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Keeper

Yavuz DEMIRKIRAN



Oliver woke up on a bright Tuesday morning and saw
something wonderful. Colorful ribbons floated in the air,
connecting people everywhere! Some ribbons glowed like
sunshine, while others were faint and thin. Oliver rubbed his
big hazel eyes and stared. "Where did all these ribbons come
from?" he whispered. He jumped out of bed, pulled on his
yellow knitted sweater, and grabbed his small leather satchel.
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Oliver ran outside and saw ribbons linking everyone in the
village. A strong, glowing ribbon connected his mother to her
best friend. Another bright ribbon tied the baker to his
customers. But some ribbons were faded and grey, barely
visible. Oliver watched a thin ribbon between two neighbors
flicker like a dying candle. "Those must be promises," he
thought. "Strong promises glow, and forgotten ones fade
away."




At breakfast, Oliver told his grandma, Ruth, about the ribbons.
She smiled gently, her grey eyes twinkling behind her wire-
rimmed glasses. "Promises are like ribbons, Oliver," she said.
“When people keep them, the ribbons shine bright. When they
forget, the ribbons fade." She tied a blue ribbon to her walking
cane. "I promised your grandpa I'd always wear this. I keep my
promise, and my ribbon glows."
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Oliver decided to use his gift to help. He skipped through the
village, watching ribbons shimmer and sway. Then he noticed
something worrying. Near the bakery, a once-bright ribbon
was fading fast. It connected Mr. Penn, the baker, to someone
far away. Mr. Penn's round face looked tired as he dusted flour
from his apron. Oliver wondered what promise had been
forgotten.




Oliver walked into the bakery, and the warm smell of bread
filled his nose. Mr. Penn was kneading dough, his thick
eyebrows furrowed. "Hello, young Oliver," he said gruffly.
Oliver pointed at the fading ribbon. "Mr. Penn, did you make a
promise to someone?" Mr. Penn stopped kneading. "I promised
my brother I'd visit him, but I've been too busy." His voice was
soft. "I miss him."




Oliver's best friend, Mira, burst into the bakery. Her black hair
bounced in two puffy buns, and her gap-toothed smile was
wide. "Oliver! Come play!" she called. But Oliver saw a faint
ribbon trailing from Mira's wrist. "Mira, did you promise
something?" he asked. Mira's smile faded. "I promised to help
feed the chickens today, but I forgot." She looked down at her
mismatched socks.




Oliver took Mira's hand. "It's okay. We can fix it!" They hurried
to the chicken coop. Mira scattered feed, and the chickens
clucked happily. As she kept her promise, her ribbon began to
glow again, bright orange like her hair ribbons. "Wow!" Mira
gasped. "I feel better too." Oliver grinned. "Keeping promises
makes the ribbon strong—and it makes you feel good inside."
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Next, Oliver visited Grandma Ruth. He told her about Mr. Penn
and Mira. "Sometimes promises are hard to keep," Grandma
said, adjusting her pearl buttons. "But if you can't keep a
promise, you must be honest and kind. Changing a promise
isn't bad if you do it with love." Oliver thought about that. "So
it's okay to change a promise?" Grandma nodded. "As long as
you talk about it honestly."



Oliver returned to the bakery. Mr. Penn was staring at the
faded ribbon. "I don't know how to fix this," he said. Oliver
remembered Grandma's words. "Maybe you can call your
brother and explain," he suggested. "You can make a new
promise together." Mr. Penn's eyes lit up. He picked up the
phone and dialed. Oliver watched the ribbon flicker as Mr.
Penn spoke.




Mr. Penn's voice was warm as he talked to his brother. "I'm
sorry I haven't visited. Let's plan a day next week." When he
hung up, the ribbon glowed brighter than before—a beautiful
golden color. "Thank you, Oliver," Mr. Penn said, his round face
beaming. "I feel so much better." Oliver's heart swelled. He
saw other ribbons around the village start to shine again, too.
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Oliver and Mira walked home together. "You helped Mr. Penn
and me," Mira said. "But what about all the other fading
ribbons?" Oliver looked around. He saw a thin ribbon between
two friends who had argued. "We can remind people to keep
their promises," he said. "And if they can't, we can help them
change promises kindly." Mira nodded. "Let's do it together!"
They linked pinkies, making a promise of their own.
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That evening, Oliver sat with Grandma Ruth. "I learned
something today," he said. "Promises are like ribbons. When
we keep them, they glow. When we forget, they fade. But we
can always fix them by being honest and kind." Grandma
smiled and hugged him. "You're a little promise keeper,
Oliver." She tied a new ribbon around his wrist. "This is for you
—for helping our village."




The next morning, Oliver woke up and saw ribbons
everywhere—bright and strong. Mr. Penn's ribbon glowed as
he waved to his brother on a video call. Mira's ribbon sparkled
as she fed the chickens without being reminded. Even the
ribbon between the arguing friends was mending. Oliver's own
ribbon shimmered, connecting him to Grandma Ruth. The
village felt warmer and closer than ever.
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Oliver realized that keeping promises builds trust. When
people keep their word, they show they care. And when
promises are hard to keep, changing them honestly and with
kindness keeps the ribbon strong. He looked at his satchel,
filled with ribbon memories. "I'll always try to be a good
promise keeper," he said. And the ribbons around him glowed
even brighter, as if they heard him.
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From that day on, Oliver helped his neighbors remember their
promises. He became known as the Little Promise Keeper.
Whenever a ribbon started to fade, someone would say, "Let's
ask Oliver!" And Oliver would come with his kind heart and his
satchel, ready to help. The village ribbons never faded for
long, because everyone learned to talk honestly and keep their
promises with love.
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And so, the village shone with colorful ribbons of trust and
friendship. Oliver learned that promises are precious gifts we
give each other. They connect us and make us strong. Whether
kept or kindly changed, promises woven with honesty and
kindness will always glow bright. And that is the best gift of
all.




