The Boy Who
Found His Voice

Written by Edward Allan P. Capacite

Chapter 1: Humble Beginning

In a small town, not far from the urban areq, there lived a child
named Carlisle. He lived with his father, EQuard, and his mother,
Vernika. They lived in a small but cozy house. When Carlisle was
born, his parents were overjoyed. They ran around town
announcing that they had given birth to a beautiful baby boy.
Their neighbors cheered for them aond decided that when
Carlisle grew up, he would play with their children, running

around town and making the elders watch with joy.
Eduard was the type of man who was silent, introverted, and

analytical, but with a good heart. He grew up in an environment

where his parents were not supportive at all; however, he
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realized it early in his adulthood and went on to live on his own

before meeting his wife, Vernika.

Vernika, on the other hand, was a small girl who was noisy and
somewhat extroverted, but also with a good heart. Similar to
Eduard, she grew up in an environment where her parents were

strict.

Eduard and Vernika met under similar circumstances. Together,

they agreed to raise Carlisle in a very supportive environment,

as if they wanted to give the kind of parenting they never had.
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After five years, Carlisle grew up to be a small boy with bright
brown eyes. His hair was soft and straight, and his cheeks were
round like little apples. In those five years, his parents realized

something — he could not speak.

Every morning, he wanted to say “Good morning" to his mother,
but no sound came out. He wanted to tell his father “l love you,"
but only air escaped from his lips. When other children ran and

shouted, his mouth stayed closed.
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It wasn't that Carlisle didn't try. He did. He opened his mouth. He
pushed the words up from his chest. He felt them pressing
inside, like birds trapped in a cage. But when they reached his

lips, they stayed silent.

The world around Carlisle was never silent, though.

He heard the clatter of dishes in the kitchen when his mother,
Vernika, made breakfast. He heard the hum of birds up above
the tree outside. He heard other children happily playing

outside. But Carlisle’'s own voice was missing.

Sometimes, he would touch his throat with his small hands, as if
searching for the sound hiding there and sometimes, he would
press his lips together and wondered if the words were just

scared to leave him.

At home, Carlisle liked to draw pictures. He drew trees, rivers,
animals he liked, and smiling suns. He drew cats and dogs with
big eyes and fluffy tails. His parents often said, “Carlisle is very

talented at drawing.”
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One day, Carlisle stepped outside, hoping to join the other kids.
From a distance, he saw a group of children playing together.
Summoning his courage, he skipped toward them, trying to

smile.

One boy turned to him. ‘My name’s Nathan,” he said proudly,

then pointed to the boy next to him.

“‘Me? I'm Morgan,” the second boy replied.

Another child folded her arms. ‘Aren’t you going to ask us?"
Nathan grinned. ‘And how about yours?

‘My name’s Mae. Nice to meet you!” she said brightly.

Then all three of them turned to Carlisle.

“How about you? What's your name?"

Carlisle opened his mouth but nothing came. He stared at the

ground.
“Why doesn't he talk?" one of the kids whispered.

“‘Maybe he's weird,” a girl muttered, loud enough for him to hear.
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Carlisle heard every word. Each whisper felt like a tiny thorn

pressing into his skin.

He wanted to shout, I'm not weird! | just can't speak yet! But his
voice stayed trapped inside him. His chest ached. His eyes

burned with tears he refused to let fall.
So Carlisle stayed quiet.

Later, he walked home alone. Along the way, he watched other
kids chasing each other, running and laughing. A group called

out to him once, “Come on, Carlisle! Play with us!”
He smiled faintly but kept walking.

Sometimes they asked him questions; he only nodded or shook
his head. Eventually, they stopped asking. It was easier for them

to play with kids who could answer back.

One sunny afternoon, after class, the playground was filled with
happy shouts. Carlisle sat beneath the big oak tree, drawing
circles in the dirt with a stick. He pretended they were secret
worlds—places where he could speak freely, places where no

one laughed at him.
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But the real world was not like his pretend world.

That day, a few classmates wandered over and stood in a ring

around him.

“Hey, Carlisle,” one boy said. “Why don't you ever talk?"

Corlisle stared at the dirt.

“Cat got your tongue?" another boy teased. The others giggled.

Carlisle’'s heart sank. He wanted to disappear, to melt into the

ground.

»
|

One boy leaned closer. “Say something! Just one word

Caorlisle’s lips trembled. His mouth opened—but, as always,

nothing came out.
The laughter grew louder.

He dropped his stick and ran, his legs pounding across the
playground. He didn't look back. He didn't want them to see his
tears.

He ran until the playground noise faded behind him. He ran
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until the streets grew quiet. He ran until he reached the edge of

the woods.

The tall trees stretched high into the sky. Their leaves rustled
like whispers. Shadows danced across the ground. The woods

felt deep, dark, and endless.

Carlisle stopped, breathing hard. He looked behind him. No one
had followed.

For the first time all day, it was quiet.

Carlisle wiped his cheeks with the back of his hand. He stepped
into the woods. The air was cool and smelled of pine and earth.
He walked slowly, deeper and deeper, away from the noise, away

from the teasing, away from the pain of being different.
He did not know that something in the woods was watching him.

He did not know that kind, magical eyes were already
waiting—eyes that belonged to creatures who would soon

change his life forever.

© 2025 Smiles Preschool. All Rights Reserved.



Chapter 2: The Playground Table

The next morning, Carlisle woke up with a heavy heart.

Sunlight peeked through his curtains, painting stripes of gold
on the floor. Vernika, his mother, called from the kitchen,
“Breakfast is ready!" Carlisle slipped into his little shoes and

shuffled to the table.

© 2025 Smiles Preschool. All Rights Reserved.



His mother placed a plate of warm pancakes in front of him. “Eat
up, sweetheart,” she said, kissing his forehead. Eduard was fixing
something across the room. He noticed that Carlisle's favorite
toy was broken into pieces, but he figured the domage wasn't

that bad.

“How did your toy get broken?" his father asked, even though he
knew Carlisle couldn't talk.
“Don’'t worry, my child. Let me fix this up for you, alright?" His

father winked at him, smiling.

He wanted to say, “Thank you, Mama. Thank you, Papq,” but as

always, the words stayed locked inside.

Carlisle smiled at his parents. Vernika smiled back gently. She
didn't push him—she never did. She just brushed his hair away
from his face and poured him some milk, along with the cookies

she had baked. Carlisle was grateful for that.
But he knew the day would not stay as gentle as his morning.

At school, children filled the yard. They played with one
another—some played tag, some drew on the ground with sticks,

and others played hide-and-seek. Carlisle went out of the
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building with a biscuit in one hand and a juice box in the other.

Little kids, just like him, pointed at Carlisle.
“‘Isn't that the kid who doesn'’t talk?" said one boy.
“Yeah, he's weird,” said another.

Carlisle heard their words and began sprinting out of the yard.
There, he stumbled upon a teacher who had a stack of papers

in her arms.
“Can’t you see where you're going?" the teacher said.
Carlisle began to tremble—as if he had seen a huge monster.

“Talk to me. Why are you running so fast? You could end up

tripping, you know."

The teacher immediately recognized Carlisle. She realized this
was the boy who couldn't speak—the one who was being bullied

and often ignored by his classmates.

Carlisle began to cry. His trembling hands clenched tighter. The

teacher saw his fear and began comforting him.
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“It's okay, my child. Just don’t run so fast next time,” the teacher

said with a gentle smile.

He looked up at her, tears rolling down his cheeks. He wanted to

say, ‘I'm very sorry, teacher. Thank you for understanding me."
But the teacher still had something more to say.

“‘Run to me if your classmates tease you. I'll handle the situation

for you, okay?"

As soon as he heard that, he began to wail. He hugged the

teacher tightly—and to his surprise, she hugged him back.

‘I know the world is tough for you," she said softly, “but as your

teachers, we will never let anything bad happen to you."

The bell rang. It was time to go home. Carlisle went home alone,
while his classmates walked home with their friends. He
imagined how wonderful it would be to have someone to walk
with—to kick rocks along the way or play at the playground

before going home.

He looked down, saddened by his thoughts.
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As he walked, he passed by the woods. The air began to feel

warm, as if it was bringing some light into the darkness.
“Carlisle, over here."

He looked over his shoulder. Nothing. Maybe it was just his

imagination.

When he got home, he cleaned himself up, changed into clean

clothes, and walked into his room.

‘Is he alright?" his mother asked. “He usually smiles at us when

he gets home.”

Eduard nodded, worried. “Let's check on him—maybe we can

help.”

His parents walked toward his room.
Knock, knock.

“Carlisle, we're coming in.”

His toys were scattered everywhere, as if a typhoon had passed
through. His parents had always taught him to clean up after

himself.
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‘Are you okay, my love?" Vernika asked, rubbing his head.
Carlisle made no gesture. He began to cry.

‘| can't see him like this. We need to do something for him," his

mother said.
His father agreed. “Let's go, my darling. Let him rest.”

Vernika nodded. “Please come out of your room when you're
ready, alright? We'll make something for you!" she said, kissing

his forehead.

Vernika immediately went to the kitchen. “Let's make his favorite

cookies,” she said.

“Yeah, sure. Ill go to the market to buy some ingredients,

Eduard replied.
“'ll surprise him. | know what will cheer him up,” Eduard added.

The air outside was cold. As his father ran toward the car, he
noticed the children going home from school. “Maybe he got

bullied by his classmates,” he thought.

“'m going to visit the school tomorrow and talk to the teachers.”
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When he arrived at the supermarket, he called his wife on his

cellphone.

“Honey, would you like something to drink?"
“Please buy me a soda.
‘Anything else?"

“That's all, thank you, my darling.”

He walked to the baking aisle and remembered something. “My
son loves sprinkles on his chocolate chip cookies." Eduard
smiled, remembering Carlisle’s grin when Vernika served freshly

baoked chocolate chip cookies with sprinkles on top.
“‘Maybe it's time to add another toy,” he thought.

He walked to the toy aisle and saw something familiar. It looked

like his favorite toy when he was a child.

“This was my favorite toy when | was little. | can't believe toy

companies still make it this good.”

It was o medium-sized robot that resembled o saber-toothed

tiger. Back then, it had been given to Eduard by his aunt who
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lived overseas. ‘It brings back memories! I've got to buy this for

Carlisle!”

Eduard went home with the ingredients and the toy for his son.
When he arrived, Carlisle was already in the living room,

doodling on a piece of paper his mother had given him.

‘I have a surprise for you!" his father announced, excited to show

what he'd brought.

Eduard handed the saber-toothed tiger to Carlisle. The boy's

face lit up with a smile from ear to ear.

“Thank you so much for buying me this toy, Papal | love you very
much!” — that's what Carlisle wanted to say. But still, nothing

came out. So instead, he gave his father a warm hug.
The next day, it was time for school again.

At recess, Carlisle sat at the edge of the playground—again. He
drew lines in the dirt, just like he did yesterday. He imagined
those lines were rivers and mountains. He imagined he was an
explorer discovering new lands where no one asked him to
speak.
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But the real world didn't let him stay hidden for long.
Carlisle caught a glimpse of the group that made fun of him.

At first, he thought about joining them, but then o familiar
feeling settled in his chest. He recognized those faces—some of
his classmates who had laughed at him before, the same ones
who whispered behind his back and teased him for not

speaking.

“You can't leave until you talk,” one of the boys shouted. Carlisle’s
hands shook at his sides. His throaot ached. His lips parted,
desperate to release something—anything. The boys made fake
baby noises at him, jumping up and down like clowns. Other
children on the playground began to notice. Some giggled,
some looked worried, and some wanted to help—but they

couldn't.

But still, silence. His stomach twisted with nerves. He didn't want
any trouble. So, without a word, he decided to steer clear and

walked along the edge of the playground instead.

Carlisle’s heart pounded. He didn't want to hear the laughter,

the teasing, or the sharp words that always followed. Without
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hesitation, he turned and ran—not toward the street or the

other kids, but into the nearby woods.

The trees rose tall and silent around him, offering a quiet
refuge. Carlisle slowed down, taking deep breaths as the sounds
of the playground faded behind him. Here, away from the noise

and eyes, he could just be himself—quiet and safe.
For now, that was enough.

He ran until the voices faded—until the laughter could no
longer reach him. His legs felt heavy, as if bricks were strapped

to them.

The trees stood tall and silent, like guards watching over a
secret world. The air was warmer here—softer, kinder. Sunlight
slipped between the leaves, making the ground glow in patches

of gold and green.

Carlisle stepped forward. His shoes crunched over dry leaves.
His breathing slowed. He wiped his eyes on his sleeve and
sniffled quietly.
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The woods felt different from the school. The woods didn't laugh

at him. The woods didn't demand words from him.
But Carlisle was not alone.

Hidden in the branches, a small bird tilted its head, watching
the boy.

Behind a bush, a fox with bright orange fur crouched low,
curious.

From a rock near the pond, a shiny green frog blinked slowly.
And on a fence post at the edge of the bridge, a gray cat

stretched—its golden eyes glowing.
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They had seen everything.

They had seen the way the boys laughed at him.
They had seen the way Carlisle ran.
They had seen the tears rolling down his cheeks.

They had seen the way his heart carried so much pain.

For o wonderful, smart, and—most importantly—kind child to

experience such pain must not be ignored.

And in that quiet moment, as Carlisle wandered deeper into the

forest, the magical friends shared a single thought:

They must help him.
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Chapter 3: Running Away

Carlisle’s feet carried him farther into the woods. He didn't know

exactly where he was going.

He only knew he couldn't stay at the school.
He couldn't face the laughter.

He couldn't face the pointing fingers.
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The forest was cool and seemed magical, as it was filled with
fireflies. Squirrels and other small animals played over the
branches of the trees. Leaves whispered in the breeze above

him. Twigs cracked softly under his shoes.

Every step took him deeper, away from the noise of the world he

knew.

Caorlisle stopped to catch his breath. His chest rose and fell

quickly. His cheeks were wet, but the tears had finally stopped.

He sat on a large rock near a cluster of ferns. For a long while,
he said nothing — not that he ever could. He only listened to the

gust of wind, hitting the leaves gently.

The forest was alive with sounds. A woodpecker taopped on a
tree trunk. In the distance, a stream splashed over smooth
stones. The leaves rustled as if the trees themselves were

whispering secrets.
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Carlisle closed his eyes. The forest was quiet, but not empty. It
was the kind of quiet that felt safe, like a warm blanket wrapped

around him during winter.

He wished he could stay here forever.

A tiny chirp startled him. Carlisle opened his eyes. On a branch
above him, sat a small bird with feathers the same colors as the
sky. The bird titled its head and chirped again, almost as if it

were asking him a question.

Carlisle smiled weakly. He raised his hand in a little wave. The

bird fluttered its wings but didn't fly away.
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From the corner of his eye, Carlisle noticed movement in the

bushes. He turned his head slowly. Two bright orange ears
poked out, twitching. A fox stepped carefully into the way. Its fur
olowed like fire in the sunlight. Its dark eyes studied Carlisle

closely, but there was no anger in them —only curiosity.
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Carlisle held his breath. He had never been this close to a fox
before. He expected it to run away. Instead, the fox sat down,
curling its tail neatly around its paws, as though it had been

waiting for him all along.

Carlisle blinked in a surprise.

Then came another sound: a soft ribbit.

Carlisle looked towards the pond near the rock. On a smooth

stone sat a frog. Green and shiny, with a golden crown above its

head, like a king. Its wide eyes blinked slowly, calmly. It didn't

jump into the water to hide. It stayed where it was, watching him.

Carlisle began to feel something strange. The animals weren't

just watching —they were noticing.

It was as though they understood him in a way the children at

school never did.
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The boy's chest loosened a little. For the first time that day, he

didn't feel completely alone.

He leaned back on the rock, his legs dangling. The sunlight
flickered through the branches above, making patterns on the
ground. The bird chirped again, a gentle tune that filled the air

like music.
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Carlisle almost laughed, but of course, no sound came. Instead,
he pressed his hand to his chest. He wished so badly he could

answer the bird’s song, just a single word, even just a “Hello".

A soft purring sound caught his ears.

Carlisle turned quickly. On the old wooden fence that marked
the edge of the clearing, a gray cat stretched, then leapt down
with grace. Its golden eyes glowed as it padded toward him. It
didn't hiss or scratch. Instead, it rubbed its head against the

side of the rock, close to Carlisle’'s hand.

Carlisle’s eyes widened. He reached out, hesitating, then gently
touched the cat's soft fur. The cat purred louder, a sound that

warmed his heart.

The boy looked around. A bird, a fox, a frog, and now a cat. All of

them close. All of them watching. All of them are strangely calm.
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Something magical was happening. Carlisle didn't understand
it, not yet. But deep inside, he felt it—like a spark, like a tiny seed

planted in his heart.

The forest was not just a place to run away. It was a place of

waiting.

Waiting for him.

Carlisle didn't know it yet, but the friends he needed the most

had finally found him.
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Chapter 4: The Fox's Clever Plan

The forest was alive with soft sounds—the bubbling of the
stream, the chatter of birds far away, the gentle rustle of leaves

above.

Carlisle sat quietly on his rock, the cat curled on his lap, the frog

perched proudly nearby, and the little bird still singing its tune.
The fox, however, paced back and forth in the clearing. Its

orange fur gleamed in the sunlight, and its sharp eyes sparkled

with ideas.

“Well then," the fox said at last, its voice quick and clever, like the
snaop of a twig. “If Carlisle is going to find his voice, we must

begin right away. And |, of course, have the perfect plan.”

Carlisle was shocked by the talking animal but regained his
composure. He tilted his head curiously. The fox puffed out its

chest.

“You see," it continued, “words are like puzzles. They're made up
of pieces—little sounds! If you can learn the pieces, you can put

them together to make something wonderful.”
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The frog gave a thoughtful ribbit. “True, true. But don't rush him,

Fox. His heart is still tender”

‘Nonsense,” said the fox, swishing its fluffy tail. “He is stronger

thaon he knows. We just need to show him how clever he already

»

Is.
Carlisle pointed to himself with wide eyes. Me? Clever?
“Yes, you," said the fox firmly. “Now watch.”

The fox sat down right in front of him and tapped its paw on the

ground. “We'll start small. Sounds, not words. Just listen.”

The fox opened its mouth and made a soft, simple sound: ‘Ahhh.”
The bird tilted its head and echoed, ‘Ahhh."

The frog gave a low croak that almost matched: “Aahh.”

The cat flicked her tail and added a gentle, “Mmm.”

Carlisle blinked. His heart pounded quickly. He pressed his hand

to his throat. Could he really do it?

The fox nodded encouragingly. “Go on. No one is laughing. No

one will tease. Just try."
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Carlisle closed his eyes. He felt his chest tighten. He pushed the

air upward. His lips opened.

And... nothing.
Only silence.

His shoulders slumped.

But before his tears could rise, the fox shook its head firmly. “Not

a failure. Never a failure. Every try is a step closer," said the fox.

The cat purred softly on his lap. “Patience,” she murmured.

“Give yourself patience.”

The frog added, “Breathe deep, little one. Let the air carry your

courage.”

Carlisle  inhaled slowly. He tried again. His throat

buzzed—strange and new.
And then—
‘Ahhh..."

It was soft, broken, almost a whisper. But it was a sound.
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Carlisle’s eyes flew open. His hand shot to his mouth. Did that
come from him?

The fox grinned. “Therel | told you he was clever!”

The bird burst into a bright, cheerful song. The cat rubbed her
head against Carlisle’'s hand, purring louder than ever. The frog

puffed its throat proudly.

Corlisle’'s chest pounded even harder. A sound! His sound! He
had done it! It wasn't a word—not yet—but it was something!

He tried again. His lips opened. His throat trembled.
‘Ahhh!”
This time it was stronger, clearer.

Carlisle smiled so wide it nearly split his face. For the first time in

his life, his silence had cracked open just a little.

The fox tapped its paw proudly. “See? A clever boy indeed. With
puzzles and practice, you'll build more sounds. Soon, those

sounds will make words. And soon, those words will make songs.”

Carlisle’'s eyes sparkled with wonder. He pointed to himself

again, almost asking, “Really? Me?"
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“Yes," the fox said with certainty. “You."
The frog gave a slow nod. “This is only the beginning.”
The cat purred in agreement. The bird sang its sweet song.

And Carlisle sat there in the golden forest light, his heart

swelling with something he had never felt before.
Hope.
He had made a sound. A real sound.

And deep inside, he knew this was the first piece of the puzzle

that would one day become his voice.
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Chapter 5: The Cat's Gentle Comfort

The forest continued to glow with late afternoon light. Golden
beams spilled through the trees and leaves, painting the ground
in patches of warmth. Carlisle sat on the rock, his cheeks still
flushed with excitement from the sound he had made. The fox
jumped back and forth, tail swinging proudly. “Did you see that?
Brilliont! Absolutely brilliant! He's going to be a master of words
in no time." The frog gave a steady ribbit, but his tone was

calmer.

“‘One step at a time, Fox. Do not rush him. Growth comes slowly,
like the turning of the seasons." The bird chirped a cheerful

tune, as if to say, Yes, yes! Keep practicing!

And the cat — still curled in Carlisle’s lap — lifted her head and
purred slowly. She stretched, her paws pressing gently against

his legs, then blinked her golden eyes, slow and thoughtful.

“Cleverness and quickness are good," the cat said in a voice

smooth as silk. “But there is something just as important.”
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Carlisle tilted his head.
The cat flicked her tail. “Patience,” she said.

The fox snorted. “Patience? Haoh! Why wait when he’s already

proving himself?"

The cot narrowed her eyes. “Because rushing will break him. He
has lived in silence for years. We must move gently. Words

cannot grow in a heart that feels afraid.”

The frog nodded in agreement. “‘She is right. Courage is

strongest when paired with calm.”

The fox sighed, muttering under its breath, but eventually

agreed.

Carlisle looked down at the cat, who had settled comfortably
beside the rock. Her purr vibrated like a tiny motor. Hearing the

purr soothed him, made his chest feel less tight.
“Close your eyes," the cat instructed softly. “Breathe with me.”
Carlisle hesitated, but then obeyed. His eyelids lowered.

“Listen," the cat whispered. “Listen to the forest.
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Carlisle listened. He heard the bubbling stream in the distance.
He heard the leaves dancing gently with the wind. He heard the

steady rhythm of the cat's purring.

“‘Now feel,” she continued. “‘Feel your chest pound. Feel the air
moving in and out. Words are like breath. They cannot be forced.

They must be welcomed.”

Carlisle pressed his hand to his chest. His breaths came slower

NOW.

The tension in his shoulders melted away.

The cat's voice lowered to a hum. “Good. Very good. Do you feel
how strong you are? Silence is not weakness. Silence is the

space where words are born."
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Carlisle opened his eyes slowly. His heart felt lighter. He looked
at the cat with wide eyes. Was it really true? Could his silence be

more than just emptiness?

The cat stretched her long body and hopped gracefully from his
lap to the rock beside him. “Try again, little one. Not to please us.
Not to prove anything. Just because it is gentle. Just because it

is yours."

Carlisle nodded. He closed his eyes once more. He breathed

deeply. His throat tingled. His lips parted.

A sound escaped — soft, small, but steady.

»

‘Mmm.

The bird chirped in delight. The frog croaked happily. Even the

fox grinned.

The cat leaned forward and brushed her head against Carlisle's
shoulder. “There," she purred. ‘A sound born from calm, not fear.
Remember this feeling. Hold it close. It will guide you when the

world feels too heavy."

Carlisle's eyes glistened. He touched his throat again, amazed.
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First “ahh.” Now “mmm.” Two sounds. Two steps closer.

The fox gave an impatient flick of its tail but smiled nonetheless.

‘Fine, fine. Patience has its place, | suppose.”

The frog chuckled low. “Patience will carry him farther than

rushing ever could.”

The bird burst into another bright melody, as if singing Carlisle's

victory to the whole forest.

And Carlisle, sitting among his new friends, felt something he

hadn't felt in a very long time — peace.

The forest wasn't just teaching him to speak. It was teaching him

to breathe. To trust. To believe in himself.

He didn't know what tomorrow would bring. But with the cat's

gentle comfort, he knew one thing for certain:
He was not broken.

He was growing.
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The sun dipped lower, painting the forest in soft shades of
orange and pink. Shadows stretched long across the clearing,
but the animals showed no signs of leaving. They gathered
around Carlisle, who sat quietly on the rock, his heart still

olowing with pride from the sounds he had made.

The fox sat taoll, tail curled neatly around its paws. The frog
rested on a mossy stone, eyes steady and wise. The cat purred

softly beside Carlisle, golden eyes gleaming in the fading light.

And above them all, perched on a high branch, the little bird
ruffled its feathers. It had been watching patiently all this time,
but now it fluttered down in a graceful swoop and landed on a

twig right in front of Carlisle.

The bird tilted its head and chirped. Then, in a clear, sweet voice,

it spoke.
‘It is my turn now.”

Carlisle blinked in surprise. He leaned forward, curious.
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The bird puffed out its small chest. “You have learned the power
of cleverness from the fox. You have learned the gift of patience

from the cat. Now you will learn from me.”

The frog croaked approvingly. “Ah, yes. Rhythm and melody. Very

important.”

The bird hopped closer. “Words are music, little one. Even the
smallest sound can become a song. If you learn the rhythm, if

you learn the melody, your voice will find its way more easily.”
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Carlisle’s eyes sparkled. Music. He loved listening to the songs

his mother hummed at night. Could he really make music, too?
The bird flapped its wings and let out a soft, clear note. “Laaa.”

The sound rang through the clearing like sunlight made into
music. The fox's ears twitched. The cat’s tail swayed. The frog

blinked slowly, as though savoring the sound.

“Try itl" the bird said gently. “Do not think of it as a word. Think of

it as a song.”

Carlisle pressed his hand to his chest. He took a deep breath,

remembering the cat’s lesson.

Gentle.
Then he opened his mouth.
At first, nothing—only air.

But the bird hopped closer and chirped again, “Laaa.”
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Carlisle tried once more. His throat trembled. His lips formed the

shape.

“I »

A tiny sound slipped out, soft but real.
The bird's eyes shone. “Good! Again.”

Carlisle’'s chest tightened with determination. He tried again,

stronger this time.
“I_OO.“

The sound wobbled, but it was there—clearer than before.

The bird burst into a joyful trill, o melody that rose and fell like

dancing water. Carlisle listened carefully.

He copied the sound, his voice trembling but growing steadier

with each attempt.
‘Laaa... lao... loaa.”

The fox grinned proudly. “Hal He's singing now!”
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The cat purred louder. “Beautiful,” she whispered.

“‘See how calm makes space for a song?”

The frog gave a deep, satisfied ribbit. “Yes, yes. The pieces are

coming together.”

Carlisle’'s smile grew wider and wider. He had made a new
sound—one that carried music. It was not just a voice. It was his

voice, fragile but shining like a star.

The bird hopped onto his shoulder, light as a feather
“‘Remember this: when fear closes your throat, sing. When silence
feels heavy, let music carry you. Words are only sounds put

together, and sounds can always begin with song.”

Carlisle reached up carefully, not wanting to scare the bird
away. His small fingers brushed its soft feathers. The bird

chirped warmly and nuzzled his cheek.

He laughed—but only in silence. Still, his joy was clear. His eyes

sparkled. His chest felt light.

He wanted to keep trying, keep singing, keep growing.
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The forest seemed to glow brighter around him. The leaves
brushed softly, almost like applause. The evening breeze carried
the melody of the bird’s song, weaving it with Carlisle’s shaky

notes until the whole place felt alive with music.

The frog, fox, and cat looked at each other knowingly. The first
step had been taken. The boy who once believed he had no
voice was now learning the beginnings of sound, patience, and

song.

Carlisle pressed both hands to his chest, feeling his heart beat

strong and steady. He couldn't say the words yet.
But in his heart, he whispered them clearly:
Thank you.

And though no one else could hear it, the animals seemed to

understand.
The bird gave one last, sweet trill—like a promise.

“This is only the beginning.”
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Night had begun to settle over the forest. The last streaks of
sunlight faded into shades of violet and deep blue, and a silvery

moon rose above the trees.

Fireflies winked to life one by one, their tiny lights glowing like

stars.

Carlisle sat in the middle of the clearing, his new friends
gathered all around him. The frog rested beside him—calm and
steady. The fox curled its tail across the rock, eyes shining with
pride. The cat perched near the boy, purring softly. And the bird

stayed close to his head, feathers warm against his hair.
For the first time in a long time, Carlisle didn't feel alone.

The frog was the first to speak, his deep voice carrying wisdom.
“‘He has taken three steps today—three sounds, each born from

courage, patience, and song.”

“‘Hal" the fox exclaimed, ears perked proudly. “He's braver than |
imagined—faster too! | wouldn't be surprised if he's speaking full

sentences by tomorrow.”
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The cat flicked her tail. “Do not rush him, Fox. The heart heals

slowly. But yes—he is stronger already.”

The bird chirped softly and nuzzled Carlisle’'s neck. “‘He only

needed friends to believe in him."

Carlisle listened, eyes wide, chest tight with a feeling he couldn't
quite name. It wasn't fear. It wasn't sadness. It was... warmth—like

his heart had been wrapped in a soft blanket.

The frog hopped a little closer. “Now it is time we make a

promise.”

“But first, | think it is time for you to get back home,” the frog

said.
‘I agree,” said the cat. “Your parents must be waiting."

Carlisle hopped off the rock, placed his hands on his chest, and
made a small bow, as if thanking them from the bottom of his

heart.

He left the woods and made it home, where his parents were

cooking dinner.
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“You seem cheerful today," said his mother. “Did anything good

happen?”

Carlisle happily nodded, hugging both his parents.

The next morning, Carlisle woke up. It was Saturday, and there
was no school today. He had been looking forward to the day
ever since he made magical friends in the woods—but he still

couldn’'t quite speak about it yet.

He rushed to his mother.

“Where are you going?" she asked.

The boy pointed outside.

‘Are you going to play with your friends?"
Carlisle happily nodded once again.

He went outside toward the woods; however, he saw the bullies
who haod made him cry before. He paused, thinking

quickly—then slipped around the trees to avoid them.
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He successfully avoided the bullies and made his way into the

woods, where his friends were already waiting.

“Hal There he is!" the fox exclaimed. “So, what promise are you

talking about, Frog?"

“Yes," the frog croaked. “If we are to help this boy truly find his
voice, we must not only teach him sounds—we must give him
strength, courage, and love. Each of us holds a gift, and

together, we will share them.”

The cat's eyes glowed like gold. ‘A circle, then. A circle of

friendship.”

The bird flapped its wings, singing a note that sparkled in the

night air. “Yes! A circle! A promisel”
Carlisle tilted his head curiously.

The fox grinned and explained, ‘A circle means no one is left out.

No beginning, no end. Just us—together.”
The frog nodded. “Stand, young one.”

Carlisle rose slowly, brushing grass from his knees.
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The animals moved closer—the frog at his feet, the fox by his
side, the cat curled at his ankles, and the bird perched proudly

on his shoulder.
“Together, we form the circle,” the frog declared.

The fox spoke next, his voice bold. ‘| will give you cleverness and

courage, so no bully will ever steal your spirit again.”

The cat's purr rumbled. “ will give you patience and peace, so

your heart will not grow heavy."

The bird sang a soft trill. | will give you music and rhythm, so

your voice will rise like the morning sun.”

Finally, the frog lifted his chin. ‘And | will give you steadiness, so

you will not falter, even when the world feels unkind.”
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The clearing grew still. Even the trees seemed to lean closer,

listening.

Carlisle’s throat ached with emotion. He wanted so badly to say
something back—to tell them how much this meant, to say

thank you.

His lips trembled. His chest filled with air. A sound slipped
out—quiet, shaky, but full of meaning.

“T »

The animals froze.

Carlisle tried again, his voice small but determined.

“Th..aa..."

The cat pressed closer, purring louder. The bird chirped in

rhythm, encouraging him.
Carlisle pushed with all his strength, shaping the sound.
“Tha..."

His eyes watered. He could almost feel the word forming, almost

taste it on his lips.
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The fox's ears flicked forward. “Go on, lad. You've got it."
Carlisle gasped softly, then let the final sound escape.

“Thank..."

The word wasn't perfect—it cracked and wobbled—but it was

there. Real. Alive.
The frog's throat swelled with pride. “His first word."

The cat rubbed against his leg. ‘And what a word it is.”
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The bird sang joyfully, a melody so sweet it echoed through the

trees.

Carlisle covered his mouth with his hands, eyes wide. He had

done it—a word. A real word.

The fox grinned so wide his sharp teeth gleamed in the

moonlight. ‘A word born from the circle—from us."

The frog croaked deeply, bowing his head. “Then it is sealed. We

are his circle of friends, and we will not leave his side.”

The fireflies shone brighter around them, their tiny lights

weaving in and out, as though the forest itself was celebrating.

Carlisle lowered his hands slowly. Tears slid down his cheeks, but
he was smiling—really smiling. His heart beat strongly. His throat

ached, but not from silence—from speaking.

From the beginning.
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The frog, fox, cat, and bird leaned close, their warmth

surrounding him like a shield.

In the glow of the fireflies, beneath the silver moon, a circle of

friendship had been formed.

And with it, Carlisle's voice had begun.
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Chapter 6: The Frog's Lesson

The forest was quiet the next morning. Mist curled between the
trees like soft ribbons, and the grass glittered with dew. Carlisle
rubbed his eyes and stretched, feeling the cool earth beneath
him. The night had been strange, yet comforting—dreams filled
with fireflies and soft voices that promised he wasn't alone

anymore.
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When he opened his eyes fully, he saw his circle of friends
waiting nearby. The fox paced back and forth, tail swishing
restlessly. The cat was curled into a ball on a rock, licking her
paw lazily. The bird perched high on a branch, feathers puffed
against the morning chill. And the frog sat steady on a patch of

moss, his wide eyes blinking slowly.

“Good morning, young one," the frog croaked.

Carlisle sat up and rubbed his throat, remembering the shaky
word he had spoken the night before. “Thank®. His first real word.
It had cost him so much energy, but it had also filled him with

light. He looked at the frog, hope flickering in his eyes.

The frog cleared his throat. “Today begins your training. My

lesson comes first, because everything else grows from here.”

The fox stopped pacing and perked its ears. “Training, eh?

Sounds exciting."

The cat flicked her tail. “It sounds like hard work."
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The bird fluttered her wings. ‘It sounds like music waiting to

happen.”

The frog ignored them and fixed his steady gaze on Carlisle.
“Your voice will not come from your throat alone. It begins here."
He tapped his round chest with a webbed finger. “Your breath is
the root. Without breath, there is no sound. Without steady

breath, there is no courage.”

Carlisle touched his own chest, curious.

The frog hopped closer. “Sit tall, like me.”

Carlisle straightened his back.

“‘Good. Now breathe in slowly, filling yourself with air. Let your

belly rise, not just your chest.”
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Carlisle tried. He sucked in air quickly, shoulders hunching.
The frog shook his head. “Too fast. Too shallow. Again.”

The boy frowned slightly, but he tried once more. This time, he
filled his belly with air slowly, carefully, just as the frog showed

him. His chest rose, then fell.

The frog's throat swelled with a pleased croak. “Better. Again.”
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They breathed together. In. Out. In. Out. The forest seemed to
breathe with them—the trees swaying gently, the stream
bubbling softly, the bird tilting her head as if listening to the

rhythm.
‘Do you feel it?" the frog asked.
Carlisle nodded. His chest felt lighter, calmer.

The frog hopped onto a flat stone. “Now, when you let the air

out, make a sound. Nothing fancy. Just let your breath hum.”

Caorlisle pressed his lips together, then opened them as he

exhaled. A shaky hum escaped—uneven but real.

‘Mmmmmm..."
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The cat purred in approval. “Yes. Gentle. Natural.”

I)l

The fox's tail wagged. “‘He's doing it

The bird trilled a small note in harmony. The frog puffed up
proudly. “Good. That hum is the beginning of many words. Feel
how it vibrates, how it tickles your chest and lips? That is

strength being born.”

© 2025 Smiles Preschool. All Rights Reserved.
59



Carlisle smiled, eyes wide with wonder. He put a hand to his

throat, feeling the buzz.
‘Again,” the frog instructed.
‘Mmmmmm.”

It was steadier this time.
‘Again.”

‘Mmmm."

Each time, the hum grew smoother, stronger. Carlisle’s face lit

with joy.

“Now," the frog said, “add shape to it. Open your mouth wider as

you hum. Let it change.”
Carlisle inhaled deeply, then exhaled with sound.

‘Mmm—ahhh.”
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The sound echoed through the clearing. The fox yipped, the
cat's ears twitched, and the bird whistled in delight.

Carlisle clapped his hands, laughing silently. He had done

it—another sound!

The frog nodded. “Very good. Remember: when fear closes your

chest, breathe. Breath is your courage.”
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Carlisle’'s eyes softened. He thought of the bullies, of how he
used to hold his breath. Now, with his friends, he was learning to

open up, to fill himself with strength.

The bird chirped, “Breath is music.”

»

The cat purred, “Breath is calm

The fox grinned, “Breath is bravery!

Carlisle inhaled deeply and let out one more sound—steady and

proud.
‘Mmm—ahhh.”
The animals cheered, and the frog almost seemed to smile.

It was only the first lesson, but Carlisle believed he could keep

Qoing.

Later that afternoon, the fox bounded into the clearing, eyes

shining with mischief. His tail swished like a feathered banner.
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‘My turn!® he announced proudly. “‘Enough with calm breathing

and gentle humming. It's time for fun.”

The bird tilted her head. “Don’t push him too fast.”
The cat flicked her tail. “Yes. Gentle is better.”
The fox smirked. “Nonsense. The boy is stronger than you think.

Watch."

He leaned close to Carlisle, his whiskers twitching with mischief.
“Words are riddles—puzzles to unlock. Solve my puzzle, and you'll

see how clever you really are.”

Carlisle’s eyes widened. A puzzle? He liked puzzles.

The fox scratched a shape into the dirt with his pow—a big

looping circle. “Here is my riddle: what begins with this sound?”

He opened his mouth and let the sound fly out, crisp and clear:

i

Carlisle blinked. His lips tingled. He had never made a sound like

that before.
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‘Go on,” the fox encouraged, pacing in a circle. “Try it. Just the

sound—fff."

Carlisle breathed in, steady like the frog had taught him. He
pressed his lips against his teeth and pushed the air out.

Fff"
The sound came—thin, wobbly, but real.

The fox's eyes lit up. “Yes! Yes! Did you hear that? He did it!”
The bird sang a trill of delight. The cat purred loudly. Even the

frog let out a satisfied ribbit.
Carlisle’s chest swelled with pride.

But the fox wasn't finished. He grinned slyly. “Good. Now let's
finish the riddle. What word begins with fff?" He tapped his tail

on the ground. “Think, boy. You already know."

Carlisle’s mind raced. His heart pounded. Could he really form a

word—a whole word?
The fox leaned close and whispered, “Say me. Say ‘fox.”

Carlisle's lips trembled. His hands curled into fists on his knees.

He breothed in deep, steadying himself. Then—slowly—he
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shaped the sound.
‘F..ff-ox."

The word broke, shaky at first. But then it came together, strong
aond clear:

‘Fox.
The clearing erupted with joy.

The fox leapt high into the air, tail whipping like fire. “Hal He said

it!l He said ‘fox!™

© 2025 Smiles Preschool. All Rights Reserved.
65



The bird fluttered in circles, singing a bright song. The cat
rubbed her head against Carlisle’'s leg, purring so loudly it
vibrated. The frog closed his eyes and nodded. ‘At last. A

word—true and whole."

Corlisle’'s eyes filled with tears. He covered his mouth, then
lowered his hands and whispered the word again, firmer this
time.

»

“Fox.

The fox bowed low, grinning wide. “Well spoken, lad. Well spoken

indeed.”

Carlisle laughed—a soundless laugh—but then something
incredible happened. On the edge of that laugh, more words

slipped free.

‘F..friends.

The animals froze, their eyes wide.
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Carlisle’s voice cracked, but he pushed again, stronger this time.

‘Friends.”
The forest seemed to hold its breath.
The frog croaked, deep and proud. “Yes. Friends.”

Carlisle had spoken—truly spoken.

Not just a sound. Not just a piece of a word. A real word. A word

filled with meaning.
And that word was friends.

The clearing shimmered with light as fireflies rose from the
grass, swirling around them in glowing circles. Carlisle wiped his
tears, his smile wide and bright. For the first time in his life, his
silence had been broken—by courage, by patience, by song, and

by the clever riddle of a fox.

His voice had begun.

And it was beautiful.
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Chapter 7: A Call From Home

The sun had long slipped past noon when the worry began to
turn heavy in the hearts of Eduard and Vernika. Carlisle's bed
had been cold that morning, his shoes still by the door, and the

little blue scarf he always wore was missing.

‘He wouldn't just wander off," Vernika whispered, wringing her
hands by the window. “Not without telling someone.”

Her husband paced the small kitchen, his face pale. “We'll find
him," he said, but his voice trembled. “‘He’s out there somewhere...

maybe he just needed space.”

But deep inside, both of them knew—Carlisle had never gone far
before. Not alone. Not with the woods stretching so wide behind

their home.

By late afternoon, they were at the school. The halls were quiet,
the smell of chalk and paper lingering in the air. The teachers

looked up as the couple entered, their eyes soft with concern.

“‘Have you seen Carlisle?" Vernika's voice cracked as she spoke.

“‘He didn't come home last night.”
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A silence fell over the room. The teachers exchanged
looks—worried, guilty ones.
“Not since yesterday,” said Miss Avery, his homeroom teacher,

“He left ofter class. He seemed more uneasy than usual.

From the far end of the hallway, a few children lingered. Among
them were the boys who used to whisper and laugh when
Carlisle tried to speak—the same ones who called him naomes
when his voice caught in his throat. Now, their laughter was

gone.
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“‘He didn't even look at us yesterday," one of them murmured. “We
just thought..."
Another boy's voice broke in, small and shaking, “.we just

thought we were being funny.”

Vernika turned to them, her eyes wet but kind. “He tried so hard,”

she said softly. “He's always tried so hard.”

The boys hung their heads. One kicked the floor. “We didn't mean
for him to run away," he whispered.

The teachers’ faces showed the same sadness. Theyd all
thought Carlisle’s silence was something that made him fragile.

But now they understood—it had made him brave.

Eduard ran a hand through his hair, his voice low. “His
condition—it's not a burden. It's just a part of who he is. Our boy

doesn’t need fixing. He just needs love.”

The room grew still. Even the children felt the weight of those

words.

That evening, search parties began to form. Flashlights flickered
between the trees. The parents called out his name again and

again, though no reply come.
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“Carlisle!”

“Son, it's us! Please, if you can hear us, come home!”

The forest swallowed their voices, answering only with the rustle
of leaves and the distant song of crickets. Vernika's heart ached
with every echo. She pressed a hand to her chest and
whispered, “Where are you, my sweet boy?"
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Eduard wraopped an arm around her shoulders. “We'll find him,"
he said again, though his voice was hoarse. “Whatever it taokes.

Wherever he's gone, we'll bring him home.”

They searched until the stars came out, until their lanterns
flickered low. When they finally stopped to rest beneath the tall

pines, Vernika looked toward the sky and prayed aloud.

“Please, keep him safe. Let him know we love him—no matter
what. Whether he speaks or not, whether he stays silent or sings,

he's our son.”

The night carried her words through the branches, soft as a
lulloby. And somewhere deeper in the forest, Carlisle lifted his

head.

He could hear voices—distant but familiar. His parents’ voices.

The love in them was strong enough to reach through the dark.

The fox pricked his ears. “Do you hear that?"
Carlisle nodded slowly, eyes glistening. He placed a hand over

his heart.
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The frog croaked quietly. “Love calls even through silence.”

Carlisle breathed in deeply, just as he had been taught. The air
filled his chest, warm and steady. For the first time, he wasn't

afraid of his voice.
He turned toward the sound and whispered softly, “‘Home."

The word shimmered in the night, faint but real. The forest
seemed to lean in closer, carrying his small voice
outward—toward the two people who had never stopped loving

him.

And for the first time, the forest wasn't just quiet. It was listening.
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Chapter 8: Love and Family

Morning broke softly over the village. The first rays of sunlight
slipped through the clouds, glinting off the search lights that
had burned through the night. Dew clung to every blade of

grass, and the forest seemed to sigh as if it, too, was waking.

Carlisle stood at the edge of the woods, his shoes damp with
dew, his heart full of light and confusion all at once. The forest

behind him glowed faintly, as if whispering farewell, for now.

The fox gave a short, proud nod. “Go, little one. They've been
waiting."

The cat brushed gently against his leg, purring low. “Do not fear
their worry. You carry their love within you."

The frog blinked slowly. ‘And their hearts will hear your voice
when you speak.”

The bird sang a small, hopeful tune. “Go home, Carlisle. You are

ready."

He nodded, tears forming at the corners of his eyes. One last
look, one last smile, and then he turned toward the light
breaking through the trees.
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Down by the meadow, people were gathered—neighbors,
teachers, even children from his class. Verniko and Eduard
stood among them, faces pale and tired but eyes scanning

every path.

“Carlisle!” Vernika's voice cracked as she called again. She
gripped her husband’'s hand tightly, her knuckles white. “What
if—

Eduard shook his head, though his own eyes glistened. “No

what-ifs. He's alive. | can feel it."
A shout came from near the treeline. “Someone’s therel!”

All heads turned. From between the tall pines, a small figure
stepped out—mud on his shoes, his hair tousled, but his eyes

bright as morning stars.

“Carlisle!" Vernika gasped, breaking into a run. Eduard was right
behind her. They reached him at once, wrapping him in their

arms, holding him as though afraid he might vanish.
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“Oh, my darling,” Vernika whispered into his hair, her tears falling
freely. “You're safe... you're safe.”
Eduard’s voice was thick with emotion. “Where were you, son? We

were so worried."

Carlisle looked up at them, his lips trembling. The world seemed
to slow. His heart pounded, but the lessons of the frog, the fox,

the cat, and the bird echoed within him. Breathe.
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He took a slow breath—steady, full—and let the air carry his
voice.

‘M..Mom. Dad.”
The words were small but clear.

For o moment, no one moved. Vernika froze, her eyes wide.
Eduard blinked in disbelief. Then, tears filled their eyes

again—different tears this time. Tears of joy.

“Carlisle...” Vernika whispered, her hands trembling os she

cupped his face. “You spoke.”

Ill

Eduard laughed through his tears. “You spoke, son. You did it

The people around them gasped softly, smiles spreading like
sunlight. Even the children who once teased him stood still, their
eyes filled with regret and wonder. One boy stepped forward
hesitantly.

“We're... we're sorry, Carlisle. We shouldn’t have made fun of you."

Caorlisle looked at them for a long moment. Then, slowly, he

smiled. “Fr..friends," he said softly.
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The boys' faces broke into astonished smiles, and one of them

wiped at his eyes. “Yeah," he said quietly. ‘Friends.”

Vernika hugged him tighter, pressing her forehead against his.
“Whatever happens, my love,” she whispered, ‘well always be
proud of you. You're our brave boy. Our voice doesn't matter as
much as your heart.”

Eduard nodded, his arm wrapped around both of them. “We'll

never stop loving you, Carlisle. Never”

As the crowd slowly dispersed, Carlisle looked back toward the
forest. The morning light shimmered between the trees, and for
just a moment, he thought he saw them—the frog steady on his
stone, the fox's tail flicking proudly, the cat's golden eyes

oleaming, and the bird circling high in the sky.
He smiled, a quiet, knowing smile.

Though he was home, a piece of his heart still belonged to that
forest—the place where he found courage, friendship, and his

voice.
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And sometimes, when the wind rustled through the trees at

night, Vernika and Eduard would see their son stand by the

window, eyes far away and glowing softly with wonder.

Because Carlisle knew that beyond the fields and shadows, his

friends were still there—waiting, watching, and whispering in the

wind:
“We are your circle. Always.”
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Chapter 9: Carlisle’s Voice

Days turned into weeks, and weeks turned into years, and
Carlisle’s life began to feel more like that of any other child. The
quiet boy who once hid beneath the shade of the trees was
slowly stepping into the light of a new world—one where his

voice mattered and where he finally felt free to be himself.

The moment he first spoke to his parents had unlocked
something deep inside him, and with every passing day, his
confidence grew. It wasn't just his words that changed, but the

way he carried himself—lighter, more open, full of hope.

One ofternoon, Carlisle wondered past the school's notice
board and stopped in his tracks. A brightly colored flyer caught
his eye: “Join the Theatre Club! Sing, Act, and Let Your Voice

Shine!l" The words seemed to call to him.
With a nervous but eager heart, Carlisle signed up.

The theatre became his new sanctuary. For the first time, he
wasn't just the quiet boy who watched from the sidelines—he
was a performer. Singing melodies, acting out stories, and

laughing with others who shared his love for imagination.
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His favorite role was in Les Misérables, a tale of courage and
hope that spoke to him deeply. As he sang “Bring Him Home," he
felt the emotions swell within him—a mixture of longing,

strength, and a newfound sense of belonging.

Through the theatre club, Carlisle found more than just a hobby;

he found friends who accepted him for who he was.

Among them was Liom, a boy with a wide smile and a kindness
that felt like a warm blanket on a chilly day. Liam was the first to

come over to Carlisle’s house, and soon they were inseparable.

They played games, shared secrets, and built a world of their
own filled with laughter and trust. Liom didn't mind when Carlisle
was quiet sometimes—he understood that friendship wasn't

about words alone but about being there for each other.

Carlisle’s heart swelled with gratitude. For so long, he had feared
his silence made him invisible, but now he knew that his voice
was more than just words—it was in his songs, his smiles, his

laughter, and the love he carried.
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Although Carlisle was grateful for his life growing more normal
and full of friendship, something deep inside him felt just a little

unsettled.

The memories of the forest and his strange, magical
friends—the fox, the cat, the frog, and the bird—were fading,

becoming like mist drifting away with the morning sun.

Sometimes, when he was alone, Carlisle would find himself

staring at the edge of the woods by the playground.
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The trees stood tall and still, their shadows long and inviting.
There was something about that place—a gentle tug at his
heart—that felt strangely familiar, as if a quiet voice was calling

him home.

On slow aofternoons, when the world felt too loud, he would walk
along the border of the forest. The air smelled of pine and earth,
cool and calming against his skin. He liked the way the soft

rustling of leaves made him feel ot peace.

He waited, hoping—maybe foolishly—that something would
happen. A whisper on the wind, a flash of golden eyes, a gentle
touch like the cat’'s brush against his leg. But no matter how
long he lingered, the woods remained still and silent, as if they

held their secrets just out of reach.
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On Carlisle’s last day of packing up to go to college, the
morning sun streamed gently through the window, casting warm
patterns across his room—a room now filled with packed boxes

and neatly folded clothes, ready for a new chapter.

He stood in the center, breathing in the familiar scent of worn
books, old wooden furniture, and the faint trace of his mother's

lavender air freshener.
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His eyes drifted over the little things—the shelves where his
father used to place new toys he had picked out with a quiet
smile, the desk where he had scribbled secret notes and lyrics

for songs he dreamed of singing someday.

He could almost hear the echo of his mother’'s voice from the
kitchen, the soft clatter of pans and the smell of pancakes
drifting in the air, her breakfast rituals that always made the

mornings feel safe and warm.

For a moment, Carlisle sat on the edge of his bed and let the
memories wash over him—the boy who had once been so silent,

unable to voice even a single word.

Yet beneath that quiet, there had aolways been a restless
eagerness to express himself, to break free from the silence that

clung like a shadow.

He stood and walked to the window, staring out at the edge of
the woods, the very place that had held so many secrets from
his childhood. The trees swayed gently, their leaves whispering

to the wind. He tried to summon the memory of that day—the
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moment he had finally found his voice. But the details were

blurred, like a half-forgotten dream slipping through his fingers.

There had been strange, magical friends in those woods,
creatures who had watched over him—a fox with eyes full of
cunning, a cat that had brushed against him like a living
shadow, a frog steady on a stone, and a bird whose song

seemed to carry hope itself. They had helped him find his voice.
But how? And why?

The memory teased him, just beyond reach, like a faint glow

behind thick fog.

Carlisle swallowed hard, the question lingering in his mind: Did it
truly matter who helped him, or was it simply the gesture—the
belief that someone, or something, cared enough to lift him out

of silence—that had made all the difference?

He turned away from the window and reached for his packed
bag, ready to leave the home that had shaped him. But as he

zipped it shut, a sudden chill ran down his spine.
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From the woods, carried on the wind, came a faint, haunting

whisper—soft but unmistakable:
"We are still here... waiting.”

Carlisle stopped still, his heart pounding with excitement. The
past and present felt like they were mixing together, and a big

question filled his mind as the shadows outside grew longer:
What wonderful things were still waiting for him in the forest?

No matter what happened next, Carlisle knew he would carry it
all safely in his heart. He promised himself that if he ever
remembered those moments again, he would tuck them in like

special treasures and keep them with him forever.
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Chapter 10: Friends as Always

Years passed, and Carlisle’s life blossomed in ways he had only
dreamed of as a quiet boy. He poured his heart into his studies,
fueled by the hope and courage that had once helped him find
his voice. Eventually, he became a teacher, standing at the front
of a classroom filled with eager faces, ready to share the joy of

learning.

Carlisle loved every moment of teaching. His heart felt full when

he saw the spark of curiosity light up in o student’'s eyes, when
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laughter filled the room, or when a shy child found the courage
to speak up. He wasn't just teaching lessons; he was helping
shape young lives—and that gave him more happiness than he

had ever known.

Along the way, Carlisle met Emmao, a fellow teacher whose
kindness and passion matched his own. They shared quiet
smiles in the staff room, collaborated on lessons, and slowly,
their friendship grew into something deeper. Together, they built
a life filled with warmth, support, and dreams—taoking small

steps forward, hand in hand.

One day, while organizing papers after class, Carlisle noticed a
boy who reminded him of himself. Quiet, timid, speaking only in
soft whispers that barely reached the ears of others. The boy's
name was Rudy, and he often kept to the corners, hesitant to

join conversations or games.

Caorlisle felt o gentle tug in his chest, a fatherly instinct
awakening inside him. He saw in Rudy the same struggle he had
faced, the some yearning to be heard ond understood. It
reminded him of how much he had once wished for someone to

believe in him.
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With patience and kindness, Carlisle began to reach out.

He invited Rudy to stay after class for extra help, shared stories
of finding his own voice, and made sure to look out for him when

other kids teased or ignored him.

Carlisle knew the pain of loneliness all too well, and he vowed to

be the friend Eli needed—a quiet protector, a guiding light.
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Sometimes, after school, Rudy would linger in Carlisle's

classroom, and together they'd read books, talk softly, or simply

sit in comfortable silence. Carlisle often thought about having a
son of his own someday, and Rudy's presence made that hope

feel more real than ever.

Though life was busy, full of lessons and laughter, the memories
of the magical forest and the friends who had helped him still
whispered softly in Rudy's heart. They reminded him that no

matter how far he had come, the journey was never truly over.

And as Carlisle looked ot Rudy, he knew one thing for sure:
sometimes, the greatest gift we can give is the courage to speak,
the warmth to listen, and the love to stand beside those finding

their own way in the world.
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One rainy evening, the sky heavy with dark clouds and the
steady patter of raindrops, Carlisle slipped on his jacket and

headed out to the nearby convenience store.

Emma had asked for a soda, and he was more than happy to

run the small errand.

As he stepped inside, the cool fluorescent lights buzzed softly,

and the scent of snacks and canned drinks filled the air.

But something caught his eye immediately—a small figure
standing near the back of the store, drenched from head to toe.

It was Rudy.

Carlisle’s heart tightened with concern. The boy looked cold and
alone, his clothes clinging to him, water dripping from his hair

and sleeves. Carlisle hurried over, his voice gentle but urgent.

“‘Rudy, where are your parents? Why are you out here all alone in

the rain?’
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Rudy glanced up, eyes wide and a little frightened, but he found
comfort in Carlisle’s steady presence. “They... they weren't home,”"
he explained, his voice trembling at first. “| thought | could go

out for a little while, but | got lost.”

Carlisle's worry deepened. He could see the small boy struggling
with feelings of fear ond uncertainty, and it reminded him

painfully of the times he had felt just as lost—inside and out.
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But as Rudy spoke more, something shifted. His voice grew
clearer, stronger, rising above the quiet whispers Carlisle had

grown so used to.

The soft, timid tones were replaced by a livelier, more confident

sound—still a little shaky, but undeniably bold.
Carlisle felt a swell of pride rise in his chest.

This was no longer the boy who hid behind silence. This was a
child beginning to find his own voice, growing braver with every

word.

‘Rudy,” Carlisle said softly, placing a reassuring hand on the
boy's shoulder, “you’'re doing really well. 'm proud of how much

you've grown. We're going to get you home safe, okay?"

Rudy nodded, a small but genuine smile breaking through the
worry, and in that moment, Carlisle knew that no matter the

storms outside, the brightest light came from within.

As soon as Carlisle stepped through the door of his cozy home,
the familiar scent of Emma’s cooking wrapped around him like a
warm hug. Emma looked up from the kitchen, smiling brightly as
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she greeted him. For a moment, the comfort of this place—their

shared life—made Carlisle feel truly grounded.

But then, like o soft whisper from the past, thoughts of his
parents came rushing back. He remembered the small house

where he grew up, the gentle way his dad picked out toys for
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him, and how his mom's breakfast smells used to fill the air each

morning.

Suddenly, Carlisle felt a strong pull—a longing to see them
again, to walk the streets of his hometown and soak in the

memories that shaped him.

With a quick call to his workplace, Carlisle arranged a leave of
absence. He wanted Emma and himself to visit his parents, to

reconnect with the roots of his story.

The idea of going back filled him with excitement and a little

nervousness, but mostly, it felt right.

As he drove toward the town he'd left behind, the rhythmic
sound of rain on the car roof blended with the memories

swirling in his mind.

He thought of the long summer days running through the
woods, the shy whispers turning into brave words, and the quiet

moments that had built the boy he once was.
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The streets passed by like pages in an old photo album—each
turn reminding him of a piece of his childhood, each familiar

corner a gentle invitation to remember.

Carlisle’'s heart was full, knowing that whatever awaited him back
home, it would be a chance to hold the past close and make new

memories with Emma by his side.

When Carlisle and Emma arrived at his childhood home, the

porch light was already glowing warmly against the dusk.

As the door swung open, his parents stood there, faces bright

with joy and surprise.
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His mother's eyes sparkled with tears, and his father's smile was

wide and proud.

For a moment, time seemed to fold in on itself, and Carlisle felt

that familiar, comforting embrace of family that never really left

him.

They sat down to a dinner filled with laughter and stories, the

kind only family can share.
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His parents recounted the little adventures and mishaps they'd
had since Carlisle’s last visit—the garden that finally bloomed,
the neighbor’s stubborn old dog, the road trip to the lake where

they got lost but ended up finding a hidden waterfall.

Even though Carlisle visited once a year, his parents always had
new tales to tell, reminding him that life at home was never dull

and was full of love in its simplest moments.

Later that night, as the house grew quiet and the day's chatter
settled like a soft blanket, Carlisle found himself sitting beside

Emma.

The warm glow of the bedside lomp cast gentle shadows, and
with a quiet voice, he shared the story of his childhood—the
years when words were strangers and silence was his constant

companion.

He told her about the struggles he faced, the frustration of
wanting to speak but feeling trapped, and the patience and love

his parents had given him through it all.
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Emma listened closely, her eyes soft with understanding. When
Carlisle finished, she asked gently, “What did you do to overcome

that? How did you finally find your voice?"

Carlisle hesitated. A silence stretched between them, heavy but
tender. He looked down at his hands, feeling something stirring
deep inside him—a longing he couldn't quite name, a missing

piece he wasn't sure he'd ever found.
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“'m not sure,” he finally said, his voice barely above a whisper.
“It's like... part of it is still waiting. | don't know what it is yet, but |

feel it in my heart.”

Emma reached out and squeezed his hand, offering quiet

comfort.

They lay back together, the night wropping around them, as
Carlisle’'s thoughts drifted back to the forest, the strange
magical friends, and the feeling that somewhere in those

blurred memories, the answer was still waiting to be found.
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Caorlisle woke early the next morning, stirred by a gentle
sensation—as if soft footsteps were calling him. Without
hesitation, he slipped quietly from the house, the cool morning

air brushing against his skin.

This time, he didn't hesitate at the edge of the woods like he had
before. No longer the timid boy who only watched from afar,
Carlisle stepped confidently beneath the tall trees and walked

deeper into the forest's embrace.

The woods greeted him warmly, alive with the gentle sounds of

rustling leaves and birdsong.

Sunlight streamed through the branches, casting dappled

patterns on the soft carpet of moss and fallen leaves.

The air smelled fresh—earthy and sweet, filled with the promise
of new discoveries. Every step felt like a reunion with an old

friend, as if the trees themselves remembered him.

As Carlisle wandered, soaking in the peacefulness and warmth,
a small movement caught his eye. A bright green frog hopped

toward him, its shiny eyes curious and friendly. He smiled softly,
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unsure what to expect but feeling comforted by the simple

presence of this tiny creature.

Suddenly, a soft purring brushed against his leg. Looking down,
Carlisle found a sleek cat winding around him, its fur warm and
smooth under his hand. Just as he reached down to stroke the

cat, a quiet rustle nearby made him glance up.

There, not far off, a fox emerged slowly from behind a tree, its
amber eyes watching him intently but without fear. Above them,

a small bird perched on a branch, singing a gentle melody that
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seemed to weave through the air like o thread of hope and

welcome.

In that moment, Carlisle felt a deep, comforting connection with
the forest—its magic quiet but alive, as if the old friends who
had once helped him were still there, waiting with patience and

kindness.

He didn't need to find all the answers right now; just being here
was enough to fill his heart with warmth and hope. Carlisle knelt

down slowly, the forest floor soft beneath his hands.

The green frog, calm and still, blinked up at him from o mossy

rock.

The cat, now older yet just as graceful, rubbed its head against

his leg with a low purr that made Carlisle smile.

The fox stood a few paces away, its tail flicking gently as if it,

too, remembered.

And the bird above, with feathers bright against the canopy,
continued its gentle song—a tune that stirred something deep
in Carlisle’'s chest.

© 2025 Smiles Preschool. All Rights Reserved.
104



In that quiet, sacred circle, Carlisle finally understood what had

been missing all these years.
It wasn't just the memory. It was gratitude.

All this time, he had grown, learned, spoken, loved, and lived
because someone—or something—had believed in him when he
didn't yet believe in himself. These animal friends, strange and
magical, hadn't just helped him speak. They had helped him

become.
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Tears welled up in Carlisle’'s eyes, but they weren't sad tears.
They were full of thankfulness—for his parents who never gave
up on him, for Emma who stood beside him with quiet love, and
now, for these gentle creatures who had guided him from silence

into song.

He looked around at each of them, smiling softly. “Thank you," he

said. “l don't know if | ever really said it, but... thank you."

The frog croaoked quietly, the fox gave a small nod, the cat
curled its tail around his foot, and the bird’'s song lifted just a

little higher—like a reply carried in the wind.

Carlisle felt something change in that moment. Not in the world,

but in himself.

A quiet peace settled in his chest, warm ond steady. He
understood now that the lesson wasn't just about speaking—it

was about knowing himself. About seeing others.

He had once been the boy who couldn't find his voice. Now, he

was the man who could help others find theirs.
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And so, he carried a new promise in his heart: to always be kind
to those who are struggling. To reach out to the quiet ones, the
timid ones, the ones who feel left behind. To be a friend, the way

his magical friends had once been to him.

Carlisle stood slowly, brushing off his hands. The sunlight
pierced gently through the branches above, dappling the forest

floor like golden footprints leading home.

He turned back toward the path, and though he didn't look over
his shoulder, he knew—they were still there. Waotching, proud,

and forever a part of him.

And as he stepped forward, his heart full of hope and gratitude,
the bird sang on—its melody trailing behind him like a soft

goodbye... or perhaps, a promise of return.
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