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In the village of Brookhollow, where misty hills rolled like

green waves, lived Sorcerer Alden. He was tall and lanky, with

warm brown skin, long silver-white hair, and bright amber

eyes. His deep indigo robe sparkled with gold stars. Alden

could fix almost anything with a flick of his wand. The villagers

marveled at his magic, and Alden, though kind, was very proud

of his power.
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One morning, the old stone bridge over the river cracked. The

villagers needed it to carry apples and wool to market. Alden

arrived with his tall pointed hat and wide sleeves flapping.

'Stand back!' he announced. 'I'll mend it with a single spell.'

He raised his wand and shouted a mighty word. But the wand

slipped, hit the railing, and snapped in two with a sharp crack.

2



Alden stared at the two pieces in his hands. His amber eyes

went wide. 'Oh no,' he whispered. 'Without my wand, I'm

helpless!' He tried to cast a spell with a stick, then a spoon,

then a pebble. Nothing worked. The villagers gathered,

whispering. Alden's cheeks burned. He had never felt so small.

He tucked the broken wand into his belt pouch and sighed.
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A short, sturdy woman stepped forward. She had deep brown

skin, short curly black hair under a red kerchief, and a leather

apron full of tools. 'I'm Mara the carpenter,' she said. 'You

don't need magic to fix a bridge. You need wood, nails, and a

good hammer. I'll teach you.' Alden blinked. 'But I'm a

sorcerer,' he said. Mara smiled. 'Today you're a helper. Let's

get to work.'

4



Mara handed Alden a saw and a wooden plank. At first, he

fumbled. The saw slipped, and he nicked his finger. 'Ow!' he

cried. 'Magic never hurt me!' Mara chuckled. 'Magic never

taught you patience either. Try again, slowly.' Alden took a

breath. He sawed carefully. The wood split straight. 'I did it!'

he said, surprised. Mara nodded. 'See? Hard work beats a

broken wand.'
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They worked side by side all morning. Alden learned to

measure, hammer, and sand. His robe got dusty, and his silver

hair escaped its tie. But the bridge grew sturdier with every

plank. 'You're a natural,' Mara said. Alden smiled, though his

arms ached. He had never built anything before. The broken

wand sat in his pouch, forgotten for the moment. Hard work

felt good.
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At noon, a small child with messy copper-red hair and a gap-

toothed grin raced up. 'I'm Pip!' the child said. 'I saw you

hammering! Want to see my garden?' Pip wore a patched

yellow tunic and a woven grass bracelet. Alden, tired but

curious, followed. Pip's garden was a tangle of green sprouts.

'I'm growing carrots and beans,' Pip said. 'You can help!'
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Pip handed Alden a small trowel. 'Dig a hole, drop a seed,

cover it up,' Pip explained. Alden knelt in the dirt. His indigo

robe would never be the same. He dug carefully and planted a

tiny seed. 'Will it grow?' he asked. 'If you water it and wait,'

Pip said. 'Mistakes are okay. I once planted my shoe!' Alden

laughed. He felt a seed of something new growing inside him.
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By afternoon, Alden's stomach growled. A round, elderly

woman with silver braid and round spectacles appeared. 'I'm

Granny Hazel,' she said. 'I bake for the workers. Come, have

some bread.' Her apron was dusted with flour, and she carried

a wooden spoon. Alden followed her to a cozy kitchen.

'Cooking is magic too,' she said, 'but it takes patience and

kindness.'
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Granny Hazel taught Alden to knead dough. 'Push, fold, turn,'

she said. Alden's hands stuck to the dough. Flour puffed onto

his beard. 'I'm making a mess!' he groaned. 'That's how you

learn,' Granny Hazel said gently. 'Now shape the loaf.' Alden

did, and soon the kitchen smelled of warm bread. He felt

proud. 'I made this,' he said. Granny Hazel winked. 'With your

own two hands.'
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That evening, the villagers gathered on the repaired bridge.

They brought apples, wool, and fresh bread. Mara raised a

lantern. 'To Alden,' she said, 'who learned to work with us!'

Everyone cheered. Alden's eyes glistened. He pulled out his

broken wand. 'I thought magic was everything,' he said. 'But

you showed me kindness and hard work matter more.' He

smiled at his new friends.
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The next day, a traveling tinker stopped in Brookhollow. She

saw Alden's broken wand and said, 'I can mend that.' She

glued the pieces together and wrapped them with silver wire.

'Good as new,' she said. Alden held the wand. It felt warm and

familiar. He thanked her and wondered if he should go back to

magic. But then he heard Pip calling from the garden.
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Alden walked to the garden, wand in hand. Pip was trying to

pull a stubborn weed. 'Need help?' Alden asked. He set the

wand in his pouch and knelt. Together they tugged, and the

weed popped out. 'You still want to garden?' Pip asked. 'Of

course,' Alden said. 'Magic can wait. I have seeds to water and

bread to bake.' Mara waved from the bridge, and he waved

back.

13



Weeks passed. Alden repaired fences, baked pies, and planted

flowers. His indigo robe grew patched, and his silver hair

smelled of sawdust. But his amber eyes sparkled more than

ever. One day, a villager's cart wheel broke. Alden could have

used magic, but he said, 'Let me try.' He fixed it with wood and

nails. The wheel rolled perfectly. 'You're a true helper,' Mara

said.
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Pip asked, 'What if your magic comes back? Will you leave?'

Alden smiled. 'My wand works again,' he said, 'but magic isn't

the only way. I'll keep practicing carpentry, cooking, and

gardening. They make me happy.' He pulled out his wand and

pointed it at a wilting plant. A small raincloud appeared. 'But

magic can help too,' he added with a grin. Pip giggled.
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And so Sorcerer Alden stayed in Brookhollow. He used magic

sometimes, but his hands were just as busy. He learned that

kindness, hard work, and new skills are their own kind of

magic. The bridge still stands, strong and true. And if you visit,

you might see a tall, lanky sorcerer with a patched robe,

planting seeds beside a red-haired child, laughing in the sun.
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