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Deep beyond the rolling hills, where the sky turns soft and

golden, there is a forest unlike any other. Every leaf on every

tree is made of beautiful colored glass. Red, blue, green, and

yellow leaves sparkle in the sunlight. When the wind blows,

the glass leaves make gentle music that sounds like tiny bells

and whispering flutes.
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Finn, a curious nine-year-old with warm light-brown skin and

bright hazel-green eyes, loved that forest more than anything.

He had messy chestnut hair, freckles across his nose, and a

quick smile. He wore a mustard-yellow jumper and carried a

small leather satchel for his notebooks. Every day, he hiked

beyond the hills to listen to the glass leaves sing.
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One breezy morning, Finn sat on a mossy stone, writing in his

notebook. The glass leaves chimed softly above him. A small

grey creature with huge round eyes and oversized tufty ears

peeked from a bush. It was Pip, a shy forest creature with a

white chest and a vine collar holding one blue glass bead. Pip

climbed onto Finn's shoulder and chirped happily.
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As they walked deeper, Finn met Elder Willow, a tall guardian

with bark-brown skin and long silver-green hair like hanging

willow strands. Elder Willow wore robes of woven moss and

pale bark, and a crown of tiny clear glass leaves. 'Welcome,

young explorer,' said Elder Willow, amber eyes calm. 'These

glass leaves are fragile. They must be treated with care.'
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Elder Willow explained that the forest guardians watched over

the glass trees. 'Each leaf is delicate,' said Elder Willow,

tapping a long wooden staff gently on the ground. 'When

visitors come, they must not break branches or take souvenirs.

The music lives only when the leaves are whole.' Finn nodded,

promising to help protect the forest.
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Word spread about the beautiful glass forest, and more visitors

arrived. Some were careful, but others were not. A tall woman

named Mara, with deep brown skin and black hair in a thick

braid, broke a branch to take home. 'Just one little souvenir,'

she said cheerfully. But the branch shattered, and the music

around them stopped. Mara looked sorry but didn't know what

to do.
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More careless visitors broke branches, and soon the forest

went silent. The glass leaves no longer sang; they hung still

and dull. Finn's heart sank. 'We must fix this,' he said to Pip.

Pip's big eyes were worried. Elder Willow appeared, looking

sad. 'The forest is hurting,' said Elder Willow. 'We need to

teach visitors how to enjoy the beauty without harm.'
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Finn had an idea. 'Let's build safe pathways through the

forest,' he said. 'Then visitors can walk and admire the leaves

without touching them.' Elder Willow smiled. 'A wise plan,

young explorer.' Together, they gathered smooth stones and

sweet-smelling wood to mark the paths. Pip helped by leading

visitors along the new routes, his tail curling happily.
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Finn and Elder Willow worked all day, laying out pathways that

wound between the glass trees. They placed signs made of soft

bark that read: 'Please look with your eyes, not your hands.'

Pip wore a little vest with a pocket full of blue glass beads to

give to visitors as reminders. By evening, the pathways were

ready, and Finn felt hopeful.
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The next morning, visitors arrived and followed the new paths.

Mara returned, her walking stick in hand. 'I'm sorry I broke

that branch,' she said. 'Can I help?' Finn gave her a blue glass

bead and explained how the leaves were fragile. Mara nodded

and began telling others to stay on the path and admire the

leaves from a distance.
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Slowly, the forest began to heal. The broken places were

tended by the guardians, and new glass leaves grew, small and

delicate. Finn watched as Elder Willow gently touched a new

leaf, and it shimmered. 'The music will return,' said Elder

Willow, 'when the forest feels safe again.' Pip chattered softly,

as if encouraging the trees.
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Then one morning, a soft breeze blew through the forest. The

glass leaves trembled and began to sing. The gentle music

grew, filling the air with tinkling bells and whispering flutes.

Finn laughed with joy. Mara smiled and said, 'I'll never break a

branch again. This is too beautiful to harm.' The forest was

alive with music once more.
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Elder Willow placed a hand on Finn's shoulder. 'You have done

a great thing,' she said. 'You taught visitors to respect nature's

fragile beauty.' Finn beamed. He knew that fragile things

deserve care and respect. Pip curled around his neck, purring.

The forest guardians bowed their heads in thanks, and the

glass leaves sang on.
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From that day on, Finn visited the forest often, always walking

on the safe paths and reminding others to do the same. Mara

became a forest friend, teaching visitors about the glass

leaves. The gentle music never stopped, and the forest stayed

happy. Finn wrote in his notebook: 'Fragile things deserve

protection and respect.'

14



The forest of glass leaves became a place of wonder and

learning. Visitors came from far and wide, not to take

souvenirs, but to listen to the music and enjoy the beauty. Finn

and Pip led the way, and Elder Willow watched over all. The

glass leaves shimmered in the sunlight, singing their gentle

song for everyone to hear.

15



And so, deep beyond the hills, the magic forest remains a

treasure. Its glass leaves chime softly in the wind, and its

guardians keep watch. Finn, the young explorer, learned that

even the smallest act of care can bring music back to the

world. The forest stays happy because fragile things deserve

care and respect.

16


