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The Caravan of Lost
Things

Yavuz DEMIRKIRAN



Every spring, the village of Willowmere buzzed with
excitement. Down the dusty road came a caravan the size of a
cottage, painted in faded rainbow colors. Its round window-
eyes glowed amber, and tiny bells sang on strings. Lucy, a
small girl in a yellow raincoat, watched from her gate, her
hazel eyes wide. She had waited all year for this day.
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Mrs. Wren stepped down from the caravan, her patchwork
coat flapping in the breeze. She was tall and stooped, with
silver curls and kind crinkled eyes behind round spectacles. A
small grey mouse named Pip rode on her shoulder, his red
ribbon bright. 'Welcome!' called Mrs. Wren. 'We have many
lost things to return.' Lucy rushed forward. 'Can I help?'
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Inside the caravan, drawers opened like wings, revealing
hundreds of objects: a single mitten, a brass key, a doll's
teacup. Mrs. Wren opened her leather ledger, where she
recorded each object's story. 'Everything here has a tale,' she
said. Pip twitched his pink nose and scampered onto Lucy's
shoulder. 'Pip will help you sniff out the owners,' Mrs. Wren
smiled. 'Shall we begin?'




Lucy's first delivery was a red scarf with a torn fringe. Pip
squeaked and pointed toward old Mr. Grumble's cottage. The
scarf had been a gift from his friend, but they had argued and
lost touch. Lucy knocked on the door. '‘Mr. Grumble, I found
this!" His eyes lit up. 'My scarf! And it reminds me to say
sorry.' He hurried off to visit his friend.
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Next, Lucy delivered a chipped blue marble to a young boy
named Sam. 'I lost this the day my grandpa moved away,' Sam
said. 'He gave it to me.' Lucy told him the story from Mrs.
Wren's ledger: the marble had rolled into a drain, and a
neighbor had found it and brought it to the caravan. Sam
smiled. 'Now I can remember him every day.'
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A tarnished locket came next. Pip led Lucy to a house where
two sisters lived. They hadn't spoken in years. The locket held
a tiny photo of their mother. 'We both thought the other had
lost it," one sister whispered. Lucy watched them hug, tears in

their eyes. 'Thank you,' they said. 'You've brought us back
together.'




Lucy began to love her deliveries. Each object mended a little
piece of the village. She returned a lost recipe book to a baker,
who baked a cake for the whole street. She gave back a
garden trowel to a neighbor who had lent it and forgotten.
People started waving at Lucy, and Pip rode proudly on her
shoulder.



One afternoon, Lucy found a small wooden boat in the
caravan. It had a tiny sail and a name carved on the side:
‘Wren.' She showed it to Mrs. Wren, who sighed. 'That was
mine,' she said. 'I lost it when I was a girl, and I never found it
again.' Lucy's eyes widened. 'But how did it get back to you?'
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Mrs. Wren smiled mysteriously. 'The caravan has its own
ways.' She explained that the caravan travels the world,
collecting lost things and keeping their stories safe. 'But why?"
Lucy asked. 'Because every lost thing is a thread,' Mrs. Wren
said. 'When we return it, we stitch people back together.' Lucy
thought about the sisters and the baker.
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The last delivery was a small, dusty book of poems. The name
inside was 'Eleanor Wren.' Lucy gasped. 'Mrs. Wren, is this
yours?' Mrs. Wren took the book with trembling hands. 'My
mother's poetry,' she whispered. 'l thought it was gone
forever.' Pip nuzzled her cheek. "Where did it come from?' Lucy
asked.




Mrs. Wren led Lucy to the back of the caravan, where a hidden
door opened. Inside was a tiny room filled with glowing
lanterns. 'Long ago, I was a lonely girl who lost her mother's
book,' Mrs. Wren said. 'A kind woman in a caravan found it
and returned it to me. She said, 'One day, you will do the same
for others.' And so I did."
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Lucy understood. The caravan had been passed down from

keeper to keeper, each one chosen for their kindness. 'The
caravan isn't just a wagon,' Mrs. Wren said. 'It's a promise.
Whenever something is lost, there is always someone to help
find it.' Lucy looked at the glowing window-eyes and felt a
warm glow inside her own heart.
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That evening, the village held a party to thank Mrs. Wren and
Lucy. The sisters brought cake, Mr. Grumble played his fiddle,
and Sam showed everyone his blue marble. Lucy stood with
Pip on her shoulder, wearing her red satchel proudly. "You've
made so many connections,' Mrs. Wren said. 'That's the real
magic of helping.'




As spring turned to summer, the caravan prepared to leave.
Lucy hugged Mrs. Wren tightly. '"Will you come back next

year?' she asked. 'Always,' Mrs. Wren promised. 'And maybe
one day, you'll have a caravan of your own.' Pip gave Lucy a

tiny acorn from his satchel as a goodbye gift. She tucked it into
her pocket.




The caravan rolled away, its bells jingling softly. Lucy watched
until it disappeared over the hill. She touched the acorn in her
pocket and smiled. She had helped return lost things, but she
had also found something: the joy of bringing people together.
From that day on, she always looked for ways to help, knowing
that kindness travels far.
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And every spring, when the caravan returns, Lucy is the first
to greet it. She has her own ledger now, filled with stories of
lost things she has returned. The village has become a place
where neighbors know each other and friendships bloom. For
Lucy learned that helping others is like a circle of kindness—it
always comes back around.




