


The Forgotten Island

Yavuz DEMİRKIRAN



Captain Nora sailed the bright blue sea with her brass

compass swinging on its chain. She had warm brown skin,

curly black hair in a bun, and bright green eyes that sparkled

with curiosity. Every day she searched for new lands and new

stories to tell. Her navy coat with brass buttons flapped in the

salty wind as she steered her ship toward the horizon.
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One morning, Nora spotted a tiny green island on her map.

But when she looked again, it was gone! She checked her

compass and sailed toward where it had been. Suddenly, the

island appeared right in front of her, shimmering like a mirage.

"A magical island!" she whispered. She dropped anchor and

rowed her little boat to the sandy shore.
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On the beach, a glowing turquoise creature the size of a large

cat waited for her. It had big golden eyes, tiny dragonfly wings,

and a seaweed collar with a single pearl. "I'm Pip," it said

shyly, sparkles trailing behind. "Welcome to our island. But

please hurry—we only appear on maps for a few minutes each

day. We are fading away."
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Pip led Nora to a village of cheerful cottages with roofs of

woven reeds. Children played, but their laughter sounded

faint, like an echo. "Our island disappears because nobody

remembers our stories," Pip explained. "The old tales keep us

strong. Without them, we grow weaker every day." Nora's

green eyes grew wide. "Then we must find those stories!" she

declared.
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A boy with messy sandy hair and a gap-toothed grin ran up to

them. "I'm Tobias!" he said, pointing to a bandage on his knee.

"I can help! I know where all the elders live." He blew his

wooden whistle, and Pip's glow brightened a little. "Come on!

Elder Marisol is the oldest and the best storyteller. She lives by

the driftwood arch."
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Elder Marisol sat on a bench, her long silver braid draped over

her sea green shawl. Her amber eyes twinkled with laugh

lines, and she smiled a tooth-missing smile. "So, you've come

to save us?" she asked. Nora nodded. "I want to write down

your stories in my great book." Marisol clapped her weathered

hands. "Then listen well, Captain!"
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Marisol told of the time she raced a glowing sea turtle across

the bay. "I was young and foolish," she chuckled, "but oh, how

the water sparkled!" As she spoke, the cottage walls stopped

flickering. Nora wrote quickly, her pen scratching across the

pages. Pip's turquoise glow grew a little brighter. "Keep

going!" Tobias cheered.
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Next, they visited old Tomas, who carved wooden birds. He

told how he once taught a lost whale to sing again. "The song

echoed through the whole island," he said. Nora wrote every

word. The faded flowers in his garden began to bloom. "The

stories are working!" Pip squealed, his wings buzzing with

excitement.
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They found Grandma Lila, who baked seaweed pies. She

remembered the great storm when everyone worked together

to rebuild the harbor. "We sang all night long," she said. As

Nora wrote, the harbor walls grew solid again. Tobias blew his

whistle, and the island hummed with new energy. "We're

getting stronger!" he shouted.
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Nora's book filled with adventures: a talking dolphin, a hidden

cave of crystals, a festival with dancing lanterns. Each story

made the island glow brighter. Pip now shone like a small sun.

"But we need one more thing," Marisol said. "Our island's

name. It was forgotten long ago. Only a true friend can bring it

back."
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Nora closed her eyes and thought of all the stories she had

heard. She saw the island as it once was—alive with laughter

and song. "I know your name," she whispered. "You are the

Island of Songs!" The moment she said it, the ground trembled

gently. Pip's light exploded into a thousand sparkles. The

island's name was remembered at last.
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Maps all over the world shimmered. The Island of Songs

appeared in bright letters, no longer fading. Sailors cheered in

distant ports. On the island, everyone danced. Marisol hugged

Nora. "You saved us with your kindness and your book," she

said. Tobias blew his whistle, and Pip did a happy loop in the

air.
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Nora stayed for a week, writing more stories. She drew a new

map for the islanders, with their name in big letters. "Now

everyone will know you," she said. Marisol gave her a shell

bracelet. "Keep telling our stories, Captain. That's what keeps

us alive." Nora promised she would.
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When Nora sailed away, the island did not disappear. It stayed

on the map, strong and happy. Pip flew beside her ship for a

while, sparkling. "Come back soon!" he called. Tobias waved

from the beach. Nora waved back, her compass warm against

her chest. She had found the greatest treasure of all: stories

worth remembering.
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Back home, Nora wrote a book called The Island of Songs.

Children everywhere read it and dreamed of visiting. They told

the stories to their friends, and the island grew even stronger.

Marisol's adventures were famous. The island's name

appeared on maps in schools and libraries. Stories, Nora

learned, are like seeds—they grow when shared.
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And so, the Island of Songs never faded again. Its traditions

lived on in every retelling. Captain Nora often visited, her

notebook always ready. She knew that sharing memories keeps

special places alive forever. And whenever someone

remembers a story, somewhere on a sunny sea, an island glows

a little brighter.
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