


The Little Glassmaker

Yavuz DEMİRKIRAN



In a little village with one winding street, there stood a library

made of old grey stone. Ella visited every sunny morning, not

just for the books, but for the tall window above the door.

When sunlight poured through, the glass burst into reds,

blues, yellows, and greens. Ella thought it was the most

magical thing she had ever seen.
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Ella was eight years old, with curly black hair in two puffs tied

with ribbons. She wore a mustard-yellow jumper over a striped

shirt and blue overalls. Her big dark brown eyes sparkled as

she watched the colors dance across the library floor. 'How

does the window do that?' she wondered aloud, her round

cheeks glowing with curiosity.
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Grandpa Sol was the village glassmaker. He had short white

hair and a neat white beard, and he wore round spectacles.

His long, thin fingers were always busy cutting and fitting

pieces of glass. Ella asked him, 'Can you teach me to make a

window like the library's?' Grandpa Sol smiled, his grey eyes

twinkling. 'It takes patience,' he said, 'but yes.'
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The next day, Ella tied on a green apron in Grandpa Sol's

workshop. The workshop was full of glass in every color,

stacked in neat piles. Pip, her ginger cat with white paws,

padded in and sat on a sunny windowsill. Grandpa Sol showed

Ella how to hold the glass cutter safely. 'First, we practice on

small pieces,' he said.
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Grandpa Sol drew a straight line on a piece of scrap glass.

'Press gently and roll the cutter along,' he explained. Ella

tried, but the glass snapped in the wrong place. 'Oops!' she

said. Grandpa Sol patted her shoulder. 'That happens to

everyone. Try again.' Ella took a deep breath and tried once

more, and this time the cut was clean.
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Ella practiced cutting glass every afternoon. Some days the

pieces broke, and some days they came out just right. Pip

chased the little curls of glass that fell to the floor. 'Glass is

like a puzzle,' Grandpa Sol said. 'You must cut each piece to

fit.' Ella learned to be careful and patient, and slowly her cuts

became straighter and surer.
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One day, Grandpa Sol showed Ella how to fit the pieces

together with lead strips. 'This is called leading,' he said. 'It

holds the glass in place.' Ella watched his long fingers press

the lead around each piece. Then she tried, but her lead line

wobbled. 'It's not easy,' she sighed. 'No,' said Grandpa Sol, 'but

you're getting better.'
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Ella wanted to make a window for the library. She drew a

design on paper: a big sun, a tree, and a bird. Grandpa Sol

looked at it and nodded. 'That's a fine design,' he said. 'Now

we choose the colors.' Ella picked bright yellow for the sun,

green for the tree, and blue for the bird. Pip batted at a red

piece and Ella laughed.

8



Cutting all the pieces took many days. Ella's hands grew tired,

and sometimes she made mistakes. Once she cut a green leaf

too small. 'Now it won't fit,' she said sadly. 'Then we cut

another,' said Grandpa Sol. 'Patience, little one.' Ella cut a new

leaf, and it fit perfectly. She learned that trying again was part

of the craft.
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At last, all the pieces were ready. Ella and Grandpa Sol laid

them out on the workbench like a colorful puzzle. Ella held her

breath as they fitted each piece into the lead frame. Some

pieces needed trimming, and some needed gentle tapping. Pip

watched from a high shelf, his bent ear twitching. Slowly, the

window began to take shape.
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When the last piece was in place, Grandpa Sol helped Ella

carry the window to the library. They climbed a ladder and set

it into the empty frame above the door. Ella's heart thumped

with excitement. 'Will it work?' she whispered. Grandpa Sol

smiled. 'Let's wait for the sun.' They stepped back and looked

up at the beautiful window.
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The sun came out from behind a cloud and shone through the

glass. Suddenly, colors danced across the library floor: a

yellow sun, a green tree, a blue bird. Ella gasped. 'It's magic!'

she cried. Children gathered around, pointing and laughing.

Pip chased the colored lights, his bell jingling. Grandpa Sol put

his arm around Ella. 'You did it,' he said.
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The library was filled with joy. The colorful window told stories

to everyone who came in. Sometimes the sun made the bird

look like it was flying. Sometimes the tree's leaves sparkled

like emeralds. Ella sat on the floor and watched the colors

move. She felt proud and happy. 'Good craft takes time,' she

said softly. 'And patience,' said Grandpa Sol.
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From that day on, Ella visited the library every sunny morning.

She loved to see the colors dance across the books and the

floor. Pip napped in the warm patches of light, his ginger fur

glowing. Ella knew that her window would bring joy for many

years. And she knew that with patience, she could make

beautiful things.
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Ella kept practicing in Grandpa Sol's workshop. She made

small windows for her friends and family. Each one took time

and care. Sometimes she made mistakes, but she always tried

again. Grandpa Sol watched her with pride. 'You've become a

true glassmaker,' he said. Ella smiled, her gap-toothed grin

wide. She knew that patience was the key to everything.
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And so the village library had a window that told stories in

color. When the sun shone, bright reds, blues, and yellows

danced across the room. Ella learned that good things take

time and that trying again is part of the craft. She learned that

patience makes beautiful things happen. And she knew that

her colorful window would fill the library with joy forever.
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