community, was drying up day by day. It was the driest summer in memory, and the well that used to give water to villagers  was  now  dripping.  Panic spread in Oakhaven village. The crops began to dry,  animals  became  thirsty,  and  even  the  baker,  usually  so  cheerful,  looked worried. 

Elara watched her neighbors struggling. She saw Mrs. Gable, usually so busy, trying to get water from the almost empty well, her shoulders drooped in defeat. She saw her own mother carefully ration their small supply, her brow furrowed with worry. And then there was Old Man Hemlock. 

Old  Man  Hemlock  lived  alone  in  a  small  hut  on the edge of the village. He was a quiet,  strict man who spent his days sculpting complex wooden animals. He was a little  shy  person, but Elara knew he was strict from the outside and kind from the inside. His garden, which was his only source of food, was drying up, and he looked weaker  each  day  as  he  walked  to  the  nearly  empty  well,  a  heavy  bucket  in  his shaking  hand.  He was too scared to ask for help, but Elara saw the desperate need in his eyes. 

A  knot  formed  in  Elara’s  stomach.  Her  magically  cleaned  room  became a distant memory.  She  has  forgotten  her  broken  toy.  The  easy  test  meant  nothing.  There was real hardship and real suffering, and her selfish wishes suddenly seemed petty and  worthless.  She  thought  of  Flicker’s  words: "Wishes  born  of true kindness, of selflessness,  especially  for  the  good  of  others...  these  wishes  refresh  its  energy, making it glow brighter than before." 

With  a  new  determination  in her heart, Elara ran to the Whispering Woods. That magical path seemed blurry now, and the humming was almost silent. The Sparkle Stone  glowed  only  with  a  weak,  milky  light,  hardly  visible  between  the  gnarled roots. Flicker itself seemed hardly a spark. 

"Flicker,"  Elara whispered, her voice filled with emotion. "I understand now. I used the magic wrongly. I was selfish." 

Flicker pulsed softly by acknowledging her words. 

"But  now,"  Elara  continued  speaking,  tears  coming  from her eyes, "I want to help. The well is almost dry, and Old Man Hemlock… he’s suffering. His garden is dying. Please,  Sparkle  Stone,  I  wish…  I  wish  the  well  in  Oakhaven  would  be  filled  with cold, clean water, enough for everyone. And I wish for Old Man Hemlock’s garden to grow again, to be healthy and green!" 

This  wish  was  different.  There  was  no  thought  of  personal  gain,  no  desire  for comfort.  It  was  a  wish  born  purely  of  heart,  of  a  burning  need  to  relieve  the suffering of others. 

As Elara spoke, a hazy vibration ran through the ground. The weak, milky light of the  Sparkle  Stone  began  to  beat.  It  beats  once,  twice,  then  bursts  into  a  dazzling kaleidoscope  of  colors,  brighter  than Elara had ever seen it. The sparks that came out  of  the  stone,  not  small  and  fleeting  as  before,  but  strong,  living  embers,  flew into  the  sky  and  disappeared  beyond  the  trees.  Even  the  Flicker  seemed  to  glow with a renewed intensity, and he was dancing with joy. 

A sudden, deep rumbling echoed through the woods. It wasn’t a thunderclap, but a sound like the earth itself was breathing with relief. Even though the sky was clear above the woods, Elara felt a cool breeze, carrying the scent of rain. 

She  didn't  wait  for  Flicker’s  confirmation.  She  knew.  She  ran  back  towards Oakhaven,  her  heart  pounding  with  a  different  kind  of  excitement—not  selfish anticipation, but hopeful anticipation. 

As  she  burst  out  of  the  woods,  she  saw it. The villagers were gathered around the well, not in despair, but for the joyful celebration. The well was overflowing! Clean, sparkling  water  was  gushing  out  of  its  depths,  pouring  over  the  stone  edge  and forming  small,  delighted  puddles.  Children  splashed  in  it,  laughing,  and  adults dipped their hands in. They were amazed by its wealth. 

Elara  then  looked  towards  Old  Man  Hemlock's  cottage.  His  small  garden,  which had  been  a  sad  patch  of  wilting  brown,  was  now  alive  with  life!  Green  roots  had bloomed through the soil, flowers were blooming in brilliant colors, and the air was filled  with  the  scent  of  blossoming  herbs.  Old  Man  Hemlock  himself  stood amongst it, a rare, wide smile on his face. He was gently touching the new leaves. 

Elara  felt  a  warmth  spread  through  her  chest,  a  joy  that  was  deeper  and  more lasting than anything she had experienced with her own selfish desires. This feeling wasn't fleeting; it settled deep within her, filling her with a sense of purpose. 

She  rushed  to  Flicker,  which  was  now  glowing  continuously;  its  light  was  strong and  calm.  The  Sparkle  Stone,  too,  pulsed  with  a  steady,  magnificent  radiance,  its colors more expressive than ever. 

"It  worked,  Flicker!"  Elara  exclaimed,  her  voice  full  of  wonder.  "It  really  worked! And it feels… different. It feels… good." 

Flicker  came  closer,  its  tinkle  echoing  in  her  mind.  "Indeed,  child.  You  see  now. True  magic  is  not  in  the  power  to  simply  get  what  you  desire,  but  in  the boundless  joy of giving, of helping, of nurturing the well-being of others. When you put the needs of your community, of your friends, or of even a quiet old man, before  your  own,  the  magic  responds  in  kind.  It  blooms  on  kindness,  on compassion, on selflessness. It is refreshed by the good you put into the world." 

From  that  day  forward,  Elara  was  a  changed  girl.  She  still  visited the Whispering Woods and the Sparkle Stone, but her wishes were always different. She wished for the rain to fall gently on the thirsty fields without flooding, for the village healer to find  the  right  herbs  for  a  sick  child,  or  for  a  lost  pet  to  find  its  way  home.  Each selfless wish caused the Sparkle Stone to glow brighter, its energy strengthening the woods around it. The air became fresher, the blossoms more vibrant, and the hum of magic returned to the ancient trees. 

Elara  never  told  anyone  about  the  Sparkle  Stone  or  Flicker.  She  became  a  quiet guardian  of  the  magic,  her  actions  speaking  louder  than any secret. Her kindness blossomed  in  Oakhaven,  inspiring  others  to  be  more generous and more helpful. And  as  the  people  of  Oakhaven  grew  kinder  and  more  united,  the  true  magic  of their community, fueled by selfless acts, made the whole valley flourish, radiating a gentle warmth that even the Whispering Woods seemed to reflect. 

For  Elara  learned  that  the  greatest  magic  of  all  wasn't  in  a  shining  stone  or  a whispered  wish,  but  in  the  generous  heart  that  chose  to  use  its  power,  however small, for the good of all. 




A Whisper of Magic 

________________________________________________________________________ 

 

Eldrin  was  a  magician,  and  not  just  any magician. He was Eldrin the Magnificent, or at least, that’s what his posters always proclaimed in the bustling city of Veridia. With a flick of his wrist, he could make doves disappear into glowing mist. With a dramatic flourish, he could pull endless bouquets of roses from thin air. His grand finale  always involved conjuring a miniature, sparkling waterfall that flowed into a crystal basin, earning him thunderous applause and a shower of gold coins. 

Eldrin  was  young and very mature, with fiery red hair that seemed to spark when he  moved  and  eyes  as  blue  as  the  shiny diamond. He loved the cheers, the gasps, and  the  way  people’s  faces  lit  up  when  he  performed  his  big,  showy  tricks.  He practiced  so  many  times,  not  just  to  master  his  spells,  but  to  make  them  bigger, brighter, and more stunning than anyone else's. He believed true magic was about spectacle and proving that he was the most powerful and amazing magician in the land. 

"Why waste magic on fixing a broken chair," he was talking to himself, polishing his favorite  conjuring  wand,  "when  you  could  make  an  entire  castle  disappear?"  He thought small acts of magic were a waste of magic. He dreamt of brilliant kings and queens,  of  having  statues  built  in  his  honor,  and  of  his  name  being  whispered in excitement throughout the seven kingdoms. 

One  evening, after a particularly brilliant performance where he had transformed the  city  fountain  into  a  big  glowing  statue  (which,  to  be  fair,  quickly turned back into  water, but oh, the gasps!), Eldrin found himself feeling… empty. The applause was  dull,  the crowds had gone home, and the big glowing statue was just ordinary water  again.  He  had  thrilled  them,  but  had  he helped  them?  He  shrugged.  That wasn't his job. His job was to amaze them. 

But a small, constant humming, like a forgotten tune, began in his mind. Is that all?

The next morning, driven by a strange anxiety, Eldrin decided to leave the city. He was  looking  for  a  new  audience  and  ready  for  a  bigger  challenge.  He  thought  of journeying to the distant snow peaks to witness a snowstorm of rainbows or to the hollow caves to turn ancient stalactites into singing crystals. He packed a small bag, carefully putting away his most impressive wands and enchanted powders. 

He  decided to use a powerful teleportation spell, which he usually saved for quick entrances  onto  grand  stages.  He  closed  his  eyes,  imagined  a  faraway  mountain peak,  and  chanted  the  complex  words  of  the  spell.  A  swirling  vortex  of  colored light surrounded him. 

When the light got dull, Eldrin stumbled onto soft, wet ground after feeling dizzy. He  opened  his  eyes,  expecting  snow-capped  peaks  or  dripping  caves.  Instead,  he saw… trees. Lots of them. Ancient, gnarled trees with mossy beards, their branches forming  a  thick  canopy  that  barely  let  sunlight  through.  The  air  was  cool  and smelled  of  pine  needles  and  something  else,  something  earthy  and  sweet.  There was  no  roaring  city,  no  grand  mountains,  just  a  quiet,  whispering  forest.  He  had clearly miscalculated. 
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He walked for what felt like hours, the forest growing denser, until the trees finally thinned, revealing a small valley. There, beside a winding stream, there was a small village.  It  was  not  at  all  like  Veridia.  There  were  no  towering  stone  buildings,  no grand plazas. Just a handful of simple wooden cottages with covered roofs, a dusty path, and a communal well in the center. A few chickens scratched in the dirt, and a single cow munched lazily on sparse grass. This was Willow Creek, a place so small, Eldrin had never even heard of it. 

The village looked… tired. The gardens were struggling, their plants drooping. The clothes hanging on lines were patched and dull. The faces of the few people he saw were  kind  but  engraved  with  worry.  There  was  no  laughter  echoing,  no  children playing loudly. Even the air seemed. 

Eldrin  was  so  disappointed.  This  was  not  the  grand  stage  he  imagined.  Still,  he smoothed his robes and headed towards the well, where a kind, wrinkled-faced old woman  was  trying  to  draw  water.  She  struggled  with  the  heavy  bucket;  her  thin arms were shaking. 

"Allow  me,  madam,"  Eldrin  said,  a  little  too  grandly.  He  pulled  out  a  small, decorated wand. "Eldrin the Magnificent is at your service!" He planned to pour the water directly into her bucket. Simple, but effective. 

He began the spell, preparing a powerful water spell. But the air here felt different. The  magic  felt…  hesitant. He usually drew energy from the cheers of a crowd, but here,  there  was  only  the  soft  rustle  of  leaves  and  the  low  murmur  of  the  stream. The  spell  failed;  he  produced  only  a  few  drops  that  splashed  onto  his  expensive boots. 

The  old  woman  looked  at  him  with curious, but not unkind, eyes. "Oh, bless you, young  man,"  she  said,  her  voice  gentle.  "It's  the  well.  It's  been  running  low  all summer.  The  stream,  too.  We  manage,  though."  She then carefully, slowly, pulled the bucket up herself, with a little smile. 

Eldrin  felt  his  cheeks  turn  red.  His  grand  magic  had  failed!  But  he  tried  another trick. He spotted a patch of sad-looking sunflowers in a nearby garden, their heads drooped.  "Behold!"  he  declared,  waving  his  wand.  He  had  intended  for  them  to blossom  into  living,  large  flowers. Instead, a few withered petals fell apart and fell to the ground. 

A  small  boy,  no older than seven, watched him with wide, curious eyes. He wasn't amazed; he simply looked confused. 

Eldrin  spent  the  next  few  days  in  Willow  Creek,  gradually  getting  frustrated.  His grand  illusions,  his  show-stopping  spells,  simply  didn't  work.  When  he  tried  to serve food to the villagers, the food appeared, but it tasted bland and vanished after a  single  bite.  When  he  tried  to  repair  a  broken  fence  with  a  flash  of light, it only sliced further. The magic felt different here, as opposed to his usual commands. 

He  watched  the  villagers.  They  didn't  have  magic,  but  they  had  something  else. When  the  well  ran  low,  they  shared  their  water,  cup  by  precious  cup.  When someone  was  ill, neighbors brought warm broth and sat by their bedside. When a roof  needed  mending,  everyone  pitched  in,  using  their  own  hands  and  simple tools. There was no applause, no grand spectacle, just quiet, everyday kindness. 

One  afternoon,  Eldrin  sat  by  the  struggling  stream,  skipping  flat  stones  across  its surface. He felt completely useless. The old woman from the well, whose name he learned  was  Mary  (funny,  like  the  village  he  had  seen  in  his  vision!), walked past. She carried a basket of wild berries that she collected after so much hard work. 

"Rough day, young Eldrin?" she asked, her voice soft. 

He  sighed.  "My  magic…  it's  useless  here.  My  grand  spells,  they  just… don't work. I can't help anyone." 

Mary  sat  beside  him,  carefully  mixing  her  berries.  "Perhaps,"  she  said,  her  eyes twinkling, "you are looking for the wrong kind of magic." 

Eldrin stared. "What do you mean? Magic is magic." 

"True  magic,"  Mary  explained,  "is  not  always  about  making  things  disappear  or pulling  rabbits  from  hats. It is about making a difference. Sometimes, the biggest magic  is  the  smallest  act.  A kind word when someone is sad. A shared meal when someone  is  hungry.  A  mended  tool  when  someone  needs  to  work.  These  are the spells of the heart, Eldrin." 

She  picked  up  a  small,  smooth  stone  from  the  stream  bed.  "Your  magic  feels different  here  because  this  land  knows  quiet  help,  not  flashy displays. It listens to the heart, not just the words." 

Eldrin  thought  about  her  words.  He  looked  at  the  struggling  batch  and  the  tired faces.  His  grand  illusions  had  never  truly  helped  anyone  beyond  a  moment's entertainment. 

That  evening,  he  saw  the  small  boy  from  earlier,  sitting  alone, holding a torn rag doll.  A  seam  had  come  undone,  and  stuffing  was  spilling  out.  The boy’s lips were trembling. 

Instead of trying a grand repair spell, Eldrin took a deep breath. He held his hand over the doll, focusing not on power but on the simple act of healing. He imagined each  tiny  thread  stitching  itself  together,  slowly,  carefully.  He  didn't  say  any dramatic  words.  He  just  focused  his  intention,  his  desire  to  help  the  boy. A faint, almost  invisible  shine, like heat rising from warm pavement, passed over the doll. The seam slowly, smoothly, closed. The boy gasped, his eyes expanding in wonder. He  looked  at  Eldrin,  then  at  the  doll,  then  back  at  Eldrin,  a  shy  smile  spreading across his face. 

"Thank you, sir," he whispered, holding the doll. 

Eldrin  felt  a  strange  warmth  spread  through  him. It wasn't the rush of adrenaline from a roaring crowd, but a quiet, deep satisfaction. 

Over the next few days, Eldrin started to try "small magic"—the kind that felt more like a gentle whisper than a shout. 

He  saw  Old  Farmer  Thomas  struggling  to  carry  a  heavy  sack  of  grain.  Instead of teleporting  the  sack,  Eldrin  slightly  poured  a  feather-light  charm  over  him. Thomas grunted, lifted the sack, and gasped. "Well, I never! Feel like I've gained the strength of ten oxen today!" he chuckled, completely unaware of the magic, but his tired face glowed with relief. 

He  noticed  the  village  baker,  Martha,  worried  about  her  last  batch  of  dough  not rising  properly  in  the  cool  weather.  Sensibly,  Eldrin  sent  a  tiny,  almost  invisible warmth  spell  into  the  mixing  bowl.  The  dough  expanded  beautifully,  producing the fluffiest loaves Willow Creek had seen in weeks. Martha hummed with delight, loving the golden crusts. 

He  saw  the  children,  usually  calm,  watching  at  the  field  of  wildflowers  that  had drooped  in  the  dry  rain.  Using  a  careful,  gentle  touch  of  magic,  he encouraged a few patches of colorful blooms to open, just enough to bring a splash of color. The children  gasped,  then  ran  laughing  into  the  field,  picking  handfuls  for  their mothers. Their laughter was the sweetest sound Eldrin had ever heard. 

His  magic,  once  so  loud  and  demanding,  now  became  quiet  and  calm.  He  didn't want  credit.  He  just  wanted  to  see  the  small  smiles,  the  sighs  of  relief,  and  the renewed  hope  in  people's  eyes.  And  as  he  performed  these  simple,  kind  acts, something  amazing  happened.  His  magic,  which  had  felt  drained  and  hesitant, began  to  feel  stronger,  clearer,  and  more vibrant than ever before. It wasn't about the size of the spell but the intent of the heart behind it. 

OEBPS/index-10_1.png





OEBPS/index-4_1.png





