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In the years when the rain forgot the
path to the village, the earth grew brittle,
and the forest gathered its leaves like
hands folded in silent prayer. The trees no
longer danced in the wind — they only
whispered, as if afraid their voices might
stir the dust too violently. The wind itself
tiptoed across rooftops, cautious, like a
visitor who had overstayed their welcome.
The people spoke softly during those
times. Words felt too heavy to carry, and
silence became a kind of language they all
understood. Even the children, who once
filled the air with their laughter, ran with
quieter steps, their joy stilled near the
empty buckets that lined the wells like
sentinels of absence.
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At the heart of the village stood the old
well — a stone circle dark with time and
memory. The elders said it had been dug
where a tree had once grown, its roots
spreading like a star beneath the soil. That
place had been chosen not by men, but by
the earth itself. As long as the well sang —
the water echoing softly against its walls —
the village lived. It was not just a well, they
believed, but a voice from the deep, a
heartbeat beneath the dust.
But one morning, the singing stopped.
No drip, no whisper. Only the hollow
breath of stone and air.
That was when the story of Elias began.
Not with thunder or omen, but with
silence — the kind that settles into the
bones of things and waits.
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The Silent Well
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The sun leaned heavily over the village,
pressing the dusty roofs into silence. July
had always been hot, but this summer felt
different—merciless, as if the sky itself had
turned against them. Heat shimmered
above the cracked earth, and even the
cicadas seemed too tired to sing.
Elias stood by the old stone well in the
center of the village square, his small
hands wrapped tightly around the rope.
The bucket creaked as it descended into
the darkness. He waited, his breath caught,
for the familiar splash that always came,
the sound that meant life still flowed
beneath them.
But the splash never came.
The rope went slack far too soon, and
when Elias pulled, the bucket was far too
light. 
His arms strained as he lifted it over the
lip of the well.
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The villagers pressed closer, silent and
expectant. And then, the truth revealed
itself.
Inside the bucket lay nothing but a
brittle, yellow leaf stuck to the dry wood.
The silence that followed was heavier
than the heat.
Elias looked up at the faces around him—
lined, tired, hopeful faces that now
crumbled with despair. A woman covered
her mouth with her hand. A child
whimpered. An elder shook his head
slowly, as though the gesture itself was a
funeral.
“It’s gone,” Elias whispered. His own voice
sounded strange, too loud in the stillness.
His mother stepped forward, a scarf
pulled tight around her head to shield her
from the sun. Her eyes, once warm and
gentle, were shadowed now with
exhaustion.
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She touched the rim of the bucket as if to
test reality. Her lips trembled, but she did
not cry.
“The well has died,” she murmured.
The villagers began to drift back, each
step heavy with dread. A few lingered,
staring into the darkness as if sheer will
could summon water back. But the well
remained mute, an empty throat in the
earth.
Elias’s little sister, Ilinca, tugged at his
sleeve. She was seven, with wide eyes too
big for her thin face. In her arms she
clutched her rag doll, its faded cloth head
lolling against her chest.
“Will the water come back?” she asked
softly.
Elias swallowed hard. He wanted to tell
her yes, to promise that by tomorrow the
well would sing again. But his mouth
stayed dry, his tongue heavy.
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He only reached down and squeezed her
hand, and that was answer enough.
That evening, the villagers gathered once
more around the silent well. A single
candle burned on the stone rim, its small
flame trembling in the dusk. It was their
way of mourning, as if the well had been a
person who had lived and died among
them.
Elias sat on the ground with Ilinca’s head
against his shoulder. His stomach growled
with hunger, but thirst gnawed sharper
than any hunger. Every sip from their clay
jars was measured, every drop accounted
for, and now even those jars stood nearly
empty.
From the shadows, he heard murmurs—
voices of men debating whether to leave
the village, to seek rivers elsewhere, or to
wait for rain that had not come in months.
One old man spat in the dust.
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“When the well dries,” he said, “the
village dries too.”
Elias pressed his palm against the warm
stone of the well. He tried to imagine water
beneath, hidden just out of reach, waiting
to be freed. He pressed his ear close,
straining for the faintest sound. Nothing.
Only the hollow echo of his own breath.
He thought of his mother, coughing
through the nights, her strength thinning.
He thought of Ilinca, lips cracked,
whispering for water in her sleep. And he
thought of the village children, their
games dulled into listless silence.
“If I don’t go,” he told himself, “who will?”
Later, in the quiet of their small home,
Elias lay on the floor with his ear against
the wooden boards, listening as if the
earth might whisper secrets. Ilinca
clutched her doll beside him, already
asleep.

9
Their mother sat by the doorway, staring
out into the dark, her face a silhouette
carved from sorrow.
Elias closed his eyes, but no sleep came.
Only one thought repeated in his head,
steady as a drumbeat:
I will find the water. For Mother. For Ilinca.
For all of us.
And as the candle by the well flickered out
in the square, Elias made a vow: tomorrow,
his journey would begin.
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A Child’s Burden
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Dawn slid into the house in a thin ribbon
of pale light. Elias had been awake for
hours, lying on the floorboards with his
cheek pressed to the wood, listening for
anything the earth might say. It said
nothing. The only sound was Ilinca’s soft
breathing, shaped by dreams he hoped
were full of rain.
He rose quietly and gathered what little
he could call supplies. On the table he
arranged them in a line, as if order could
conjure plenty: a length of frayed rope
coiled tight, a small knife with a nicked
blade—the last thing his father had left
behind before vanishing to look for work—
two hard heels of cornbread wrapped in
cloth, three walnuts, a needle and thread,
and an empty gourd bottle polished
smooth by years of hands. He paused over
the gourd, weighing it in his palm. Empty,
it felt like a promise not yet kept.
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His mother pushed herself upright on the
straw mattress against the wall. The scarf
that covered her hair was faded at the
edges, like a sky bleached by too many
seasons. She watched him for a long
moment, then swung her legs to the floor
and stood carefully, as if balance were
something new to relearn.
“You’ve decided,” she said—not a
question.
“I have to,” he answered. “Today. Before
the sun becomes a hammer.”
She moved closer, fingers brushing each
item on the table as if blessing them. “The
old
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