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In a green valley, there was a village with seven tall chimneys.

Each chimney could make special weather. One made gentle

rain, one sent warm breezes, and one brought cool mist. The

other four made sunshine, fog, snowflakes, and soft clouds.

Everyone called it the Village of Seven Chimneys. The villagers

loved their weather magic, but they often forgot to share it

fairly.
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Clara was nine years old, with curly black hair in two short

puffs and bright hazel eyes. She wore a mustard-yellow dress

with patch pockets and a red knitted cardigan. Her scuffed

brown boots tapped as she walked. Clara was curious and fair-

minded. She noticed that the weather changed too often. 'We

need a plan,' she said. 'The chimneys need a turn-taking

schedule.'
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Grandpa Ollie was the village weather keeper. He was tall and

stooped, with a thick white moustache and deep smile lines.

He wore a green wool vest and round spectacles. He carried a

long wooden weather stick. 'Each chimney has its own job,' he

said. 'But folks keep arguing about which weather is best.

That's the trouble.' Clara nodded. 'Then let's fix it,' she said.
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Every morning, the villagers shouted their wishes. 'We need

rain for the crops!' called Mrs. Bramble. She wore a denim

apron and a straw hat with a red ribbon. 'No, we want

sunshine for the picnic!' said the baker. 'Cool mist is best for

napping,' said the tailor. The chimneys puffed and puffed,

trying to please everyone at once. But the weather turned

messy and mixed.
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One day, the chimneys made a terrible jumble. Rain fell while

the sun shone. Warm breezes blew snowflakes sideways. Cool

mist covered the gardens, and fog rolled through the square.

Everyone bumped into each other. 'This is a muddle!' cried

Grandpa Ollie, waving his weather stick. Clara's little goat,

Pip, bleated and hid behind her. The village needed help, and

fast.
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Pip was a young goat with fluffy cream fur and one small horn.

He had a black patch over one eye and floppy ears. His blue

collar jingled with a brass bell. Pip followed Clara everywhere.

When the weather went wrong, he bleated loudly. 'Pip says the

animals need shade and calm,' Clara said. 'And the farmers

need rain. And families need sunshine. So let's share!'
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Clara sat on a low stone wall and drew a chart with her pencil.

She made seven boxes, one for each chimney. 'We can take

turns,' she said. 'Each chimney gets a special time. Then

everyone gets the weather they need.' Grandpa Ollie grumbled

at first. 'Routine is best,' he said. But Clara's bright eyes and

patient smile made him think again.
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Mrs. Bramble crossed her strong arms. 'I want rain first,' she

said. 'My crops are thirsty!' The baker shouted, 'Sunshine

first!' The tailor said, 'Mist first!' Everyone argued at once.

Clara raised her hand. 'Let's list what each group needs,' she

said. 'Then we can make a fair schedule.' The villagers quieted

down and listened.
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Clara talked to the farmers, the animals, and the families.

'Farmers need gentle rain in the morning,' she said. 'Animals

need cool mist and shade at noon. Families need warm

sunshine in the afternoon.' She drew little pictures on her

chart. Grandpa Ollie nodded slowly. 'That could work,' he said.

'But who will keep the schedule?' 'We all will,' said Clara.

'Together.'
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The villagers looked at Clara's chart. It had seven boxes with

times and pictures. 'Each chimney takes a turn,' she explained.

'No one gets left out.' Mrs. Bramble studied the chart. 'Rain in

the morning is good for my beans,' she said. 'And sunshine in

the afternoon for the children.' She smiled. 'I'll agree to that.'

The others nodded too.
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Grandpa Ollie raised his wooden weather stick. 'I know each

chimney's ways,' he said. 'I'll help you keep time.' He showed

Clara how to tap the stick three times to start a chimney. 'Tap,

tap, tap,' went the stick. The first chimney puffed gentle rain.

The farmers cheered. The second sent warm breezes. The

third made cool mist. Everyone watched in wonder.
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But Pip the goat got startled by the mist. He bleated and ran in

circles. 'Pip needs calm and shade,' Clara said. So they moved

the animals to a shady meadow during mist time. Pip settled

down and nibbled grass. The villagers saw that the schedule

worked best when they thought of everyone. 'Taking turns is

fair,' said Grandpa Ollie. 'And kind, too.'
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As days passed, the village found its rhythm. Morning rain

watered the crops. Noon mist cooled the animals. Afternoon

sunshine warmed the families. Evening breezes dried the

laundry. Night fog tucked everyone in. The seven chimneys

puffed happily, each in its own time. The villagers stopped

arguing. They even started helping each other. Clara's chart

hung on the village hall wall.
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One afternoon, a traveler asked, 'How did you fix your

weather?' Mrs. Bramble laughed. 'We didn't fix it,' she said.

'We shared it.' Grandpa Ollie nodded. 'Clara showed us that

fair turns make everyone happy.' Pip bleated in agreement.

The traveler looked at the seven chimneys and smiled. 'What a

clever village,' she said. 'I wish my town had a Clara.'
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That evening, the whole village had a picnic under warm

sunshine. Clara wore her mustard dress and red cardigan. Her

striped scarf fluttered in a gentle breeze. Grandpa Ollie raised

his weather stick. 'To fair turns and happy weather!' he said.

Everyone cheered. Pip wore a little flower behind his ear. The

seven chimneys puffed softly, making the happiest weather of

all.
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And so the Village of Seven Chimneys learned a lesson. Shared

resources work best when everyone cooperates and takes

turns. The farmers got their rain, the animals got shade, and

the families got sunshine. Clara's chart stayed on the wall, a

reminder of kindness and teamwork. And whenever a new

problem came, the villagers remembered: talk, listen, and

share. Then everyone gets a turn.
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