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Mira raced down the hill, her curly black hair bouncing in two

puffs. She stopped so fast her red boots skidded on the grass.

There, where the clear stream usually ran, a river of golden

caramel flowed slowly, shining like honey in the sun. Mira's

dark brown eyes opened wide, and her freckles seemed to

dance with excitement.
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Mira called her friends, and they came running. Toby, the

smallest, waved his wooden spoon in the air. His green shirt

with the star patch was already dusty from play. The village

children had never seen anything like it. The caramel river

smelled sweet and rich, and the sticky banks glistened.

Everyone cheered and laughed at the delicious surprise.
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The caramel river had appeared overnight, right at the edge of

the village. It bubbled and swirled, filling the air with a sugary

scent. The children dipped their fingers in and tasted the

warm, gooey sweetness. It was the most amazing thing that

had ever happened. They danced along the sticky banks,

careful not to slip.
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Toby was the first to get stuck. He reached down to scoop up a

big handful of caramel, and his hand wouldn't come back up.

'Uh-oh,' he said, pulling and tugging. His round cheeks turned

pink. Mira grabbed his free arm and pulled, but his hand

stayed glued to the sticky bank. 'It's like glue!' Toby cried, half

laughing, half worried.

4



Mira pulled harder, and with a loud pop, Toby's hand came

free. It was covered in sticky caramel. 'We should be more

careful,' Mira said, but Toby just laughed and licked his

fingers. The children played all afternoon, running along the

banks and tasting the sweet river. They didn't notice the small

animals that had come to drink and were now stuck in the goo.
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The next morning, Mira heard a tiny squeak. She followed the

sound and found a small brown rabbit with white-tipped ears.

Its little paws were trapped in the sticky caramel. The rabbit

had a grass collar around its neck. 'Oh, you poor thing!' Mira

cried. She tried to pull, but the caramel held tight. She called

Toby and the others for help.
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Toby brought his wooden spoon, and together they dug around

the rabbit's paws. It took a long time. The rabbit's big dark

eyes watched them, and its pink nose twitched. Finally, they

freed the little creature. It hopped away a few steps, then

turned and wiggled its nose as if to say thank you. Mira named

it Pip.
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More animals got stuck. A squirrel's tail, a bird's feet, even a

small fox's paw. The children freed each one, but it was hard

work, and the caramel was everywhere. Their hands were

sticky, their clothes were sticky, and the animals were

frightened. Mira looked at the river and frowned. 'This isn't

fun anymore,' she said. 'We have to fix this.'
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Toby nodded, his gap-toothed grin gone. 'But how?' he asked.

Mira remembered old Wizard Alder, who lived at the top of the

hill. He was tall and thin, with a long white beard and

twinkling grey eyes. He always knew what to do. 'Let's go ask

the wizard,' Mira said, and the children ran up the hill

together.
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Wizard Alder listened carefully, stroking his long white beard.

His blue robe with silver moons shimmered as he moved. 'Ah,'

he said, 'a caramel river is a tricky thing. It flows where it

shouldn't, and sticks to what it shouldn't.' He picked up his

wooden staff with the amber crystal. 'Magic works best with

care, children. We must guide it back to its natural flow.'
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The wizard led them to the river's source, where it bubbled up

from the ground. 'We need to dig a new channel,' he said, 'so

the caramel can flow away from the village and back

underground.' The children grabbed shovels and dug, their

hands and boots getting sticky. Toby used his wooden spoon to

scoop. Pip the rabbit watched from a safe distance.
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Wizard Alder raised his staff, and the amber crystal glowed.

'Now, push the caramel toward the channel,' he said. The

children worked together, pushing the gooey river with sticks

and boards. Slowly, the caramel began to move. It flowed into

the new channel, away from the sticky banks, and disappeared

into a hole in the ground. The children cheered.
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As the caramel drained away, the old stream bed appeared,

and fresh water began to trickle. The sticky banks turned soft

and muddy again. The animals came back to drink, and Pip

hopped over to the children, wiggling its nose. 'We did it!' Mira

said, her red boots muddy but her heart light. Wizard Alder

smiled. 'You learned that excitement should not replace

responsibility.'
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The children promised to take care of the stream. They

cleaned up the leftover caramel and planted flowers along the

banks. Toby kept his wooden spoon as a reminder to be

patient. Mira tied a new grass collar for Pip, who had become

their friend. The village was peaceful again, and the stream

ran clear and cool.
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That evening, the children sat by the stream, watching the

water flow. 'I'm glad the caramel is gone,' Toby said, and

everyone agreed. Mira looked at her friends and smiled. 'We

had fun, but we forgot to be careful,' she said. 'Next time, we'll

remember.' The stream gurgled softly, as if it agreed.
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Wizard Alder visited them one last time. 'You did well,' he said,

his grey eyes twinkling. 'Remember, magic is not just spells

and sweets. It is caring for others and the world around you.'

The children nodded. They knew now that the best adventures

are the ones where everyone is safe and happy. And the

caramel river became a story they would never forget.
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