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Emma lived in a small village where the streets were cobbled

and the gardens were full of flowers. She was nine years old,

with warm light-brown skin and wavy auburn hair in two loose

braids. Her bright green eyes missed nothing, and a scattering

of freckles danced across her nose. She loved exploring every

corner of her village.
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One misty morning, Emma pulled on her mustard-yellow

raincoat, rolled up her jeans, and slipped into her red rubber

boots. In her pocket, she carried a small notebook and pencil.

She liked to write down the things she noticed. As she walked

past the old well at the edge of the square, she heard

something strange.
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It was music! Soft and sweet, like wind chimes far away. Emma

stopped and listened. The music seemed to come from inside

the well. But the well had been unused for years. Its stone

walls were mossy, and a wooden cover kept leaves out.

Emma's heart beat fast. She had to find out where the music

came from.
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Emma hurried to her grandfather's cottage. He was tall and

slightly stooped, with thick silver hair and a neat grey

moustache. Round spectacles hung on a cord around his neck.

He was a retired carpenter and the village's history keeper.

Emma burst in, saying, 'Grandfather, the well is singing!' He

smiled and reached for his old brass lantern.
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Grandfather put on his faded green cardigan and brown

corduroy trousers. 'Let's go and listen,' he said. At the well,

they stood quietly. The music floated up again, gentle and

mysterious. Grandfather's deep brown eyes crinkled with

wonder. 'I've never heard that before,' he whispered. 'We must

find out what's making it.'
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Back at home, Grandfather opened a dusty wooden chest.

Inside were old maps, letters, and a leather-bound journal.

'These belonged to the village founders,' he said. Emma

opened the journal carefully. Its pages were yellow and

cracked. One page had a drawing of the well with strange

pipes around it. 'Look!' she cried. 'This must be the secret!'
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The journal told of musicians who lived long ago. They built a

hidden room under the well. They placed stone pipes in the

walls, each pipe a different length. When the wind blew

through the pipes, it made music. The musicians wanted to

share their songs with the village forever. Emma's eyes grew

wide. 'So the well isn't just a well!'
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Emma and Grandfather decided to explore the well.

Grandfather brought his brass lantern and a rope. Emma

brought her notebook to draw what they found. The well had a

narrow opening, but the wooden cover lifted easily.

Grandfather shone the lantern down. 'There's a passage,' he

said. 'Let's go carefully.'
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They climbed down the old stone steps. The air was cool and

smelled of earth. Soon they stood in a small room. Stone pipes

of all sizes lined the walls. The wind whispered through them,

making soft, flutey sounds. Emma sketched the pipes in her

notebook. 'This is the secret room,' she breathed. 'It's like a

music box built of stone!'
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Grandfather examined the pipes. 'These are carefully

arranged,' he said. 'Each one makes a different note. The

musicians must have been very clever.' Emma ran her fingers

along a pipe. 'We have to protect this place,' she said. 'But

how? The well is old and falling apart.' Grandfather nodded.

'We need a plan.'
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Emma had an idea. 'We could turn the well into a musical

landmark!' she said. 'We can fix the pipes, clean the room, and

let people come and listen.' Grandfather smiled. 'That's a

wonderful idea,' he said. 'But we need help. Let's talk to Mayor

Hale.' Emma nodded, her braids bouncing. She couldn't wait

to get started.
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Mayor Hale was a broad-shouldered man with short dark-

brown hair and a navy-blue blazer. He held a clipboard under

one arm. When Emma told him about the secret room, he

looked doubtful. 'That old well?' he said. 'It's just a landmark.

Why fix it?' Emma showed him her drawings and explained the

music. 'It's history!' she said.
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Mayor Hale listened carefully. He looked at Emma's drawings

and at Grandfather's journal. 'This is remarkable,' he said at

last. 'I had no idea the well held such a secret. I'm sorry I

doubted you, Emma.' He smiled and wrote on his clipboard.

'I'll approve your project. Let's make the well a special musical

landmark for everyone.'

13



With the mayor's help, the village came together. People

cleaned the stone walls and repaired the pipes. Grandfather

fixed the wooden cover so it opened safely. Emma made a sign

that said 'The Singing Well' and drew pictures of the pipes.

Everyone worked hard, and the well began to shine. The music

grew clearer every day.
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On the day of the opening, the whole village gathered. Emma

stood by the well with Grandfather and Mayor Hale. The wind

blew, and the stone pipes sang a beautiful tune. Everyone

clapped and cheered. Emma felt proud. 'Old places often hold

valuable history,' she said. 'We just have to listen.'
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From that day on, the well was never lonely. People came to

listen to its music and learn about the musicians who built the

secret room. Emma often sat by the well with her notebook,

writing new stories. Grandfather brought his lantern and told

tales of long ago. The Singing Well had become the heart of

the village.
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