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The Fairy Bell

Yavuz DEMIRKIRAN



Lily skipped along the forest path, her red rubber boots
splashing in puddles. Her yellow raincoat swished with every
step, and her canvas satchel bounced on her shoulder.
Freckles danced across her nose as she smiled. Today felt like
a day for treasures. She loved finding secret things in the
woods, and the stream ahead promised adventure.
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Beside the bubbling stream, something sparkled in the mud.
Lily knelt down and gasped. A tiny silver bell, no bigger than
her thumb, lay half-buried in the soft earth. She wiped it clean
on her dress. It shone like a little moon. A tiny handle let it
hang from a ribbon. Lily's hazel-green eyes widened with

wonder.




She gave the bell a gentle ring. Ting-a-ling! A shimmer of light
swirled above the water. There, fluttering on translucent
wings, was a fairy the size of a sparrow. Her mint-green petal
dress sparkled with dew-drop beads, and a crown of tiny white
flowers sat on her silver-white hair. 'Hello, Lily,' the fairy said

softly.




Lily's mouth fell open. 'How do you know my name?' she
asked. The fairy laughed, a sound like tiny chimes. 'The bell
tells me. I am here to grant you a small favor. What would you
like?' Lily thought hard. 'Can you make my jump rope spin
faster?' she asked. The fairy waved her hand, and the bell
glowed warmly.




Back home, Lily's jump rope spun so fast it hummed. She
jumped and jumped until her cheeks were pink. 'This is the
best bell ever!' she cried. The next day, she rang it again. 'l
want a pocket full of strawberry sweets!' The fairy appeared

and smiled, and Lily's satchel filled with sweets. She shared
none, eating them all herself.




Lily began ringing the bell for everything. She asked for a
bigger bubble wand, a kite that flew higher, and a hat that
made her friends laugh. Each time, the fairy granted her wish
with a gentle smile. But Lily noticed the fairy seemed a little
quieter, and the bell's glow was a little dimmer. She didn't
think much of it.




One afternoon, dark clouds rolled over the forest. Thunder
rumbled in the distance, and the wind shook the trees. Lily
pulled her raincoat tight and hurried along the path. She
heard a frightened bleat near the old oak tree. Something was
in trouble. She ran toward the sound, her red boots slipping on
the wet leaves.




Under the oak, a young deer was trapped. Fallen branches had
tangled around its thin legs, and a braided vine collar was
caught tight. The fawn's soft reddish-brown coat was soaked,
and its white spots looked like tiny puddles. Its large dark eyes
were wide with fear. It tried to stand but could not move.
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'‘Don't worry, little one,' Lily said softly. She pulled at the
branches, but they were too heavy and tangled. The wind
howled, and the rain poured down. Lily's heart pounded. She
couldn't free the deer alone. Then she remembered the silver
bell in her satchel. She pulled it out, her hands trembling.
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Lily rang the bell with all her might. Ting-a-ling! The fairy
appeared in a flash of light, her wings shimmering. 'Please
help!" Lily cried. 'The deer is trapped!' The fairy looked at the
frightened fawn and nodded. 'The bell's magic grows stronger
when used to help someone in need,' she said. 'Watch.'
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The fairy waved her hand, and golden sparkles floated down.
The branches lifted gently, and the vine collar loosened. The
young deer scrambled free and stood on shaky legs. It nuzzled
Lily's hand, its dark eyes full of thanks. The fairy smiled. 'You
used the bell for others, Lily. That is its true purpose.' Lily felt
warmth spread through her chest.
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The fairy explained, 'The silver bell was made to help those in
need. When you ring it for kindness, its magic grows. But
when you ring it only for yourself, the magic fades.' Lily looked
at the bell. It now glowed brighter than ever. 'I'm sorry,' she
said. 'I didn't understand.' The fairy patted her hand. 'Now you
do.'




The storm passed, and the sun peeked through the clouds. The
young deer nuzzled Lily again, then bounded off into the
forest. Lily watched it go. The fairy hovered beside her. 'You
have a kind heart, Lily. Keep using the bell to help others, and
it will never lose its light.' Lily nodded, holding the bell close.
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From that day on, Lily carried the silver bell everywhere. She
used it to help a lost rabbit find its home, to mend a bird's
nest, and to guide a turtle back to the pond. Each time, the
fairy appeared, and the bell sparkled. Lily became known in
the forest as the girl with the kind heart.
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One evening, the fairy visited Lily by the stream. 'You have
helped so many,' she said. 'The bell's magic is stronger than
ever.' Lily smiled. 'Helping others makes me feel happier than
any treat ever did,' she said. The fairy nodded. 'That is the

greatest magic of all.’




Lily wore the silver bell on a ribbon around her neck. Its gentle
ring reminded her of the fairy's words. She learned that
kindness and helping others are more rewarding than seeking
attention. The forest seemed brighter, and Lily's heart felt full.
She knew she would always use the bell to help those in need.
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