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In the green valley of Bramblewood, an old windmill stood on a

hill. Its wooden blades were still all day, but every evening,

even when the air was calm, they began to turn. Daniel often

watched from his window, his dark brown eyes wide with

wonder. He was a small, wiry boy with messy black hair and a

mustard yellow sweater. He always carried a canvas satchel,

ready for adventure.
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One evening, Daniel climbed the hill to the windmill. He

pushed open the creaky door and tiptoed inside. The air was

full of soft, swirling sounds, like tiny voices. Daniel stood very

still and listened. 'Happy birthday, dear Anna,' whispered one

voice. 'The apples are ripe,' said another. Daniel's heart beat

fast. The windmill was catching whispers from far away!
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Old Tomas, the windmill keeper, found Daniel inside. He wore

a brown cardigan and a flat cap, and he leaned on a wooden

walking stick. 'You can hear them, can't you?' he said with a

smile. 'The windmill collects whispers carried by the wind.

Some bring happy news, but some ask for help. Only a careful

listener can understand them.' Daniel nodded, his small scar

crinkling as he grinned.
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That night, Daniel returned to the windmill with his best friend

Mira. She was tall for her age, with deep brown skin and two

thick braids. Her green raincoat swished as she walked.

'Listen!' Daniel said. They heard laughter, a song, and then a

shaky voice: 'Lost in the woods... near the big oak... please

help.' Mira's warm hazel eyes grew wide. 'Someone needs us,'

she said.
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Daniel and Mira listened again and again. The whispers came

in pieces: 'I am a traveler... my map blew away... I see a tall

oak with a crooked branch...' Daniel pulled out a notebook

from his satchel and wrote down every clue. 'The big oak is

near the river,' said Mira, unrolling a map from her pocket. 'We

can find it.' They decided to rescue the lost traveler at sunrise.
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At dawn, Daniel and Mira met by the old oak tree. Pip, Daniel's

sparrow, fluttered down from a branch. He had soft brown and

cream feathers, a white feather on his left wing, and a tiny

silver bell on a red string. 'Pip can scout ahead,' said Daniel.

'He's nosy but loyal.' Mira packed supplies: a rope, a lantern,

and some bread. 'Let's go!' she said, and they marched into the

woods.
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The forest was thick with ferns and tall trees. Pip flew from

branch to branch, his bell jingling. 'Cheep! Cheep!' he called,

leading the way. Daniel listened for more whispers, but the

wind was quiet. 'Do you think we'll find the traveler?' Mira

asked. 'We have to try,' said Daniel. 'Listening means nothing if

we don't act.' They walked on, following Pip's cheerful chirps.
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Soon they reached a clearing. In the middle stood a huge oak

with a crooked branch. 'This is the place!' said Daniel. But

there was no traveler in sight. Then Pip darted to a hollow in

the tree and chirped loudly. Inside, they found a small,

crumpled note. 'I am stuck in the ravine beyond the oak.

Please help!' Daniel looked at Mira. 'The ravine is just ahead,'

she said. 'Let's hurry.'
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They found the ravine, a steep dip in the ground with rocky

sides. At the bottom, a young traveler sat with a twisted ankle.

'Hello!' Daniel called. 'We heard your whisper!' The traveler

looked up, surprised and relieved. 'I didn't think anyone could

hear me,' she said. 'My name is Lila, and I lost my map and

fell.' Mira unrolled her map. 'We'll get you out,' she said.
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Mira tied the rope to a sturdy tree and tossed it down. Daniel

climbed down carefully, his red sneakers slipping on loose

stones. 'Take my hand,' he said. Lila grabbed the rope, and

Daniel helped her up while Mira pulled. Pip flew around them,

chirping encouragement. At last, Lila stood safely on the top.

'Thank you!' she said. 'You listened when no one else did.'

Daniel smiled. 'The windmill helped,' he said.
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Back at the windmill, Old Tomas was waiting. He made hot

cocoa, and they all sat around the warm stove. 'The windmill's

whispers are a gift,' said Tomas. 'But it takes a kind heart to

turn them into help.' Lila told them she was visiting her

grandmother and had taken a wrong turn. 'I'll be more careful

with my map,' she said. They all laughed, and Pip rang his

little bell.
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That evening, the windmill turned again. Daniel listened and

heard new whispers: 'Thank you for finding Lila,' and 'The

windmill has a good friend.' He felt warm inside. Mira smiled

her dimpled smile. 'We make a good team,' she said. 'Yes,' said

Daniel. 'And Pip too.' Pip puffed out his chest and chirped

proudly. The windmill's blades spun gently in the twilight.
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The next day, Lila came back with a basket of apples for Daniel

and Mira. 'These are from my grandmother's tree,' she said.

'She wants to thank you for helping me.' Daniel's dark brown

eyes sparkled. 'You're welcome,' he said. 'I'm glad we could

help.' They shared the apples with Old Tomas, who told them

stories of other whispers the windmill had caught over the

years.
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From then on, Daniel visited the windmill every evening. He

listened carefully, writing down whispers in his notebook.

Sometimes he heard happy news, like a new baby or a winning

goal. Other times, he heard requests for help. Each time, he

gathered his friends and followed the clues. Word spread that

Daniel could hear the windmill's whispers, and people came to

him for help.
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One evening, Old Tomas gave Daniel a small silver key. 'This

opens the windmill's door,' he said. 'You are the new keeper of

whispers.' Daniel held the key tightly. 'I'll listen carefully,' he

promised. Mira stood beside him, her green raincoat bright

against the sunset. Pip perched on Daniel's shoulder and rang

his bell. The windmill turned, and its whispers filled the air.
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And so, in the green valley of Bramblewood, the old windmill

kept turning. Daniel learned that listening isn't just about

hearing sounds. It's about understanding what others need.

Whether the whispers brought joy or a call for help, Daniel

was ready. With Mira, Pip, and Old Tomas by his side, he knew

that even the smallest voice could make a big difference. All

you have to do is listen.

16


